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  Chapter One


  With a soft moan, Tanya started to rise from her swoon. Her hands traced her body and she assessed the grumbling contusions forced upon her skin. Slowly, she started to notice that she was unbound. The various impediments to her movement seemed to have been removed while she was unconscious.


  Opening heavy eyelids, she found herself still in the circle of light. Her owners were present and they were leaning against a new engine of restraint that had been drawn in while Tanya was left unaware.


  The sadistic Mistress ran her ebony nails down one of the metal support beams and looked over to Tanya with a wicked leer.


  Two dense steel struts rose up to just above head height and were connected by a cross beam that bore two widely spaced shackles. The two steel bands were open at the centre and the hinged affairs were filled with leather padding on the interior surface. On the outside were a number of jagged metal spikes that flew forth as savage decoration.


  The upper surface of the crossbeam was embellished with a row of some twenty squat candles of black wax that had all been lit. The small tears of flame fluttered and bathed the entire sight in a warmer hue.


  Hooks on the support beams held various implements and the solid metal construction bored into the floor to make the apparatus exceedingly stable. There were lengths of black rope, some crops and canes, a paddle or two, and smaller implements that she could not make out because they were semi-hidden amongst the rest of the perverse arsenal.


  “Come here, slave,” ordered her Master.


  He was standing to one side. His arms were at his sides and he fixed her with a firm stare. The recall of her ravishment sent a shiver through her body. She gave a brief look to his crotch and ferreted for every part of the memory that she could.


  The sublime torturess was caressing the construction with fondness, as though this was her favourite toy or perhaps a new version that she was most eager to try out.


  Acting instantly, Tanya forced herself up and crawled over on all fours. Her slow gait caused her body to wiggle wantonly and the eyes of the couple lit up at such a vision.


  “She will make a fine pet,” offered the Mistress.


  “Perhaps. We shall see, in time. But we have other lessons for her today,” considered her Master.


  He removed a weave of rope and stepped over to Tanya while she settled onto her haunches. The skin immediately flashed with old anguish. The welts gained a shred of their former heat from the pressure and thus plagued her anew. Tanya merely ignored the minor distress and remained still. She felt swollen with submission and her body stayed to attention as her oppressor’s boots clomped toward her.


  Strong gloved hands brushed her body and he started to use the rope to engulf her. A congregation of knots formed between her shoulder blades and twin lines of the coarse rope flashed around her torso. Riding above and below her breasts, they wrung the flesh through the woven jaws. Her assets started to swell with new feeling and the crimp at their base brought a dull throb that stomped through them. The ache was rendered acute at the sites where clamps had punished her.


  The ropes tightened upon Tanya. They squeezed her chest and made each inhale battle their cinch. Her arms were twisted up her back and locked into the mire of rope. The strands lanced around her wrists and then reached out to grab above and below her elbows. The weave hauled in until her arms were smarting from being pressed so tightly to her back that she could barely even twitch them.


  Without word, the torturess lifted a slender pale hand. Her eyes gave a shimmer of supernatural influence and her indomitable will again started to control reality. The invisible force that answered her commands engulfed Tanya and lifted her up by her ankles. The power was like no normal grip and seemed to lift her from within rather than from the application of any external force.


  With a groan of answer to the straining effects of suspension, Tanya was hauled up into the air. Hanging by her feet, her legs were pulled apart so that they might be slotted into the metal fetters. Tanya gave a struggle against the ropes to feel how secure she was, and successfully impressed upon herself her own vulnerability to the situation.


  On a smooth glide through the air, Tanya was delivered into the trammels. The metal slammed shut and the soft interior pressed tightly about her ankles. The psychokinetic sorcery vanished and left her hanging inverted and splayed. Tanya’s head was elevated from the flagstones by just a few inches and her hair trailed on the floor.


  “Did you enjoy your last lesson, slave?” he asked.


  “Yes Master. I did. Thank you.”


  The stern figure moved over to her captive form and conducted a brief check of her ropes. He pulled at strands and tugged at knots to ensure that nothing had shifted or come loose during her brief voyage. The graze of his hand to her bare skin made Tanya’s heart flutter, and when his hands started to brush her stretched inner thighs, she gave a small hiss of excitement.


  “I enjoyed the use of your body, slave,” he announced.


  “I am glad, Master,” she replied quickly.


  Tanya’s mouth stretched open with awe as she felt his fingers travel closer to her exposed pussy and circle around the edge of her pubic hair. Tanya gave a little pip when he pinched at a tuft and then she relaxed as he went back to stroking her.


  “But I think you should show your devotion to the pleasure of your Mistress this time. After all, we both own you, and should both take our pleasure from you.”


  “Yes, Master. Of course.”


  It seemed that they were still concerned that she could not handle submitting to her own gender. Unaware of her past, they were verifying her admissions and were going to test them one more time. It did not matter to Tanya. She would abase herself and serve the torturess just as readily as her Master. Their partnership offered her much. She would have the carnal affections of male or female, along with the sheer brutal sadism of the Mistress, and the more generous chastisement of the Master.


  The woman stepped before her and crouched down. The moan of stretching leather instantly aroused Tanya’s fetishistic cravings.


  Staring at the upside down image of her owner, with blood rushing to her head, Tanya felt nothing but keen arousal at the sight of the woman. Her libidinous thirst was distinctly rising as her eyes panned across the leather-clad form of the sultry sadist. The lure of her was increased as she felt her Master, again, stroke her inner thighs and rear.


  The woman settled onto her knees before Tanya and rose up so that her loins were right before her slave’s face. One stern hand clamped about her throat and held her in place so that she could not indulge the temptation to lean forward and steal kisses. The other trailed a finger slowly up Tanya’s body.


  The higher it rose, the quicker Tanya’s breathing became. The feel of her tormentor working her way to a lewdly exposed pussy was piquing the hope that she would be pleasured.


  The finger reached her pubic forest and burrowed into it. As it slid through the slit of her sex, Tanya rode lewdly along it to encourage lubrication. The hands of her Master focused upon her inner thighs and Tanya stared avidly at the leather-encased crotch of the Mistress.


  Tanya moaned wantonly and twitched as she was teased. The finger that was so gloriously rocking into her had its bliss further fuelled by the images of the woman’s belly directly before her eyes. Fantasies of licking and servicing the woman poured through Tanya’s thoughts as she stared at the leather thong, the pale thighs, and the edge of the boots and corset. The scent of leather and of lubricious female flesh saturated her nostrils. All of it fed her libido great quantities of encouragement.


  The stern grasp that was holding her throat kept her at bay and under control. The act of dominance accentuated Tanya’s reactions.


  The finger turned from merely sliding against her pussy and the digit started to dance upon her clitoris and focus all its attention on this most effective spot. Tanya moaned and gasped. She sobbed and sudden spasms jumped through her physique from the swelling force of pleasure. Her loins grew wet with absolute licentious craving.


  “Do you want to service your Mistress, slave?” she asked softly.


  Pulling her hand closer, she brought Tanya to within mere centimetres of the smooth polished pane of hide that hid and protected the most intimate regions of her owner.


  “Oh yes, Mistress! Please! I’d give anything to service you. To bring you pleasure!” she blurted.


  Tanya’s hedonistic trance was making her promises reckless and ill thought out.


  “You will have to prove it to me, slave. You have to earn your pleasures until you can show me that you are obedient,” she whispered.


  Her expert dextrous work was swiftly bringing Tanya toward orgasm.


  “Yes, Mistress! I’ll do anything for you. Do whatever you want with me as I am your slave,” she stammered.


  Tanya was barely able to recognise that she was saying the words. Had they managed to indoctrinate her to such an extent already?


  “A very eager student,” stated the torturess. “You may kiss me, slave, but do not dare touch my skin. You have not earned that privilege yet. Understand?” she added harshly.


  Her grip about Tanya’s throat momentarily intensified. The mildly strangling grip made her pressure-swollen head start to burn.


  “Yes, Mistress. Of course, Mistress,” she croaked.  


  “Good,” the Mistress curtly replied.


  Both hands moved away to leave Tanya on the final build up to climax. Stalled and frustrated at the steps of an ascent to exemplary release, Tanya gritted her teeth at the neglect and winced as though slapped.


  Tanya leaned her head slowly forward and her eyes remained locked to the image of the thong. Her carnal hunger was raging. Her tongue reached through her lips and before she even knew what she was doing, she was sobbing with delight while she gently tasted the undergarment. The knowledge that her Mistress was wearing it made the servile act infinitely more arousing. Beneath the flimsy sheet of tanned skin was her final goal, one she might achieve access to if she could but successfully endure another session of discipline.


  The scent of the Mistress was strong. The torturess’ own sensual enjoyment of punishing and breaking a slave was fully illustrated by the perfume that was soaked into the well-worn thong. Careful to comply with the rules of her service, Tanya kept her tongue to the smooth leather and adored it until the woman stepped away.


  “Very good, slave. I’m pleased with your progress thus far, but we have much more to do,” attested the Mistress.


  The woman took up a brass handle from a side beam. The polished stem bore a long bushel of wide leather straps that leapt from one end.


  The soft strands shuffled with her motions and brushed against her thigh boots as she strode back before Tanya. Her thong glittered with the sparkles of light that caught Tanya’s saliva.


  “First, we are going to tenderise that hungry little hole,” she crooned.


  The Mistress shook the handle and made the strands of the flogger cavort prior to the overhead swing that launched them into the air and down between Tanya’s legs. The wide strips diffused the pain and spread it through a larger area, but the area itself was terribly susceptible and the effects were still strenuous.


  The soft thwack of the whip rocked the air as Tanya gurgled and released strained whimpers of dismay. She felt her inner thighs and crotch flogged with a steady rhythm. The woman repeatedly struck her chosen targets and as always, her face remained impassive and cold as she worked.


  Tanya was thrashing madly against her bonds after only a few strokes. The distress was marked with a strange virulent pleasure as the leather lapped at her pussy. Though it was a tiny portion of joy, one that was almost lost within the storm of the punishment, it still enhanced the punishment and made it considerably more tolerable.


  After a few dozen strokes, the whip turned briefly to her strangled breasts. This brought Tanya to a twirling fit as she tried to evade the stinging swipes that licked at her assets and imparted hot spikes of feeling. The torturess stood tensed before her slave, legs apart, perched on her heels, her arm flinging the strands out in casual sweeps. Tanya’s nipples were the areas most pained by the flogging because the nuggets were already very raw from the various abuses the cruel and implacable woman had visited on them.


  A trio of final lashes between her legs was bestowed and then the weapon was placed back on its hook. Tanya was left hanging limp with beads of sweat trickling down her form. Tears were in her eyes as a sense of relief flooded through her. Again, the endorphins from the flogging surged unchecked to bring a dizzying natural intoxication.


  Her Master stole another collection of rope as her Mistress took up a bizarre phallic rod. The black length had several translucent crystals in its base and the gems were set in copper mounts and linked by strands of flowing arcane text. More runes and sigils dotted the entire length and these were embossed on the black sceptre in dark brazen lines.


  “You’ll find this product of dark magic far more enjoyable than the glove, slave. At least for a while anyway,” the woman said.


  The Mistress stepped forward with her acquisitions and proceeded, brusquely to slot the rod into Tanya’s sex. Because she was already wet with desire, the dildo slithered in with ease. It opened her and filled her with its hefty dimensions. Tanya stiffened and her toes wiggled against the air. Her back arched and lifted her head up as she unleashed croaking sobs of response. The feel of it sliding into her depths was exquisite and the defilement by this weapon ran on until it nudged her deepest regions.


  The rope was then brought into play. The black strand was tied about her with expert celerity and sterling skill. The strand hooked lines over her hips and ran around her waist. The plexus hauled the toy in as the strands joined and ran through her crotch. A knot pressed itself sternly to her clitoris and nudged the sheathed dildo. As her Master forged the weave, Tanya gave whimpers of rapture. Every time he caused the rod to move, or, when he brushed her loins, she wanted to surrender to his desire all the more devotedly.


  Tanya looked around from side to side to catch glimpses of his boots and firm legs. The stolen images greatly bolstered her lust.


  The rope parted at the knot on her clit and grabbed around the phallus while another section flung another cord over the base to stop Tanya rejecting it. The strands then pressed to her anus and another knot leant to her sphincter to reveal itself with every movement of her lower body.


  “She is ready for you,” pronounced her Master.


  The torturess threw an arm out in a clawed gesture and her hand suddenly flashed with diabolic energy. Black crackling arcs of power spread their ragged forks between her fingers and an opaque star started to muster in her palm. Her lithe digits curled in and fed the welling ball of sickly radiance.


  “Oh no! Please! Mistress! No!” she cried.


  Tanya’s innate fear of the glove made her quake and wriggle from the similarity of this sight to that awful device of torture. The squirming made the rope chafe against her, but she was too afraid to remain still.


  “Nooooo. Master! Don’t let her do this to me!” she screamed.


  Bringing her hand forward, the woman touched the base of the dildo. The power instantly seemed to shift into it. The charge wriggled into the structure and poured into the jewels to have them suddenly glow with lurid black light.


  When the transfer of energy was completed, the dildo started to move of its own accord. Acting slowly at first, it then began to gather speed, accelerating as the dark magic brought steady oscillations. The shaft quivered within Tanya and teased her womb in the most delightful way. Her holler of terror dropped through octaves into a throaty gurgling murmur of ecstasy.


  Tanya whimpered softly and closed her eyes. The vibrating shaft was making her belly melt with joy.


  “There. Isn’t that nice, slave?” quizzed the torturess.


  “Oh, yes, Mistress. Thank you, thank you so much,” Tanya declared with enthusiasm.


  The walls of her pussy clenched to the device as it toyed with her insides. The proximity of dark magic as it used her body started to infect her mind with a more distinct act. The power of vice was a desire that the black magics found highly agreeable as a form of sustenance and Tanya’s already cracked psyche began to focus more diligently on seeking more punishment. She was aching to feel the suffering that the grim energies wanted. The near sentient force required it as its own variety of food.


  “You want to be punished, slave?” gently asked the Mistress.


  The woman was well aware of the nature of the power and what it would do. She ran her nails down Tanya’s inner thighs and the light scratches elevated the voluptuous responses.


  “Oh yes, Mistress! Torture me in any way you wish!” she decreed.


  Tanya’s eyes rolled as she stared with glazed focus on the image of the woman’s boots.


  “You want to suffer for me then, slave?” she added.


  The Mistress was clearly seeking to have Tanya confirm and commit to her conjured proclamations.


  “Yes, Mistress. Anything to please you, Mistress,” Tanya sobbed.


  The lure of sensual input of any variety was so strong that she would assent to anything to gain it. The dark magic was more powerful than anything she had encountered before. It corrupted her instantly and deeply. She could see what effect it was having on her, but she could do nothing to stop herself. The evil force was throwing her onwards on a lascivious tidal wave that she could not oppose.


  The Mistress reached up and took down one of the candles. She held it above the “V’ of Tanya’s quaking and pregnable legs and a steady tilt brought a cascade of wax down that splattered on her inner thighs. The strangely insubstantial trickles suddenly gave way to jolts of hot dismay. The scorching effects made Tanya unleash a startled cry.


  She poured more wax onto her as the woman let a steady drip of rain fall on her Tanya’s skin to coat the inner surfaces of her legs. Each and every droplet made Tanya spasm and wail softly. In turn, the dildo started to gather more speed. The slow continual shake escalated continually as more pain coursed through her body. The dark magic was stealing this valuable energy to fuel its enchantment.


  The hesitant pain and the extreme pleasure tore at her with vivid fangs. The frozen splashes were swiftly joined by a steady application of more droplets and Tanya felt herself being coated in a searing second skin of black wax. As the initial areas dried, her shivering thighs cracked the crust. This caused particles to fall away and let the torturess pour new molten trails into the splits, again to seal them.


  Spots started to land on her buttocks. The lines that sped down her rear caused her to shake and mewl even more energetically. The knots rubbed her clit and rear, and their chafing touch was merged with pleasure as the dildo continued to feast on her distress and vibrate at a joyous rate.


  The seductive movements of Tanya’s luscious adversity prompted a sudden end. The woman set the candle back amongst the others and moved to gather new toys.


  Crouching down before Tanya’s tear-streaked face, she placed her hand to her slave’s features. Her nails sunk into Tanya’s cheeks and forced her jaws wide.


  “Now, where are we? Aha!” she said and the other hand darted in and grabbed her tongue with a ferocious pinch. Tanya gave a momentary squawk as she felt the painted talons dig into the soft flesh.


  “Out we come, slave,” ordered the woman.


  The Mistress pulled the length out to an extent that made the root murmur with pain. She held Tanya’s extended tongue in place with a most uncomfortable grip, which left her unable to close her jaws lest she risk biting off the organ.


  Tanya could only helplessly watch as the woman brought up two small stems of wood. They had been connected at one end by numerous coils of cord that locked the sticks together. The other end had similar strings attached, but they not fastened, yet. This created a savage set of delicate timber pincers.


  The open end was parted and threaded onto her tongue. The implement was slid on until her tongue was half way along and the flesh was squeezed in a painful press. The extended ends of the two sticks dug into the corners of her mouth, but she could do nothing as she stared lovingly at the woman that was now preparing new torment for her.


  Closing her fingers to the open side, the torturess brought the two ends together and held them. This wrung the base of Tanya’s tongue so forcefully, she burbled and begged her to take it off her mouth. Tanya’s words were too distorted by the clamp to be understood and the Mistress merely ignored her, anyway. The strangling bite was painful and as she tried to pull her tongue out of it, she found that it was impossible. The swell of flesh beyond the sticks left her unable to slither back through the crimping stems.


  “Oh she really does not like that does she?” asked her Master.


  Tanya felt his hand take hold of her shin and use it as a handhold while he leaned around to take a better look. The Mistress smiled and the loose cords were knotted to leave the bizarre gag entrenched and immobile.


  “But if she wants to please me, she will!” said the Mistress with a severe tone.


  Sobbing, Tanya pulled at her bonds and tried to find some way in which to alleviate her stresses. The effects of the gag replaced the loss of waxen rain and this pain helped feed the toy. The device thrummed within her and merged her pain and pleasure into a cocktail that she had no means to accurately judge. She hated the pain, but without it, the toy would not be pleasuring her so divinely. The paradox was broiling her sanity and perverting her psyche even more monstrously than before.


  Her Master stepped behind Tanya and started to gather up her hair. Weaving rope into it, the plait was merged expertly with lines of rope and braids of hair to create a firm and anchoring hybrid. A metal ring was knotted to the very end and with the click of heels and stomp of boots, they both moved away.


  A wave into the blackness brought forth a clatter of animated chain. The links spat down from above and snapped a hook into the circle of iron. The chain withdrew instantly and pulled the rope to drag Tanya up by her hair. Her roots bellowed with rage as they were used to haul her up and out like some mode of organic hammock.


  Tanya snarled against her gag as her rear was levelled out to allow them to continue as they wished. The Mistress returned between her stretched legs and took down a fresh candle as she went.


  Her Master crouched down before her and stared up into her grimacing features. He rested his arms across his knees and prepared to watch the show his partner would create.


  The Mistress attacked Tanya’s quivering buttocks with the wax and poured it onto the weal-streaked flesh. Tanya had hoped that the welts would deaden the feeling in her rear, but the minor damage to the skin in no way spared her any suffering, in fact the bruises proved a hefty assistant in tormenting her.


  Hollering onto her pernicious gag, Tanya squirmed and choked some mangled words to seek mercy. All the while, she was torn between the extreme ecstasy of the toy and the rending anguish of her ever-worsening bondage and torment. However, the suffering soon started to rise and mar her pleasure. The toy vibrated the crotch knot and the rough ball ground endlessly against her clit to make it increasingly raw the longer and more wildly the toy beat her pussy.


  Even with all her pain, Tanya started to feel an orgasm looming. The increase in her travail brought the toy to a thrashing rabid fit of sanity sapping stimulation. Gasping for breath, driven with anguish, Tanya felt the bliss gathering and starting to eat away at the pain. The ecstasy was making her amiable to her distress and then she actually began to enjoy it. She was being seduced by the hot bite of the wax, the aching chafe to her belly, the strain on her hair, and the contortion of her defenceless form.


  Tanya’s eyes were captured by the physique of her Master. Every curve, every muscle, every glint of light upon his leather attire was making her weep with desire. She imagined that the wild toy within her was his manhood and that at any moment, he would close in and kiss her again. She was sure that one brush of his tongue to her captive organ would bring her to immediate climax.


  The torturess spied the approach of relief and decided to keep her in such a starved and heady state. Setting the candle aside, she grabbed a cane and delivered it onto Tanya’s exposed rump with a deep penetrating thwack. A second after its application, Tanya hollered and lurched against her bonds. The densely compressed nerves revealed their mistreatment with a vicious and lengthy unveiling.


  The Master shuffled forward a little and reached up to caress her cheek. The act of fondness made her well with happiness and as fresh tears started to course down her cheeks, she heard the cane hurtling through the air again.


  The lithe weapon rained down onto Tanya without relent. The layer of wax shattered under its assault and proved no barrier to its effects. The stroke of the cruel device was increased by the intricate pattern of already tender contusions. Tanya screamed with full vigour as she was soundly thrashed.


  As Tanya feared might occur, the pain made the toy increase its toil yet again and she was worked ever so slowly up through the folds of rhapsody toward release. The toy worked diligently to bring her to climax, but the sheer havoc being heaped upon her was making the rise lethargic. It kept her in a heady trance where she was tricked into exulting in the savagery of her lot.


   The cane fell repeatedly, which taught Tanya to love her torment. The weapon was reworking her psyche, moulding it into the configuration of a hopeless masochist abandoned to the cruel rule of Master and Mistress.


  Dripping with perspiration, Tanya began to convulse with fright as the sheer potency of her imminent orgasm began to expose itself. The sensations were terrifyingly intense and she released incomprehensible pleas for the woman to stop. The Mistress answered with the ongoing swipe of the cane while her Master merely smiled and offered his soothing touches to her reddened face.


  Tanya’s mouth stretched open into an impossible yawn while she was engrossed in maximal release. Her screech filled the air and she bounced and strained every muscle. Her head craned forward and her body quivered like the toy that was slotted within her. Orgasm struck and seemed to rampage through every particle of her anatomy.


  Wailing against a perfect blend of purest agony and ecstasy, Tanya could do nothing as the woman thrashed into her presented rear with heinous strokes. The Mistress pushed Tanya further through the twin and radically different spires of ultimate experience. She escalated the effects of the toy with every stroke and through Tanya’s already formidable distress.


  The cane ceased its application and Tanya fell languid into the arms of her bondage. Hanging loose and weeping freely, her mind dripped with bloody tears of shock. The intensity of the event had left her dazed and torn up by these new emotions. She swore she could not handle them, that they were overwhelming her.


  “Here comes a reward, slave. Enjoy it because your Mistress does not bestow them often,” said her Master with a wry and knowing smile.


  The torturess moved around in front of her and held Tanya’s head. The woman placed it into her cleavage so that Tanya could cry and release her distraught response. Tanya felt exorcised, cleansed in mind and body by the ordeal, as though she had overcome some great obstacle and was now liberated from any guilt or personal defect by the intensity of what she had been forced to go though at the hands of this perfect sadist.


  “Tell me that you love me, slave,” she whispered softly.


  “Ah uvv oo, istrefh,” she croaked weakly over the strange gag.


  New flows of tears ran down her cheeks, but spawned from adoration. The words had not merely been said, they were wholeheartedly believed.


  “Good slave,” commented the woman.


  The Mistress started to untie the strands in her hair and Tanya swung back down. Hanging apathetic in her bonds, the fury of the event still lingered within her and filled every nerve with a twisting stash of excess feeling.


  The ankle cuffs sprung open and before Tanya fell, the arcane hold grabbed her and lowered her toward the floor. The unseen fist reversed her at the last moment so that she settled down onto her knees.


  Tanya was held upright by this grip and she felt her Master using strands of rope to connect the knot at her back and reach the coils down to her ankles. The two lengths sucked in all slack to bend her backward and leave Tanya unable to straighten up. Her chest was thrust into the air and her head was left draping on a moribund neck.


  Her crotch rope was swiftly untied and the act of the dildo being pulled from her tender loins caused her to spasm and cry out from the flash of sensation brought by its flight. Tanya tried to jerk upright but the ropes to her ankles prevented it. The sudden fight of balance and bondage almost caused her to fall over.


  The rope was wound about her waist again, but this time the knot at the base of her spine allowed the rest of the rope to traverse between her legs. This pressed the knots to her anus and clit once more before they rose directly up to attach to the overhead beam. With this uncomfortable support, she was prevented from lowering and any movement of her legs or body caused the rope at her crotch to chafe. She could not lie down and she could not rise. Tanya found herself trapped in the contorted bondage pose.


  The torturess settled down before Tanya’s front. She knelt where Tanya could not see her because her head was still flopped back. Even though Tanya’s neck was aching from being left loose, she just did not have the energy to correct or resist the pose.


  Hands reached around to her splayed thighs and began to run up and down the smooth flesh. The woman caressed the parted limbs so she might savour the feel her exposed slave.


  The hands of the Mistress continued to meander. They ran along the arch of her chest as it was bent up into the air by the bonds. Fondling assessment covered her breasts and because the bound assets were flushed with colour and sensation, Tanya felt her arousal gather once more. The manual exploration of her anatomy by the woman was stoking a new and vigorous lust.


  Pinches grabbed Tanya’s nipples. The woman rolled the nuggets over in harsh grips to make Tanya stiffen and groan. She could not stop herself from relishing her lowly lot as her delicious owner examined her.


  “You remember our bargain, slave?” she asked softly.


  “Es, ithtrth,” moaned Tanya, her tongue still snared by the sticks.


  The organ was full of a chill pounding mayhem and this was the only thing she could detect in the numb length. Excitement tickled Tanya’s mind. The realisation that she might actually get to service her owner suddenly brought her to an expectant silence.


  The woman arose and walked back around. Her deft fingers released the cord and removed the gag. Tanya grimaced and snapped her maw closed. Her tongue remained lifeless in her mouth and exploded with denied feeling. Moaning and shuddering, Tanya worked her way through the effects of renewed circulation.


  Tanya heard the soft rustle of leather being moved. Her eyes jerked open and she immediately forgot about the woe that was coursing through her mouth.


  The torturess was standing before her. She was pulling down her thong to reveal a naked sex that was shaven smooth and Tanya’s eyes widened with jubilation. Her heart accelerated to a rapid beat and the Mistress stepped forward and knelt down. Her thigh boots parted and she offered her pussy to the inverted face of her slave.


  Tanya craned her head out and tried to reach her goal as soon as possible. However, the woman kept her treasure just out of reach to force Tanya into a dedicated fight to try to get to her. The scent of the woman filled Tanya’s nostrils and she yearned to taste of her Mistress.


  The torturess moved a little closer. Tanya’s crippled tongue found new life and stretched forward as far as it could. The tip hovered in empty air and was mere millimetres from the revealed lips of the woman’s pussy.


  Another tiny shuffle forward permitted Tanya to graze the succulent skin. Her very tip just about brushed her owner while the woman glared down at her from above and relished the teasing of her supplicant possession.


  The torturess moved forward a little more and permitted Tanya to run her tip along her vulva. The taste of warm feminine juices spread across Tanya’s palate like divine nectar. The flavour intoxicated the adoring slave and made her desire more.


  “Are you ready, slave?” she quizzed.


  “Oh yes, Mistress! Thank you! Thank you for this honour!” Tanya blurted.


  She forgot everything. Her one and only need was to give her owner the pleasure she herself had felt.


  Without further exchange, the woman turned around and shifted back. Tanya watched the succulent rear of the woman pass overhead. The white cheeks gave way to lush bald loins that lowered onto her trapped head and bent it back a little more before trapping it between locked thighs.


  Held in place and with her mouth pressed into soft sex, Tanya joyously let her tongue drift up and into the warm velvet tracts. Revelling in the taste and feel of servicing her owner, Tanya became light-headed with utter bliss.


  The woman stiffened with the first lick and took hold of Tanya’s hair. She held tightly as though it were a rein, using it to keep her slave captive between her thighs and then devoted to her oral task.


  Tanya rolled her tongue into the intimate caverns of the woman. She tickled her clit and added long laps and deep thrusts. She played circles of motions on her and spilled the flat of her tongue upon her erect clitoris. Tanya’s work was sporadic and ever changing. She wanted to do everything at once. Her desire to probe and explore her owner made her tongue a wild and random creature.


  The woman moved forward and forced Tanya to consume her rear. Tanya’s face was wedged between the firm buttocks of the gorgeous dominant sadist and her tongue wantonly flashed through the puckered bud. Delving into the orifice, Tanya licked deeply before being returned to her original place of worship.


  Hands reached back and started to attend Tanya’s breasts as she worked. Looking up across the leather fields of dense corset into the pale gorgeous countenance of her oppressor, Tanya felt like a supplicant mortal pinned before an almighty goddess.


  The torturess was breathing deeply and sighing with pleasure as Tanya used every method she could to heighten the woman’s joy. Pinches and scratches ran over Tanya’s flesh, refining her submission, making her relish this lot even more fanatically. The woman continued to grope with harsh attention, this being her very nature. Tenderness was almost alien for the Mistress, and Tanya would not have had it any other way. A dark charm had been laid in her soul from this place. She did not know whether it was artificially created by magic, or the lingering product of her harsh years of destitution and then sexual slavery. Her time in Sebastian’s cellar had set some hidden curse of masochism in her soul and had forged a secret pit of decadence.


  Amber had installed the door to her depraved side and lesbian caresses were the key. The worship of a powerful woman who would guide and mould her was the Rosetta stone that would bring Tanya’s secret desires to full and undeniable authority over her.


  Since childhood, Tanya had been engineered. Tutors and parents were the first architects. Then vagrancy had reworked her, then Sebastian, Amber, and finally the mighty battle lords of the Order Eternal. There had never been a time when she had truly been in charge of her own destiny, when someone was not turning her into what that person wanted. This trait was the factor that had caused her to surrender to the indoctrination of the Master so quickly, and now there was no way back.


  Tanya’s eyes bulged with joy as she felt movement on her chest. Her master was straddling the bound torso of his slave. She felt his bare hands take hold of her breasts and then a hot turgid manhood dropped into her cleavage. Tanya stabbed her tongue as deep as she could and sucked her lips to the pussy of the Mistress in a bid to contain her cry of delight.


  The Master pressed her assets together and started to thrust into the soft embrace. She could feel his pulse in the organ as he stole his pleasure from her defenceless breasts.


  Looking up, she saw the Mistress turn her head around and heard the two of them kissing passionately. Tanya desperately wanted to watch them, but all she could see was the belly and torso of the Mistress.


  She felt the manhood of the Master flick with tension and a jolt ran through it. Spatters of wet warmth touched her collarbones and his hands pressed her assets even more forcibly to his shaft. A few more thrusts added more to the viscous decoration and he released her breasts to free his length.


  Her Master took hold of the crotch rope and she felt it shift against her as he used it to pull himself back upright and step off her torso.


  The dominant woman turned back and her jaw dropped open on a gasp. Her head draped forward to let her cascading hair hang forth as her eyes remained closed and her teeth stayed bared. Her body grew tense and she was delivered to climax by Tanya’s tongue.


  The torturess was far more reserved and in control of herself than Tanya, and she took her orgasm with a staid calmness. After drinking deeply of all of Tanya’s kisses, she stepped off her face and took up the forsaken thong.


  “Something of me to worship while I am gone, slave,” she said.


  Lifting the underwear, she started to unthread its tangled structure. Taking the crotch, she threaded it over Tanya’s face and made sure the strongly scented triangle of fabric was pressed to her slave’s nostrils. Hooking the straps over her ears, she used a small piece of cord to tighten it into place so that Tanya could not shed it. Not that she would, for as she drank deeply of the sensual perfume, her eyes fluttered, and her belly lit up with new appetite.


  The woman patted Tanya’s face and strode into the darkness. The Master followed a moment later and Tanya was again deserted to uncomfortable bondage. The smell of her owner ruled her senses. It tantalised her prurient need and frustrated her immensely. The clusters of droplets along her collar started to dribble down her neck and she quivered as she felt the movement.


  Tanya tried to gain relief by working herself against the crotch rope, but the accursed strand was so rough, it chafed too much to try. Even though she was repeatedly seduced into an attempt by ever-increasing need, she could not gain the relief she so agonisingly required.


  Her back smarted terribly, her legs hurt, and the contortion was growing worse with every passing moment. The ache started to echo through her and shed all levity while it became all-consuming and maddening. It prompted her into fighting the position, in trying to find ease, but she never once succeeded. In fact, the attempts only seemed to heighten her distress, but again she had little option but to try. Tanya simply lacked the willpower to stay still in the cruel arms of rope and accept the level of travail that had been prescribed for her.


  Each panting snort carried the aroma of her Mistress into her senses. It fanned her libido and made her dredge through her memories of the woman. Unable to stop herself she continually titillated her mind and made her situation even more unbearably frustrating.


  Exhaustion began to set in, but the havoc of the position was not one that could permit an easy retreat into slumber. Tanya sank into the hazy semi-reality where she slipped in and out of a distorted snooze. She was beginning to get used to such a state of rest.


  The bondage plagued her half-dreams. The scent of the woman spilled through her mind, and her disorientation and arousal fed the growing leviathan of her submission.


  





  Chapter Two


  Stretching her weary form, Tanya nuzzled back closer to Amber. Her hands locked about the woman and she felt fingers run down her hair. The woman caressed her with sentimental ease as Tanya relaxed against her lover. She wetted her dry lips and left her eyes closed so she could luxuriate in the comfort of the Amber’s smooth body.


  “How long have I been asleep?” Tanya asked softly.


  “A couple of hours. I thought it best to let you get some rest. But your food’s probably cold by now,” replied Amber.


  The thought of food jumped through her mind, and her belly immediately growled to itself as though it had heard the words as well. The moment of peace revealed that she needed sustenance and there were no atrocious clients to distract her from her famine.


  “That’s okay, I could eat a live horse,” she muttered.


  Extracting herself from the arms of the woman, Tanya moved to her plate. Wolfing down the fare, she quickly gobbled everything. The coldness of the broth went unnoticed as she frenziedly erased her hunger.


  Once she devoured everything, she moved back onto the bed and placed her head in Amber’s lap. Holding her belly, she felt the food coursing through her canals and revitalising her.


  “Better?” offered Amber.


  “Much,” Tanya replied.


  The door opened suddenly. Both of them had failed to hear the subtle sound of the lock.


  Jerking upright, they flashed alarmed stares to the opening, but, instead of the hated visage of Sebastian, all they found was a short curvaceous girl with long blonde hair and a perky smile.


  “What is it?” snapped Amber.


  “He’s back, and he wants you and Tanya in room four,” whispered the girl.


  She quickly ran off after passing on the order. If Sebastian arrived looking for them and she was still here, it would expose her awareness of their illicit coupling.


  “Damn his evil heart!” growled Amber.


  “What? Not another customer already?” asked Tanya.


  Her face dropped into an appalled expression as the fleeting heaven she had stolen was steered back to the hell that was her enticing slavery.


  “It’s okay, we’ll be fine,” said Amber.


  Rising from the bed, she took Tanya’s hand to help her up.


  “Can’t we escape? Can’t we do something to get out of here?” she uttered with desperation.


  “I can’t, Tanya,” said the woman with grave sorrow. Her head wilted as she spoke.


  “What do you mean? We can make a run for it right now! Naked or not, we can escape!” she exclaimed.


  The chances of being caught where high. Without clothes, they were certain to be stopped, and eventually handed to the Watch, and that meant prison. However, there was a slim chance and they could take it and maybe get free.


  “I have to stay here, Tanya. Please don’t run. He’ll make me pay if you do,” pleaded Amber.


  “What are you talking about?”


  “Sebastian knows where my family lives. He’ll kill them if I escape. My mother, my father, my sisters. I can’t save myself at their expense.”


  “We could warn them,” offered Tanya.


  She was eager to accept this unprecedented opportunity for flight. The moments of peace she had gained with Amber had restored all her previous commitment to escape.


  “Not before he gets there, and even if we could, my parents are old, they’d never make it out of the city before he used his influence with the Watch to stop us. All my family would be imprisoned, or worse still, my sisters would end up here. I’d rather die here than let them see this place,” she said morosely.


  Amber was doomed to endure, willingly, the degrading life Sebastian had forced on her. Tanya now had no option. She wanted to save herself, but she was not an evil being and could not allow others to replace her if she could help it.


  “I…I’ll stay then, for now. But if I see a chance, I’ll take it, later. When you won’t get blamed,” she stated.


  “That’s up to you, Tanya. I’m grateful that you won’t run now, but if you get caught, he’s terrible to those who do. Women have been tortured in front of all of us as a lesson. The last was hung by her breasts and whipped until she went insane. He keeps her in an iron box upstairs, now. I know because I’ve had to pour water in through her air holes to flush out her prison and feed her. She’s like a deranged animal, I…I don’t want that to happen to you, Tanya,” Amber said, her voice quavering slightly.


  “I’ll consider what you’ve said,” she stated.


  This was the best that she could offer the woman. With a meagre smile, Amber led her from the room and out onto the corridor. They saw Sebastian march down the stairs and stop before a door. He held a bag and a riding crop in one hand and a key in the other. He unlocked the door and threw it open before he indicated the chamber within.


  “Well? Come on then!” he growled.


  The two females scampered in quickly rather than risk irking his already cantankerous mood with a delay.


  The room seemed virtually empty. The barren chamber was small and comprised of stone panels that had been painted black. At the centre rose a dense wooden beam with a heavy metal ring set high on the sturdy whipping post. A teak cabinet lay closed against the far wall with two soft and accommodating armchairs of red leather in the far corners. The chairs flanked the cabinet and provided soft luxuriant posts for spectators.


  Two oil lamps were situated on the walls on either side of the door. The lamps spilled a timid glow through the room and made it seem a sinister and vile place.


  “Tanya, up against the post,” ordered Sebastian.


  Tanya was afraid to feel the lick of the crop to make her act as he wanted and so with reluctance, she complied. There was no doubt enough punishment to come from the client without encouraging a little unnecessary appetiser.


  Sebastian walked over to the wooden post and grabbed her hands. He produced manacles from the bag and threaded one of the cuffs through the ring. The chain that connected the bonds was evened out and the trammels were locked into place around her wrists. With her hands raised above her head, Tanya found that she had surprising amounts of slack to exploit. She was almost able to touch her head if she stood up straight, and she wondered if the client wanted to whip her and watch her dance. If this were the case, she might do herself some serious harm against the unforgiving wood unless she could control her writhing.


  From the bag, Sebastian then produced a plexus of leather straps. They bore a large ridged phallus and the monstrous length jutted forth from a triangular pad.


  “Put this on and wait for the client. They’ll tell you what they want,” stated Sebastian.


  His presence was a threat to the crafted fantasy of the client so he grabbed the bag and hastily marched from the room. The door slammed shut and Amber began to remove her own leather underwear and fasten herself into the tight fitting folds of the strap on.


  “What’s going to happen to me?” Tanya said weakly.


  “I think I know who this client is. They’ll want to have me abuse you and ravish you while they watch,” said Amber solemnly.


  “Oh Gods, no, please,” she whimpered.


  The prospect of being tortured by the one who had just shown her such affection was a terrible role reversal. Her obedience to the clients was a price she decided she had to pay, but Amber was a fellow prisoner and would take no pleasure from Tanya’s suffering.


  “I have to, Tanya. But I’ll go easy, I swear. Try and enjoy it. I’ll make sure I take every chance to pleasure you,” she promised and straightened the massive dangling rod.


  “With that? I can’t take that in me! It’s too big!” she mewled.


  Tanya pulled at her shackles and danced agitatedly from foot to foot with worry.


  “Ssssh, just trust me, and forgive me,” said Amber.


  She moved closer and kissed Tanya’s cheek as moist pools started to gather in her eyes. The door opened and Amber stepped back. She looked suddenly impassive when the client entered, as some skilled Thespian that had been joking backstage and now walked out from behind the curtains to enact a tragedy.


  Whoever the client was, he wished to remain anonymous because he hid his identity deep within a hooded cloak. His features and even his body were hidden from view.


  The door closed and locked from without to ward off the outside world. The enigmatic form strolled across the chamber to the pair of enslaved servants. He walked around them and his hidden gaze scrutinised the pair for long and tense moments.


  Without word, he turned and went to one of the chairs. The client pulled it over toward them so he might sit closer and watch his orchestrated show and then he went to the cabinet. Opening it, he exposed the ranks of weapons of corporal punishment. His eyes and gloved hands ran over the array and sought items to meet his appetite for scourging.


  Amber took advantage of the diversion of his attention and ducked in to whisper into Tanya’s ear.


  “Try and arouse yourself. Think of anything to help get you wet. It’ll make things easier,” she offered.


  Amber was trying to ease the ordeal on her partner and for that, Tanya was grateful.


  The figure slouched into the folds of the chair. The leather creaked as he settled into position close to Tanya’s side.


  “Take these,” said a soft female voice.


  It caught Tanya by surprise. She had assumed that the client was a male. Now it seemed that this was a woman who wanted to see two others of her own sex performing as she commanded while watching the show with voyeuristic delight.


  Amber accepted the ball gag and the leather strap. The rectangle of thick hide split into three tongues at the end and the leather was scuffed along every corner from much use. The woman set a cane beside her chair and leaned back into the luxurious seat as Amber clasped the weapon and looked across Tanya’s helpless and naked rear.


  “You know what I want to see,” she purred with excitement.


  Clearly, this woman had made Amber perform for her before. Tanya glanced to the weapon and pictured celestial women pinned against the pole and crying out as that same leather hand assailed their jolting rears. The thought of Amber being responsible for their adversity was an alluring image so Tanya grabbed that mental depiction and kept Amber in her mind and punishing hapless girls. Suddenly Tanya was appreciating the fact that she was going to be the next.


  Amber paused for a moment and then switched into character with disturbingly practised ease. She stepped forward and forced the swollen ball into Tanya’s mouth. It made her choke and struggle as she was treated so roughly.


  The buckled strap was fixed about her head and this forced the straps at the corners of her mouth to dig in. Tanya’s tongue floundered beneath the vast orb and her jaws ached from the absurd rictus. She imagined the forms in her mind as they bit to the device while their screams poured over it. Tanya imagined that she could taste their distress, that by suckling on the ball, she was exchanging a second hand passionate kiss with all those that had chewed upon it before she had.


  Amber stepped back and Tanya leant her head to the beam and closed her eyes. She quickly began to run through sexual fantasies. Tanya grabbed dreams where Amber was lodged between her legs with her diligent tongue hurling itself into her pussy. However, her desperation was making lust a difficult commodity to rise. She tried to reassure herself with her usual self-deprecating litany, but Amber’s presence was making it troublesome.


  The strap hummed against the air and sounded a dull note across Tanya’s rear. She stiffened, her head jerked up, and she cried out onto the gag. The weapon swung back to catch the other side, forcing Tanya to jump forward and hug herself to the beam. She shuddered as her welt-covered rear answered the touch of the implement.


  “Yes, that’s it. Make the little bitch suffer!” said the woman on a licentious hiss.


  The client’s cloak was shuffling as she started to caress herself within its folds. The strap flashed down again and stinging applause started to ring through the room as it struck Tanya’s rear and imparted hot bursts of sensation. The terrified captive yanked at her chains. She jiggled up and down as she tried to find some way in which to escape Amber’s lambasting hand.


  Tanya burbled and pleaded for mercy the words croaked and distorted by the ball that was filling her mouth. She begged her lover to stop, but the woman merely continued to repeatedly swat at Tanya’s jouncing rear. Amber tracked her victim’s motions so that the weapon never once failed to land on her without full precision and strength.


  “Now take her! In the bottom!” growled the woman.


  Amber instantly dropped the strap and jumped forward. She grabbed Tanya’s hips and took a firm hold. Pulling her out from the pole, Amber left Tanya with her arms draped along the wood. Her rear was jutting outward provocatively and she was left open to the decreed ravishing.


  Amber grabbed the length and placed the rounded head to Tanya’s sphincter. Still dazed by the strapping, Tanya suddenly realised what was going to transpire. Before she could move, Amber clapped her hands back into place and gave a wicked pelvic thrust.


  A lucid anguish filled Tanya’s rear. The tight orifice was suddenly being wrenched open without any precursor teasing and the flesh hated such penetration unless warmed up and educated first. The searing distress of the intrusion lifted her to tip toe and tried to have her jolt away, to unsheathe the hideous rod filling her rectum. Amber held tight and kept it lodged deep. She defeated Tanya’s paroxysms and stayed oblivious to her keening hollers.


  The observing woman sighed with rapture at the sound. She shook with glee at the sight of another woman being punished so viciously.


  With uncaring venom, Amber began to ride her artificial manhood back and forth. She thrust into Tanya while she howled and struggled to get free. The pain was dwindling as the opening started to accept the penetration, but the feel of it swelling within her while she was held by her lover and befouled by such callous violation was driving her mad.


  As she thrust, Amber started, venomously, spanking Tanya. Her hands randomly jumped back and flashed in to clap against her cheeks, to sting them with open palmed swats and each spank made Tanya squeak and buck. The addition of extra woe and the untamed cruelty of her lover made her weep with sorrow, despair, and suffering.


  “Now the other hole. Fill her up!” demanded the woman.


  Amber tugged herself free. The unlubricated membranes clung to the fat rod and made the flight of the bestial sceptre just as distressing as its use on her.


  Tanya sagged in the grip of the woman. Salty lines streaked her face as tentacles of drool extended from her slack chin. Her hindquarters were alive with wriggling distress. Her welt-covered rear had been revived from the harsh attention of the strap and Amber’s capricious spanks. Now her anus burned internally from violation and chastisement, and it seemed that her belly was to be next.


  Amber kicked Tanya’s legs apart. The atrocious obduracy of her lover was heart cracking. Because of their coupling, Tanya was having trouble finding her usual delectation in her abuse and subsequent use. Familiarity, friendship, perhaps even affection had thrown her from her usual slave mindset and defeated her mantra of masochistic devotion to her clients and their satisfaction.


  With callous detachment, Amber took aim and fed the length to the opening of her pussy. Another savage thrust opened Tanya to a distinct degree. The toy forced its way in with barbarity to have every muscle in Tanya’s body suddenly stand to attention as she screamed onto the air.


  “That’s it! Wonderful! Now give it to her! Hard and fast!” snarled the woman.


  Amber dove from root to tip as she held tightly to Tanya in order to stop her escaping. Tanya danced on her toes. Her hips wriggled and her hands clawed at her bonds as her head whipped around from trying to find a way in which to get away from Amber’s abuses.


  Once more, the heavy-handed smacks of Amber started to arbitrarily assail her. The extra attacks delighted the client but made Tanya sob in new misery.


  “Come on! I want to see this slave come!” ordered the woman


  The client had laid down her demands for the session and revealed the only means to end it. Tanya burbled with increased dismay. She could barely take the event as it was, so how was she supposed to find pleasure enough in it to actually achieve orgasm? Amber would be forced to violate her until she did. She should either fake it, or try to do as ordered. Tanya doubted she could trick someone of her own gender, especially with her own lack of experience in such matters, so she opted to try to comply.


  Filling her mind with thoughts of the other night, she imagined that she was lying on the bed with Amber thrusting into her with love, not hate. The woman was gently holding her hips and guiding the length into her to educate her in the ways of the private passions of her own sex.


  The fantasy slowly began to work and she felt the dildo begin to ease in its route. Her tracts became moist as the long rod jammed itself deep into her, bouncing her upon its ridges and trenches. Gradually she felt a nugget of pleasure start to appear. The seed bloomed slowly as she nourished it with detailed dreams of cunnilingus with Amber and a long unhurried and detailed exploration of every part of the woman’s beautiful body.


  The smacking hand of Amber and the brutality of her love hampered the detailed construction of her fantasies, but Tanya was resolute and desperate. When she felt herself rising to climax, she was overjoyed. The tide of gathering pleasure eroded the pain of her containment and made it easier to continue. Genuine relish in her ravishment began taking over. Despite the obstacles, Tanya found herself luxuriating in the scenario she had at first despised.


  Her lover was being made to molest and discipline her for the amusement of the client. The pound of the phallus, the slap of her hand, they were tokens of brutal affection that Tanya’s love of being degraded found most gratifying. Suddenly she was finding a most potent glee in the ordeal. Her gasping cries grew quicker and louder as she felt the final release creeping through her, mustering its power for a final eruption.


  When the orgasm enveloped her, Tanya thrashed against Amber’s hold with even more manic vigour and dropped herself onto the length so that it shoved into her deepest regions. She battled to endure the power of her climax as the massive phallus poured into her dripping womb, jolting in and out while she cried out in purest ecstasy.


  Amber slowed and withdrew almost solemnly. This made Tanya question what was to follow.


  “Now make her pay the price!” snarled the woman.


  Tanya realised that after she climaxed she was destined to be caned, hence Amber’s regret that Tanya had succumbed so quickly.


  Taking up the wooden strut, Amber thrashed it against the air. She beat out several notes before turning the weapon onto Tanya’s defenceless buttocks. Entranced with her newfound debauchery, Tanya thrust her rear out to accept it. She was anxious to suffer for the client, to bring the woman to orgasm through her hollers and tears.


  The weapon hacked at the air and sounded against her flesh. It sent a ripple through her cheeks before a sudden detonation of ghastly sensation gouged into the trench. Tanya leapt up and bellowed into the air as she answered the full effects of the stroke.


  Amber paused to experience the entire intensity of the implement. She waited until Tanya had calmed and sagged against her manacles, then she added the next.


  The thwack brought forth a resounding squeal from Tanya’s throat and new life flew through her body, which instantly brought her to a tensed stance. Her jaws bit to the gag and she wailed freely as rabid spittle flecked the pole. It was both ghastly and beautiful. The pain was an aphrodisiac that she needed, and one she both hated and loved.


  Tanya’s legs criss-crossed against each other. Her body cavorted in endurance and she gradually weathered the full raging storm of suffering. A moment later, she was presenting her buttocks for another and throwing herself into the role of a forlorn and reluctant slave.


  Once she had settled and false pleas were freely jumping from her spread lips, the next stroke came without fail. Tanya continued to screech. She struggled to take the pain of the virulent weapon wielded by her lover’s casual arm. The same hand that had caressed and eased her suffering was now drowning her in physical despair. The elation and the confusion she felt continued to merge with the arousal she was bringing the client and it carried her on a wicked haze.


  A full dozen were inflicted, and Amber only paused during the session to pinch the raised trenches that were set on her buttocks. By reviving the old weals, she made Tanya jerk and shudder before she continued with the delivery of the twelve excruciating impacts.


  When she finished, Tanya was hanging loose from her manacles. Her legs were too weak to support her. Her body dripped with lines of sparkling sweat and her breathing was weak and shallow.


  The lingering havoc in her form was a license to relish her subjugation. If she had the energy, she would have graciously thanked both client and fellow slave for expelling another portion of her self-loathing and guilt.


  “Release her,” snapped the woman.


  Amber unfastened a manacle and let Tanya’s arm drop slack to her side. Her physique dangled by one stretched wrist and Amber turned to the other. The cuff was opened and she instantly dropped to the floor in a twisted heap.


  Tanya was unable to operate her own body. Her senses were crippled by a residual debilitating pain. The cane had generated a level of havoc that refused to diminish.


  “Now. You will service me, slave girl. And if you don’t do a good job, you go back up for another twelve strokes of the cane. Understand?” stated the woman.


  The words caught Tanya’s aghast attention and spurred her into desperate effort. With all her might, she roared at her body to obey her and fought her way up onto all fours. She could see Amber standing a short way back, mentally begging for Tanya to succeed because she was unable to face tormenting her again.


  With painful sloth, Tanya managed to trek over to the woman. She opened the lower reaches of her cloak to expose her legs and naked loins.


  “Come on in, slave girl!” chuckled the client.


  The woman’s hands rubbed her inner thighs in expectation. With a slight giggle, she invited her slave to the carnal feast.


  Fighting her lethargy, Tanya managed to drop into position. Pushing her head forward and between the legs, she settled her mouth against the sex of the client. Her tongue stolidly emerged and started to enter the woman. Licking slowly, she tasted the opulent juices that arousal by her torture had wrought. She knew full well that her sloth would earn reprisal and Tanya braced for what she wanted.


  “She’s a little slow. Tell her to speed up!” snarled the client.


  Tanya cried into the damp womb as the cane slashed down and drew another weal into her rear. Instantly her tongue became livelier. The organ rolled into the woman, fawning with terrified haste and a keen prurience.


  “Much better. That’s it, slave girl,” she crooned.


  The client settled back to drink of the oral attention. As the pain of the stroke ebbed, Tanya’s thirst for more rekindled itself and she purposely lagged to earn another stroke. The moment it fell, her tongue instantly acquired more alacrity and it did not take long to bring the woman to climax at such a rate.


  The client’s thighs locked to Tanya’s head and she rode through her bliss, her lust fanned to insane levels by her enjoyment of this scenario. Bucking against the chair, her gloved hands dragged against the armrests and her head was thrown back while she gasped and moaned.


  “Enough!” she barked.


  The client shoved Tanya away so that she collapsed onto the floor at Amber’s feet. She arose and straightened her cloak before striding passed them without word. Knocking on the door, she had Sebastian unfasten the lock, let her out, and escort her away.


  Amber instantly threw the cane away and dropped beside Tanya. Embracing her tightly, she blubbered with distraught misery.


  “Oh Tanya! I’m so, so sorry! I had to! I had no choice! Please forgive me! Please!” She wept.


  Wet droplets of shame dropped onto Tanya as she lay in a fainéant heap. Tanya’s ears were ringing with the cymbal crashes of her own wails and her body was resonating with agony and deviant ecstasy.


  “It’s okay,” she whimpered. “Just hold me, please.”


  Losing herself in the arms of the woman, Tanya quickly drifted into a morose stupor. Despite what the woman thought, the rigours and initially harsh straits of the scenario had made it all the more delightful and gratifying for Tanya.


  





  Chapter Three


  A deep resonant clank had Tanya lift a lazy eyelid and attempted to look down, whereupon she saw the leather, mummified slaves had returned and were lifting out a large nearby flagstone. The rough hole that the absent panel exposed dropped into a darkness that was as impenetrable as the veil surrounding the column of ruddy light.


  A strange sickly sweet odour rose up from the pit—an unfamiliar smell that tickled her nose with insubstantial fingers.


  Her owners stepped forward. The Mistress was wearing a new thong to replace the one bequeathed to Tanya and with a brief look into the light, the torturess caused a response from high above. The steady clack of links put in motion, grew in volume and then a stout black chain entered into view. Every segment of it was a porcupine apparition of stiletto spines. Within this mire of thorns ran a pipe that entered two flaccid balloons of tanned gut. The bulbs dangled at the end of the metal length and the section of tube that was just above them was adorned with a small tap that was obviously a control to regulate the flow into the sacs.


  Exhausted by her abuses, Tanya merely watched with growing consternation. She wheezed and sputtered from the difficulty she found in drawing breath because of her current pose, and every part of her was throbbing with discomfort.


  The slaves quickly untied the crotch rope and when it was released, her raw hindquarters collapsed onto the floor. Her Master moved in and looked down at her with glee. His eyes strolled across her, taking in her quivering body and the gems of sweat that decorated her. After studying his captive, he took hold of the chain and knelt down between her languid legs.


  One of the loose bags was placed to her sex and the other to her anus. Her Master eagerly forced them in with a pile-driving finger before he turned the tap and let the balloons start to swell under a gurgling inrush of pressure.


  “Master, what are you doing to me?” she mewled softly.


  Tanya’s arms pulled at the ropes upon her chest. Her feet shuffled against the floor and she felt the intruders continue to grow.


  “Sssh, slave. I’m going to test you one last time. I’m going to push you to your limits,” he promised.


  Tanya let out a weak groan as the bags started to shove outward. Their growing coldness suggested that a reservoir of fluid from above was forcing them to expand so potently.


  “She won’t make it through this. You know that, right?” declared the Mistress, gruffly.


  “Oh I think you underestimate our slave. She’ll be fine,” he replied.


  The pressure continued to increase and as the couple studied her. There was obviously no sign of an impending end to it. The discomfort rose into pain, and the pain into an agony that had her shrieking as the balls continued to bloat. Their size was threatening to rupture her, internally should they continue. Then the tap was turned and the growing tumours within her body stalled in their development. The screaming ache in her abdomen left her begging and sobbing for their expulsion. Snorting in the smell of the thong, it helped maintain her submission. The odour was a perfume of masochistic delight that Tanya relished and used to help her endure the effects of the monstrous spheres.


  The slaves ignored her entreaties and despairing wails and stepped forward. Their participation in her ordeals was obviously not yet completed.


  Gloved hands raised her and worked deftly across her frame. They released her body and lowered her back to the floor where they looked up to await the necessary command from their superiors.


  Tanya groped at the balloons and tried to get them out. Her belly burned with the intensity of a thousand furnaces and the chain spines nipped at her fingertips with every attempt.


  “Put her in,” uttered the Master.


  He shifted forward and pulled the underwear off Tanya’s face to deprive her of the reassuring scent.


  “What? Wait! Master I—” she began, whereupon the slave’s shoved and catapulted Tanya into the hole.


  With a shout, she tried to stop them, but the rough treatment had come as a complete surprise. The chain snapped taut and hauled at her rear and sex to make her jerk with a bolt of unprecedented distress. Dangling, Tanya wailed as her own spitefully opened and anchored tracts held her aloft. Every grope at the chain that she made to try to haul herself up, nagged her palms and fingers. The barbs pricked and scratched, dissuading any climb out of her predicament.


  The couple stood at the lip of the pit. The Master looked down at her with a bland expression and the Mistress was gloating as she held an hourglass of bone in her hands. She inverted the skeletal timer and the well of crimson in the top began to drip steadily into the bottom. The long strands of gore stretched down into a growing pool and the thick fluid began to count off the duration of Tanya’s suffering. The woman placed the timer at the edge of the pit and gave it a pat.


  “I shall return in three hours, slave. If you have fallen, well then that is your fate,” reported her Master.


  They both turn around and strode away as though they were bored with her and were now intent on searching for something more entertaining by way of a diversion.


  Tanya shrieked for mercy. The weight of her body was already starting to drag the bloated intruders free. With a desperate clench, she held onto the bulbs. She was unable to use her hands to aid her due to the effects of the spiky chains.


  The strain of holding onto the agonising trespassers was beyond her and the monstrously slow drip of the hourglass testified as to just how slowly time was passing. Tanya knew that she could not make it. She would fall to her death, or be crippled by the plummet and left to die of starvation. Her Master had shown faith in her and she was going to let him down.


  Her muscles burned from maintaining the rigid and tensed state. Every time she felt her anchors slip a little and the balloons shift outward, she wailed and doubled her efforts. Tanya could manage to halt the expulsion, but was always unable to recapture the lost millimetres.


  The hours crawled by with a mocking lethargy. Tanya’s will was flagging with every second and her muscles were slowly giving out. She was being surrendered to the fall by her continual stockpiling of tiny measures. As more of the balloons emerged, she looked to the timer. Tanya held on with all her might and watched the last tiny reservoir of red start to drain down. She strove to hold on and watched each drip with such intensity that the fluid trickling away could have been her very own blood.


  The last orb plopped into the well of red and Tanya knew she had succeeded against all rationality and probability. However, no stern features came to look down at her. The couple had failed to attend as promised.


  Tanya screamed for her Master to deliver her. She howled to draw his attention, but he was not there. The whole ordeal had been a false one from the start. There was to be no rescue. The offer of hope was only there so that it could be crushed.


  Sobbing in grief and anguish, she felt the last of her hold fall free. The balloons opened her and popped free. She was so completely mortified by her imminent plunge that she did not even notice the extra pain. The blackness smothered her and a hurtling descent began.


  The tunnel suddenly flared outward into an underground cavern and she struck some sort of pool. Tanya groped at the thick sludge as she started to sink. The substance was giving way beneath her like gelatinous quicksand.


  Stretching her legs downward, Tanya failed to reach any solid surface and she instantly began to panic. The thick fluid was dragging her below with a tardiness that was dreadful in its steady monotony.


  For a brief moment, she saw that she was in a cave with a low ceiling. The domed roof was accessed the short tunnel that led back to the surface. The walls were dotted with deeply set rings and several outlets drooled a lumpy viscous pink sludge that fed the pool.


  Suddenly all detail was stolen as a booming tone reverberated throughout the cavern. The stone rolled back into its place had shut off all light.


  Tanya was lost in the darkness and quickly began to paddle for the side. It was a difficult feat and she had to fight strenuously against the stern drag of the ooze lest she vanish beneath the surface. The fight became ever hardier as fatigue harassed her limbs and her head was starting to go under just as her fingers grazed the side. With all the manic celerity the goo permitted, Tanya clawed for a handhold. Her grasp sunk lower every second and the gelatinous fluid began to seal over her face. Her fingers locked about a submerged ring and with a savage pull, she drew herself up.


  Spitting the clinging film from her lips, she drew in a breath and reached out for a higher ring. She patted along the wall in the dark and it took a few minutes to locate one. When she found it, she locked her arm through the hole and it made staying above the fluid level considerably easier.


  Hanging by the tenuous anchor, she closed her eyes and drifted into a light daze of recovery. Her body had been pushed into a state of massive exhaustion and shock. The sudden carelessness of her jailers as to her fate made her fear her eventual destiny even more. What was going to happen to her now? They had laid down a sequence of events. Surrender to the Master, seduction to the rule of the Mistress, followed by lifelong erotic slavery. They had departed from this scripted fate and now Tanya had no idea what would follow.


  





  Chapter Four


  For three weeks, Tanya had been at the mercy of her clients. They had done things to her that had left her a screaming wreck. At the time of their application, she had wished only to die rather than face another moment of their ministrations, but afterwards everything changed. Her opinion inverted the moment a respite was gained. Ecstasy like nothing she knew poured through her in the moments of relief, and she was even more overjoyed the longer and more brutal the session had been.


  The decadent perversity of her customers seemed infinite, and she loathed and loved each with a depth and fury beyond measure. The humiliations, the degradation, the acts that they perpetrated to sate insane and twisted fetishes, were delightful.


  For the other captive women, they were too horrendous to even recall, and sometimes Tanya felt shame that she was deriving so much pleasure from what others found so utterly repulsive. On these occasions, she tried to make herself hate it, to push the sessions from her mind. However, as she blotted one from her thoughts, another session of iniquitous debauchery reminded her of all that had occurred before and suddenly she was wet with desire and embracing herself, dreaming of bondage and the lash, and cursing the lack of physical restraint.


  The abusers were as varied as their pursuits. There were old and young alike, male and female. Her own gender proved to be more implacable and heartless than the males. The men would often cut short their pursuits to pander to their raging lust—a sacrifice that robbed them of the enthusiasm to finish their torments. However, the libido of the women could be drawn out for longer and let them satisfy every wicked desire and predilection before calling an end to the session through masturbation or the straddling of Tanya’s face, feet, or hands.


  Every time she was used, she felt another serving of her guilt and regrets lift away, but in its place was a replacement in the form of an innate shame that she was behaving so iniquitously. It would have been easier to forget such notions if women who would have rather died than not surround her, continue to serve Sebastian. Nevertheless, fear of reprisal on their families and loved ones kept them enduring the maltreatment, and yet, Tanya also found this a comfort because her own sense of disgrace would be meagre compared to what it would inflict on her family.


  Thanks to such intense contradictions, her mind was in a constant state of baffled confusion. It was like a churning storm in the centre of her mind that muddled her thoughts and convoluted her views and opinions. Sometimes she yearned even more heartily for abuse, just to distract her from this mental quagmire. Such maltreatment only kept it at bay for a few minutes, because then it returned afterwards with more ferocity than ever before.


  The only thing that helped her through the more trying days, was Amber. The woman came to tend her regularly. She soothed her welts and wounds, and she never failed to take advantage of their isolation. The love they made helped keep her sane. The tenderness, the soothing embraces and heady passion left Tanya deeply besotted with the enigmatic woman. They never had time to talk. They only had time to pleasure each other, to fill their senses with friendly flesh and forget their horrible incarceration.


  Despite this relationship, Tanya knew that she had to escape. She was slowly going insane from the battering her psyche was being forced to undertake. She needed to get away from Sebastian and the other girls, to allow herself to revel in her debauchery and not be reminded that others resented it so acutely.


  There had to be circles of people who consensually embraced their vices, and if she could locate some, she would fare better there. After fleeing her home, she had been rendered destitute by a complete lack of valuable skills or knowledge. Now she was a highly experienced masochist, a submissive vixen who was well versed in pleasuring male and female alike. She finally had something of value and if she could locate a suitable dominant, she could unreservedly offer herself to them.


  The idea of selling her skills was of little interest now. She had no time for brief commissioned affairs. She wanted to make a conscious and willing decision to enter perpetual bondage and servitude. There she would continue to explore and refine her sexuality and extract all she wished from it without impediment or regret. It also seemed to be a kind of crime to sell such services. It was such a wondrous gift. It so liberated her soul and filled her with new and strange sensations. Applying a price tag to such vaulted depravity, seemed to sully and diminish it.


  Currently she was lying on the floor. She was manacled and confined, her legs bound together as she anxiously awaited a fresh client. Normally she was surging with anticipation and wondering what new and salacious perversions would twist her body and mind, and what sort of dark pleasures she would be made to quaff. Right now, all she could think about was escape.


  If she did not escape soon, she would fall under the spell that Sebastian had promised. If she could escape, she could also come back and rescue Amber. All she needed was an opportunity, but in three weeks, not one solitary chance had arisen and she was starting to lose hope of finding a way out.


  She knew the layout of the house enough to reach the back door. All she required was some clothing and a moment of relative freedom to seize her bid for freedom.


  The whispering creak of the door hinges had her heart quiver with trepidation as to what would follow. Regardless of her current misgivings, the vices of the new customer were still a titillating mystery to be unravelled.


  The young merchant was dressed in gaudy finery, with much affluent jewellery that was a typically vulgar trait of such commercial and profit obsessed castes. He set aside the case he was carrying and knelt beside her.


  The man looked over her body with a fastidious stare. Upon finding her visage agreeable to his cravings, he scooped up her form and laid her upon the bed. Tanya’s body was left facing upward so that her shackled arms were being squashed by the weight of her own torso. The client then turned his attention to his case.


  Opening the luggage, he drew up a stool and placed it within easy reach of the bed. The first item to be freed from the interior was a sturdy leather manacle. He freed her left wrist and easily defeated her feeble struggles so that he might apply the restraint. The long imprisonment of her arms had made the limbs weak. Even so, she could have resisted more diligently but she was interested in what his predilections might be.


  After tying the rope to the single steel ring that had been set in the leather, he jerked her arm toward the nearest bedpost. He looped the coil around the pole and then drew it along the bedside to the foot. The client traversed the post there and forged a temporary knot. He was taking great care to ensure she was not freed for one instant, so either he thought her to be wild and reluctant, or he was planning something extreme.


  He treated the other hand in exactly the same manner on the other side of the bed before he drew forth a second pair of the cuffs. These were applied to her trapped ankles. He slipped the corresponding coil of rope that connected to her wrists out of its anchor and looped it about the bottom post and through the ring in the adjacent fetter. After freeing the rope from the other post, he attached it to the last ankle cuff and began to take away the chains that held her legs.


  As the bonds came free, she half-heartily fought to break away of the imminent bondage, but he merely hauled at the ropes. By dragging her feet out, he splayed her legs wide and then took in all the slack before he re-affixed the lengths.


  Tanya was now spread-eagled with a foot of rope leading from her extremities to each bedpost. Two lines of rope ran along the sides of the bed to connect a wrist and ankle.


  When he sat astride her abdomen, she found that by pulling inward at the ropes, he could rack her in a most stringent manner. The client began to test his contrivance to the fullest. He pulled inwards with considerable strength and the tow made her limbs throb from the punishing wrench upon them. Her ligaments and muscles groaned under the strain. As a result, Tanya’s body felt even more open and vulnerable to him. She quickly hid her elation at this new twist.


  With a wicked laugh at her scowling features and supposed terrible straits, the client fled the bed and hastily began to remove his attire. Once nude, he vaulted back across her frame. The sharp descent onto her torso drove the wind from her lungs in a hoarse croak. Barely had she recovered when he tore a leather hood from the case and began to drag the garment over her head with barbarous tugs.


  The hood was comprised of a thick layer of hide. The stitching was comprehensive enough to prevent airflow and there were no eye slits or holes for her nostrils. Only a small tube existed at her mouth through she might respire.


  A collar was bestowed upon her neck and the device was applied with such force that it almost restricted her breathing with its merciless cinch about her throat. Tanya found such play most gratifying because it enforced an even greater sense of submission. Her client was controlling her senses, shutting them off, or restricting them as he saw fit. The inky blackness due to the blindfold was also useful, for it let her conjure any scenario she wished. If she found the client unattractive or annoying, she pretended that one of those she had found more alluring were attending her.


  To test the integrity of his diabolic plot, the man pinched the tube. Tanya jerked and strained to suck in a breath. The airtight leather pressed to her face when no source bestowed supply. She tried to sway her head free of the mortal pinch, but the collar was sculpted and high to provide an embrace that diminished the movements of her head to a few weak wriggles. Her face burned from the deprivation and she writhed to try to slip her bonds. Her mind thundered in calamity until he released his hold and let her drag in a deep lungful through the restricted vent.


  The relief from restoring her breath instantly had her squirming with pleasure. Her libido was like a starved fire. The act of asphyxiation almost slew it, but when she gulped down the fresh air, the flames of her passions flared into a raging pyre of lust.


  The weight of his naked body settled upon hers, and her abdomen gave a jolt of shock as he slipped his length into her sodden sex. Her cry of bliss was little more than a murmur after freeing itself from the hood and as he began to grind into her, she groaned with an abject joy that she expertly made sound more akin to disgust.


  Tanya’s current tastes ran more often toward women. Her experiences with men had generally been less fulfilling. When a man did pleasure her, it was the most exhilarating of experiences, but overall she generally gained more regular, though less heady bliss from the attentions of her own gender. This client had not proven himself of anything exceptional, yet, so in her void, she dreamed of a woman armed with a strap-on phallus straddling her and performing this deed.


  The mere act of penetration was not enough to quench his libidinous thirst for control. While the client continued with a slow, steady rhythm, he grabbed the ropes and hauled inward. As he did so, he leaned in to seal her breathing tube with a tender bite.


  Tanya exploded into paroxysms. Her distraught attempt to get her stretched limbs free so she might open a path and gain air was one of utmost importance, but with no chance of success. When he released his nip, it was only for a few moments. The client let her gain enough oxygen to ensure survival before he denied her again.


  Frantic with angst and lust, she clawed at her bonds. Tanya valiantly tried to lock a finger into the knots and pick at least one limb free. However, the client was an expert in his particular fantasy and she could find no means to end, prematurely, the encounter. With this awareness, his visage was in her thoughts, replacing the phantom woman as she felt his cock thrusting into her.


  Each time he released the cinch and let her respire, she seemed to swell beneath him. The fear and suffering curled through her and shed all negativity. She emerged from each deprivation onto scintillating floods of warped concupiscence and masochistic satisfaction.


  Whenever he neared climax, he stopped to let his lust abate and savour the feel of her convulsing womb as it gripped his immersed member. When he was ready to continue, he never failed to commence with the denial of her air. While starved, she continually prayed for him to end his defilement so he would stop torturing her, but he was determined to gain absolute value for money from the body he had rented. Then he would set her breathing free, at which time she only wanted him to continue, to repeat his actions. Then she would regret such notions the moment he cut off her access to air.


  It seemed to take hours for him finally to reach a point where he could no longer decline final relief. The client entered a final series of twitching jolts and his bite continued longer than ever before to make her thoughts churn and bubble. His arms pulled in vehemently and Tanya’s joints throbbed with rending sensation as they were hauled out. The cuffs dug in and his strength stretched her into a rigid immobile form.


  Tanya fought to respire through the hood and she could feel him swelling within her. A moment later, his seed filled her belly and after a few random spasmodic thrusts, his body went slack upon hers. Unfortunately, he was still keeping his bite in place.


  Tanya’s consciousness wavered as the clammy claws of oblivion began to tickle the corners of her mind and vision. His arms let go of the ropes and gave her a little more slack. This made Tanya bounce and squirm under him, elevating his pleasure with the innate quivering of her loins upon his manhood.


  Eventually he slipped aside as though his life had fled with his frustrations and this released the nozzle. Tanya was allowed to try to recover from the experience, although this was only in bodily form. The psychological wounds were ones certain to linger for a great deal longer than the physical ones.


  Hauling at the small tube, she sucked in air at a tardy rate. Tanya fought to get more and was tormented further by the minor hampering of intake.


  Tanya felt like she had been brought to death a dozen times and more during the session. Coupled with the near fatal encounters with an army of previous clients, she knew that her luck would eventually run out and one of the licentious devils would accidentally or purposefully, slay her. She had to escape, now.


  The anonymous customer began to unfasten her shackles. He set her limbs free so he might take back his personal equipment and Tanya lay impassively, awaiting the removal of the hood because until she had sight, any attempt to get away would be pointless and doomed to failure.


  Fingers played at her collar and the mild strangling grip came away and was swiftly followed by the folds of the hood. The interior was slick against her face with the sheen of fevered perspiration that her ordeal had exuded.


  The moment she had sight, she declined to wait while her darkness dependent eyes grew used to what appeared to be a midday sun perched atop a candle. Tanya flung her hand out and grabbed the case. She swung it around with an outraged yell of maximum exertion and roughly targeted the fuzzy shape that was currently folding up the infernal hood.


  The box struck her tormentor in the shoulder and threw him aside with the impact, but she did not disable him as she had hoped. Pushing her weak body onward, Tanya followed up her initial strike. Rolling over, she rained the improvised weapon down onto his naked form. A dull thud slammed into his back and cast him to the floor where he flailed in shock and surprise.


  Tanya took her weapon of vengeance in both hands and brought it with full force onto the rear of his head. He twisted his head and looked up as the shadow fell across it and his eyes momentarily filled with alarm. A brittle crunch resounded and flecks of red touched Tanya’s features.


  Glad that her dazzled sight was still not sufficiently clear to reveal the details of what she had done, Tanya dropped the case. She turned away and began to limp slowly for the door.


  When she took hold of the handle, she recalled her nakedness and wandered back to draw on her abuser’s discarded trousers and jacket. She dragged in the laces so that they remained upon her considerably smaller body and then went back to the door. Tanya took a deep breath of courage. She fought to resolve herself to this course of action and to keep her doubts far from her.


  When she opened the portal, the hinges gave a soft squeal that made her wince as though it were the trump of a bugle. The fear of discovery stampeded within her and made her body tremble and her stomach turn over upon itself like landed eels.


  Her fright was all the more ferocious because of the realisation that this would be her sole chance for freedom. If she failed, her enslaver would certainly take the necessary precautions to ensure a similar breakout never occurred again. Tanya knew deep down that she would quickly succumb to such bondage and forget all concept of flight. She would become a slavering submissive beast that would fervently accept any sadistic whim from her appointed clients. That in itself was not wholly unpleasant, but her life expectancy would be short because of the extreme nature of their ministrations.


  





  Chapter Five


  Rigid tentacles entwined themselves about Tanya’s hips and legs. The myriad appendages locked on with dozens of suction cups that pinched her skin with their hydraulic grip. The touch jerked her fully awake and she felt the sludge churning with the movement of some aquatic monster. The denizen of the pit had already gained firm reign on its intended prey and was reinforcing it with more tentacles.


  Determined not to allow herself to be an easy meal, Tanya sought to pound the beast and drive it off. However, the treacle that was its habitat cushioned every blow and she never once even made contact with it. She thrust her spare arm down to try to pry off a tentacle, but as she did so, the beast hauled backward and almost ripped her other arm out at the socket. If it had not been snared about the ring, she would have surely been drawn deep beneath the viscous surface and to her doom.


  Tanya wrenched her free arm out of the sludge and established another anchor. She screamed as the beast renewed its attempts to drag her down with added vigour. It continued tugging in sharp bursts and squeezed ever tighter with its appendages until Tanya was certain her only options were either being crushed, drowned, or devoured on the spot.


  The drag ceased, but the entwining bonds of boneless flesh remained steadfast. Tanya wondered as to the creature’s next move. She ran through countless possibilities and formulated her reactions with all the speed that the fear of being slain could muster. Despite all her efforts at prediction, not one of them prepared her for what actually occurred. With a squawk of alarm, she felt her sex being penetrated.


  Tanya’s scream of abhorrence reverberated and filled the cave. The feel of the phallic tentacle probing within her, made Tanya chagrin with nausea and dismay. Despite the horror of this molestation, she dared not let go so she could try to expel the intruder, for the beast wanted her beneath the waters and perhaps this ravishment was the means to facilitate its desired goal. The monster plunged in mockery of intercourse. The ooze about her body bubbled and rippled with its efforts while it continued the violation and Tanya was left incapable of anything save holding onto the ring and crying out in shame and impotent rage.


  The experience was taken further as tendril tips brushed her anus and breasts. The invertebrate appendages started to fondle the vexed assets as a soft tip slipped in through her desperately clenched sphincter so it could stroke her insides. The viscid sludge of the pit acted as an efficient lubricant to assist access and Tanya could not deny it in any way.


  After a few minutes, Tanya could see the cruel lure of the acts. The bliss the beast inspired was incredible and it took all her resolve to commit to the recall that her ravisher was so utterly inhuman. She had to prevent herself from sinking into a heady trance of delectation.


  The delicate play of the pliant intruders in her body and the teasing caresses on her skin were astoundingly erotic. She draped her head back with her eyes fluttering as she fought to stop herself from revelling in the pleasure. She moaned for it to stop, she pleaded softly as she ached just to surrender herself to the rhapsody. Panting and twitching, she felt herself relentlessly strolling toward a crippling climax that would no doubt prove the means to dislodge her. The worst part was that Tanya was powerless to prevent it. The beast was just too expert at its work.


  The beast stopped suddenly. Pausing in its task, all movement had ended with the surrender of its intentions or the sating of its desires. Only the point that had penetrated her rear remained animate. The alien finger poked around just past the barrier that had so ineffectually staved off its entry.


  Tanya was torn between being glad that it had failed to break her, and misery that she had been deprived of a most glorious release.


  With a shove that lifted her up a full two feet, the vast tentacle behind this small tip crammed forward. It slid into her and negotiated the twists and turns of her innards with perfect skill. The widening length expanded her anus to such a degree that she feared she would be torn in two by the rash intrusion. Her entire abdomen seemed to erupt with agony. The tracts roared out their hatred of this insane trespass. Her arms slipped free of the ring and this left only her hands clenched to the metal hoop.


  Her howl was suddenly smothered as the monster yanked back. It kept the extremity tensed to create a hold that coiled throughout her rectum. The searing distress of having her belly used as a handhold was unable to be voiced because she was dragged under the surface.


  Tanya’s arms snapped taut and her fingers managed to remain successfully clutched to the iron ring. The monster pulled and twisted its holds and Tanya feared that it would drag her innards free if it did not desist.


  The pain was almost more than she could bear, and the possibility of letting go was one she came dangerously close to succumbing to. The scream she had been unleashing as she was dragged under had lost her precious air and the occasional virulent jerk caused yet more to bubble free. Such assaults forced her to answer the distress with howls and they deliberately cut short the duration that she could remain submerged and conscious for. Drowning was becoming a greater certainty with each passing moment.


  The creature gave up and returned to the thrusting carnal assault after having failed in its mission of tearing her from her perch.


  Tanya hauled herself up. The exertion needed to clear the surface with the weight of the creature she had yet to see made every muscle in her arms flicker with fiery shots of strain. Her features emerged and she gasped for breath. The rash inhale sucked in a quantity of the gelatinous waters and after coughing up this sludge, she wheezed and gasped.


  Tanya retched profusely, but never became distracted enough by this discomfort to become oblivious to the grip within her body and the lethargic attentions of the beast.


  The many appendages stiffened and the creature maintained this rendered hold for a few seconds. It then let go and sank back down into the depths by simply permitting its bulk to sink without swimming. The injected tentacles were slack and lifeless and were paid out from her orifices at a gradual pace. The slithering flight of the intruders made Tanya scowl with rapture and vibrate as she felt them moving slowly within her. The subtle ridges and lines of suction cups shook her membranes. Her legs clenched together and the passage against her inner thighs added to her ecstasy. When she clenched her rear, the sensation was even more distinct. Tanya was immediately hollering against one of the most insane and weird feelings her body had ever encountered.


  The last tip came free and let her sore anus finally close. Tanya exorcised her impotent choler with a furious punching of the waters amidst cursing shouts. Having spent her overflow of wrath and frustration, she clutched to the ring and wept. Tanya closed her eyes and tried to rest as she awaited the next attack.


  She could not help but wonder how long she could survive against such a relentless foe. Famine would slowly weaken her frame and as her strength waned, the beast would succeed in tearing her free. Unless she was granted a reprieve and removed from the pit, her demise was as certain as the return of the beast. However, what actually was the thing?


  It had a cunning intelligence and tactical knowledge, so it had to be some sort of sorceress construction, something that had been put together by the foul bleak magics of the Witch Queen. Her enemy was some sort of rapist demonic squid monster, bent on using her for its own foul purposes. The knowledge that she was not being assailed by a mere animal was less comforting than it should have been because it meant that the creature would ignore instinct and plot until it had what it wanted from her. An animal would only seek to devour her. This thing had something else in mind and Tanya could formulate no predictions as to what it could possibly be.


  All she wanted was to return to her Master. The couple had methodically broken her. They had destroyed a knight and created a slave. Had it all been a vicious game to them? Had their interest in her vanished the moment she consented to forget her previous life and become theirs? She had been condemned to this pit, deserted by them to this stark end. Why could they not have done this straight away rather than torment her until she gave in, and then tear her soul with sorrow as they then banished her from their presence forever?


  





  Chapter Six


  Tanya crept down the corridor and reached the stairs without a problem. She began to ascend and stuck close to the wall where her naked feet and light tread, hopefully, would prevent any floorboard from announcing her presence with a creak.


  In the background, she could hear the faint crack of a whip and muffled cries. The sounds wafted up from further down the passage and testified that she was not the only captive destined for sadistic treatment to pleasure others and enhance Sebastian’s profit.


  The back door honed into view and offered her a way out. She was readying to throw caution aside and dash for the portal when Sebastian unexpectedly stepped before the destination with a chunk of bread and cheese in his hand. With a look of startled surprise, he took in the sight of Tanya and instantly dropped his basic fare before bolting forward at her.


  Tanya speedily retreated with a squeak of shock. She darted down the passage to her side and hoped that she would not stumble into a dead end. She had little knowledge of this area of the house because her confinement had kept her largely below ground. The only times she had been up here was when she was handcuffed and on a leash and more often than not blindfolded and gagged as well.


  Her nemesis was gaining rapidly as she dashed onward. This caused her to risk ducking into an open room to gain a few seconds lead. With a jerk of her body, Tanya flung herself aside and into a lounge. As she had hoped, her pursuer ran passed on his momentum.


  Sebastian cursed vividly and skidded to a halt. He then turned and retraced his steps to continue the chase. Tanya sprinted for the nearest portal, threw it open and ran into the spacious dining room.


  Windows permitted sunlight to stream in through the opposite wall. The clatter of horses and feet upon the street outside betrayed that the other exit on the far right wall could only lead to a front door.


  Tanya charged forward without delay and reached out for the doorknob. The portal swung inward before she even made contact and the oak surface sharply greeted her front. A flash of white accompanied a wave of pain, which hurled her back due to the strike.


  Tanya slammed against the table. The force of the connection caused her to tumble onward over the polished surface until her velocity was wholly spent. As she rolled across the tabletop and fell with a harsh thud onto the floor opposite, she saw Sebastian occupying the open doorway. Having declined the continuation of the hunt, he had cut her off and blocked her only route out.


  An attempt to move, failed. Tanya’s body was stunned by the fall. With a hiss of applied willpower, she made a more vehement demand of her frame and had it answer through sheer tenacity. Tanya rose awkwardly and faced her enemy across the table. His face was red and vexed at this unexpected problem in the otherwise smooth and profitable running of his operation.


  “I’ll whip you till I see bone, you little slut. Now get over here before I get really annoyed,” he demanded.


  Sebastian’s words were as commanding as they were venomous and Tanya did not move. Her heart was racing. Her breath rushed in and out while she darted her gaze around and tried to figure out what to do.


  “Tanya, please. Let’s talk about this calmly. Come here. I promise I won’t hurt you,” he said sweetly.


  Sebastian moved toward the table with a broad saccharin smile upon his face. Tanya backed up a little until her back brushed the wall. She knew him too well and refused to accept his transparent lie. He had trapped her once with that ruse and she was certainly not going to let him snare into it again.


  “Dammit, you whore!” he roared and slammed his fist on the table. “Get your arse here now before I skin you alive!”


  The prospect of such a fate sealed her decision and so, with a sudden lurch, Tanya streaked for the windows.


  Sebastian launched forward. The man threw himself onto the table with arms outstretched so he could try to catch her. His fingers brushed her commandeered clothes but failed to snag her.


  Tanya cast her arms up and did not slow down. She launched herself into the air just before she struck the glass and her arms erupted with fierce heat. The shattering of the panes and the lacerations it caused preceded a similar slicing of her body. The fine clothing she had stolen provided little protection from the trauma.


  For a moment, Tanya felt the whistle of wind upon her airborne frame, followed by the brutal strike of cobblestones as she hit the street, bounced, and then tumbled to a halt.


  The thunder of hooves filled her ringing ears and rose even over the sound of shattering glass that was still reverberating within them. Tanya jerked her head aside and the vision of an armoured warhorse filled the scene. She screamed as she saw the metal shod hooves that were poised to pound her into the ground.


  The horse reared under the command of its rider and leapt. The magnificent white charger flew over her petrified form. The graceful passage made her believe it almost capable of walking upon the very air.


  The spry vault reduced her sure demise to a glancing graze across her flank from a trailing hoof tip. It was but a slight scrape, yet it felt as though a battering ram had just pulverised her side. Tanya heard the moist crunch of ribs snapping like insects caught underfoot. All air leapt from her lungs and her sight swam from the wash of concussive pain that the injury brought with it, the intensity immediately brought her to a swoon.


  Tanya gasped for air and clawed at the ground. She was barely able to move because of the debilitating agony. Her sight was stained red from the trickles of blood her cuts were spilling from her skin and into her eyes and she could see other shallow lacerations dribbling more of her life onto the street.


  A hand clamped about her hair and yanked her back. She barely noticed the havoc on her scalp because of the vivid level that she was already experiencing. Her face was brought up to see Sebastian’s incensed visage. Tanya knew then that she had failed.


  “You little whore, you’ll b—”


  A silvery gauntlet lanced out from her periphery vision like the fist of an angel sent to deliver her. The gleaming metal knuckles slammed into Sebastian’s features and sent the villain careening back out of sight. The same armoured glove caught her as her limp frame fell back toward the street after losing Sebastian’s punishing support. The violence of its initial appearance had been reduced instantly to a tender gentleness.


  Through flickering vision and with unconsciousness looming in her mind like a wraith from the grave, Tanya took in an almost celestial vision. The gleaming shape made her wonder if she were not already dead. Could this be the escort sent to collect her from the material world? Whatever it was, she could hear Sebastian’s bellowing voice as it demanded that she be returned to him. Even if this was some supernatural agency that came to greet her death, her wish to escape her enslaver was so pressing that she beseeched a swift retrieval. Tanya only hoped that she be removed from this existence and transferred to one where Sebastian could not reach her.


  “Take me from here, please. I cannot endure anymore,” she said between sobs.


  Water welled in her eyes with the hysterical fright of what might happen should she be handed back into the care of the diabolic kidnapper. This day alone had seen her molested, bound, suffocated, sodomised, cut to ribbons, and kicked by a horse. Tanya’s body had endured enough and would brook no more. If hell were her destination, it could be no worse than what skulked in the cellar of Sebastian’s brothel. Even Amber’s attentions were not reason enough to remain and risk becoming hopelessly addicted to such dreadful and all-consuming pleasures.


  With a shudder, Tanya’s eyelids flitted shut and a shoal of blackness swam through her psyche.


  





  Chapter Seven


  The arrival of the creature went unnoticed because it swam up directly beneath Tanya. The first she knew of its arrival was when two spears of invertebrate flesh drilled into her belly and rear. The tentacles migrated along her tracts as a wave of secondary appendages closed about her limbs. With a shriek, she tightened her hold. The aberration replied by pulling back and towing her under.


  Instead of the wrenching tugs she had experienced before, the creature merely held her there, depriving her of access to the surface and thus giving her no alternative to drowning. Trapped and helpless, Tanya pulled at the ring with all her might, but could not defeat the power of her aquatic assailant.


  Tanya struggled and fought for escape, but could do nothing. Another tentacle tapped at her lips and sought accommodation. Tanya gritted her teeth and barred all passage. Then unexpectedly, the creature froze. Without concern as to why, she could only seek the surface and a lungful of denied air.


  Again, she had to combat the dead weight of her attacker and only the proximity of death’s shadow leant her strength enough to complete her task. Her lips cleared the surface and she threw open her mouth to drag in all she needed. It was then that Tanya realised that she had fallen into the monster’s crafty deception.


  The previously denied tentacle rolled down her oesophagus without pause. It filled her throat with its slippery length and entered her stomach. Lost to abject panic, Tanya released the ring and grabbed the length. With the gaining of its original objective, the sly beast plunged for the depths. Tanya was summarily dragged down as she clawed for a handhold and sought to expel the fat rubbery rods invading her body from every angle.


  Her body howled for air and with no alternative, it spontaneously decided to try to find it. Sucking in the thick goo around the sheathed tentacle, the filling of her lungs hastened her plummet into a coma. Her thoughts ebbed on a tide of night and the last thing she was aware of was the tentacles as they moved free.


  





  Chapter Eight


  The Knight had taken Tanya back to the Order’s monastery so that the ecclesiastical physicians amongst his brethren might heal her injuries. As she recovered from her many ordeals, she listened to the words the Order preached and with all she had known stripped away, her mind was open and ready to accept the doctrines of the sect without any reservation.


  She was, once more, amongst civilised and pious persons of repute and her old upbringing seized the chance to make her ashamed of her innate vices, and it did so with gusto. Filled with a sudden fear of her wanton urges, Tanya was ready and open to accept a path of celibacy and abstinence that would never again leave her, able to succumb to such carnal depravity and temptations. Tanya knew that if she faced them again in such a wanton environment, she would not be able to resist surrendering herself to her their power.


  Once she was awake and strong enough to speak, she convinced her saviour to try to redeem Amber. However, when the authorities arrived, they found that in the few days that had passed, Sebastian had taken his enslaved harem and fled to another kingdom. The escape of the despicable man from justice and the resulting damnation of Amber further stoked her rage.


  Tanya was committed never again to letting such injustice transpire and she sought to take up arms and join the Order.


  She was a new and eager recruit. Her inner turmoil and suppressed hate made entrance into one of the Monastic Orders impossible, but it was no great loss. The sight of the Knight who had rescued her had inspired Tanya to follow his example. In addition, she wanted to butcher men like Sebastian, not enlighten them as to the error of their ways via sermon and speech.


  A brief infatuation with the Knight that had saved her and tutored her, rapidly slithered away as her lessons grew more stringent and time intensive. The demands of a squire took up all her effort and concentration, and Tanya catapulted herself at her goal. She learned all that they gave her—combat, smithing, chivalry, theology—a whole mountain of new skills. Because her noble birth had taught her the intellectual crafts such as skills upon horseback, reading, writing, math, and the detailed mannerisms of etiquette, this made her more blessed than most people. These were things the average lowly squire had great difficulty in assimilating. Nevertheless, she aided them during their few free hours and in return, they in turn, helped her overcome her shortcomings in such subjects as fighting styles.


  Tanya impressed her superiors with the rapacity of her progress and it was not long before she was accompanying Knights on their quests. Tanya served them in the field as they brought law and justice throughout the land. The anguish of her past was pushed from her mind by duty and danger.


  Finally, after many adventures, her sire was felled in a skirmish with pillaging outlaws. She alone defended the isolated church that was the reaver’s objective as the remaining members of the band moved in to finish the task. She cut down a dozen bandits before they chose to accept defeat by a female and withdraw. This act proved the one that gained her Knighthood


  Tanya donned her suit of gleaming plate, sheathed her blade, and stepped out before the amassed ranks of the Order Eternal. She had finally felt whole again.


  Riding out into the lands, she began to obey her teachings and bring honour to the name of the Order through her deeds. However, as her name and skill grew, so did the welling hatred in her heart whenever the Witch Queen expanded her borders. Each falling kingdom, fiefdom, hegemony, province, state, town, and hamlet stoked her rancour.


  The slavery and abductions the Queen imposed on her subjects was too close to the kidnapping that Sebastian had performed. This made her loathing of the evil being bloat on that old rage she still held for her own mistreatment at his hands. She despised her abductor for what he had done, and the Queen was thousands of times worse. Such unbridled choler snatched the faint recall of her sister’s theft and aimed Tanya at the Queen with new purpose and a sense of personal vendetta.


  When news of the fall of Desci reached her, she realised that she had to act. Her faith and her trust in the validity of her task added to the greater quest of ridding the world of the cancerous beast for the last time. Tanya was ready to exorcise her childhood loathing. She was prepared and had been forged through trial and pain to do this.


  Tanya took up her blade and rode for the border. She was intent on smuggling herself back to her hometown, the place where everything had started to go wrong. There, she would etch vengeance for herself in the spilt blood of the diabolic tyrant.


  





  Chapter Nine


  Tanya doubled up to strain and retch while her lungs cast out the reservoir within. With enough space cleared for an intake of air, she arched back and drew in a vast inhale. She toppled forward into splutters and coughs, and she sought to remove the final dregs of ooze that still tainted her lungs. It took a number of such crippled breaths before she gained some shade of normal operation.


  Once she was able to respire naturally and without having to concentrate on striving to keep the process going, she rolled onto her front and chose to take in her new surroundings. The slime was vanishing quickly. It was evaporating and leaving nothing of itself and this suggested that it was some mode of sorceress construct.


  Hazy shades of darkness gathered into more images that are distinct and she saw two pairs of boots. With an effervescent shout, she jumped forward and embraced the leg of her Master. She held tight and pressed her cheek to his thigh as she sobbed with delight.


  “Welcome back, slave,” he said softly.


  Tanya almost fainted with rhapsody as she felt his bare fingers running through her hair.


  “I thought you had left me to perish, Master,” she said while weeping.


  “No, slave. Another little test. A new experience. There are many strange wonders in this fortress and you must be ready to become acquainted with them all.”


  “Wh—what was that thing, Master?”


  “An illusion for something else. It’s name is Perphesius. It is a demonic entity from beyond this world that lurks in a phantom realm that we can access via sorcery.”


  “Th—that—none—none of that was real, Master?”


  “It was real in your mind and manipulated by the entity that rules that realm. You don’t think that you could actually hang via swollen bulbs in your pussy and bottom? While you were unconscious following our last session, we used sorcery to project your psyche into that shadow realm. The Witch Queen was performing a favour for Perphesius. An offer of human emotion and feeling to placate it after certain services were rendered.”


  “So I was—when did I—and,” she stammered.


  Tanya looked at her limbs and wondered then what the ooze had been. Her Master took hold of her chin and brought it up so he might regard her confusion. He nodded to the side and Tanya looked to where he had indicated.


  Tanya was in a long hall where she saw numerous glass pods lined against both sides of the wall. Two stout trunks of metal, held aloft the orbs, the trunks reaching from floor and ceiling to grab them, filled with a pinkish slime. Floating within the sludge were human forms. Tendrils spilled into the interior from where the trunks were fastened. The ribbed pipes wove through and plunged into the body cavities of the humans who floated with eyes closed and bodies inert. A vague trail of the slime reached across the floor from where she lay to another pod. This one had opened at a central seam as the trunks had retracted to divide it into two equal halves.


  “We projected your mind, took your body down, and put you in a tank of this nourishing poultice to heal your body and revitalise you. Perphesius probably used the idea of the slime pool to help trick your mind by what tenuous hints it could detect on your body. He created your bondage, your desertion, the suspension, and your time in the pool to feast upon your psychic emanations. That’s also why the squid form, because the tentacles could be interpreted from the sensations of what you see on these others.”


  “So the creature is real, Master?”


  “Perphesius related that it found you most appetising and was most displeased that you were taken from it. But the debt had been fulfilled and you have other tasks.”


  “It speaks, Master?”


  “Not verbally. It also mentioned some interesting recall you had during your session in his care. But enough of this, come, we wish to make use of you again, not discuss the intricacies of extra planar occult manipulation.”


  The Mistress emerged behind Tanya and started to gather her hair up into a high ponytail that she fastened with slim cord. Her Master appeared before her and brought something out from behind his back.


  “Here,” he offered.


  He held a ball gag in his hand and presented the sphere to her lips. He was not inserting it and Tanya took the initiative as was intended. She reached her mouth forward and opened her jaws. She let her lips ride slowly over the wide surfaces before she devoured the gag and clamped her teeth to its slightly yielding surfaces. Her Master gave a broad grin of satisfaction and buckled the strap around her head.


  Next, he produced a leather collar that he proceeded to fasten around her neck. His hand wandered along the chain links attached to it and closed to the leather hoop at the end. He gave a small upward tug on the leash to encourage her to rise.


  Tanya expected a stern fight to get back onto her feet, but her body answered with sudden conviction and she jumped straight back up. Her limbs had shed the weight in them and the muscles were tingling with new energy. Whatever the fluid was, it had completely healed her of every contusion and completely restored her health.


  Confined on the end of the leash, she was drawn out of the hall and onto a passage. The stone corridor was made of plain stone with iron lanterns hanging from the middle of the ceiling all along its length. A single strip of purple carpet covered a central path beneath them and branched into other passages that led deeper into the foreboding domain of the Witch Queen.


  Distant doors of heavy and iron-banded wood presented themselves on occasion as did the passing of leather-trussed slaves, the avatars, and armoured patrols of the Queen’s warriors.


  Tanya’s owners stopped at one of the unmarked and anonymous portals. Her Master produced a key to unlock it and pushed open the dense wooden affair. The hinges gave a soft squeal the Master led Tanya in and presented her to a large bedroom.


  Sets of wardrobes and cabinets adorned many of the walls along with several racks filled with weapons of punishment. A solid metal helmet hung from a chain in the ceiling to one side and an impossibly small cage of barred iron hung on the opposite end of the chamber. The cage would only hold a captive if they were compressed into a horribly tight ball.


  The bed itself was situated in the centre of the room and was its most conspicuous feature. It had a sturdy iron frame and a grill of iron bars existed at both the head and foot. The vertical struts were dense and spaced perhaps six inches apart. At each corner was a far thicker pole that rose up to head height and bore a plain oil burner. Each of the corners held a flickering tall flame that helped illuminate the soft silken covers and the rest of the room.


  Tanya was brought onto the mattress and to the middle of the head, whereupon her body was bent over. The collar was removed and simply dropped aside. Her arms were slotted straight through the bars and bent up so that her hands were delivered back to her shoulders and her elbows were pivoting on the metal. The Master summarily took slender rope and started to weave it upon the folded limbs.


  The tightness of his bonds made the metal pole dig into her flesh a little, but her hindquarters were on such brazen offer that she did not really care. Far more intense things were clearly imminent and she was sure that the constraint of her arms would hardly be noticed when they came.


  Circles were cast around her fore and upper arm to trap the limbs. They could not slide from side to side because of the adjacent bars and she could not pull away. She was snared to the bed and to whatever deeds were being planned for her body.


  The Master took new coils and gathered them around the base of her hanging breasts. Tightening them to a snug hold that made the flesh swell into two orbs, he drew the excess to the bars and started to reel her in. Tanya was made to shuffle forward until he tied them in position and stopped her from retreating or escaping the pose.


  Her torso was now held horizontal, her rear in the air, her thighs slightly parted as she knelt upon the soft and giving surface of the mattress.


  “There, that’s better,” commented her Master.


  There was a loud slap as his hand swung around and capriciously spanked her rear. Tanya gave a long murmur and wiggled her bottom as the hot palm print continued to make itself known.


  Without turning round, she listened as the sound of the shedding of leather attire reached her ears. The subtle noises were an intoxicating tune. Her owners were getting ready for carnal play and Tanya was shivering with excitement.


  “Mmmm, such an impudent little bottom,” said her Mistress.


  Tanya felt weight upon the bed as one of her owners moved behind her. A hand swung in and clapped to the back of her thigh. The assailed limb stretched out as she gave a bark of licentious response. Her skin brushed the smooth velvet flesh of the Mistress and then jumped back up as another swat caught her inner thigh.


  “I could just spank it all day,” she chuckled. “So I think I shall!”


  The Mistress immediately began a steady spanking of the bottom that she found so appealing. She alternated from cheek to cheek and occasionally bestowed a whimsical volley to inner thigh or the back of Tanya’s leg just to keep her abuse unpredictable. Sometimes she reached in and just pinched the warm red zones she was creating with her eager chastising palm. The woman would tug at the captive ridge of skin and then release it to continue attacking Tanya with her bared palm.


  Tanya whimpered and groaned with libidinous passion as the arbitrarily disciplined her. The heat in her cheeks was fanned and bolstered with every spank, and the skin soon started to swell with a wriggling angst. The feeling of such mild and delightful abuse was a massively arousing one and Tanya was soon swaying with each spank and jutting her hindquarters up and out for the next.


  “Look at this wanton thing. So eager for her lessons and so very different to the creature that first appeared before us,” said the woman.


  Her voice was heavy with rhapsody and Tanya gave another quaver of pride. She now knew for certain she was successfully becoming what they wished of her. Her owners were content with her progress and this made her even more committed to bringing them pleasure.


  “I don’t know what you mean?” asked the Master.


  “Pardon?” replied the woman as she paused in mid spank and left her hand lying to the area she had just slapped.


  “I recall some upstart knight, not this luscious devoted slave.”


  Her owners gave an amused laugh and the Mistress added a few more wide swats to rouse Tanya’s lust. As her libido was nurtured, her Master chose to make his entrance into the session. His naked form stepped out before her and Tanya gave a wanton gasp as she surveyed his full nude physique for the first time. The image grew closer as his hanging member brushed her spread lips and then touched the front of the gag.


  “We won’t need this. I have something far better with which to part those alluring lips.”


  His hand worked the buckle on the back of her head and the ball gag came away. Tanya instantly stretched her head forward as best she could and devoured him. His flaccid cock started to swell as her tongue worked against it. Her head jerked back and forth and she hauled at him with her lips as though she could suck life into the member and personally inflate an erection for him. Her hands pawed at her shoulders as the hand of the Mistress delivered several stern smacks to her cheeks.


  “That’s it, slave. Please us. That is your task for now on,” she ordered.


  Her Master reached out and intertwined his hands into hers. He allowed them to grasp, tightly, one another while she hauled at his cock with insane verve. The feel of his hard shaft against her maw was delicious and as she stared avidly at his stomach and occasionally up at his chest, she gripped his hands as tightly as she could. Her keen arousal was like a monster within her. It was curling and writhing while it demanded satisfaction. Each smack to her rear added to it, as did every thrust of her mouth onto her Master’s manhood.


  “You’re getting lazy,” said the Mistress.


  “Who me?” he answered as he briefly wondered to whom she was referring.


  “Yes you. You could do with some exertion. Here, let me help.”


  The applause to her rear stopped and the mattress rocked a little as the Mistress moved to Tanya’s side. A hand grabbed her ponytail and pulled back. Tanya gave a whinny of discomfort as the Mistress hauled her head back to its limits. The added strain stopped her in her diligent fellatio and kept her mouth agape.


  Tanya’s lips locked to the length of her Master and her eyes bulged as she felt a rough hand start to knead her sex. With bunched fingers ploughing into her sex, the thumb of the Mistress also wiggled into her rear to provide an extra point of leverage.


  The drag to her hair made the motions required to sate the Master, impossible, so instead, he held to her trembling, bound hands and started to work his own hips. Tanya was alive with titillation as they held her in position and her mouth casually fucked by her Master while her Mistress delved at her pussy.


  The slight scratch of her acute nails was an exhilarating addition to the masturbation, as was the twitch and tug of the thumb that was wedged in her sphincter.


  Tanya’s enjoyment of the situation rose to new heights as she felt his cock swelling with the onset of orgasm. The already significant member gathered new dimensions and started to brush the back of her throat while his enthusiasm grew. Tanya surrendered herself to the diving piston pumps and when she felt him come, she ravenously consumed everything he offered. Her Master continued with a few more shoves and spread more of his semen through her maw before he finally started to draw free. Enamoured with the flavour of him, Tanya kept her lips firmly sealed to his shaft as he drew out and then dropped free.


  The hand of the Mistress was bringing Tanya close to climax and then the woman unexpectedly let go of her hair. Tanya’s head sank forward to take the strain off her neck and she placed her brow to the horizontal bar. She started to quake as the woman ruthlessly pleasured her.


  “Oh not yet, slave. We’re far from done with you,” said the Mistress.


  The delicious ministrations of the hand stopped suddenly. Enthralled with their attention, Tanya started to work her loins against the fingers and strove to complete her pleasure before the woman chose to remove the extremity.


  They allowed her to perform her squirming dance for them as her Master moved onto the bed and started to kiss his partner. The sounds of their passionate exchange could be heard over the moist rustle of her furious pussy to a poised hand.


  The two sounds stopped simultaneously and left Tanya starved and anxious for more input.


  “I don’t see why the slave should get all the treats. I want some too,” the Mistress peevishly complained.


  “I see. Well, how can I deny you?”


  A broad wall of dense muscles lay back against Tanya’s rear. Her Master reclined against her and she squeezed her shins to his flanks. The skin of the Mistress brushed her extremities as she straddled the limbs and sank herself slowly onto his cock. Hands slapped to her back and drew back to unleash a wanton scratch as the woman gave a bark of ecstasy.


  Tanya was dizzy with awe as she felt the Mistress resting her arms along the shoulders of her partner and clutching to Tanya’s skin with stinging holds. The woman surged upward and then slid back down. She took her time in a slow and steady ravishing of her lover as he was pressed against Tanya’s bound form.


  “Oh yeeees. I love to torture, but there’s still nothing like a nice hard cock,” she hissed lewdly.


  Tanya could feel her Master fondling the breasts of the Mistress as she swayed slightly from side to side to churn his engorged shaft in her body.


  “Or a dedicated tongue?” he whispered.


  “Yeeees…yes!” she exclaimed after contemplating his words.


  The woman vaulted off her lover who arose and turned to one side. Feminine hands grabbed Tanya’s ankles and yanked back. Tanya gave a yelp of shock as she was pulled out so that her whole body now lay down and rose up to enter the bonds that held her chest and arms. The ropes to her breasts were drawn on as she slid a little lower against the bar and they immediately started to rumble with new pulses of strangled misery.


  Hands took hold of her hips and her Master steered his manhood into her sodden womb. He lanced into her body and made her air a screech of response. Tanya pressed her face to bar as he started to thrust into her with glee. Every drive seemed to light up her pussy with gorgeous feeling and her upper body suffered while her lower body revelled.


  One hand deserted her hip and curled into her ponytail to drag her head back up. The disgruntled flashes in her roots added another depraved edge to her delight and Tanya howled with joy as she was reined in again.


  Her Mistress arose before her and caused Tanya’s eyes to fill with tears of exultation. The woman’s marble skin was coated in beads of perspiration and her eyes were alive with predatory passion.


  Tanya’s eyes flowed across the nubile pale curves and suddenly swallowed up as the woman knelt forward and embraced Tanya’s face in her cleavage.


  Racked along the bed between a thrusting cock and her bound chest and hands, Tanya cried out with rhapsody as she smothered herself in the warm flesh. The woman rolled herself against her slave and then started to offer each teat in turn to the quivering lips of her property.


  Tanya attended them with a manic delectation. Her tongue flashed around them to taste the sweat and then envelop the stiff nuggets. The woman arched her head back and gave long sighs as she savoured the attention.


  Her hands dropped from presenting her own breasts and started to attend Tanya’s instead. Delicate pinches stepped up in intensity and started to tweak and roll the points. Tanya’s oral attention increased dramatically as the woman offered light punishment to the restrained assets.


  Her Master snatched her ponytail higher and her maw was pulled off the salacious breasts. The Mistress continued to tease her and swayed them just out of reach.


  Starved of their company, Tanya anxiously strained her tongue out until the root rippled with havoc. The tip just managed to brush one of the saliva-glazed tips, but then the woman moved it back out of reach. Rotating her torso as she rotated her pinches, the torturess hovered before Tanya as she furiously fought to lap at her. Sometimes she gained a fleeting touch that only inspired her to try harder, but mostly she could only stare ravenously at the flesh and pray that she be allowed to continue.


  Her Master withdrew from her pussy and released her hair. The desertion of his cock brought Tanya to a sudden flash of orgasmic release. The Mistress released one nipple and grabbed the loose rein of hair so that she could continue to tempt her slave.


  Tanya’s bliss was curdling through her and feeding on the added delectable misery that was haunting her crushed teat. Suddenly, thumbs sank into her buttocks and drew them apart.


  With a long holler of ecstasy, she felt angry flashes of stimulation in her rear as her Master exploited her own significant lubrication to steal a new entry into her anus. His throbbing cock charged into her to fill her sphincter with heat and glorious feeling. The muscular ring clutched against him as he continued his methodical dives into her body.


  As the play continued, he started to take himself out and rub his length along the lips of her pussy to tickle the sensitive skin and nudge her clit with his head. The elevating of her pleasure also remoistened his shaft and allowed easier penetration of her raw and fulgent rear.


  The Mistress jerked back and her breathing was rapid and wanton. Her patience was at an end and Tanya was overjoyed to see her climbing up onto the bed. She scaled the head of the bed and pushed Tanya’s face away so she could sit upon the bar directly before Tanya’s features. The woman’s thighs spread wide and fell into Tanya’s eager hands. She happily stroked and massaged the velvet skin as the woman cupped her own hands about the back of Tanya’s hair and pulled her in.


  At the same moment, her Master dragged free and grabbed her pelvis. With a sudden shift of position, he drew back and lifted her abdomen into the air. She barely had time to register the event before he pushed her body forward and shoved her face deeper into his partner’s loins. At the same moment, his cock fired up into her womb.


  The sudden immersion in the Mistress’ pudenda and the feel of being hung between them as her Master again pillaged her pussy had Tanya convulsing with libidinous abandon. It took all of her concentration and commitment to stay focused on lapping at the woman.


  Half breaths and snorts were stolen against the Mistress’ belly as warm juices spread across her tongue and flavoured the saliva that was dribbling from her chin.


  With such provocation visually arranged before her, the Mistress was enveloped in orgasm after only a few licks. Her fingers sank into Tanya’s hair and rolled her head from side to side to wipe her tongue throughout her loins.


  Her Master’s hands tightened upon her and Tanya felt him jerk inside her as he bellowed with animal fury and announced his rhapsody with a long bray. The feel of him again painting her tracts with his issue was a glory that instantly brought Tanya into a second climax, one that was even more potent than the first. Trapped and arranged between the genitals of male and female oppressor she squealed and struggled against them while fighting to endure the rapture and keep performing as required.


  The heady peaks of their lust started to abate and their motions cooled and dwindled. Her Master lowered her back down and jolted free. The eruption of delight had Tanya press her face tightly to her Mistress and muffle her squall in the folds. The act made the Mistress release a squeal of extra passion and jerk drastically.


  The woman’s breathing became a rapid series of pants and then slowed into long gasps as she rode through the effects of Tanya’s secret and sex shuddering cry.


  The two dominants untangled themselves from Tanya’s body to leave her phased and delirious in her bondage. Her Master came round and started to untie the ropes with a tardy hand. When the last of them came free, Tanya dropped to the covers and curled into a ball.


  The hands of the Mistress took her ankles and drew them out so that Tanya was stretched along the middle of the bed. She did not resist and allowed herself for the woman to mould and configure her as she woman desired.


  The torturess took her slaves wrists and placed them to the bars where she swiftly furled Tanya’s fingers around them. Tanya held tightly to the metal as the woman’s hands then began to scroll up and down her thighs. The tips of nails traced a most delicate route while her Master placed the rope back in one of the compartments on the wall.


  “What’s on your mind?” he asked.


  “It’s a little dark in here, don’t you think?” she offered with a suggestive edge in her voice.


  “On my way,” he stated with a grin.


  Her Master returned to the bed and sidled up next to Tanya’s weary form whereupon he handed the Mistress a candle.


  The woman took the tall red strut and with a glance to the wick, she caused it to ignite. Tanya watched the flame grow equally with her level of trepidation.


  Her gaze was drawn away from the image as her Master took hold of her chin and drew it around. Her concerns regarding the candle were lost when he leaned in and started to kiss her.


  His hand reached over and started to caress her breasts as his tongue curled against hers. Tanya’s hands gripped even more fervently to the bars as she held herself in position and revelled in his kisses and touches.


  A hot dribble of wax was drawn across her stomach. Tanya gave a lubricious hiss to answer its arrival and the sound became a mewl when her Master pinched a nipple and then smothered her responses with another passionate kiss.


  The Mistress pulled Tanya’s legs apart and knelt between them. Tanya stretched the limbs forth, extending them with all her strength as steady dripping began to descend upon her.


  The burning drops started to dot her hips. They made her croak as she was kissed and Tanya held ever more diligently to the bed for support. Her chest rose and fell and she twitched with each scorching impact. The distress they caused was a virulent aphrodisiac that made the oral exchange with her Master even more wanton and berserk.


  Spots started to descend down onto the fronts of her thighs as the Mistress continued the assault. Tanya’s legs quivered as the muscles tensed and then relaxed with each spot they acquired.


  The kneading of her assets became more forceful and rough—an escalation that only served to please Tanya even more. The woman’s nails offered light scratches through the regions of wax as the burning drizzle started slowly to focus on her inner thighs. Tanya’s hindquarters bucked and jolted in reply to the wax. This response caused the Mistress to lean over and press her hand into Tanya’s stomach to pin her slave down and provide a more stable target.


  Trickles ran for the covers, but the wax hardened before it reached them. More of the uneven lines were etched upon her skin and Tanya felt the Mistress increase the weight upon her hand while her own held as potently as they could to the bars for all the fortitude she could muster.


  A single spot dropped into her sex. Her pubic hair did little to deny the droplet that rushed through the tangles to touch and afflict her skin. A few more drops were added and each one caused her to convulse. Her Master held her down with the holds to her breasts and kept her cries lost behind lustful kisses.


  Her Master could not ignore the actions of the Mistress and he looked up to watch her work. Tanya kept her head pressed to the covers as his hands continued to appraise her chest and grow more enthusiastic while he watched his partner slowly pouring molten trails onto Tanya’s loins. The muscles of her belly rose and fell, her legs shuddered, her body twitched, and every motion added to her owner’s sultry delectation in seeing her in distress.


  A brief pour reached along each thigh and the generous measure caused lines to run down and bring havoc to her inner zones. They gave her a moment to recover and then as her breathing steadied, the pool that had been accumulated during the pause was delivered straight onto her pussy. The Mistress had served the candle from a lower height and the infernal shock that Tanya was made to endure sorely tested her limits. Her chest arched up from the bed and her legs stretched out as much as they could. Her thigh muscles burned from the exertion as they fought to resist the need to try to close and shield herself from the pain.


  Tanya bit her lip as the first touches were discerned, but the woman was emptying the reservoir with a steady pace. The drool continued to fall onto her most sensitive regions and saturated her pussy with molten savagery. After a couple of seconds, her jaws launched apart and her holler charged out. The main measure of torrid wax was expended and the Mistress let the last few drips fall into Tanya’s navel before she blew out the candle and tossed it casually aside.


  Panting for breath as the fury of the heat vanished, Tanya continued to maintain her demanded pose. The stress started to fade and she sank back into the covers as her body relaxed after the punishing and delightful ordeal.


  The Mistress draped herself aside and onto one of Tanya’s shins. Reclined and at ease, the woman started to use her talon nails to pick at the dried wax. Digging at the crust that had been formed on Tanya’s body, she stripped it away a small amount at a time. The occasional scratch was gained, but nothing that roused Tanya from her recuperative and enervated state.


  The lips of her Master touched her nipples and he took them into his mouth. Moving from one to the other as though undecided as to which to stay with, he nibbled and supped upon them. His tongue curled about the engorged tips and Tanya whimpered with glee as she was treated to his sterling attentions.


  Her huffs of pleasure started to acquire a few pips of discomfort as the Mistress scratched away the wax between her legs. The hairs were reluctant to release the wax and so tugged out by the root or snapped. The nails were also a bane as they sometimes caught her vulva during the process and their light scratches irked her abused membranes.


  The Mistress ended her casual actions by ferreting into Tanya’s navel and digging out the wax that had formed into a small frozen pond. When it was emptied, her hand brushed away the last few particles and Tanya again relaxed to enjoy the oral devotion of her Master.


  Hands took hold of her thighs and Tanya gave an inner moan as she braced for yet more of the sadistic woman’s attentions. The tongue that slid up into her pussy caught her by complete surprise.


  Her hips rose up into the air as a nimble organ raged against her clitoris. The tip so frolicked with skilful rhythms, it flashed back and forth and dazzled her intimate regions.


  Tanya settled back and held willingly to her metal handholds as she glutted her senses on input from her two owners. The feel of her Master’s hands on her breasts and her Mistress’ tongue on her sex had her dashing into a most startling climax after just a few short minutes. She howled into the air as her Master pinched both teats during the orgasm and her Mistress gave several potent sucks to her raised and excited morsel.


  Tanya was forced to endure a lengthy release. Neither of them was going to relent until she had suffered the ecstasy for as long as they wished her to. The woman kept her rate steady and applied every sexual strategy she could to ensure Tanya was brought to the limits of physical endurance. The words to beg for her to stop, to spare her any more were gathering in Tanya’s mind and were combating her need to stay obedient and submissive to them.


  Tanya gave a lengthy hissing moan of liberation when the woman backed away and her Master ceased his fondling. She continued to hold to the bars, but now it was for stability of mind and body because her thoughts were fuzzy and corrupted, and her equilibrium was rolling chaotically.


  “I could do with a nap,” announced her Master.


  “I know what you mean, but what about our little Tanya?” asked the Mistress.


  The woman leaned from the covers and retrieved her thigh-boots. With lethargic motions, she started to slip them back on.


  “I think she’s still not had enough though.”


  The couple slid from the bed and stood before her. Their two bodies entwined and their hands wandered across each other as they contemplated what to do with her. Tanya watched with prurience as the slender hand of the Mistress took hold of his cock and started to massage it. The flesh instantly started to respond to her attention.


  “I want her in the cage,” he announced.


  “Well I want her in the helmet.”


  “She won’t be able to sleep in that, though.”


  “Indeed. Especially with what else I’ll be adding.”


  “I think she deserves some rest.”


  “But I do not.”


  “Oh, so now you are the one in charge are you?”


  “How about if I ask nicely?”


  The woman slowly sank down to her booted knees and her tongue trailed down his exposed torso along the way. The woman gave a fleeting tantalising look to Tanya and then she took his cock in her mouth and started to dine upon it.


  The Master’s eyes closed and his head lolled back a little as his hands went to his hips so he might stand to attention and simply enjoy the fellatio.


  Tanya hoped that her Master would stay resolved and not give in to his partner’s seductive attempts to change his mind. She was exhausted and needed to rest. In the cage, it would be hard enough to do so. Locked in the metal hood, standing up and with the possibility of more infernal additions to her body would blatantly deny it.


  “Oh, all right, just this once you get to pick.” He smiled.


  Tanya closed her eyes and her face dropped into an appalled expression of resignation. The Mistress drew away and moved quickly to the suspended steel construction.


  “Okay, slave. Over here. Quickly!” she said enthusiastically.


  Tanya grabbed the nearest bedpost and hauled herself from the mattress. She jogged over as swiftly as her weary muscles permitted and stared morosely at the device.


  The Mistress opened the helmet at the neck to reveal the interior. The crown hinged against the metal hoop, held the chain, and this allowed it to open into two halves. The Mistress presented the shell to Tanya’s head and easily swallowed it up. The faceplate had no apertures save a mouth slit and as she closed the back plate, the lock applied, cut off all light.


  The Mistress removed the small key and Tanya heard her heeled feet against the floor as she went to the cabinets to arm herself for Tanya’s suffering.


  The helmet had a tall collar that embraced her neck and made the helmet even more secure. The interior echoed with her breaths and her legs trembled beneath her. Already she could feel fatigue setting in. Her body just needed to switch off and it was swiftly approaching the point of collapse. It seemed that the analeptic powers of the pod’s juices were a fleeting effect.


  She felt a heavy metal shackle snapped to her ankle and then the iron band locked and her legs pushed apart by the hands of the woman. The other fetter was applied and Tanya found a significant spread bar kept her legs apart.


  The dense pole prevented her from closing her thighs. It also caused her diminished height to have her lower jaw rest more heavily upon the interior of the helmet.


  “You’re still hard. Perhaps one last time?” enquired the Mistress.


  “Why not? She’s definitely available in this pose,” said her Master.


  The woman’s hands reached down and took hold of Tanya’s rear. After a momentary squeeze, she let her nails tentatively tickle a route up her bare sides and around her breasts. Tanya swayed slightly against the pleasing touches and listened as they again prescribed her fate.


  “She wouldn’t be so accessible in the cage you wanted her in,” reminded the Mistress


  “And I wouldn’t be so ready to go again without your encouragement to change my mind,” he retorted.


  The woman continued to stand behind Tanya and fondle her. A foot dropped onto the spreader bar and captured the pole between instep and heel to stop Tanya from lifting her feet from the ground. The hands of the Mistress started to explore larger areas. They gently wafted up and down her arms, flowed along her flanks, and tickled her rear and the backs of her thighs. The brush of the woman’s naked body about her back was highly gratifying and became even more so when she felt the physique of her Master present itself to her front.


  A set of shackles grabbed her hands and she felt the fingers of her Master hold them and raise them high over her head. He locked the hands to the chain and this left her on her tiptoes with her head lost in the small personal prison and her splayed legs serving her to him.


  Her Master curled back and brushed himself to her pussy. Then he started to enter her again, but her tracts had been ravished too much in too short a time and were a little raw. The flickers of discomfort were an impediment to pleasure, but Tanya was now a devotee of such things and the stinging ache in her loins only served to heighten her arousal. Each thrust vexed her sore membranes. The rough grate brought a hesitant bliss, but one significantly tempered by the chafed flesh of her womb.


  Her Master openly helped himself to her bound body as the Mistress randomly groped her. It took him a little longer to attain climax and there was very little to his ejaculation. With his reserves spent, he relished the moment of pleasure and absently withdrew from her. The flight brought a spark of new distress that had Tanya squeak, but came the relief of having her pussy deserted and finally permitted a chance to recuperate.


  “Now that we’re done, I think one final addition to keep you nice and warm for the night,” malevolently pronounced the woman.


  The Mistress did something in the middle of the bar. The movements she made travelled along the metal to her imprisoned feet and suggested she engineered an added ordeal.


  There was a near inaudible crackle and Tanya felt warmth rise up and touch her crotch. The candle used earlier to assail her was again in use. It had been set to the middle of the bar and now sent up waves of warmth that made her inner thighs and loins flicker with discomfort. The candle was not near enough to cause her harm, but the heat was annoying and irritating where it would make sleep even more difficult to acquire.


  Tanya shook and tottered around in small circles as she tried to accustom to the demands of her confinement. The Mistress gave a mocking laugh and patted Tanya’s breasts before tweaking a nipple and then stepping back.


  The sound of them returning to the bed reached through the dense metal hood and Tanya gave a melancholy whine. She tried to shift her legs one way and found that this caused the candle to get close to her inner thighs and afflict it with a sudden angry flare of heat. She was forced by this process to stay where she was. She could not shift the candle backward or forwards because this left her hanging by the helmet that dug painfully into her lower jaw and made her neck flash with unnecessary strain.


  If she wiggled her feet a little, she could waft the candle and dissipate the heat to a tiny extent, but this only made her legs even more tired. She tried lifting one leg so she could maybe tilt the candle enough to extinguish it, but the flame threw up a plume of fierce heat that licked her thighs and made her jolt the leg down with a croak of dismay. Finally, she tried to capture the few meagre measures of her Master’s issue and with the play of her tracts, she sought to release it at the right point and thereby extinguish the flame. It hissed and spat once or twice, but did not go out.


  Having exhausted every tactic, Tanya went limp against the demands imposed on her. She closed her eyes against the blackness and breathed softly in the helmet. She tried to calm her addled thoughts and wondered if she should beg or plead for clemency, but that might anger them and cause the addition of more pains. Besides, her owners were probably asleep by now and she did not want to wake them. Despite what they were doing to her, she was still devoted to their rule and did not wish to annoy them. Her consideration was out of adoration rather than fear and keeping her words locked away, Tanya continued to listen to her own steady breath.


  The candle slowly ate away at its height, but the constant thermals were making her crotch more sensitive with time and the decline of heat was a negligible one.


  Despite the cruel applications to try to thwart her sleep, she managed to gain some moments of half-hearted slumber. Yet, they did more to make her aware of how exhausted she really was than to alleviate that weariness.


  Time had little influence in the long tedious burden of her sentence in the helmet. The couple could have taken a brief nap or been asleep for hours when next she felt their hands upon her.


  The shackles let go and her quiescent arms fell to her sides. She heard the creak of leather and the footfall of heeled boots, revealing that while dazed, her owners had dressed.


  The fetters were removed and the spreader bar taken away. Tanya managed to bring her feet beneath her and finally take some of the burden off her jaws.


  The helmet opened and she sank down to her knees before them. Her body folded over and she placed her cheek to the stone. Her eyes had grown used to darkness and could not tolerate the light. It took a few minutes for her vision to return and when it did, she was astonished because, instead of seeing her owners, freeing her, it had been two of the leather-entombed slaves.


  They took her wrists and brought the slack arms behind her. Two sets of steel cuffs were snapped into place and minor lengths of thick chain separated each set of bonds. Another set was applied to her ankles to greatly hamper any and all of her ability to defy them.


  All the precautions were unnecessary. Tanya did not have the vitality left within her to put up any resistance. Her limbs were like lead, her mind smothered in folds that made her feel like a mere automaton. Nevertheless, she knew the women were going to take no risks with loosing their charge and in this regime, it seemed appropriate that she never be without some sort of hindrance upon her form.


  The recall of being left unbound on the bed before her owners reassured her that they were pleased with her progress and could trust that they had personally educated Tanya in the consequences of disobedience. They were confident that she would lay back and endure their dalliances with her body without even a word of protest.


  The women brought her back to her feet and then drew her out of the room. Tanya’s eyes were glazed and her mind unresponsive as she was shown through the passages and to another location. Her chains rattled loudly and she stumbled forward as the slaves led her. She did not speak or even think of anything to say. All she wanted to do was sleep, and several times, she stumbled and almost fell because of her languor.


  She vaguely processed a bath chamber and barely even noticed as the two dark skinned servants set her into a tub of warm water and bathed her. Her chains and bonds rattled against the stone interior and their sponges began to wander over her bound body. They washed her hair and tended her nails while she continued to remain in the same torpor. Once or twice, she thought she heard or saw Denavat amidst the steam and answered to her ‘uncles’ words. When she did, the slaves would pause and look at each other in confusion before they ignored her delirium and continued to attend her.


  When they had finished, she was dragged out and her body dried before she was taken to another area of the castle. As they progressed onwards, Tanya thought she heard heavy footfalls and the tick of heels, but could not be certain. She assumed it was just wishful thinking and so she concentrated more on keeping her feet shuffling onward.


  A heavy metal gate blocked access to a wide corridor of stone. Flanking the gate were four warrior sentries armed with halberds. Their leering demonic masks made Tanya quiver when they seemed to animate and grin at her.


  Sitting just inside the gate and behind a small wooden desk was a wiry man who was looking through the entries of a huge leather bound tome. He had a quill in his hand and a frown upon his brow. Along the wall at his side were a number of strange collections of metal poles that had been folded up and bound in leather straps before being hung on hooks for ease of storage.


  The passage beyond him was lined with numerous metal doors with hatches set at eye level and at their base. Each had a banded metal exterior with a number etched in gold above their weighty lock. Between each door was a small iron sconce with a flickering oil lamp wedged into it. The lights stretched off into the distance and made the passage ripple with fluttering pools of amber light.


  “A new arrival?” asked the man, his form lurking in the shadows.


  “Tanya Veress. She’s to be stored pending her audience,” announced her Master.


  Tanya was surprised that they had joined her again and tried to look round to find him. The world was a congealed mess of dark colours and strange shapes. She could vaguely process the words, but not her vision and so her owners remained lost to her.


  “Ah, that Paladin. Looks like you’ve really been working on her, too,” he said jovially.


  “Her Majesty has taken an interest in her,” answered her Master.


  “Well, I’ll take good care of her.”


  The jailer started to enter her details into his book. Tanya could hear the scratch of the quill against the pages and spent a time squinting and trying to focus her eyes. The images settled for a moment and she spied the two familiar forms of her owners. It was a reassuring image that she could keep, happily embrace and cherish while she was imprisoned.


  “What’re they? New items?” her Master asked.


  “Straight from the forges. Just got them in for the more troublesome guests,” he said.


  Tanya caught a flash of light across his eyes as he turned to give her an admonishing stare. With menace, he set the quill back in its inkwell and closed the book.


  “Well, she’s all yours, then. We have some other duties to perform,” said her Master.


  “No rest for the favoured.”


  “Indeed.”


  The sound of her owners leaving reached Tanya’s ears. The jailer summarily arose and came to open the gate. When he entered the light, Tanya gained her first real look at him and found him far more attractive than she had at first thought. He was young with feral, almost feline features and a short head of dark hair. His eyes had a private intensity to them that rushed over Tanya’s form before he turned his attention to the bundle of keys on his belt. The jailer was clad in leather, with trousers, boots, and a vest. All were of high quality with decorative stitching. On his belt lay a rune embossed stave, a curved dagger, and a pouch.


  He opened the gate and held it wide so he could indicate inward. The two slaves swiftly marched her in.


  After securing the portal once again, he escorted them down the gloomy passage and to one of the cell doors. The jailer opened it as the slaves quickly removed her restraints. As soon as they came away, they pushed her inside.


  Tanya caught a momentary image of a small stone cell as her legs wilted beneath her and she toppled into a clumsy sprawl. The door boomed as it closed and plunged her into darkness. The lock was set and she was asleep before the key had even fled it.


  





  Chapter Ten


  Tanya stirred from sleep and opened her eyes to see nothing but blackness. Recalling imprisonment she was in, she stretched her limbs and each one found a wall. The cell was warm and her body felt gloriously rested. The sleep had left a heavy lingering weight in her limbs. It felt as though she had slept too much and now had got used to that state. Deciding to indulge this addiction, she curled back up and drifted off again.


  A blinding flash of light made her squeak and cover her eyes. Something was pushed in through the hatch at floor level and the panel was dropped back down and secured. Tanya opened her eyes and rolled the pained orbs against the dark. She pulled herself over and started to home in on the scent of food. Her fingers touched the plate and she instantly started to devour the unknown fare that was arrayed upon it.


  Sitting in the darkness, she finished her meal and then laid back to digest. It felt strangely reassuring to be stored like this, to be locked in a cell and kept until she was required. The notion that she was again floating in one of the pods with her soul being projected elsewhere for the amusement of some malignant devil beast crossed her mind, but there seemed to be too little of input to lend such a thought any credence.


  Having sated one hunger, she decided to treat herself to dessert. Her legs stretched out to touch the walls and remind her of her prison as her hand reached down between her legs. The recall of all that had been done to her rolled through her psyche and proved an effective encouragement. Tanya indulged herself with a long and highly enjoyable session of masturbation. She shook and gasped on the stone floor, her body convulsing as her finger danced. She almost wished for some more distinct sensations because she now linked her pleasure to bondage and punishment.


  The climax she eventually acquired was satisfying, but felt a little hollow and lacking in severity. It made her wonder how she had become so utterly addicted to depravity.


  Tanya scuttled back to sit in the corner. The lack of sight started to have her mind fill with images of what had been in her immediate past. The constant menagerie of perverse deeds, the subjugation, pleasures, and torments were soon making her quiver lasciviously. Tanya tried to keep herself under control, but the fact that her body was not under similar constraint made it impossible for her mind to obey. Her captors had dragged her through experience and memory and now because of it, her natural state was of being truss.


  Her wrists and ankles seemed to itch as they tried to figure out why they were so mobile and free. Her mouth felt somehow wrong without something forced into it to keep her silent. The need for bondage was an undeniable and fanatic craving.


  Tanya fought to meditate, to try to purge the lusts from her so she could rest. She was already starting to succumb to a new notion that would rectify this appalling abundance of freedom. Each time she tried to acquire the required state, she found her body flickering with revived libido. The image of the jailer and the sinister look he had given her could not be banished and she found her passions using him as the means to encourage her onwards.


  With an exasperated sigh, she pulled herself back onto her feet and then with a final moan of frustration, she acted.


  Tanya groped her way to the door and started to pound her fists to it. She stepped back and then began to kick at it as well, all the while screaming and howling. She elevated the volume of her hollering and caused as much commotion as her throat could provide.


  A heavy booming note poured through the surface of the door as it was petulantly struck from without. The hatch slid aside and a shock of light poured in. The oil lamps on either side lit the face of the jailer and he was obviously very angry.


  “Shut it in there!” he growled.


  Tanya dashed forward and slammed her palm across the line of bars that prevented her getting through to him. The distress visited to her eyes by the feeble light gave her blow an added pugnacious edge. The shock of the assault and the loud note she rang upon the bars made him jerk back.


  “Right!” he grumbled.


  The jailer slid the hatch back into place and she heard him stomp away. Tanya smiled and stepped back. Her body was tingling and her loins were heating with new excitement. Her moments of freedom were vanishing one at a time. Any second now, they would bind and hold her captive again. Could she handle it? It was too late for second thoughts because she was committed to that doom. What had she done? What would he do? Would it hurt or would it be relatively mild? Tanya had to have it, whatever it was. She could not handle being this loose and able to exploit her own form. She needed ownership, the loving embrace of leather or metal as it controlled and dominated her.


  The sound of the lock unfastening gave Tanya a moment to back up and shield her eyes. The door swung open and she tried to peak through her fingers to see what was coming.


  Tanya gained a brief silhouette of the jailer holding one of the contraptions that she had seen on the wall. She was going to be one of the first slaves to feel its embrace, and she felt somewhat privileged to be such a bondage pioneer.


  There was a soft crackle and the stave swept out and brushed her side. A wave of dark power rolled through her body. It was not the atrocious horror of the glove, but rather it was a flowing force that washed away feeling like a wave might erase words etched into the sand of a beach. She felt the spell course along her limbs and expel her control. In an instant, she was rendered paralysed and limp before she could even cry out.


  She sank down in complete silence and toppled forward. Tanya’s cheek dropped to the stone and she could only stare vacantly forward. Her mind was still working normally, but her body had been completely severed from her influence.


  “Foolish slave. Now you’ll have to be bound until you are required for my use,” he said with a sigh.


  The mechanism was set down before her inert gaze so she might watch it unfurl. The base of the engine was a long and slim plate of steel and the jailer started to pull out the various struts that were riveted to it.


  A trident of low poles was hoisted up at one end and adjusted. The central strut was a little taller than the others were and bore a thick leather collar. Those on either side had equally secure cuffs riveted atop them. He moved to the other end of the item and drew out a wide fork of steel that ran along the floor. The two prongs had fetters located at the base and the tip.


  Finally, from along the central plate there arose a final articulated arm. Upon it was set a long and impressively ridged phallus.


  “Well, over you come, slave.”


  The jailer took hold of her inert anatomy, dragged her over, and laid her face down and her neck served into the leather collar. He buckled it firmly into place and then dropped her wrists into the awaiting cuffs. Her brow now rested upon the ground and her hands held a little way up to leave her resting on her elbows.


  “You paladins. I don’t know. I really don’t. Always fighting to the bitter end. And bitter it will be if you don’t do what her Majesty wishes,” he idly commented.


  He stretched Tanya’s body down and brought it up onto its knees, splaying her thighs a short distance apart so that the top of her calves and her ankles could be constrained. With her body languid from the sorceress’ sedative, her spine was left slightly bowed, but she could not wilt any further in the arms of the device.


  “And that’d be a shame. You have a veeery nice physique, slave. All that combat training, no doubt. Not too muscular, not too fat, not too curvy or slim. In fact, you’re just right.”


  The jailer aimed the dildo and moved it until he was satisfied with the position. He then appeared at the head of the item and presented a final part to the machine, one that was detachable and therefore optional.


  “Normally, I would have ended it here, but your little ruckus is going to have this installed. Just thought you’d like to know that.”


  The L shaped section of metal bore a fat and stubby phallic device at one end. The other was slid into a covert fixture in the base plate from which the many arms of constraint had emerged.


  The jailer placed his hand to her forehead, hoisted her up, and entered the toy between her slack jaws. The metal support was shoved into place and this left her face held up and backward while her mouth was crammed full of replica manhood.


  Tanya could plainly see that even if she regained motor function, she would not be able to pull her head back far enough to get the dildo out of her mouth.


  “Well, that should settle your nonsense, slave,” he announced.


  The jailer jiggled a few of the support struts to ensure that they were secure and then he arose and marched from the room. She saw him turn and regard her one last time as he slid the stave back into its sheath and with a wicked grin, threw the door shut and plunged her back into solitary blackness.


  Awareness of her anatomy started to creep back in. Tanya’s nerves started to work and her muscles began to answer her commands. Unfortunately, there was nothing they could do and the first feeling she acquired was the dreadful discomfort of her pose. She straightened herself up and hauled at the immobile bonds. She fought to pull back and free her smarting jaws of the gag, but there was no escape.


  Squirming against the straps, she reached her hindquarters back as far as she could and found that the head of the dildo just about brushed the outer lips of her sex. Tanya gave a despairing sob as she felt the inconsequential tickle of the toy. There was no way she could impale herself on it, and it was kept back to tease her and frustrate her dreadfully. The bondage had her yearning for pleasure, and she could acquire it if only she could perform the impossible and elongate herself just an extra centimetre or two.


  Her loins wafted against the air. They extended back and just about touched the toy to have Tanya cursing her situation. She could not stop herself from acquiring the delicate touch that gave her a subtle and almost indistinct pleasure, but it refused her anything more significant. The frustration from being deprived movement and access to the toy grew with every second. Devotion to her impossible crusade of carnal indulgence left her ignorant as to the passage of time.


  


  The door issued its tunes and her struggles grew more devoted as she instinctively tried to gain access before taken out of the apparatus and escorted elsewhere.


  The jailer strolled in and touched the stave to her back. The petrifying aura reached out through her body and dispelled her connection to it. Her body collapsed against the bonds and all input vanished.


  The jailer sheathed his weapon and started to unbuckle her cuffs. When she was free, heeled footsteps entered the tiny cell and she was hoisted up by leather-clad holds to her wrists and ankles then taken from the prison and carried face down along the corridor. She stared vacantly downward at the passing flagstones as she helplessly followed their guidance.


  There were a few minutes of travel and then she was set down. The women departed and sensation started to creep hesitantly back into her body. Tanya managed to get an arm up and with a shove, rolled onto her back.


  The first thing she spied was the high vaulted ceiling. The vast tenebrous hall towered up over her and elaborate frescoes depicted scenes of such wanton carnage and debauchery. They were so vivid it forced her to turn her gaze away from these portraits of untamed sexual aberration.


  With taxing effort, she turned her head one way and then another to look lower. Huge pillars rose up from the floor to touch the roof. The massive marble columns were intricately carved with strange swirling patterns that locked their twirling arms about arcane symbols of gold. Steel rings dangled around the lower reaches and these circles clasped myriad bodies. Some of them were alive and gagged, their bodies entangled amidst jagged wire and chain. The remaining decorations were little more than bleached skeletons that were held together with silver rivets. Their sightless eyes and vacant grin mocked the imprisoned and reminded them constantly of what their eventual fate was to be once the Queen permitted them relief from their imprisonment.


  The walls were scarcely visible due to the lack of light toward the further reaches of the hall, but the grim forms of the Queen’s elite warriors could be seen flowing in regular and ordered patrols.


  Large braziers dotted the central area. The dancing fires cast shuddering shadows about the foreboding chamber and filled the air with their luscious scented smoke.


  Tanya closed her eyes and gathered her rapidly regenerating strength. She rolled over into a ball and with another strain, she lifted herself up and managed to kneel erect.


  Tanya currently lay at the foot of a flight of obsidian stairs that lanced up to a spectacular and hideous throne of twisted bone and platinum. A massive backdrop of banners wreathed the majestic seat. There were hundreds of ancient flags, all of differing design and aspect. Tanya recognised some of them from her lessons in heraldry and history. They were of Kingdoms and Empires that the Queen had vanquished. Some of them were now almost legendary civilisations because of their sheer antiquity. It was a vision that left Tanya aghast at the age of this perennial ruler.


  At the head of these trophies were black banners. Each depicted the emblem of the dark tyrant - a curled silver dragon set upon a pentagram. It assured all that bore witness to the trophies as to exactly who was responsible for that destruction or enslavement of that land.


  The evil force behind these centuries of woe lounged upon her diabolic throne. She was a deity of astounding beauty, with a face and body presented with a radiance and unholy majesty that was instantly captivating, and almost salacious.


  Her ivory skin and long electric blue hair were radical in their absolute shades. The fierce colour of her waist length locks perfectly matched the hue of her unnatural eyes. The irises flashed with intensity and the pupils were slightly slitted, like the eyes of a feline or possibly a serpent.


  A glimmering skin-tight dress of dark hide flowed across her delectable curves. The strapless bodice generated a deep cleavage as the fabric scooped her breasts together in moulded cups. The hem was a slender strand of silver and the metal band was marked with gems. The dress flowed down, hugged her sultry form, and split at her hips. The long ankle length garment reduced itself to two long flaps that ended in another silver-banded hem. The veneer of metal was so delicate that it rippled with even the minutest movement of the fabric.


  Gauntlet style gloves of the same polished material held her arms and the two ends were marked with the same silver bands. Her pale thighs were crossed and her legs were sheathed within thigh boots of black leather. The highest reaches of the boots bore the metal rim and a single suspender that rose up into the waist of the dress. The pointed toes were locked within ornate silver and the dagger heel was crafted in the same way. A spiked choker encircled her throat and numerous silver rings hung from her lobes as two carved pauldrons emerged to cover her shoulders and extend out at the sides. The two delicate pieces of foot-long silver armour were like two jagged fangs that served to hold her long flowing cloak of jet-black silk.


  The Queen had an aura of dread and ultimate might about her that was almost tangible. It had Tanya fighting off the urge to sink down and abase herself in fright of this lethal goddess. The mere stare of the Queen froze the blood in her veins and had her quailing in terror, for never had she seen such a pure personification of darkness and ancient power.


  Her Master and Mistress were present and they stood half way down the stairs, one of them on each side. A flowing cloak of silk hung from their shoulders in faint imitation of the style and beauty of the Witch Queen.


  Tanya could also see several of the black robed avatars sporadically placed amongst the shadows of the scene. The dark demons watched with their incandescent eyes but kept their presence subtle.


  “So, this is the paladin that intervened at Morsthrak,” said the Queen.


  Her voice threw a gnawing chill into the atmosphere because although it was a silken and lovely sound, the monstrous diabolic force behind it was not so easily masked. In the end, the notes of her voice inspired mortified despair rather than rhapsody.


  The Witch Queen looked down with eyes that could literally bore through stone and Tanya felt a faint shiver in the air before an ethereal fist grabbed hold of her. The invisible vice clenched. Tanya’s flesh rippled under the compression and her ribs felt as though they were going to snap. With a cry of distress, the unseen hold lifted her up and held her in the air for easier examination.


  Her arms and legs were snagged separately and pulled outward to present her in a cruciform. The sheer potency of the unseen bonds almost ripped the limbs free. Tanya yelled out in torment and her body felt about ready to scatter outward if they applied another ounce of pressure. Slowly, the phantom bonds pivoted her and she was turned about and over so that the Queen could peruse her entire form from every angle.


  Once Tanya was sufficiently scrutinised, she was lowered to the floor. She was released and immediately dropped onto her front with her entire body now livid from the compressing torment. Gasping for air, she tried to straighten herself and failed so instead she chose to languish upon her knees.


  “What is your assessment?” inquired the Queen.


  The man responsible for Tanya’s many agonies turned to the malignant ruler and spoke humbly. It was the first scent of submission he had ever portrayed, and thus Tanya’s attention was all the more devotedly applied because of it.


  “She has potential, my Queen, and may yet be of use. I advise longer than usual training. The indoctrination of her Order may well be deeply ingrained and thus not easily destroyed.”


  “Do you concur?” the ruler asked of the Mistress.


  “I do, my Queen.”


  “Perhaps if she were aware of the alternatives, she would be more susceptible to taking her place amongst us,” noted the ruler.


  “Certainly, your majesty,” said her owners in unison.


  They were talking about her as though she were absent, or as if she were some base creature who could not fathom their cryptic conversation or which lacked the mental faculties to operate on their plane of understanding. However, Tanya’s education had been flawless so far and they knew that if she dared address them, she would suffer grossly for it.


  “Do you wish me to take her to the Hives, your majesty?” asked the Mistress.


  “No, I wish to enlighten this one personally,” stated the ruler.


  The words had Tanya shuddering with fright. The few days under the tutelage of the couple had almost annihilated her resistance with pain and degradation and reformed her as a masochistic slave to their rule. What then could she expect from a being infinitely more cruel and twisted than her servants?


  As the Witch Queen arose from her throne with a wicked smirk tickling the corners of her lips, Tanya knew then that she was damned.


  The Witch Queen stood up. She was proud, aloof, and defiant of all. Instantly the ground at Tanya’s feet began to liquefy. With a startled shout, she tried to skip free, but the bubbling ooze held her feet with a suction that she could not overcome. Suddenly the slime spat out grey tentacles of molten stone. The lengths wound about her legs and started to drag her down. She screamed in abject fright as her knees vanished beneath the sludge. The level was rising up over her thighs a moment later.


  Tanya dropped forward and clawed at the ground for a handhold. Her fingers slipped upon the volcanic glass panels that had remained untouched by this charm of vicissitude. Her abdomen reached the surface and began to submerge. This caused Tanya to increase her efforts. Whenever she gained meagre purchase on a ridge or furrow, the pull of the animated tendrils overcame it and caused her to slip back with a desperate cry. Her torso was almost fully downed when a final massive tug yanked her below. Her sight was cut off and she was lost amidst a smothering cushion of thick liquids.


  Tanya kicked and lashed at the slime about her, but the dense opaque treacle reduced her every motion to a slow sweep. She could not tell if she was moving because the sludge churned in all directions. It buffeted her and confused her as to which way she faced or even if she were inverted or upright.


  Her legs suddenly kicked into air and her abdomen fell free. The slime condensed like a muscular tract and excreted her torso and head with a lengthy squeeze. Tanya was given a brief moment of free fall before she struck a soft and spongy floor.


  Grey globules clung to her frame and then, like the previous liquid, the slime became viscous and vaporised. A muffled chorus of sounds filled the air and as the sludge left her ears and unblocked them, she realised that they were despairing groans and moans of suffering. Tanya wiped away what remained upon her eyes and she opened them to assess what manner of hellish domain the Witch Queen had transported her to.


  The malevolent deity was already present. She stood nearby—rigid and invincible amidst a scene of terrible harrowing.


  The chamber was actually a passage that wove onward in both directions and liberally threw off side tunnels as it went. It appeared to be the stomach or artery of some titanic beast. The corridor was an organic shaft with walls that were a pink fleshy surface with meandering veins and a glaze of thick moisture.


  Locked amongst the structure of this gigantic bowel were people. A cluster of nodules and cilia embraced each of them and a fat artery was sheathed in every orifice. Despite the intruding tube, the terrible pain they were assailed by, still allowed them to vent their suffering through crippled wails and muted howls. Their eyes were wide and their bodies twitched from the unendurable punishment they were receiving. Fevered sweat dripped from them in endless streams to mingle with the sheen on the meaty walls.


  Hundreds of such victims were visible. The tract wound onwards out of sight to suggest that these were but a few of the legion confined here.


  “What do you know of sorcery, mortal?” quizzed the Witch Queen. She spoke almost as though she were addressing an insect.


  Tanya paused and watched from a lowered stare as the Queen paced slowly about her. The ground squelched softly beneath her tread.


  The submission to female authority that the torturess had started to install grabbed Tanya because of her proximity to this deity and had her comply with humble words.


  “That it is crafted from life energy, Your Majesty,” she uttered softly.


  Tanya was unwilling to irritate or show disrespect to one who may well place her amongst these pitiful condemned souls on the most trivial whim. The Witch Queen had shattered nations, so what was the fate of one upstart paladin to such a being?


  “Correct,” she stated.


  Her boot rose from behind Tanya and pressed to her shoulder. Tanya was forced over into a small ball.


  “Those with the gift can draw on their own vitality to create spells and wards. It is tiring, even fatal on occasion, for though the life renews, too much expenditure can kill or bring coma. This, you no doubt know, for your Order often marches against those sorcerers who use their art for darker deeds.”


  This much was true, but it did not explain where the Queen gathered the power to perform her magics on a scale that no normal sorcerer could even comprehend. Was it that she actually was a goddess, and thus had the life force required to forge such potent enchantments? Tanya refused to subscribe to the notion that terrified the world so. There had to be something else and by being here, she was sure to find out.


  The boots of the Queen stepped before her. They were slightly apart so that they were free of the long flaps of the dress. The indication was clear and Tanya moved forward. With her hands behind her back, she began to lick and kiss at the smooth materials.


  “But many thousands of years ago, I discovered that I could feed from others, that I could drain them and use their life for my own ends, and this is the final result of that discovery. This entire Hive is filled with doomed mortals. The sorcery I have wrought here keeps them alive for eternity. It fills them with a level of unbridled agony that is beyond any equal. The pain courses with life force and it is an energy so powerful, I can use it to instantly sate any whim I may have. With it, I have carved an Empire and gained immortality. For three centuries now, I have been stockpiling my organic batteries, and once I have enough power accumulated, I will move forward and expand my borders until the entire globe is mine. With whole towns and cities slotted into the Hive, all of creation will bow down before me. But this is not your concern. It is merely to illustrate how pointless your attempt at rebellion was. Your choices at present are simple—you can either be placed here, or you can choose to become my personal slave,” she said.


  The Queen placed the unattended boot onto Tanya’s back and dug the heel in between her shoulder blades. Tanya whimpered and quickened her oral adoration.


  “Here you will suffer for eternity, but in my care, I will train you in obedience and servitude. You have tasted the methods I will use in this endeavour, for I taught them to your tutors in the same way that they taught them to you. But to make an informed choice, you should experience the fare of a Hive for a short time. Shall we say…twenty seconds?”


  The wall beside Tanya rustled and with a series of moist snaps and pops, an opening appeared. It was identical to the others in the passage save that it was vacant.


  Tanya was startled by the thought that her divine owners had once been wretches like her. Captured, tormented, and seduced to darkness until they had become the Queen’s aids. They had gained authority to run other slaves through the agonies they had tasted and Tanya wondered if she could do the same. Could she become another torturess under the Queen’s rule? She was immediately appalled at what she was thinking. She was actually contemplating the betrayal of everything she had been raised to revile. What was it about the Queen, this place, and the deeds of carnal excess that bewitched her so effectively?


  A telekinetic shove lifted her from licking the foot of the ruler and sent her stumbling toward the slot. Her hands touched the slick surfaces that awaited her and Tanya was stopped before she fully entered its embrace. The yielding substance was repellent and she found herself hesitant to place herself to it.


  “Climb in or I shall hold you in there for an hour,” warned the Queen as she walked over.


  The woman ran a hand down Tanya’s front and traced her fingers along the slick skin as Tanya trembled in fright. With trepidation, she turned and placed her back to the raw flesh. The feel of the slow pulse down the veins of the wall made her shudder.


  Tanya reached out toward the clammy mounds that were waiting for her arms and legs. She saw the tissues once more spark into life and the walls swiftly devoured her extremities.


  The muscular bonds squeezed and drew the limbs out into a rigid spread-eagle. As her mouth jerked open to spill a cry, a snaking tentacle dove down her throat. The trespass made Tanya retch and spasm in shock as it journeyed down into her belly. Other such pipes drilled into her sex and anus and even though the tubes excreted a translucent residue to ease their entry, they were still a ghastly event to endure.


  Banks of cilia wriggled free of the membranes and started to grip her body. The tightness of the tiny fingers increased with a flex so that they held her in total immobility.


  Tanya strove to move and break free, but it was useless. All she could do was wait and endure the paltry seconds the Queen had demanded.


  A soft thrum of mystic energy passed through her bonds and suddenly, she was immersed in the full tempest that the Hive granted its denizens. It felt as though every single particle of her entire body was being ripped apart and burned. Her very soul was being shredded and devoured by flame and acid. Nothing in all of creation even came close to the sheer fervour of the Hive, and as she squealed and squirmed, she would have done anything to end the pain. Had she been given even the slightest movement, she would have swallowed her tongue, bit open her wrists, gutted herself with her nails—done anything to end the horror.


  Hours of terrible duress raged passed and every nanosecond was a nightmare she could not hope to sustain. Only the sorcery of the Hive kept her alive, for had it been absent, she was sure her flesh would have erupted, that her heart would have burst free from her chest because of the absurd demands placed upon it. The Queen had lied, she had been left here, and this would be her lot for all time. Tanya could not see at all. Her vision was a blurring veil of colour and flashing spots. Her senses were too scrambled to allow any coherent input.


  Suddenly the bonds let go of their designated charges and she dropped onto the soft floor. Tanya just lay sprawled and simply vibrated. Her very psyche was numbed and bleeding. Her body was torn by pain, yet the removal of the Hive’s attentions was enough of a drastic decline to bring the most profound ecstasy and relief. She choked and swayed. She was giddy and nauseous as her body reeled from its encounter with the deepest depths of Hades.


  “You have but experienced a mere twenty seconds. Imagine years, decades, centuries with such pain, and it escalates all the time, never allowing you to grow used to it. It always remains at an intolerable zenith. Does this little taste help you make your decision?”


  Tanya could not believe that the allotted time had been honoured because it had felt like months had passed. The very notion of being condemned here made her ill with paralysed dread.


  Scuttling forward on all fours, Tanya kept her arms and legs wide while the tunnel seemed to roll over from her pervading giddiness. Tanya dropped at the Queen’s feet and begged.


  “Make me your slave, train me, do anything, I’ll obey you always, Your Majesty.”


  The words brought a knowing smile to the Witch Queen’s slender lips and she lifted a lithe arm. She pointed to the wall and at her very indication, the flesh atrophied and shrivelled. The withering retreat revealed a glittering panel of light and radiance.


  Tanya was reluctant to enter the window, but her own wishes were irrelevant to those of the grand enchantress. With an ethereal thrust, she was cast within.


  The light dazzled her and tickled her skin with a playful feathery touch. The step she had taken into the portal ended up falling upon a soft carpet.


  Tanya whirled and rubbed her startled eyes because she could see no shimmering mirror of sorcery behind her. The magic had passed as swiftly as it had been produced.


  Panning her stare across this fresh scene, she saw that she had been placed within an opulent bedchamber. The room was not particularly large, but it was furnished to a sinister design at no small cost.


  The bed was comprised of dark timber and was etched with demonic patterns and visages. Sheets of black satin covered the mattress.


  A wardrobe, chair, and dressing table of similar style were also present and had crimson velvet cushions pinned down by silver studs. The dark marble fireplace was an altar of contorted designs. The flames that arose from the piled logs filled the room with warmth and a flicking amber glow.


  Dangling black velvet curtains fell from ceiling to floor at her side. Hoping that a window was on offer, she stepped forward and took hold of the plush material. If there was a window behind this fabric, perhaps she could slip out and flee for safety. Her Order would take her back and shield her from retribution because now she knew the Witch Queen’s secret, but surely, the malevolent entity would accept no informing of what could be her only weakness and therefore she would go to any length to find her again.


  Any hope of exit fell away as she flung the drapes aside. The latticework contained a dozen diamond shaped panes of glass that offered a view as useless for her purposes as it was spectacular.


  The window was in one of the loftiest turrets and looked out across the blasted landscape that was the Queen’s realm. The night was clear and adorned with stars that shone like pearls. There was not another single settlement unto each horizon to spoil the vault with light pollution. Even Morsthrak was too far to be seen. The half moon beamed with a silvery smile and it was an expression that seemed to hold a secret that it refused to share with Tanya.


  The land was like a jagged carpet of jet that had been streaked with glowing lines of lava and columns of sulphurous smoke. The infernal fires that spawned them occasionally flared and lit the plumes from within to create huge rolling pyres of light that quickly faded into the night.


  Tanya put her hands to the cold glass. She started to rattle her nails upon it and drummed a rhythm as she pondered what to do next.


  There were few options. She stood no chance against the Queen in any form of confrontation, or even in battling her forces. If she displeased her new ruler, the Hive was waiting. Tanya had tasted enough of that to know she could not even risk such a damning sentence unless the offer of escape was flawless.


  Sitting astride the stool, she regarded herself in the mirror and checked her body. The various welts were almost gone. The marks that had been bestowed by the instruments of punishment were reduced to a few uneven mounds. The weals and contusions, scratches and slashes were diminished to a point where only she could see them. The recall of their application allowed her to notice the faint line or flush of red that was burned into her memory.


  A female shriek tore the air as it issued from somewhere without the chamber. Her reflexes had not been depreciated during her stay and the echo was still resounding by the time she had reached the door, grabbed the brazen handle, and pulled. It was locked.


  Tanya tugged and yanked. She tried to rip the door from its hinges, but the mechanism and its anchors were as solid as the mahogany portal.


  The cry repeated, and did so again. The woman was issuing cries at some unspeakable act of agony or ecstasy. The wail dropped into a gurgle as the noise was muffled with some manner of gag and whatever remained was inaudible through the dense structure separating the bedroom from the source.


  There was a flash of dark light and a brief gust of cool air. Tanya turned to see the Witch Queen standing by the bed with the last dregs of a sorceress whirlwind dissipating about her body. She had shed her ornamental trappings of rule and was now dressed solely in a leotard of dark shimmering hide with a wispy belt of the same unfamiliar fabric. In her hands, she held an oversized phallus. The replica was set upon a carved handle and the length bore many ribs, small nodules, and lines of intricate runes.


  The merest glance ripped Tanya from her feet and flung her supine onto the bed. As she bounced to a halt, the Queen stepped astride the petrified slave and glared down at her. Tanya melted into the sheets. Her lust was now being inspired by the glorious visage of the Queen.


  Writhing coils of midnight shades condensed about Tanya’s extremities. The strange serpents hardened and with a whip-like crack, they reached out to take firm reign upon the bedposts. The elemental forms flexed their might and hauled inward to splay her wide and stretch her body to the limits.


  The Queen lifted up the phallus and lowered it to rest between Tanya’s breasts. With a leisurely sway she dragged the rod downwards. The nodules etched grooves of sensation on Tanya’s skin and made her quiver with anticipation while she was enlightened as to how distinct the construction of the item was.


  “Ssssh,” the Queen advised with a thin smile, putting her hand across Tanya’s mouth. There was a soft tickle in her lips and she felt a strange quiver run through them. When the hand came away, she was mortified to find that the opening had sealed. The sorcery had knitted the flesh together into a smooth featureless plain of skin, thereby muting any sound she might endeavour to make.


  Tanya had barely begun to accept this gross mutilation when the meandering tip of the dildo reached her pussy.


   “I shall use sorcery to steal your pleasure as I violate you with this toy, my little mortal slave. So I hope you have learned to relish pain, because otherwise, there will be nothing left for you,” she gloated.


  With a soft push, she began to slide the malicious implement in. The woman’s eyes rolled as she drank in the stolen ecstasy.


  Tanya cried out and jerked when the device stretched her terribly and filled her belly with stern feeling. She tried to get free, to pull away, but she was held too tightly to escape the penetrating phallic sword that was being methodically threaded into her. The helplessness of her pose gripped her submission and accentuated her pleasure.


  Every twist and turn of the implement made her shake and twitch. The nodules and ridges bounced her upon their structure and rocked her with delight. Her system was awash with bliss from the traumatic effects being visited upon her tender womb.


  The Queen cast her head back with a scowl of rapture and increased the speed. Her body tensed and her spare hand reached forward to sink her nails into Tanya’s torso. Dragging red furrows backward, she then clasped brutally at her breasts.


  “By the Dark Gods you are tender and wicked. I have not stolen such corrupted bliss in decades. The pleasure this must be causing has to be incredible,” she announced.


  Her voice was issuing upon ragged pants and the thrusts began to gather more haste. The phallus dove in and out so that the searing rhapsody of the assault made Tanya delirious. She was pinned down, held immobile and ravished by this sublime female dominatrix. The event was making every thrust and turns a mind-bending delight. Dark power was abroad and corrupting her as it always did. The black side to her soul was a joyous supplicant to such iniquitous power, and as the Queen stole her pleasure, Tanya gained more delight from the distress that in turn generated more for the Queen to steal. The sorcery and Tanya’s numerous vices and insane hunger for debauchery was creating juggernaut acceleration in sensation that made both parties jerk and shake.


  A final jolt wrenched the object free and the Queen slouched back, overwhelmed. Her body shook a little as she strove to come to terms with the surprise flaw she had found loitering in Tanya’s body and mind.


  “I shall definitely have to make you one of my personal slaves. Such a prize is too good to waste,” attested the Queen.


  This mere sentence condemned Tanya to the singular attentions of the sadistic goddess and her elation brought her even closer to orgasm. Despite the theft of pleasure, there had been much more left for Tanya. Her belly ground against the air and her flexing internal muscles assisted her toward climax as her mind coursed with possibilities. Her love of bondage and submission, in being owned completely and disciplined relentlessly was locking to every word of the Queen.


  “Yes, I shall make you a prized pet, one that I can use for my own purposes. One I can display as a symbol of my invincibility. Imagine your Order when they see you—broken, humble, lapping at my heels as a faithful beast. Is such a sight not worth suffering for?” she stated.


  The Queen laughed aloud at Tanya’s sudden chagrin expression and stroked her features before moving aside. Having stolen her fill, she left Tanya on the edge of release. The sudden change in the scenario stalled Tanya in her libidinous trance and froze her before orgasm arrived.


  The form of the Queen seemed to waver, as though an intense wash of heat was falling between them and distorting her vision. The veil intensified and black wisps began to emerge from the flickering sight to smother the Queen and then fade as quickly as they had come. The magics took the diabolic ruler with them and left nothing save for the continuing echo of her laughter.


  Tanya felt her stomach and heart tighten and fall away. The realisation of what her fate was to be now, began to tax her sanity. There was to be no escape. The Queen wanted her as an object to be exhibited, a lesson in the futility of revolt, and she knew that the process of breaking her would be as intense as it would be guaranteed of success. Already she had tasted complete pleasure in her defeat, in being humbled by a powerful woman, and she realised that the process would continue and strengthen under the Queen’s guidance until all notion of revolt was gone. She was doomed to become a slavering pet to the ruler and was eager to become it. The threat of display to her former Order was just as intoxicating because word would spread and eventually shame the parents she still despised. Her enslavement to the Witch Queen was bringing her everything she had ever truly wanted.


  The magical restraints vanished and Tanya dropped onto the bed. She embraced her torso and dreamed of the Master, the Mistress, and the Queen. With diligent fantasies of confinement, punishment, worship, and submission coursing through her mind, Tanya’s hand snaked between her legs to continue where the Queen had left off. She flashed to attention at the first brush to her clit and then with a long mewl of bliss she relaxed into the sheets. Finally, in slavery, she had found her freedom.


  





  Chapter Eleven


  The Kings stood as one. They watched the fields before them while the wind whipped their cloaks. Their steeds whinnied softly as if disturbed by a prescient sense of doom.


  The open realm was already starting to wither and rot. The grass was turning brown and parting like tides to expose dark soil drained of life by the encroaching dread of the enemy. A light mist skulked over the scene. Its slithering tendrils wove across it like ethereal serpents.


  The evil of the Witch Queen seemed to spoil the land itself as her forces crested the hill and caused phantom clutches of terror to rise in even the most stalwart heart. Veterans of a hundred wars were filled with this fear, and the squires, foot soldiers, peasantry, and common people were almost sent fleeing or brought to their knees by it. However, there was to be no more retreating. This day was their chance to break their foe.


  The Witch Queen was eating across their lands like a cancer, and one by one, they were falling to her. Here, this day, they would stop her, or they would all perish trying to thwart her conquest.


  Upon the distant hills was arrayed a legion of darkness. The visage of her knights was indelible against their sight because the black armour seemed to absorb the light and the contorted shapes of the metal made them appear more like a host from the depths of hell itself rather than a tangible army of mortal men.


  Amidst the midnight legion were specks of light. These were the eyes of the avatars. The malignant allies of the Queen wielded sorcery that would visit a grievous toll indeed upon the bold troops that dared to defy her.


  Her banners fluttered in the breeze. They were ragged and torn, vile of visage, and grim of purpose. They were embellished with nightmare enchantments to confuse the enemy and bolster the savagery of those who fought under their sickly shadow.


  The Kings of the free lands regarded their own forces. They were bright and dazzling, and their silver armour sparkled. The colours of tunic and shield bestowed a palate of colour and symbols, and embroidered flags flapped proudly against the wind. The assembled might of a dozen nations stood in the open plains and they were ready to block the advance of the accursed foe.


  The steady drumbeat of the Witch Queen’s troops wafted across the fields. The sound was deep and awful, like the beat of a malevolent heart that kept the grim warriors to a pounding and unflinching march.


  From the hills beyond the eldritch host, arose a line of crosses. The crucifixes rose high and immediately fixed down to reveal the pale forms of those upon them.


  Gasps of shock and horror rushed like sibilant songs through the ranks as the troops recognised the forms of prince and knight, kidnapped by assassins and were now presented to them as starved, whimpering, shattered ruins that prayed for death.


  With a series of coughing roars, the crosses ignited and smothered the condemned in fire. Their screams and cries echoed through the air and tore at the ears.


  To the Witch Queen’s forces, it was a pleasing sound, but to those who would defy them, it kindled their hatred beyond tolerance and brought rash response. As the order to attack was flung forth by incensed officers, the Kings roared for them to stop, that they required order to win the day. However, the troops were as eager for revenge as they who had granted the order and so the Kings had no choice but to call for the trumpets and horns to backup up the reckless assault with full commitment.


  With a thunderous roar, the ranks broke free of the bonds of sloth. They charged forward and screamed to the heavens. The very ground reverberated with the defiance of their lives. Each was committed to the slaughter. Their lives were forfeit and each only sought to drag down as many evil souls with them as they could.


  The banks of archers on each side set free blizzards of arrows. The slender darts arced through the vault and passed each other before streaking down in dense waves upon the enemy. As countless hundreds collapsed from the stab of bolt and arrow, the armies met.


  The ringing clatter of metal upon metal, the awful sound of flesh being torn asunder, the screams and gurgles of the wounded, and the weighty thud of the slain dropping to the mud, immediately filled the air. Crimson drizzle churned along the battle line and thousands of warriors fed the strange incarnadine mist with every cut.


  Weapons rose and fell with dreadful rhythm, hacking and slashing without pause, throwing arcs of gore through the air. The colours of the troops started to blend and they soon merged into the shades of empurpled gobs and blackened sod.


  Waves of sorcery wove through the air and sought targets. The magics erupted with fiery plumes and extracted a section of the battlefield so it might be scattered upward with a bellow of unholy fury. Bodies scattered in the form of scorched debris and the craters that were gouged were swiftly filled with torn relics. A sudden rush then filled the gap as more warriors flowed forth into the fray.


  Disruptive bolts started to disable and cancel the lethal energies. They targeted strategically important zones and the wizards and sorcerers of both sides strove to protect their best forces from supernatural mayhem while others of their number continued to hurl waves of deadly energy.


  The stink of agony and opened bodies became a physical presence. It was like the odour wrought by the spectre of death itself, and the grim reaper’s scythe was finding a ready harvest to collect this day.


  The bodies piled atop each other to form mounds and create a terrain that was treacherous underfoot. Those who were absorbed with war started to stumble and fall. More often than not, they were summarily transfixed by a ravenous blade or staved in by mace or axe.


  The outcome of the battle was in a tenuous balance, and then unto the fray came a grim form. Her blades started to cut a bloody swathe through the defenders. The strike and vivid punch of weapons upon her amour failed even to stagger her stride. The points and blades bounced off her sorcerously treated battle skin like reeds.


  Lithe of limb, her midnight armour flowed in tight, sculpted waves. Ridges and crests formed bat-like wings, and thorns and spines jutted out to be trimmed with crimson. Clawed gauntlets with spiked knuckles bore the pair of serrated, great swords and each hilt was a leering demonic face that spat forth a toothed blade of jet. The swords were borne with the ease and skill of daggers, but they had not lost any of the mangling capacity for destruction such huge tools of war commanded.


  Her sculpted and elongated helm gave her the face of a screaming devil with horns flung back on either side of a mane of albino hair. Her cuirasse was adorned with the vile symbol of the Witch Queen and it lay between the sculpted cups that betrayed her gender as female.


  The maenad flung herself into noble or peasant without care for support. She separated from the main line of warriors who were held at bay by the ranks facing them. Where her blades fell, a life was snuffed out. Even a glancing wound caused the flesh of the victim to wither and pale. It dried the meat on their bones as they were desiccated by sorceress poison.


  The lethal magical venom of the woman’s blades eroded all life and though cleric and sage forced themselves through to try to counter the sorcery, it was beyond their ability. It was known that the Witch Queen herself had crafted these evil blades and the venom was impregnable to any curative, be it mundane or arcane.


  Even the magically treated armour of the elite warriors was as nothing to her. The hardened metals parted with a thunderclap that spat cyan bolts and sparks out from the point where the black blades entered.


  Cries went up as it was discerned that the Demon Angel was abroad. People screamed the name and it inspired more fear than the entire war host of the Witch Queen.


  Mighty wizards sought to stop her and quickly locked their bodies into occult configurations. A purple weave of lightning wove around the group and the arcs leapt like serpents. They flashed with new power and suddenly merged into one monstrous enchantment. The single bolt screamed forward as a lethal juggernaut strike that robbed those who stared at it of their sight for many minutes.


  The energy bored into the figure and threw her back against the warriors behind her. Her impetus shattered their bones as her body crackled and devoured by loosed arcs of toxic sorcery.


  The woman dropped to the mud and seemed to be helpless. The broadswords of twin princes fell at the prone form and the edges ignited with fire as they called up the full fury of their enchanted blades. With a wriggle of impossible celerity, the woman tumbled aside and back to her feet. Her swords whirled in her grasp with terrible speed to slice the nobles open before they even had a chance to acknowledge her new position.


  The troops who leapt upon her and sought to drag her down fared no better than those she faced. The demon female merely whirled. Her strength was incredible and the blades and teeth of her armour tore the attackers as she flung them from her as though they were the most trivial insects, mere annoyances at best.


  The creature launched forward with a fearsome piercing shriek and her blades fell like shards of opaque lightning. They pierced the metal barriers of shields, slithered through armour, and transfixed chests and heads. Geysers of blood spat over teeth and limbs flew aside as they still clutched their weapons.


  The Kings watched in dismay as their sons and friends perished at her hand. The generals of their armies, the officers, the wizards, none was able to harm her. The most destructive magics that could be gathered rained down onto her and the lives of those about her were sacrificed in the hope of felling the creature, but nothing could stop her. Fatigue was an enemy she did not have to face and it seemed that she drew her strength from the lives she snuffed out. The demon was somehow stealing their fleeing vitality to feed her ongoing carnage.


  As she drew all attention with her rampage, the lapping army of the Witch Queen flowed around their flanks. It spread itself wide and sealed in the army that stood against them. With the dawning of this realisation, the troops sought to flee, only to find the black guards on every side. Order was lost and panic reigned. The ground flowed like a river with tides of blood. The life of thousands mingled with the dirt to forge cloying mud that gripped at those who waded through it.


  When the sun started to set, the battle had devolved into a soft half-life. The glowing orb wreathed the horizon with wild crimson hues and it was a shade to match the mayhem that stretched as far as the eye could see. In every direction, there was now an uneven landscape of twisted bodies.


  The Queen’s troops wandered amongst the red harvest and were dispatching survivors or torturing them slowly to savour their agonised squeals and make the air ring with the ghastly signal of their suffering. The few who had slipped the gauntlet were scuttling away as they were hunted by mounted patrols for sport, and in the middle of the grand carnage stood the demon woman.


  Tanya opened the concealed chin guard of her helm and drew it free. Her face was dripping with perspiration and her limbs were weary now that her blades were no longer feeding her the life of those they maimed and slew.


  Tanya propped herself up on them and surveyed the scene. She looked across the ocean of red and the stink of death was powerful in her nose.


  The troops here had been fortunate. The peoples they had fought to protect were to be less blessed because the Witch Queen would now make their pain last a lifetime. By comparison, to such a doom, the butchered warriors had fared well today by meeting a swift end.


  Rubbing the short stubble of her shaven head, she traced her temples with her barbed gauntlets. Memories arose as she stood amidst the shattered carcasses of a regiment of the Order Eternal. She herself had been one of these paladins and it seemed to have been aeons ago.


  How her life had changed since those days of seeking to bring justice and law to the land, of doing good and protecting the weak and innocent. She had become that which she had reviled. She was the personal Champion of the force that the world feared above all others.


  Letting her mind drift, she awaited the arrival of the Witch Queen. Her beloved enslaver was scheduled to manifest and inspect the scene of atrocity first hand. If she were deemed to have done well, her Master and Mistress would be present this night to pleasure her with their sadistic whims.


  However, before the Queen was to arrive, one final deed required handling. Tanya vaulted onto a warhorse and reared the beast before galloping off over the hills.


  Tanya kicked out and her heeled foot struck the heavy doors of the monastery. With a punishing wrench to the timbers, the portal jumped back. The weighty doors jarred against their hinges amidst a booming tone and announced her arrival in full and deafening clarity.


  The gloomy interior hall was lined with supporting pillars. Mounds of candles upon pious configurations cast a soft, warming glow through the stone hall and banished the chill of the night.


  Tanya stepped in and reached to her back where her crossed swords resided in their scabbards. The weapons murmured softly as the demonic beasts within the weave of metal craved new souls for their collection.


  The monks ran for their lives. They fled into the wings and into doors and private cells. They dropped before the symbols of their deity and prayed for protection against this most unholy of messengers. All of them muttered her name as they fled.


  “The Demon Angel,” they whispered, as though by saying her name any louder they would draw her manifested wrath and speed the taking of their lives and souls.


  A shaven headed figure moved before her. He was young and his eyes were full of fear. His arms were wide as he sought to bar her passage.


  “Foul seraphim of evil, there is no place for you here!” he roared.


  He was an intriguing sight, and one she would have liked to experiment. She considered subduing him and taking him in chains back with her to the Black Fortress. When she was not serving her owners, she might make use of him. However, she had other deeds to perform here and she needed no further distractions.


  With a violent swing of her arm, a blade hummed against the air and his face dissolved into a smear. His countenance spread aside and lashed the floor with a plume of rent gore. The headless body twitched and its arms tensed in spasms.


  A kick into his ribs sent the body to the floor. It skidded to a halt and deposited a crimson trail in its wake.


  “Have you no shame, dark one?” stated a grim voice.


  A far less feeble opponent stepped forth from behind a pillar that was located far from her position. He was tall and resplendent in a suit of expertly fitted silver amour. The burning heart of the Order Eternal was set boldly across his chest and a cloak of red flowed behind him. A breeze poured around Tanya from without and made the fabric ripple in the breeze. The candle flames flickered in the wind and this made his armour flash with sparks of light.


  “You butcher a helpless priest for your amusement? Then it is true, the Witch Queen has purged you of all save evil, Demon Angel.”


  He stepped closer and drew a slender longsword and a parrying dagger with a wide guard that was curved drastically outward to catch an opponent’s weapon. Both blades sparkled with an incandescent light and were each clearly possessed of their own sorceress charms.


  The light revealed his face and she froze momentarily because she recalled it well. There was no mistaking the grizzled round face of the Grandmaster of the Order Eternal. The knight had helped train her, raise her, and made her one of the Order’s paladins, he had been one of her idols in a time long forgotten. His bushy beard was thinning in places, his bald head was a little more scarred, but it was him without question. She wondered if he knew who she was?


  “I am here for you, paladin,” she stated with severity.


  Tanya was still pledged to the act of murder that her Queen had demanded. She must have known that the defender of this church was her former master and so Tanya promised to fawn on her heels with added delectation for such sly trickery.


  “It is not I who shall be food for the crows, lackey,” he retorted.


  Settling into a fighting stance, the Grandmaster readied to accept her charge. His blades whistled against the air as he spun them in his grasp and then clenched the hilts tighter in his armoured fists.


  “We shall see,” she growled.


  Tanya flicked her blades up and closed upon him. Her dark armour absorbed the light and made her appear as though she was one of the shadows.


  The two paused before one another and then Tanya lunged suddenly. She cast a sword for his heart while keeping the other held back to defend against any riposte. She had never seen anyone best the Grandmaster, but she was a far different creature now. She had been warped by the sorcery of the Witch Queen and trained to be a warrior without equal.


  His dagger hissed aside and slammed to the blade. Knocking it away, the weapon jolted back to continue its defence while his sword hacked for her throat. The distraction he intended for with a shot for her face was declined. Tanya skipped back, dragged her weapons with her, and left the longsword to hum upon the air and cut through the space she had deserted. Tanya dropped into a nimble crouch and lunged for his belly with a harsh stab.


  The Grandmaster swung in a downward swipe. He caught her weapon with his sword and pushed it away. The altered trajectory was sufficient to have the tip jab ineffectually passed his flank.


  The warrior made a sudden step forward and hauled his sword in a whirling overhead circle. The blade plunged down at the squatting female.


  Tanya slashed up with her second blade and knocked the weapon aside so that it clanged to the stone next to her. It threw up a brief cough of sparks and suddenly his leg kicked out like lightning. The boot struck her wrist and pained the flesh to a degree that knocked her overextended blade from her hand.


  The dark weapon clattered across the floor and skidded into the shadows. Without hesitation, she sprung up. Tanya led her attack with a vicious kick that sunk into his breastplate and lifted the mighty warrior from his feet.


  A brief flight of a few feet ended with an awkward landing. He staggered back and struggled to recapture his balance.


  Giving no respite, Tanya launched herself forward and whirled her blade in swift arcs before hacking at his guard. The dagger wilted in its task as she dropped three pernicious blows to it.


  He responded with defiance and thrust for her heart. With a lash of her forearm, her vambrace caught the flat of the weapon and deflected it. The same limb suddenly jumped forward and smashed the elbow to his brow. A crunch of flesh sounded and his head jolted back. The spiked armour had not only dazed him, but had also opened several light gashes.


  Tanya could see a chance for victory. She grabbed her sword in both hands and held it as a battering ram before throwing it at his chest with a yell of exertion.


  The aged warrior suddenly sidestepped and his sword danced in his grasp before striking out. The weapon struck the side of Tanya’s helm. The tip gouged through the metal and her skin to open a long gash from her jaw to her temple.


  The force of the blow sent her careening away before she dropped onto her flank and slid along the floor. The metal spines released grating shrieks against the stone as she rolled to a stop. The Grandmaster recaptured his senses and advanced.


  Tanya opened her helm and flung it free. The torn edges troubled her wound and she felt warmth drool down into her breastplate to mingle with the sweat of the fight. The pain was negligible, for she had endured far worse and relished it. Nevertheless, she had to win. To fail would let down her owners and that was a fate she could not face. The Queen ruled her, and her Master and Mistress owned her.


  “By the Gods! Tanya!” he gasped when she looked up to regard her opponent’s position.


  “No longer!” she hissed.


  “You do not need to continue like this. We can take you back and reverse what has been done to you.”


  “You think I want to go back to celibacy and abstinence? They’ve done things to me I couldn’t believe possible, and I’ve enjoyed it. I abase myself at their feet and serve them with all my heart because I love them, old fool.”


  “No, it cannot be so!” he stated defiantly.


  The puritan warrior was unable to process how someone could be so methodically corrupted. It meant that anyone could be converted just as she had been. Tanya needed a few seconds to recover, and upon seeing his aghast and revolted expression, she chose deliberately to use words to offend with their lewd crassness.


  “Oh yes. They fuck me, they whip me, torture me, and I crawl on my hands and knees, on a leash. I am their pet, their plaything, their willing little slut. Any foul depraved act they want of me, I surrender to it with passion in my heart and wetness between my thighs!” she purred.


  Tanya let her free hand run over her armoured breasts and thighs in a wanton manner. She slithered upon the floor to offer a licentious show that made the Grandmaster stagger back as he witnessed it.


  Tanya leapt to her feet and slashed aside to knock the smaller of his two blades askew. A swing of his sword failed to meet her as she whirled and with a scream of rage, jerked her head forward. Her brow broke his nose with a brittle crunch. In that instant of incapacitation, her blade jolted back and fired forth once more. The tip clanged against his breastplate and with a clap and a pulse of purple light, it burst through. The blade instantly exploded from his back amidst dark spray.


  The warrior roared and his cry threw red flecks up into the air. The droplets turned into a font as she wrenched the blade in rotating arcs and then tugged it free. The length was now soaked and dripped with thick strands of his blood.


  The Grandmaster dropped to his knees. He regarded her with astonishment and an accusing stare.


  “Tanya,” he gurgled softly, and then collapsed onto his side with a heavy clatter.


  “Goodbye, old friend,” she whispered.


  Picking up her broken helm and lost sword, Tanya marched from the monastery. Her work done, now it was time to play.
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