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Kirsten is now completely compliant to her
owner’s will and is sent on her first mission - the recovery of
Maria, whose blackmailed sexual slavery still holds her
captive.

After rescuing the hapless girl, the training
of both women continues while the rebel band seeks to discover the
fate of their comrade. Once successful they try to mount a rescue
before the officer breaks her will and renders her an obedient
servant who is lost to them forever.

A race against time ensues between the forces
as the officer uses ever more fiendish and cruel torments and
pleasures to render the girl a submissive pet, the expert training
making it uncertain whether she will turn on her owner or her
friends when they come for her.
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Kessler looked out of the window at Downing
Street, greeting a new day with a blank snarl.

The sun was fighting against the maze of
glassen towers that formed the heart of the city, bathing the
spires in golden radiance as the streets below remained in chill
twilight.

She briefly surveyed the ranks of heavily
armed KGP on the road outside, each poised to lay down their lives
for her. The troops still seemed eager and alert despite the
numbing cold in the air that made their breath emerge in billowing
clouds and the relatively miniscule chance of a mutant assault.

The final stages of the plan were looming and
it was startling to see just how far they had come. The Covee had
heaped their praise on her for her accomplishments and rightly so.
The group hadn’t been expecting to be able to implement such
sweeping advances for at least another thirty years. But she was
never one to endure the straits of patience and had sunk her teeth
into the plot with fanatic zeal the moment she had been made aware
of it.

Fifteen years ago, as she was in her last
years of school, she had been approached by the group known only as
Covee. Every blood test performed throughout the country had been
screened by them for decades, seeking the pure bloods, looking for
those exceedingly rare beings who bore no trace of genetic
anomaly.

Covee had recruited her into the conspiracy,
teaching her a little of the plot at a time, testing her loyalty,
making sure she was truly one of them before embracing her into the
grand scheme.

The plan had been in preparation for
generations, hatched by displaced nobility from some distant and
forgotten era who craved the return of their power on a global
scale - compensation for the humiliation of their initial
degradation.

The treasuries of these disinherited nobles
brought Covee to life and since then they had been seeking the way
through which their birthright could be recaptured.

Formed by a core of women cleared of genetic
error, they had patiently been setting the scene for their eventual
ascendance to ultimate power over all things. They had moved
themselves into key positions, slotted each other throughout every
facet of power and influence, married into what they could not gain
by bribery, coercion, seduction, or charisma. First came the goal
of equality and then the machine started to accelerate, allowing
them to exploit the politically correct attitudes to snatch
previously unavailable posts and positions. With numerous other
more qualified applicants vying for a post, a few outraged calls
from their operatives in equal rights movements gained them their
objectives with ease. Consolidating their might, they had started
to build their secret empire, expanding to infect every quarter of
power in the globe. There was nothing Covee couldn’t touch.

In addition to financial and governmental
power, Kessler and her predecessors had orchestrated the
influencing and control of all media, and for years now fetishistic
designs had been slowly encroaching into everything from
pornography, newspaper, advertisements, film, television, and
music. Use of rubber, leather, PVC, stiletto heels or a dominating
stance on a luscious and adored female model or actress was serving
to program males and females alike. From childbirth they would know
this as an image of beauty, its unattainable quality only making
them more susceptible to the ravages of submissive behavior before
their material icons. Even Covee had been taken aback by the
effects when the mindless fashion tsars thought this a new trend
and as one cohesive force turned every media campaign towards such
imagery, creating an indoctrinating world wide barrage.

With the program running amok, the quest for
real dictatorship was set in motion. An enemy was needed to unify
the people and distract them so the reigns of power could be
hoarded without complaint. Mutants were ideal, and because of the
rigorous scanning process no member of Covee could possibly be one
or even be related to one.

First the true mutants were to enslaved,
then, once the population had become oblivious to such slavery the
borders of deviance would be expanded a little more, then some
more. Virtually every human had corrupt or anomalous genetic
material and with the levels required to be classified as a mutant
dropping constantly, no one would be safe from the KGP, not even
the Knights themselves. Finally, at some distant date, everyone
would a helpless, trained and obedient subject, leaving the
conspirators in full and unquestioned power.

Simple use of such fetish devices could be
used to cripple resistance and subdue even the most recalcitrant
mind and would be instrumental in ensuring a quick defeat of those
condemned to state slavery. But on the current mutant slaves it was
not as effective as it should be, their isolation and fugitive
status distracting them from the images about them, the effect of
adverts and television rarely seen and when they were, other
matters such as survival and evading capture were more
pressing.

When the normal folk would start to be
arrested and shipped to training camps, then the process would be
far quicker.

The time of change was upon them. Everything
was going like clockwork. Kessler smiled to herself and wandered
back into her bedroom, dreaming of what delicious events the future
would unveil.


Chapter One

 


 


Sealed within her shimmering new skin,
Kirsten scampered forward on all fours, the dark studs that ran
down her body in precise lines winking in the light as she passed
beneath the overhead bulbs. A leather collar had been buckled about
her throat. The D ring at the front bore a leash whose chain links
stretched out to enter the fist of her owner.

The Mistress sauntered on a regal stride,
every step bloated with power as she towed her trained pet in her
wake. Kirsten’s eyes were fixated to her form, aching to touch it,
to lick it, to worship the goddess that had broken her spirit and
rendered her a subservient beast.

A tight black leotard of polished latex clung
about her elegant form, her arms clad in tall opera gloves of the
same, the fingers removed to let her ebony painted nails emerge.
One hand held the leash while the other clasped a riding crop, the
candy striped black and red stem culminating in two rectangular
leather tongues. Fine denier nylon poured down from the high cut
thighs of the leotard, the seam down the back dropping as a
perfectly placed line before vanishing beneath her patent ankle
boots.

The strap falling between her buttocks almost
vanished within the pert mounds, allowing a glorious view of her
rear, one that hypnotized Kirsten with its beauty.

The front of the garment was laced from the
neck down to the circular aperture placed at her chest, the opening
granting a wondrous window into her cleavage. Her stern cap once
more subdued her short blonde hair, the lingering portion of her
military apparel keeping her fierce gaze in shadow to add to its
ferocity.

At her side, fastened to the rubber was the
small black control box that could make Kirsten suffer beyond all
other torments.

One of the bland doors of her new world
shuffled aside at the Mistress’ approach. Since Kirsten been
brought here as a captive she had still not seen what lay within
all the chambers, the anonymous halls bearing devices and engines
to make her yowl for the sadistic glee of her owner.

Not that she minded. Kirsten was a hopeless
addict to the whims of her Mistress now. Whether pain or pleasure
she would jubilantly accept whatever was decreed as another part in
her training to become the perfect property of her beloved
owner.

From the hidden regions beyond the black
steel walls another site of restraint had been brought into view,
the mechanized torture chambers hiding their apparatus from her
until the Mistress called them from their recesses. Kirsten briefly
wondered what other nightmarish contraptions hid behind the secret
doors about her and then turned her attention to her current
mechanical adversary.

A telescopic steel pole had hydraulically
ascended to a height roughly comparable to the middle of her back.
At the summit another metal pole had been riveted horizontally into
place to form the cap of a steel ‘T’. At the base, two telescopic
poles lay curled back into the steel upright, each ending in a
stern metal fetter that hovered a few inches from the ground.

Set back from the pole were two rings in the
floor from which steel cable sprawled to connect to a heavy
shackle, the weighty devices open and hungry for female flesh.

The Mistress brought Kirsten over to this
strange device and removed the leash. Grabbing Kirsten by her hair
she used it as a new lead by which to deliver her into the arms of
the creation.

“Come on, slave. You’ve got more lessons to
learn if you truly wish to be mine,” she purred, her eyes briefly
flitting across Kirsten’s smothered form, the glance a decidedly
licentious one.

Kirsten’s back was delivered to the highest
horizontal pole and her arms lifted over it so that it pressed
against her shoulder blades. The Mistress took hold of her ankles
and brought them into the fetters. The cuffs instantly snapped shut
to her extremities and then inflated from within. The rubber
interior swelled with pressure, causing them to grab even more
firmly to her flesh.

The wrist cuffs were collected and snapped to
her, the interior billowing and compressing them as well, leaving
her arms attached to distant anchors in the floor.

“Are we ready, slave?” asked the Mistress,
standing before Kirsten, her eyes scrolling up and down the
helplessly captive form.

“Yes, Mistress,” whispered Kirsten, suddenly
afraid of what rigors awaited her. The bondage was obviously ready
to intensify drastically at the merest touch of a button.

Opening a control hatch in the wall the woman
flicked a switch and brought life to the assembly. Kirsten’s breath
accelerated rapidly as the ankle struts began to elongate, forcing
her legs outward, turning themselves into a most stringent leg
spreader that had her inner thighs churning with strain.

The upright began to rise, digging the
horizontal pole into her upper arms and lifting her from the floor.
Kirsten croaked and bit her tongue as she was hauled into the air,
the cables snapping taut and stretching her arms out. The machine
slowed and continued to move in smaller increments, racking her
body as the observing Mistress ensured she was gratuitously
stretched.

Kirsten eventually cried out from the sheer
havoc of her pose, her arms feeling ready to snap from their
sockets, her body hanging from the unbearable steel bar.

“Mistress! Pleeeease!” she burbled.

“If you want to be mine you have to endure
things like this, slave. Take the pain for me, learn to love it as
you do me,” purred the woman, adopting a sultry pose that made
Kirsten cling to her masochism and keep silent.

The machine stopped moments later and locked
itself off, leaving her in torment, tears and sweat trickling down
her face as she gasped for breath against the physical mayhem.

The Mistress opened another cabinet and
retrieved rope before strolling back to her prisoner.

“There’s more to come, slave. Are you ready
for it?” quizzed the woman, extending her gloved hand to let the
knuckles glide down Kirsten’s cheek, the material gliding against
the sheen of moisture.

“Yes, Mistress,” replied Kirsten, nuzzling
against the touch.

“Good, slave,” she said, and began to apply
the coils to Kirsten’s waist in the form of a crotch rope. She then
tightened it with such strength that it made itself obvious to
Kirsten even through her new skin.

Towing the excess out to the wall, the
Mistress threaded it through a ring and jerked back upon it,
stealing the slack and dragging Kirsten’s hips from the machine,
stretching her even more acutely.

With her loins thrust forward, her body bowed
and the rope digging into her, Kirsten mewled and sobbed as she
tried to endure the heinous effects. The pain was already
inexorably rising and she knew she would be begging for mercy soon
unless she were gagged.

“Are you my slave?” asked the Mistress,
moving back out of the shadows near the wall. Clapping the head of
the crop into her gloved palm she revealed that Kirsten was about
to be flogged.

“Y…yes…uuh…mmm…Mistress, uh, oh, yes…I am,”
she moaned, grunting and groaning as she tensed and pulled at her
bonds, unable to move in the slightest and feeling as though she
would scatter apart into pieces at any moment.

“This is very becoming on you, my little pet.
You always manage to look so ravishing in your bondage,” commented
the woman with a smile, using the crop to trace the shivering
curves of her slave.

“Th…thank yo-oooh! Ah! Mistress,” she
croaked, her eyelids fluttering as fresh beads of sweat welled on
her brow and new tears formed in her eyes.

“Do you like your new skin, slave?” she
asked, lifting Kirsten’s grimacing chin with the crop.

“Yes…uh…oh…Mmmmgh…istress, I do,” she
wheezed.

“It needs to be fed. That’s why I’m going to
bleed some sweat from you, slave. I’m going to water your new skin
a little, make sure it stays nice and healthy,” she uttered and
without warning the crop jerked back and dropped down to Kirsten’s
vulnerable thigh.

The vigor with which the riding implement was
applied negated the protection of the new skin and Kirsten’s jaws
leapt apart with a stifled shriek.

Panting, she wriggled against her bonds, the
muscles of her stretched leg twitching as her toes and fingers
clawed insanely at the air.

The woman applied another stroke, and
another, targeting Kirsten’s buttocks and the fronts of her thighs,
laying down a slow steady deluge to give Kirsten plenty of time to
recover and endure the full effects of each heinous stroke.

Between her howls of travail Kirsten
unleashed croaks, whimpers and snorting gasps in answer to the
searing clap of the weapon to her body.

With her legs curdling with inner heat,
Kirsten saw the Mistress lift her attention and then begin
harassing her breasts, dropping the tip of the weapon to her assets
with steady swipes.

This time Kirsten screamed with the first
impact, her body starting to manifest motion as she thrashed more
frantically than ever before, her muscles being pulled, her joints
squealing in protest as she battled her trammels. Crying out in
distress, the song of her sorrow only made the Mistress more
dedicated in her attack, concentrating her impacts to the hidden
points of her nipples.

Kirsten wept and bellowed incoherent half
strands of words that spilled freely from her throat as she was
mercilessly disciplined.

Occasionally during her offensive the
Mistress grabbed the crotch rope and pulled at it, increasing the
strain and causing the strand to chew more aggressively into her
slave’s sex as the swipes of the crop continued to fall.

The woman paused and for a moment Kirsten
thought she was finally finished, but a final capricious hack into
her breast made her neck strain upward, her eyes screwed shut as
she announced her suffering as a keening holler.

“Would my slave like to be gagged, so she
isn’t so disobedient?” Offered the Mistress, running a fingertip
along the quaking lips of her slave.

“P…please, Mistress. I don’t want to…to let
you down,” whispered Kirsten, thin trails of saliva stretching from
her bottom lip. She couldn’t stop from begging under her Mistress’
torturing hand, she needed help to keep her quiet.

“Okay. This time I will oblige you, but you
will have to be punished some more for you lack of stamina,
slave.”

“Yes, Mistress,” answered Kirsten, knowing
that if she continued to annoy her Mistress with words it would
carry far graver consequences.

The woman strolled to the wall and fetched a
handful of pegs. Kirsten wondered where they were going to be
applied and was graphically informed as the woman roughly grabbed
her face and pursed her lips together with a brutal pinch before
applying them in rapid succession.

One of the implements at the center silenced
her, letting a burbled whimper of protest seep through in answer to
their crushing influence and two more on each side sealed her mouth
more before another pair at the very edges closed her
completely.

Kirsten snorted through her nostrils, the
throbbing pound in her lips growing steadily more acute as all
feeling was wrung from them by the harsh grips.

“There, now you look even better than before,
slave,” uttered the Mistress, leaning down and running her hands
across the taut body of her suffering property.

Kirsten could make no sound or movement as
she felt the woman caressing her, letting her hands wander in
assessment of every portion of the racked form she owned.

It was clear that she was besotted with such
mordant acts. The Mistress reveled in seeing Kirsten so wantonly
displayed and subjected to agony, and it was reassuring to have it
confirmed yet again that the Mistress dominated for her own
pleasure and enjoyment, not because it was her job, or her orders,
but because she loved to do it.

Kirsten tried to find some meager
compensation in this libidinous groping of her form by her owner,
to try and distract herself from her ongoing anguish.

A hand forced its way between her buttocks
and took hold of the fabric there. Tugs at the material that was
now melded to the strange root growing into Kirsten’s rear caused
it to yank at her, pulling at the thousands of tiny anchors in her
tracts. The effect was hideous. The sensation of a thousand tiny
clamps pulling at her rectum from within caused Kirsten to break
into paroxysms.

A soft keening hum spilled from her throat as
she gasped for breath through her nostrils, the tiny vents barely
adequate to supply her needs.

The woman continued such capricious abuse for
a short time, amusing herself by afflicting Kirsten’s insides via
the medium of this alien trespasser. With a merry smirk she then
arose to stand beside her captive.

“Did you enjoy that, slave?” she mused, and
again ran the back of her knuckles down Kirsten’s tear and sweat
sodden cheek. “I think I’ll leave you here for a couple of hours to
let you really start to suffer. Afterwards, I might give you a
treat, slave,” she commented, and with a merry titter of a laugh
she casually left the room, deserting Kirsten to her ordained
ordeal.

Every second of her imprisonment was spent
praying for it to end, telling herself that she couldn’t survive
another moment of such abuse while remaining completely unable to
do anything to change it.

Time was stretched out like elastic, becoming
terribly slow, dragging its heels to increase the frustration and
woe of her predicament. All she could hope for was that the
Mistress would arrive and free her.

When the door opened Kirsten was overjoyed at
the prospect that this nightmare might finally be coming to an
end.

It was startling to so adore her Mistress for
coming to free her, the gratitude a bizarre opinion in the face of
the fact that it was this very woman who had so eagerly applied it
in the first place. Kirsten was so preoccupied with the hope of
freedom that she failed to notice that the woman was clad once more
in her full military ensemble.

The officer’s torso retained the latex
leotard, her identity badge now clapped to her breast. Short black
gloves were stretched onto her hands and black combat trousers hung
on her legs, the utility belt laden with armaments and devices for
her mutant hunting duties.

“Have you suffered enough, slave?” pondered
the Mistress, folding her arms before her chest as she let her eyes
slide up and down the shivering physique of her property.

“Mmmnnngh!” moaned Kirsten, bobbing her head
frantically up and down.

One by one the Mistress started to take away
the pegs, each flight making Kirsten stiffen and cry out as
circulation rushed back in and announced its displeasure in full.
Each fulgent shock had Kirsten’s head loll as she whinnied until
the final central peg was released and her aching lips could
finally form words again.

“Yes, Mistress!” snapped Kirsten through
clenched jaws, fighting the urge to beg, trying to keep
stalwart.

“You are sure? You are completely subservient
to me? I am your absolute owner?” she quizzed, perking an eyebrow
in consideration.

“Oh yes, Mistress. I am yours, I am your
slave. I’ll do anything you say.”

“If I asked you to stay on here another hour
would you do it, slave?”

Kirsten’s heart sank because she knew she
would have to obey, she knew her quest to impress her owner took
precedence over any amount of suffering.

“I would, Mistress,” she whimpered, hoping
that she wouldn’t be forced to go through with it.

“Good, slave. I won’t hold you here for an
hour, just long enough to ready you for duty,” she announced,
producing a set of hair clippers.

The teeth buzzed with motion and the woman
started to plough them into Kirsten’s hairline, causing great
sheaves of her hair to tumble from her. The attached head used its
long forks to leave an inch and a half of hair across her head and
after being taken away the clippers trimmed it far shorter and the
sides. Kirsten could feel no great sense of loss because she now
imitated the stern cut of her Mistress.

“You can come down now,” smiled the Mistress,
operating the controls to have the frame descend and release
Kirsten’s trapped limbs.

Kirsten collapsed into a huddled pile on the
floor. Clutching herself she sobbed and shivered, enduring the
powerful stab of returning feeling as it crept back through her
long contained form. Pins and needles and myalgia wrung her limbs
and body, rendering her a debilitated mess at the feet of her
owner.

“You may kiss my boots in gratitude, slave,”
said the Mistress.

Kirsten gave a hiss of effort as she pushed
her reluctant body forward so she could slaver on the toes of the
combat boots, relishing her subjugation as the woman stood aloof
and proud over her pet.

“It’s time for you to be sent on your
first mission, slave. It’s a simple task - a foul mutant rebel
criminal may be at large in the north of the city. She is a young
adolescent girl and may have the ability to conceal herself from
the sensors. But I am hoping her powers will not counter
your senses. Quite simply you are to
hunt her down and capture her,” stated the officer, almost as
though she were conducting any ordinary mission briefing. It was a
strange impartiality considering that a rubber-entombed slave was
groveling at her feet, humbly lapping at her boots.

“You will now accept the field additions to
your uniform, slave,” stated the Mistress.

Crouching upon the floor in a feral pose,
Kirsten watched as the Mistress opened a closet with a touch and
revealed a rough mannequin adorned with the opaque sections of
armor that her first confrontation with a Hound had revealed.

Removing a studded hood with an incorporated
metal-banded collar from the mannequin she returned and turned it
inside out to expose the interior. An elegantly carved device at
the ear looked like a hearing aid and fed a slender wire to twin
ovals at the featureless zone where her larynx would be.

“This will keep us in radio contact and allow
me to monitor your actions. The collar holds a tracking device and
a powerful explosive should you decide to try and disobey. Though
I’m sure my faithful pet would not dare think of such things,” she
said, fixing Kirsten with an intense stare, searching for any hint
of rebellion in her prisoner’s countenance.

The thought of escape was almost intangible
to Kirsten as though she could no longer apply a meaning to this
word. Had she been reprogrammed to such an extent where all notion
of freedom had gone? But what did freedom offer other than the
freedom to die of starvation, be shot by KGP, or end up worked to
death in a Sanctuary camp?

Satisfied with Kirsten’s expression the
Mistress gathered up the hood and stretched the studded garment
over her head, the material gripping her skull as the collar was
locked shut. Instantly she felt her strength returning, the device
that kept her mutant powers suppressed having been silenced.

Kirsten could feel her limbs gathering might
at a phenomenal rate, coursing with new and potent vitality as her
mutant genes flexed their brawn.

She had forgotten how glorious the feeling of
strength was. Drunk on power she peered out through the acute
eyeslits of her hood and studied her oppressor as she removed the
elegant vambraces from the mannequin.

Kirsten could have used her new might to slay
her tormentor and escape, but instead of such notions all she could
feel was adoration towards the woman who had trained her.

Opening the metal shells the Mistress
ensnared her forearms within the articles and snapped them shut,
the devices clamping to her second skin and the studs, a series of
small apertures within taking firm reign on these imbedded
moorings.

Her fingers were tipped with claws and her
shoulders and shins were coated with the chitinous armor, the
lightweight shell fitting perfectly and granting her an outlandish
and most surreal visage.

A short leash snapped to the collar and with
a soft tug she was brought scuttling in the officer’s wake, her
heart fluttering at the prospect of finally leaving this Stigean
domain.

The door to the lift accepted the Mistress’
card and slid aside, exposing the only means of exit from this
realm.

Instantly the heavy portal yawned open to
permit egress and with the push of a button Kirsten’s stomach
seemed to lower as she was being borne aloft.

Squatting at the end of a leash, Kirsten kept
the corners of her eyes to her owner, huddling to her side for
protection and comfort as anxiety started to chew at her viscera.
She was terribly nervous. Languishing in the secure bowels of this
place had left her afraid of leaving them. It seemed that the sense
of security from being kept away from the dangers of the world and
protected under the luscious heel of her owner had become
addictive.

With a soft ping the doors opened and exposed
more of the same dull corridors, causing Kirsten to question if
they had moved at all.

Kirsten flinched as a KGP soldier walked
through an intersecting passage, the sight of someone else after
all this time frightening her. She had not realized just how
attached she had become to her prison.

Now that she was freed of it, all she wanted
was to return, causing her to ponder whether this homing instinct
was an intended response or something she had developed
individually.

“Come on, slave,” decreed the woman, pulling
at the leash to defeat Kirsten’s angst and bring her to heel.

Drawn down the maze of corridors past offices
and barracks, she regarded the others with a sense of dread, her
intent to cling to her owner for shelter strong and difficult to
resist.

The intrigued stares of the military focused
on her passing, her uncanny visage being responsible for the
unsettling and intimidating attention. She was acutely unprepared
for such publicity, her years prior to captivity having been ones
of segregated isolation. The proximity of others was something she
had innately convinced herself to fear. Now she was the center of
dozens of interested, quizzical, or covertly licentious stares, the
collective eyes leaving her riven with a phobic terror.

Glass doors parted and opened onto a large
rooftop, exposing the awaiting folds of night lying beyond.

They were atop a tall building, staring out
over the city. The air was cold and crisp, filled with a howling
wind whose streaking gusts were corrupted and twisted into wild
turbulence by the awaiting helicopter that churned the air with its
blades.

The navigational lights below the black craft
pulsed and flickered in time to one another, bathing the underside
of the opaque aircraft with their dull shades.

Engineers and mechanics scuttled around the
awaiting transport like ants, tending the great machine with safety
checks and fuel as soldiers watched from the perimeter, cradling
their OICW rifles and regarding the scene with an impassive
detachment, each more concerned with their cold bodies than with
security.

Drawn onwards, Kirsten was ushered into the
belly of the midnight craft where she found a small squad of six
KGP already sitting upon the benches, faces grim, rifles clutched
before them.

The soldiers regarded her with a quizzing
wonderment, not sure what she was. They knew she was a Hound, that
much was certain, but the truth of her recruitment was lost on
them.

The Major dropped into the last remaining
space and drew Kirsten close, having her pet huddle willingly at
her boots like a faithful dog. From the shadows of her humble
position she looked up and saw the occasional flick of a stare to
her officer, the men jerking a gaze to the woman’s salacious
figure. This unchecked concupiscence was infuriating and Kirsten
tensed, her anger at their crass wants evoking her choler, making
her brood on how they dared regard her owner with such base
lusts.

With a screeching cry the hatch was slid back
into place and locked. A raised thumb from a retreating mechanic
signaled that all was clear and the helicopter shuddered as the
rotors built to full power.

A wrench to Kirsten’s innards announced the
sharp rise from the pad and the helicopter dipped forward as the
building fell away. Leaning into the night the craft began a swift
descent and then evened out, traveling through the upper reaches of
the office blocks.

Closing her eyes, Kirsten steadied her heart
and listened to the repetitive lullaby of the engine. A gloved hand
covertly reached down and took hold of her shoulder, steadying her
nerves with a reassuring touch. In response she put her taloned
fingers to the Major’s boots for comfort and tried to distract
herself from the unnerving flight.

A blaring alarm and a crimson bulb flashed
into life, alerting the interior that they had reached their
objective. The leash came away and the sense of motion eased as the
helicopter began hovering. With a yank the hatch was hauled back,
exposing the night in all its nebulous glory.

Rooftops lay below, the distance to them an
assured fatal fall to a human but to Kirsten it was a mere skip. A
glance to her owner gained a brief nod and the leash came away to
signal the command to proceed.

Kirsten instantly charged forward and sprang
from the aperture and into the darkness beyond. The air thundered
around her in the moments of free fall, tugging at the sections of
armor as the ground rose to greet her.

With a penetrating crunch she dropped into a
low skulking squat, the roof tiles fracturing under her graceful
landing.

Kirsten looked up as the helicopter closed
its door and leaned aside, wandering off into the darkness, the
steady chopping song of its rotors ebbing until it vanished
completely.

It was suddenly distressing to be removed
from the proximity of her owner. Kirsten was completely dependent
on herself now and this level of autonomy was troubling.

The radio control and explosive collar, the
discipline studs and her indoctrination eased her concerns,
assuring her that although they were separated by distance, she was
still utterly controlled and not immune from intense
chastisement.

Rising from the ragged craters her soles had
punched, Kirsten turned her mind to the skin about her, lending her
will to it and causing her form to flicker and shift as the
camouflage settled into full use.

Regarding her arms she could only see the
aura of her mutant blood, all trace of her having vanished from
normal sight. It was just short of invisibility, the unsteady
distortion that was all that remained being almost imperceptible
amongst the shadows.

With an amoral smile she drew in a deep
draught of the air, sucking it through her hood and filling her
lungs with the menagerie of smells. The processed air of the
training facility was safe and calming whereas this was wild and
chill, stained, and corrupt, leaving Kirsten tingling with a sense
of power and potent anarchistic urges.

Throwing up her arms she skipped forward and
plunged into a cartwheel, carrying herself along the roof before
back flipping over the chimney. Her toes grazed the hard panes
beyond and broke into a mad dash, her elation at this exercise far
beyond the mere state of rapture.

Charging along the terraced houses she
launched from one home to another, clearing roofs, bouncing from
street to street, swinging from lampposts to clear the near barren
roads and continue her elevated route.

As she traveled she looked across the dark
streets with a piercing gaze seeking the flickering aura of chaos
that would reveal her quarry.


Chapter Two

 


 


Having slipped into a soft haze of
semi-sleep, Maria was roused by the movement of her bonds, the
ropes coming away and freeing her from captivity, her contorted
limbs finally finding rest from their offensive poses.

“Get up. It’s time for your bath,” he
reported. “I’ve got someone coming over to meet you and I want you
at your best.”

The prospect of cleaning her body was a
pleasing one, her exertions and pains having left her soaked in
sweat and the oily layer made her quiver in repulsed fits. But she
also knew that it would be no normal venture, that her kidnapper
was sure to turn this simple act of cleansing into a lesson of
duress. Also, the prospect of another abuser being added to her
torment made her stomach curdle with apprehension. Would his
cruelty be greater or less developed than her current tyrant? What
dark penchants for torment did this enigmatic visitor have in store
for her?

Endeavoring to rise, her muscles heeded her
commands with half-hearted vigor, bringing her to her feet in a
series of aborted attempts and ailing sways.

Perched once again on her heels she lifted
her weary head and regarded the smug countenance of her anonymous
captor.

“Follow me,” he commanded, and strode off
into the main passage, leading her towards the bathroom. Maria had
to support herself on the walls as her balance faltered with sudden
waves of giddiness, the trials of her solitude and merciless
torment joining forces to cripple her enervated physique.

The door swung back and exposed a scene of
shifting banks of steam, the obscuring veil reducing the interior
to vague glimpses and suggestive outlines that her mind pieced
together and presented as a rough guide.

The bathtub was filled with hot water, the
rippling pool throwing up columns of extra steam to augment the fog
and replace the volumes currently drifting out into the
corridor.

Shutting the door behind him, he sat down
upon the toilet seat and bade her undress as he reached down and
took up a short but stout cane. The pliant length unleashed a dull
howl upon the air when he cast down a preliminary swipe to remind
her of the consequences that disobedience would bring.

With trembling fingers she began to remove
the gloss uniform, stripping slowly as he reveled in the show,
licking his lips as the heat of the accidental sauna encouraged
greater quantities of lecherous sweat.

The dress fell down and she drew off the
gloves and unfastened the suspenders before rolling down the
stockings, careful not to snag them lest he use it as an excuse for
some sort of horrendous bondage chastisement. Moving from his
voyeuristic seat he unlocked the footwear and the hood, allowing
her to acquire a nude state.

Maria knelt on the floor, her hands covering
herself as best she could while she awaited further
instructions.

Declining use of words, he chose to manually
mold her as he required, laying her on her back and then grabbing
her ankles. Applying a cord to capture the joints and connect them
he carried her legs over her head until her toes touched the
ground, bending her spine severely and making her clench her fists
in strain. With his body holding her in this undignified
configuration Maria felt his hands running up her legs, exploring
the young form trapped and subservient to his will. His caress
focused on her rear for a brief time, cupping her upturned buttocks
and tracing her blatant weals as she quivered with choler beneath
him, fighting to subdue her yells of outrage and to keep still lest
he use restraints to force vulnerability.

“Before we handle your outside, we have to
handle the insides, slave,” he announced, and sitting comfortably
across the trapped extremities he presented and then introduced a
funnel to her rear.

Shoving the nozzle in, the rough plastic
scratched at her sphincter, causing her to whimper as it slid into
her anus. Sinking a jug into the hot bath he lifted it up as a
mockery of a toast.

“Down the hatch,” he chuckled and threw the
steaming contents into the yawning pan.

Maria shuffled in her tethered pose, the
sudden feeling of hot fluids flowing unchecked into her making her
moan at the strange and eldritch sensation.

Unable to exercise any control, her rear
gulped down the quantity, the level draining away and then
vanishing into her as another jug full was thrown in. This one
proved harder to digest. Her stomach was already swollen and
engorged with water, but still the flood continued to flow
undiminished into her. The well of pressure began to exert a force
throughout her tracts, the growing ocean opening its arms and
reaching out as the funnel fed it and let it grow ever larger,
stretching her stomach as she began to moan and twitch, her fingers
clawing at the condensation slickened floor.

The remaining dregs vanished from the plastic
bowl and joined the sea within her, and to her dread, another was
deposited without reservation.

Unable to tolerate this indignity she reached
up with hesitant enthusiasm to remove the funnel. Her hands were
snatched just as they brushed the sides. With a rotating turn they
were pinned back down, the twist making her joints thunder as he
held firm and let her anus swallow the last of the douche.

“Please! No more! It’s too much!” she
wailed.

The pressure in her belly promised to rupture
her innards if she did not expel it immediately, the addition of
another droplet assuring her abdomen that it would tear under such
unnatural cleansing.

“Almost there, slave. You’ve plenty of room
left,” he commented, eyeing the water level as it slowly
plummeted,

His hands left hers and the funnel was
snatched away before he stepped from her legs, letting her flip
them back down and turn over, stretching her back as the rippling
swell within her body suddenly changed direction and barged to her
sphincter with massive impetus.

“Okay, you can go,” he said with a fascinated
smirk.

Clenching desperately, Maria leapt up and
jumped onto the toilet, riven with humiliating shame as he watched
her with an amused mocking.

Perching himself on the edge of the bathtub,
he observed the private affair, the noises delighting him as she
trembled from degradation and seethed with resentment.

“Most amusing. You’ll provide a fine
evening’s entertainment,” he proclaimed and with a throaty chuckle
he arose and left the room, deserting her to the solitary task of
expelling the enema.

Maria screwed her hands into fists and
attacked her own thighs with virulence. The pounding assault numbed
her skin as she let bitter tears sting her cheeks, her teeth
grinding as she swallowed her despair and tried to think of a way
in which to escape this hideous lot.


Chapter Three

 


 


“Have you found anything yet, slave?” came
her Mistress’ stern voice, the words issuing straight into
Kirsten’s ear with near perfect clarity as she scaled the side of a
squat office block, her claws and preternatural strength
facilitating a swift ascent that no human climber could ever dream
of rivaling.

“No, Mistress,” she replied, her answer
issuing on panting breaths, the throat microphone gathering her
response for her owner.

“Head towards the city center, slave. The
sightings were more frequent in that area,” was the soft command,
the directions revealing that Kirsten’s current position was
accurately determined by the tracer.

Turning swiftly, she looked across the
belated cityscape from her vantage point while holding tightly to
the concrete. The barren streets were bathed in the yellow light of
the street lamps, the winding veins of amber dots weaving out
across every portion of visible land. A main road below her arched
up upon the hump of an overpass and bore occasional traffic to and
from the heart of the city, offering her a quicker route to her
destination.

Reversing her direction she retraced her
climb and then threw herself out into the air when she spied a
vehicle that met her requirements.

The wind rushed across her insensible skin,
dragging at the sculpted armor as the ground rose towards her. With
a shrill clang her claws pierced the steel hide of a massive truck,
her fall slowing rapidly as her talons etched grooves down its
metal flank. The cargo container squealed from the trauma, the
wrench at her arms from being torn to the same speed as the vehicle
making her grip momentarily falter.

Kirsten curled her fingers into the wounds
she had carved, and clutching ferociously her hold remained true.
Assured that she was secure, a quick flurry of harsh tugs drew her
atop its wide back where she punched holes in the metal and kept
the piercing claws hooked to them for a firm anchor as she rode the
truck onwards.

The driver had failed to notice the arrival
of his hitchhiker, her chameleonic skin causing him to glance into
a mirror at the sound of the impact. After seeing nothing he
dismissed his doubts, turned up the radio and casually returned his
weary eyes to the road.


Chapter Four

 


 


The door opened and Maria snapped her gaze up
to see him swing his arm out.

“A quick reminder lesson and then we can
continue,” he grinned and the handle he gripped cast a swaying veil
of leather cords into her flank.

Each stroke was a withering slap that had her
gasping in surprise as to its effulgent power. Flipping from the
toilet Maria dropped and tried to shelter herself from this harsh
rain. She wailed as he continued to slice through the air and have
the cords illustrate her naked frame with flushed rosy contusions,
the riots of suffering settling into a darker pulse as they
gradually shed their fervid pitch.

Choking back her cries, she hissed and
squeaked in response to his assault, intending not to aggravate her
dilemma by venting any more screams.

At least a dozen strokes had been applied
when he stopped, leaving her huddled in the corner, her face
pressed to the tiles, her body quivering and laced with
perspiration and beads of condensation, her breath rapid and
weak.

“There, that should cut down on your
resistance, slave,” he remarked, gathering up the coils as he
assessed her exhaustion and shock.

Having deprived her of strength he leant in
and snagged her without effort, flipping her up and dumping her
into the bath where he began to shove her under and scrub at her
with solemn verve. Her bound legs bucked as she was pinned beneath
the waters, her mortified stare glaring up through the shifting
pane above her as he held her down. Fighting to rise and access the
air he leant his weight to his task and kept her submerged.

The hold fell away and she slammed her legs
to the interior and shoved, pushing herself up and out of the
waves. With a deep gasp she broke into splutters and hacks,
debilitated by the minute inhale of water she had rashly stolen
while still trapped beneath the waters.

“Down we go,” he notified.

“No! P—” she began.

A palm clapped to her crown and shoved,
driving her under again as her fingers pawed at the sinewy forearm,
clawing at the digits, trying to peel them off. The other hand of
her abuser ripped at her with a coarse brush, the rigid fibers
tearing at her skin and leaving it raw.

All choice to hold some breath in reserve
broke as the brush scraped across her sex, the sudden rending nova
of pain making her shriek beneath the fluid. A plume of bubbles
poured from her mouth and she commenced her fight to escape with
all the greater intensity. Even when the savaging of her loins
stopped she was so desperate for air that there was no dwindling in
her efforts.

The villain let her rise and she dragged
herself to the lip and leant over, retching and coughing, crippled
by the ordeal but glad that it was over at least.

“Do you think you’re clean enough, slave?” He
pondered aloud, drawing her head back and slotting a ball gag into
her slack jaws. He then tightened the belt at the back until the
corners dug painfully into the corners of her mouth, stifling any
response she might have made to the question.

“Yes, I think you are. But germs might still
be a problem, and fortunately I have the perfect way to deal with
that problem,” he chuckled grimly.

Two clasping hands locked about her biceps
and drew her languid form out of the bath and dropped it heavily to
the floor. A few cursory rubs with a towel removed the excess
moisture and she found herself being removed from the bathroom,
lost in a daze of tiredness and shock.

Casting her face up onto the mattress in the
bedroom he drew out her limbs and used slender lengths of rope to
affix her wrists and ankles to the bedposts, drawing them tight to
stretch her between the four points, her limbs resounding with
tearing aches.

“First, I think a little more punishment,” he
pronounced, causing Maria to fight the effects of the gag, pleading
for clemency from the sadist, her words distorted into gibberish by
the trespassing ball and her panic.

Holding up a cane to her petrified gaze, he
scalded the flesh of her thighs and abdomen with sharp staccato
beats. Maria wailed and jerked as he crisply applied the cane with
an unerring exactitude, her skin blushing from pink to a sorrowful
purple.

“Such a wonderful dance,” he stated. “But
let’s add some more decorations to this tasty body of yours.”

Pausing in his attack, he delayed the rest of
his blows to wind rope around her upper chest. Squeezing the loops
to a closer fit he crushed her breasts to her ribs, making every
inhale fight against the corset of nylon weave.

“And now to sterilize these feet of yours,”
he hissed with eagerness.

As she struggled against this new torment he
began to encase her feet in wraps of tin foil, the crinkling silver
layer being pressed to her skin before the unsettling growl of a
match being lit stirred her fright to new levels.

A candle accepted the match and lifted a tall
thin flame that the man moved to the foil. The metal heated to an
unbearable peak in an instant, spreading a burning flare through
her soles, the affliction of such tender skin an insufferable
abuse.

“I bet you can actually
feel them getting cleaner can’t you?”
He taunted, swaying the flame beneath the quivering
feet.

Yowling upon the ball gag she fought to
try and break her feet from their fetters and get them out and away
from the roasting fire, the wandering candle distributing its
ardent storms across her extremities. The foil cackled as she
wriggled and wept for pity, her malefactor continuing to delight in
her torture, the foil blackening from soot as he licked her skin
with the fiery tongue of the candle. The sterilization was more than she could endure, the
attack churning her mind and sanity with its virulence.

Having left her feet raw and throbbing, he
blew out the flame and set the candle aside as it trailed acrid
smoke from the glowing wick.

Maria sank into the sheets, her body shaking,
drool and tears sliding down her features as she ground her teeth
to the gag. Her breasts were throbbing from their compression, her
gasping shrieks having caused the garroting strands to chafe her as
her chest rose and fell.

In an instant he returned to applying the
cane, hacking into her as she howled into the gag and wrung her
joints against the scratching ropes ensnaring her, her torso
bouncing beneath the strokes as she squirmed and instinctively
sought refuge.

The doorbell issued a peel of chimes and
brought an instant stop to the assault, leaving Maria a wheezing
devastated ruin, unaware of anything save the pounding ache in her
body.

“Ah, he’s here,” whispered the tyrant,
brushing his hair back with his fingers, his reckless attack having
ruffled his preened appearance.

Setting aside the cane he walked calmly from
the room, leaving her to the silence of her own apprehension.
Taking advantage of the lull in her torment she closed her eyes and
reached forth with her thoughts, extending her mind and taking hold
of the rope. Closing a mental fist she drew back, straining on the
weave. The knot trembled slightly but she failed to drag out the
loose end.

When the door swung back her concentration
faltered, the mystery surrounding her fate erasing all hope of
keeping control of her infant powers.

The new arrival was brutal in build, his head
of brown hair cropped short to emphasize his heavy brow and rigid
jaw. Without pause he snatched the forsaken cane and smiled broadly
as he looked over the spread-eagled female before him.

“Nice,” he purred, swinging the weapon in a
few oscillating wiggles to limber up the slender bamboo stave.

A capricious flick skimmed to her bound
breast, making her dance upon the sprung mattress, her urgent quest
to slip her bonds rising as he began to mark her torso with his
blows.

Aroused by the sight of her suffering, he
dropped the cane after only a few blows and fumbled recklessly with
his clothes. Through tear-bleared eyes Maria froze with appalled
dismay as she realized what his intentions were. Her fight against
the bonds became more urgent but her chagrin made any coherent
psychic manipulation impossible.

Stripping off his clothes he climbed atop
her, his hands running across her skin, groping and squeezing,
fully exploring her form as she murmured in revulsion. A tube of
lubricant appeared which he used to coat his turgid length before
wiping his slickened digits onto her loins.

Lowering onto the prisoner he guided himself
into her sex, locating the orifice with gentle confirmation and
then with savagery he threw himself deep into her womb, impaling
her and making her abdomen burst with scintillating feeling as she
unleashed a croaking wail. Despite the fiercest clenching of her
muscles the lubricant allowed him to steal entry without
resistance, easily defeating her attempts.

With reckless abandon he battered her with a
vicious phallus until she was squealing from the profanity of this
violation. Throwing her head from side to side as she howled in
delirium, lines of frenzied spittle slipped from her lips as her
rabid response erased all sentience from her mind. But despite his
celerity and the joy this method elicited, it seemed to take him an
eternity to near climax, his shaft swelling against her speared
womb with the onset of orgasm.

Before he achieved this elusive goal he drew
free and moved upward, removing the gag and dropping his shins
across her arms, squashing them as he placed his hands about her
head and hauled it up, forcing her mouth onto his raging
length.

“Suck it,” he hissed, and started to guide
her head back and forth.

Maria was reluctant, hesitant to comply with
the fellatio and repelled by the feel of the tumescent shaft
pushing at the back of her throat.

“Obey me!” he growled, jerking her all the
more savagely, the grip on her hair making her scalp burn with
every whiplash snap. The abuse was too much and with a sense of
defeat she locked her lips to the shaft and provided the required
suction, the grim taste of the lubricant and her submission making
her wince.

With a smile of rapture he lowered his
eyelids and savored the feel of her mouth attending him, his
movements slowing as he drew out his pleasure. Maria’s neck burned
with the constant plunging motion and the brutal jab into the back
of her throat that made her retch and gurgle as he continued.

A stiffening jerk marked the moment of climax
and he drew her so deep onto himself that she felt him virtually
capable of ejaculating directly into her stomach. Swallowing the
foul salty treacle she closed her eyes and tried to distract
herself from the entire affair, to forget her imprisonment and the
foul debasing acts that were so freely heaped onto her.

Pulling free he threw her head back with
disdain as though she were a discardable toy that had served its
use and become tedious. Lifting himself from her arms, the increase
in weight as he arose made Maria cry out from the added stress.

“Oh, I’m going to have so much fun with you,
freak,” he uttered, stroking her chin as he moved from the bed.
“There are so many agonies I have in store, so many tortures and
demeaning acts that will leave you a whimpering wreck. Every moment
I spend with you, you’ll be wishing you had been sent to a
Sanctuary Camp. But we’ll look after you and keep you safe from
them, and so you’ll be ours forever,” he intoned gravely.

Bending down he ferreted amidst his clothes,
searching amongst the shed articles until he moved back onto the
bed, kneeling between her splayed legs and setting a small pile of
wooden clothespins beside him.

‘Can’t have you leaking lubricant everywhere
can we?’ he grinned, using this absurd reasoning as a further
excuse to apply torment.

Maria sobbed for him to desist but her pleas
only seemed to satisfy his sense of malice and cruelty. The pegs
were used to gather up the lips of her loins and clamp them shut, a
steady line being set down her pussy the infernal crushing holds
making her throb with lucid waves of mayhem.

“Hmmm, I appear to have a couple left over.
Can’t let them go to waste though,” he grinned, presenting a
superfluous peg in each hand.

Maria tried to shuffle away from him, to
avoid his attack as the pegs hovered over her breasts, her nipples
free and full of heat from the chest bondage. If he added the pegs
they would be an unbearable companion. But bound as she was there
was nothing she could do, and after diligently following her
shivering body he finally snapped them shut onto her teats. Maria
stiffened to attention and moaned aloud onto her gag, the heinous
influence of the wooden fangs making her body quake.

“There, that’s much better,” he nodded
approvingly as she wiggled her chest, trying to throw them off but
only causing them to increase their effects as their weight flapped
to and fro, hauling at the crushed nuggets of femininity.

After slipping free of her enticing proximity
he stepped out of the room on a merry and carefree stride, leaving
her alone as he retired to bathe and remove the sweat of his
exertions.


Chapter Five

 


 


With a pounding sprint Kirsten accelerated
towards the edge of the truck and launched into the night with a
mighty spring. Sailing through the air the wind tore about her
distanced skin, denying her its cool caress as she hurtled across
the sky. The road flashed past beneath her and she landed nimbly
upon the opposite rooftops.

Crouching in the dull yellow glow of the
streetlights she looked across the city scene. The pavements bore
occasional groups of pedestrians and the roads swam with fleeting
shoals of light traffic.

It was glorious to be out. To be able to
stretch and leap and run amongst the city like a ghost, her form
hidden from view by her second skin, the same skin that denied the
icy talons of the midnight hour a chance at purchase on her hidden
physique.

As a shimmering ripple across the fabric of
reality she lifted up and jogged across the tiles in light-footed
bounds, following a direction on nothing more than a whim.

The wild colors of a mutant aura brought her
to an instant halt. Peering across the night she could see someone
covertly peering from the second floor window of a house. The woman
bore the violent palette of colors that marked her nature, and thus
she was immediately revealed by these shades. But what was this
fellow mutant female studying?

With her quarry in sight Kirsten galloped
forward and leapt from the last building, reaching out and snagging
the upper reaches of a lamppost. Hooking a leg around the cold
metal she swirled gently around the pole and spiraled gracefully
down to the pavement.

Looking about her, the few people abroad at
this hour saw nothing of Kirsten’s spectral form. With a sinister
smirk she turned and sprinted around for the house, keeping to the
shadows to help hide from prying eyes.

Leaping across the garden fence she charged
the front door and jumped up to throw a brutal kick into the lock.
The metal fractured and separated from the timbers, casting the
door back to jar violently against its hinges. Jumping inside she
briefly regarded a husband and wife curled upon the couch before
the television.

They looked up with a start and the woman
readied to scream, only to find that there was no clear trespasser
to fund her desperate wail.

The husband shoved her aside and sprang to
his feet, looking at the hints of Kirsten’s distorted frame with a
churning blend of fear, anger and wonderment.

A savage upward kick snapped to his brow and
caused him to arch backward until his head connected sharply with
the carpet, the violence of the connection concussing him.

With genuine cause the woman opened her mouth
to scream and received a slashing backhanded punch that cast her
through the air and slammed her against the wall. Striking the
surface with a clap, she remained still for a moment and then slid
slowly down, twin lines of crimson running from her nostrils and
marking the white wall with streaks of red.

Neither of them were the psyche she had
detected, making them either allies or sympathizers to the mutant
they were protecting. Perhaps it was their offspring or a relative.
Were they aware of the mutation? What was the mutant’s power and
would it be a danger to her? She did not really care, she was eager
to get into a real fight now that her strength was back.

Wheeling, she took the stairs six at a time
and was suddenly smashed by an invisible fist of force. Caught in
mid air, her momentum was countered and she was hurled against the
wall with such impetus that the plaster shattered and the bricks
beneath were riddled with weaving cracks.

The ethereal hand fell away and Kirsten
dropped from the crater like a stone, collapsing onto the stairs
and then rolling clumsily down them to drop harshly at the foot,
her chameleonic shroud slipping away as her concentration was
diverted.

Gasping for breath she remained frozen for a
moment, feigning coma as her winded and battered body recovered
some shred of mobility.

Light footfalls sounded upon the stairs,
making the wood creak almost imperceptibly as the mutant warily
descended. Telekinetic power made this a lethal enemy with a grasp
that could stretch as far as her mind could carry it. Also its
influence was unbound by the constraints of muscle and flesh,
making it infinitely stronger than her.

Kirsten knew she would have to act swiftly to
acquire victory and rallying her thoughts she waited for her
opponent to approach a little closer before turning them back to
the chameleonic powers of her second skin.

The hide gave a shudder as it answered her
restored attention and twisting perception it swiftly restored her
to a ghostly visage. Throwing herself back to her feet with a
nimble spring Kirsten skipped into the air and span, giving her
virulent circle kick added momentum.

The woman’s face melted into a startled
expression of shock and was suddenly flung aside as Kirsten’s heel
connected with her temple. A bright crunch echoed and the woman was
slammed to the wall with brutal force. Granting no time for revival
Kirsten skipped up the stairs and onto the same step as the woman
before throwing an elbow far from the target and then hurling it
back in a sanguinary arc. With a hiss of exertion she buried the
armored joint into the exposed neck. The bone discs snapped loudly,
bringing a drastic throe from the woman before her legs sagged and
she rolled down the steps and settled in a lifeless tangled heap of
limbs.

Kirsten could clearly see that the woman was
not of this household because her dress was for wilderness wear, a
manner of attire alien to Kirsten. She herself was only acquainted
with city life, and even that was a previous and long forgotten
existence.

Intrigued, Kirsten flew up the stairs and
ripped a door from its frame in a swift search. At the rear bedroom
she found a chair by the window and a set of binoculars perched
nearby. Looking out she panned her gaze across the view, wondering
what had so fixated the woman’s attention that she would risk
capture to study it.

In the direction the mutant had been facing
she could only see a line of shops. Dropping her camouflage she
watched them through the binoculars, studying through the powered
lenses to seek trace of what had fascinated the woman so.

Through closed curtains she could make out a
shadowy form. It appeared normal enough from without, but about the
hazy silhouette she could see the crackling halo that was sure to
be her target.


Chapter Six

 


 


With a monstrous holler against the muffling
dimensions of the gag Maria answered the flight of a peg on her
nipple. Once she had settled down the villain took the other one
and pulled at it, rotating it from side to side with a wide
jubilant smile. Maria whimpered and twitched as the anguish in her
teat arose in bounding steps and then leapt to an unbearable zenith
with the removal of the pinching malediction.

As she bucked and cried out from the awful
influx of sensation to the squashed nugget, he unfastened the chest
bondage and moved between her legs. Maria yammered dejectedly as
she felt his hand brush against the line of pegs between her
legs.

Again he commenced his depraved teasing.
Manipulating the pegs with callous motions he finally released one
to bring Maria back to a rigid fit of distress and then let her
quieten and recover before attending the next. He was clearly
intent on drinking up every particle of her harrowing, relishing
each removal in absolute full. Finally, the pegs were all extracted
from her abused sex leaving her crotch resonating with a distinct
and sharp pulse.

Breathing in shallow, drawn out gasps, Maria
felt her limbs being set free and her feet were peeled of the tin
foil socks. Unable to move of her own volition her original tyrant
grabbed her wrists and dragged her from the bed, dropping her to
the ground and then towing her back to the living room, the rough
carpet imparting friction burns as she slid along.

Lifting her weak gaze she gained a sudden
boost in energy as she was chagrin to see a noose hanging from the
ceiling. Turning and trying to resist his grasp, she kicked her
legs out and frantically tried to delay her passage. But his will
tolerated no denial of his wishes and forceful tugs stripped her of
her holds and had her carried beneath the awaiting loop without any
significant delay, indeed her resistance seemed to enthrall him. It
was as though he wanted her to fight his will just so he could
crush it.

Setting her on her feet, he slipped the noose
over her neck and tightened it to a snug fit that would prevent her
writhing free. The temptation to remove it by hand was stolen as
her arms were troubled with a long bar that ran across her
shoulders and held the fainéant appendages to it from wrist to
wrist. Unwilling to irk him with resistance she simply quivered in
fright as he used latex straps to wind along her arms and cruciform
them. The elastic reigns squeezed to her skin, offering up a
teasing amount of leeway that she thought she might exploit to gain
escape, but the rubber hauled back before any space was gained,
fleetingly promising freedom only to deny it with a callous
increase in its potency.

With a licentious thirst he grabbed some
flimsy garments and forced them onto her. A set of fine denier
seamed stockings, a brief thong and a set of ankle boots. Zipping
up the front of the footwear she was left tottering on absurdly
high heels, her balance being greatly affected and offset.

Slapping his hands to her thighs he parted
the welt-tainted flesh and slotted a short pole between them. The
cuffs at either end closed to grip just above the knee and enforce
the spreading of her legs.

Drawing up a chair in front of her, he
lounged upon it and took up the candle once more. Savoring her look
of despair he flicked a lighter into life and watched the sparks
vanish upon the flame before kissing the wick.

Rising from his seat he paced around her like
some malignant predator assessing his prey, deciding where to
strike first.

The flame rose and traveled under her armpit,
the lucid pang that rocketed through the flesh making her wail into
the ball gag, lines of saliva escaping as she danced upon her
bonds. The noose at her neck suddenly snapped taut and closed as
she fought against it, the strangling hold demanding that she offer
a less energetic response to the kiss of the candle.

The bright flame lapped at the other armpit,
the hairs shriveling with a spitting crackle as the smell of their
scorching filled her nostrils and she howled across the intruding
ball, clenching her teeth to the solid orb and jerking as she
fought the mindless pull of the straps.

The burning tip was held before her eyes,
filling her water-filled gaze and concealing the bearer behind an
effulgent aura. She gurgled her words of imploring as he slowly
began to tilt the rod, the small pool of molten wax creeping
towards the edge before falling as a scorching drizzle to spatter
across her breasts. The fleeting moment of affliction passed and
suddenly her skin was terrorized by fangs of heat, the wax
radiating its fires through the tissues and making Maria squeal and
cavort within her restraints.

The impassioned evasion was preventing him
from accessing his targets with the precision he desired so a
ferocious pinch locked to a nipple, keeping a firm hold to anchor
her with this painful grip.

He held in one place she could nothing as he
slowly drooled the ardent discharge across her cleavage and onto
the shivering hillocks of her young breasts, making her sing aloud
with torment.

With her breasts covered in frozen globules
that ran down her torso and hung from the underside in frozen
icicles, he ran the bare flame beneath the punished flesh, causing
her to dance back. The noose immediately chastened her for her
movement with a strangling grip that took long moments to work
loose again.

Setting aside the implement he took up the
whip again, swinging its slender strands and turning on the stereo.
As music filled the room to accompany and give rhythm and emotion
to his work, he cast back his weapon and with a full swing brought
it onto her back.

Applying his full fury to this task he
drilled into the flesh with vivid pangs of distress, the whistling
crack of the weapon’s bite lost behind the concealing folds of
music, as was Maria’s howling answer to its touch.

The swipes rode down and were carried upon an
underarm hack that arose between her legs with the softest sigh of
streaking leather straps. The slender tentacles rose between her
parted thighs, clapping agonizingly to the meager defense of the
thong and licking her raw belly, the skin rendered even more
susceptible to the ravages of the whip from the previous
application of the pernicious cane. The attack upon her loins had
her feet skipping to and fro as she tried to close her legs and
shield the targeted areas, the pain of the exclusive fleeting
kisses sending her mad with grief as her mind and lungs burned from
tempered strangulation and terrible frustration.

Broad sweeps drew them around in wide circles
to gouge at her breasts and flanks. The stern impact of knotted
strands upon the frozen wax cracked the solidified layers and let a
rain of opaque flakes fall from her spasming torso, her breasts
bouncing and swaying as her dance continued to the tune of the
merciless weapon.

How could she hope to survive this grotesque
existence? What had she ever done to deserve this? She was a young
girl, she should be at school with nothing more troubling on her
mind than fashion trends and pop bands. Was there no justice in the
world? Was no one going to help her?


Chapter Seven

 


 


“Is the mutant present, slave?” asked her
owner.

“Yes, Mistress, I am sure of it,” Kirsten
muttered in bland reply.

“Is she alone?”

“Negative, a normal human is holding her
captive,” she answered, peering at the other image that was
presenting itself as a vague shadow puppet against the
curtains.

“Enter and terminate all who have seen her
and take the subject alive, slave,” ordered the Mistress with
gravity, the power in her voice making Kirsten release a sighing
moan of pleasure at being commanded so forcefully into action.

Without a second thought she opened the
window, jumped down into the garden and was charging across the
back street. Vaulting the fence in a single skip she leapt upward
and used the spine of a ramshackle shed as a springboard. The metal
sheeting flexed beneath her weight as she fired herself forward,
arcing though the air like a missile aimed directly at the window,
her claws spread forward to lead the assault.

The glass panes shattered at her touch,
exploding inward as a shower of dancing crystal fragments, the
translucent sheet of the window falling away as the curtain was
ripped aside to reveal a greater clarity.

The mutant was tied and held upright by a
loop of rope at her throat, her body shuddering as she was cruelly
whipped by the man standing behind her, the intricate plexus of
incarnadine stripes that coated her body confessing that this had
been more than an occasional diversion.

The quiet of the night gave way to the
thundering blare of music, the wall of sound hitting Kirsten’s
sensitive ears like a fist as the clangor of splintered glass died
away.

The man stared at the spot she occupied for a
moment, trying to see what had shattered his window. With no
culprit visible, his eyes darted to the floor for sign of the
object that had been hurled through to breech his domain.

His searching gaze launched upward with a
brittle crack, Kirsten’s uppercut punch sweeping from her thighs to
reach high into the air. The savage strike jerked him off the
ground for a moment before he dropped back, his legs crumbling
beneath him because they were no longer able to grant support after
the battery he had just sustained.

Before letting him fall she kicked out at
waist height, her sole sinking into soft belly, bending him acutely
at the middle and throwing him across the room and into a set of
shelves. The wooden planks shattered under his connection, sending
ornaments and books flying as the stack collapsed and buried his
body under a pile of debris.

Briefly regarding him, Kirsten began to close
in, letting her chameleonic shell falter and slip away, her gaze
detecting breath from the semi-covered form.

He arose suddenly, his scowling face twisted
by anger as his lips drooled crimson lines. As remnants of the
shelves tumbled from him they revealed an automatic pistol in his
hands.

Kirsten should have guessed that he would be
armed. When the KGP were first forming they freely offered weapons
to their recruits to protect them from the mutant scourge. The
anti-mutant furor of that time and the offer of firearms increased
their enlistment rate exponentially. A by-product of this tactic
was of course that when the incensed country began to calm down
after the mutant population were purged and many KGP returned to
their normal lives, they did so with commandeered arms from their
days of fighting.

The weapon leveled at Kirsten and vent a
series of explosive bellows, spent cartridges flicking from the
firearm as the man blasted wildly at the intruder.

With an instinctive jerk Kirsten wove aside
and felt the burning slash of a bullet as it grazed her arm. The
reservoir of pain from the wound rolled out through the punished
tissues, spreading up her arm and stripping all feeling from the
limb in a single heartbeat.

 


* * * *

 


Maria listened to the gunshots with abject
mortal jeopardy ruling her mind. Time stood still as she watched
neat holes being slammed into the wall before her. A bullet skirled
loudly against the spreader bar, etching a ragged groove amidst a
scintillating cough before ricocheting into the wall. Maria’s eyes
bulged at the vision, the proximity of the near miss making her
freeze and go numb with dread as she prayed that the man be
disarmed before he accidentally slew her.

 


* * * *

 


In repayment for the trauma Kirsten’s clawed
extremity clapped to his gun hand and twisted with a brutal wrench.
The wrist released a flesh muffled crunch as ligaments parted and
the joints separated. With a wail he hauled back, trying to escape
her hold as his limb bucked with the sudden wash of agony. Drawing
her head back like a coiled spring she dove forward, connecting
with his brow as she let him go.

The brittle snap of breaking bone plates rent
the air and he slammed back against the wall, twitching, the bridge
of his nose darkening visibly as a copious flow of blood fell from
the nostrils.

Without remorse or care she threw a light
flick across his neck, opening the skin and exposing the arteries.
A sudden deluge flew free as a violent convulsion coursed through
his frame, making him whirl and paw at the mortal wound, his life
pumping through his fingers as Kirsten watched him with disdain. He
was a kidnapper, a torturer, a mundane, a man, and ex-KGP from the
days of greatest mutant oppression, she had little cause to feel
anything for him other than contempt.

His movements gradually became weaker, his
eyes glazing as the last of the flow slowed to a stolid dribble and
all animation and strength dribbled out with the last of his
blood.

The sound of bare feet running to the door
alerted her prematurely, convincing Kirsten to stir her skin back
into activity as the portal flew open to expose a burly man in a
towel, his body dripping with water, his short cropped hair slick
against his head.

“What the fuck was that?” He yelled, and then
froze in shock upon seeing the carnage before him. He looked to the
captive with venom, thinking her responsible but she was still
secure.

Razor-edged talons locked about his neck and
swung aside, tearing him into the air with terrifying ease and
casting him headfirst into a chest of drawers. The splintering of
timbers silenced his yell, his face bursting through the wood as
the cabinet seemed to erupt outward in all directions. The naked
form dropped heavily and writhed with weak and futile motions.

Upon a soft leisurely tread Kirsten moved in
on him, reaching his position as he lifted his torn and bleeding
head from the wreckage and looked over his shoulder to try and see
what was attacking him.

There was a subtle wrinkle on his sight and
an unseen palm clapped to his chin before hauling backwards with
brutal venom, spinning his skull around and snapping his neck.

Rising up, Kirsten maintained her cloak of
invisibility and ran through the rest of the abode, ripping doors
from hinges and shattering wardrobes and closets, exposing every
place someone might be hiding only to find the place deserted, its
two occupants dispatched with consummate ease.

Returning to the living room she looked upon
the trapped girl, her eyes wide with horror in her bondage,
terrified of the specter that shuffled off her vision and hid
within a rough outline.

“What is your situation, slave,” came an
inquisitive inquiry to her ear.

“All occupants have been terminated,
Mistress,” she grinned, looking to the crimson life dripping from
her claws in congealed strands.

“And the mutant?”

Kirsten did not reply. It would be so easy to
reach out and unzip the soft flesh of the girl, to slay this
creature and prevent her capture. Did she want to end this girl’s
ordeal to spare her the nightmare she herself had undergone? The
ability to cloak her aura from the sensors would make her an
invaluable Hound for assassination and perhaps this was the reason
the Mistress had so explicitly required her alive and those who
knew of her dead. The chance to prevent another mutant being broken
seemed to be a just cause, but it was not her true one. The stark
and glaring truth was that Kirsten did not want to lose her owner’s
singular attention. To have a rival for her ministrations, to be
set aside while another occupied her tyrant’s time, this was
something she could not tolerate. Kirsten was a jealous lover,
spurned to homicide to ensure no rival ever dared to threaten her
relationship with her absolute ruler.

“Is the mutant alive? Answer me, slave!”
growled the Mistress, suspicion strong in her voice.

“She…she…” Kirsten began, rapidly running
through the consequences of her actions, trying to decide in the
few moments fate had allotted to her.

The girl gurgled and wailed as Kirsten’s
dilemma diverted her attention and made the cloak fall away,
revealing a black skinned form standing before her, a clawed hand
raised in preparation to eviscerate her. The distraught cries
reached through the radio to tell her Mistress that she was alive,
causing the officer to act in salvation of the mission
objective.

Electrical hatred flowed through Kirsten’s
body, casting her onto tiptoe as her body tensed and shuddered, the
voltage ripping through her nerves and searing her mind. Shrieking,
she dropped onto her back, bouncing upon the carpet as she was
pitilessly disciplined for her perfidy.

The shock continued without relent, making
her roll and try to find cover from the enemy that was already
within her. The carpet and couch opened under the slash of her
talons, her flailing limbs gouging and flying wildly. The abuse was
too much, her Mistress was intending to kill her for her treachery.
Filled with woe and anguish she sought to beg for forgiveness, only
to have any attempt at speech reduced to mere fluctuating gurgles
in the maelstrom of her chastising shock.

Darkness gathered across her sight, sealing
her within a midnight shroud as her scrambled thoughts
disintegrated and fell away into a dreamless sea of oblivion.


Chapter Eight

 


 


The first of Kirsten’s senses to return was
feeling, her body announcing that it was upside down and splayed
apart on a cross of metal.

The poles held Kirsten’s limbs out and
contained the joints with metal restraints at wrist and ankle while
leather restraints were placed across the rest of her. The thick
shackles were more than able to accept the burden of her mutant
strength, which was still at full potency.

Her feet were elevated, the frame holding her
head a meter from the ground and her ankles almost three. A padded
scaffold encased her skull, holding her head within a merciless
snare where she could not even twitch or open her jaws. Wheezing
through her nostrils she opened her heavy eyelids and surveyed a
canvas of white shades and flickering spots, a product of her faint
and the rigors of her punishment. Gradually these flowing patterns
darkened and settled, forming into the dark walls and ceiling of
the subterranean warren.

Looking down across her body as best she
could, she saw that her armor was gone and only the contour-hugging
fresh skin coated her. The cuts it had sustained had vanished, the
living shell sealing over the abrasions and trauma and no doubt
sending tendrils into the wounds to further deny her hope of being
released from it, the internal talons penetrating her body to make
this shell an eternal companion.

Flitting her gaze into her periphery vision
upon hearing a gurgling cry, she could see the recently captured
mutant being winched into the air by her wrists. The joints were
held wide by a pole, the center of which held the chain responsible
for her transport from the ground. Her legs were held wide and kept
in the demeaning pose by a leg spreader. The middle of this bar was
attached to the floor by a short chain, stretching the hapless
mutant between the two lengthy rods and leaving her totally
vulnerable as the Mistress stepped up and regarded her new
acquisition.

The Mistress had declined to present herself
in uniform for the new girl’s initiation and wore patent thigh
boots that gave way to stockings, the hose snagged by suspenders
which rose up to a vanish beneath the high cut thighs of a vinyl
leotard. Gauntlet gloves were laced up her arms and in her hands
she clasped a long and slender cane.

The slave had been sternly gagged to stifle
her cries, just as Kirsten had been at the start of her term
here.

When the new captive saw the weapon she
gurgled and wept, the sound almost inhuman as the officer lifted
the cane and began to slash into the dangling form, applying the
scourge to every portion of the naked target. The process of
breaking the mutant was being started with the usual lack of
compassion or reserve.

A gnawing envy curled in Kirsten’s soul at
the sight of the officer adoring the trapped form with harsh
kisses, her magnificent body rippling beneath her gleaming shell of
tight plastic skin, the weapon sending undulating waves across the
flesh it chose to strike.

The girl was swiftly exhausted by her trial,
her sweat-slickened body hanging loosely upon its bonds as the
lambasting ended after dozens of raised streaks had been set upon
her body, the flushed lines criss-crossing her shivering and
enfeebled form.

Turning her attention back to Kirsten, the
Mistress strolled to face the inverted features of her slave, her
hands on her hips as she glared down into Kirsten’s wide eyes. The
glittering material of her owner’s attire was stretched tightly
across her body to vaguely reflect Kirsten’s own bound image, the
black skin making Kirsten wilt with submissive adoration.

Watching intently, Kirsten saw the officer’s
hand slowly slinking towards the implant control, the remembrance
of just how excruciating the sting of her electrode enemies could
be bringing her to the verge of begging. Only the knowledge that
she would increase her woe for daring to speak without permission
dissuaded her.

A slender finger caressed the circle and
gently started to press down. A terrified sweat glittered upon
Kirsten’s brow at the prospect of the discharge, her eyes locked to
the button that would initiate the chastisement.

There was a hollow snick and a barely
discernible quiver ran through her frame, the studs casting ripples
through their vicinity as they built their power in a fragment of a
second.

Blasting waves of effulgent havoc trundled
through her nerves, raging upon the systems and filling her cells
with suffering. Shrieking in abject sorrow and pain she fought her
confines, trying to snap the restraints that so efficiently
contained her. The metal murmured as it held tight, her mutant
strength pushing it to their very limits.

Wailing, she expelled her breath and once
more found herself unable to replenish it, her need to scream
denying her, leaving her silent and frozen, her face contorted into
a wrinkled distorted mask of utmost harrowing. Kirsten’s muscles
were swollen, the veins and tendons of her body pronounced and
distinct across her flesh, even through the organic living rubber
catsuit.

The shock cut off and she fell lax, slowly
drawing in a breath. The reversed wheeze ended with a shudder and
she continued to respire in this crippled fashion, the functions of
her body retarded by the abuse.

The Mistress lowered into a crouch beside
Kirsten’s head and stroked her brow. Kirsten started to weep,
sobbing in apology, overwhelmed by the fact that she had
disappointed her owner. She could not speak, so she looked to the
Mistress, her anguish-saturated stare conveying her regret in
full.

“There there my sweet little pet. You did
well until the end, but you still disobeyed me and you still have
to be punished so that in future you won’t do such things again,
understand?” she said softly, almost with affection.

Kirsten gave the slightest shimmy of a nod,
the frame stopping any more significant motion.

“Good slave,” answered the Mistress, and
stepping astride Kirsten’s torso the regal woman sat herself upon
Kirsten’s chest, crushing her breasts with her PVC-sheathed seat.
The fabric was stretched across the cleft of her buttocks and stuck
to Kirsten’s dark skinned cleavage as she used the soft and tender
cushions to provide her with comfort at her slave’s expense.

Kirsten’s stare was entranced with the view
of the woman straddling her body, making each breath a hardship to
acquire, but the fetishistic craving that burned in her soul found
such a sight a great reward.

Applying a fixed stare to her captive she
wriggled into a more reclined pose, and started to touch the
control.

“Are you ready, slave? You have to be taught
to obey instantly and without question. I can’t have my property
thinking for itself rather than doing as I command. You have to
know that I am in complete control. What I say and what I want is
the focus of your existence, slave,” she stated firmly, and when
Kirsten nodded once more in agreement she pressed the button.

 


* * * *

 


Jessica squirmed upon her slave, the gloss
material of her clothing clinging to the cultivated hide of her
Hound. The feel of Kirsten bucking beneath her and submerged in a
sea of travail increased her algolagnic pleasure in these actions,
taking her to a glorious pinnacle of indulged depravity.

Sucking free her dark relish in making
Kirsten suffer horrendously, her delight was earned in seeing the
mutant beneath her lost in a tempest that she alone was
regulating.

Ending the session, she stepped free of the
Hound’s chest, leaving her a panting, shattered husk, her flesh
still vibrating under the aftermath of the shock, the dull shudders
riding down her limbs and twisting her hands into rendered claws.
Her eyes flitted wildly and her teeth chattered a brittle melody
even against the imposition of the frame.

Having finished the initial stages of this
correction for the Hound’s delay in performing her task, Jessica
began to unfasten the mutant’s limbs, drawing her from her raised
bed and letting her drop to the floor in a loose mess, unable to
find motion on her own.

“Don’t think you can rest yet, slave. I have
not finished teaching you the folly of disobedience,” she warned,
spreading her glower across the dark form cowering at her feet.

Kirsten was such a delight to torment. The
clear appreciation she showed for being trained made Jessica’s
heart swell with joy.

The temptation to disobey during the mission
was obvious and at least partially to be expected, but she had not
anticipated it arriving from such a source. Kirsten had been poised
to kill the girl out of jealousy and this fact alone proved just
how far she had come.

Kirsten was the greatest Hound she had ever
trained and it explained now why her feelings towards her pet were
so strong and abiding.

A disdainful prod of her pointed boot nudged
Kirsten’s side.

“Get up onto all fours and follow me,” she
demanded, digging the toe in deeper to make the supine mutant
wince.

With a maximum effort, Kirsten’s enfeebled
muscles tightened and hefted her torso up onto unsteady supports.
Jessica suppressed a libidinous sigh as she observed the tight
salacious form of her pet move, her sculpted beauty even more
luscious in its skintight cell of captivity. She wanted to punish
her more, to ensure her obedience, and then she’d have to indulge
herself with Kirsten, reward her a little, reinforce her
indoctrination with the affections she had kept suppressed for so
long.

 


* * * *

 


With a slow shuffle Kirsten took up pursuit,
humbly following as the Mistress strode from the chamber.

The door sealed behind them and Kirsten heard
the muffled blare of the indoctrination program rising in volume to
attack the girl as she herself was led into another room, the door
gliding silently aside as the interior lit up with a dull glow.

Kirsten’s eyes could only stay on the
Mistress, indulging with the endless appraisal of her beauty. She
was fixated on the long stems of her legs encased in patent
leather, the sheer stockings that shimmered upon her thighs, the
view of her curves as they rode against the vinyl.

She was drawn to the wall and a touch to the
opaque metal caused two panels to slide aside and reveal a tall
alcove. The base of it was comprised of a metal grille while the
high ceiling issued a chain with a stout collar already
attached.

Hauled to her feet by the Mistress, the thick
leather loop was then buckled into place, lifting her onto tiptoe
and making the stern walls about her throat keep her head to rigid
attention.

Kirsten’s vainly flailing arms were snagged
and brought before her into a triangular sleeve of dense rubber. A
cross formation of straps at the top was used to encircle her upper
chest and prevent her shedding it. The single sheath was tightened
with laces down the front, hauling her limbs together and keeping
her hands trapped in the tight culmination of the garment.

Her fingers strained against the glove,
unable to escape it as a strap was fastened to this peak and drawn
between her legs and up to the back of her collar. With a stern
haul the Mistress removed all slack, pressing her arms down her
front and keeping them in immobile when the strap was clipped into
place.

Fetters were buckled to her ankles and
Kirsten groaned and panted in dismay as the Mistress grabbed her
feet and began to lift them, carrying them up to the back of her
neck and arching her front against the sleeve. The collar ate at
the corners of her jawline as she dangled by the thick posture
enforcing restraint, her physique hanging in the air, her legs
bowed back, her feet brushing the back of her head.

Sobbing from the sheer savagery of the pose
she fought for breath and courage to remain quiet as the hands of
the Mistress started to wander upon her suspended form. The
delicate touch soothed her a little, her eyes blossoming with new
flows of tears from the strain of such bondage.

As always Kirsten hauled and wiggled against
it, seeking the elusive means to get free or at least ease the
rigor of the position. It was an impossible feat and only served to
enlighten her as to her helplessness and accentuate her
suffering.

The Mistress ceased exploring Kirsten’s
contorted body and stepped out of the tight sarcophagus. Looking
into her captive’s gloomy cell she smiled and spoke softly.

“The sporadic showers you will receive
contain a chemical agent that will cause your new skin to contract.
As it shrinks and crushes you into submission, be aware that it is
being done to punish you for disobeying me, slave. Had you complied
readily, you would be eating well and sleeping comfortably at the
foot of my bed. Instead, you shall suffer.”

Kirsten began to blurt words of apology and
solicitation as the doors slid together and clanged shut, sealing
her in darkness and ending all contact with the Mistress.

With a crackling burst the coffin resounded
with the tirade of indoctrination and a deluge of water fell from
above, the shower falling across her body and face, making her
violently shake her head as she tried to access air, the flow
impeding breath and making her fight to escape. Her hands were
digging into her sex as she wriggled her arms, the brutality of her
motions bringing distress and revealing that if she merely eased
such defiance she could use the opportunity to pleasure
herself.

As promised the skin began to contract, the
slight cinch becoming a clenching fist that arose in intensity,
compressing every portion of her form. Her flesh pounded with waves
of hatred for this misuse, the ever-dwindling sizes of her suit
crushing her. Her ribs groaned as the intensity continued to gather
its potency and she was soon shrieking in torment, her body on the
verge of implosion.

The shower ceased abruptly but the suit
continued to shrink as droplets hung from the organic cocoon.
Wheezing, Kirsten fought against the suffocating squeeze to her
chest that stifled any breath, leaving her to draw in slight pants
as she was riven with unending torment.

Using violent spasms she tried to throw off
the clinging rivulets, shaking free the excess and praying that the
constriction be reversed.

After an eternity of waiting the hold began
to slacken, the alleviating of the vice causing feeling to trickle
back into her squashed flesh and echo the previous torment until
her artificial skin was once more returned to the natural size of
her frame.

Easing her fight, Kirsten pulled at her
bonds, the effects of her twisted position replacing the anguish of
the compression. Stealing the moment, she started to rub her
crushed hands against herself, the hesitant influx of motion
through the compiled layers exacting a delicious covert
indulgence.

Slyly masturbating, she moaned in delight as
she dreamt of being curled at the base of the Mistress’ bed,
listening to her sleep as her body embraced the bare feet of her
gorgeous owner.

She was well on her way to achieving orgasm
when the shower sparkled into life once more, sending gushing flows
down over her body, initiating the withering of the suit and
restoring her to the agony of this terrible crushing force. The
onanism helped her at first, the rising squeeze across her body
making her groan aloud as the pain and pleasure merged and seduced
her. But then it continued to get worse, impeding her motions,
depriving her of the countering agent that was her imminent
climax.

Kirsten wailed and bitterly regretted having
turned from her Mistress’ commands, the lonely confines of the
awful prison echoing with her cries and the renewed erasure of her
capacity for rebellion.

She had lost the chance to reside with her
Mistress in her most intimate moments, to share her bed as a pet
and Kirsten swore never ever to offend her again.


Chapter Nine

 


 


“I knew this was a bad idea. This is exactly
why I was against it in the first place,” Gary muttered under his
breath, his sore disposition no more improved for the chill that
held dominion in the air. The night itself seemed to steal all the
warmth from his body like some compulsive thief on a wanton
spree.

With their faces downcast and sullen the rest
of the band failed to rise to his words. The sense of despair that
had been cultivated by the futility of trying to survive in such a
hostile environment seemed to be too much to face any more. They
had fought constantly for their lives and still they had no chance
of peace. The search to rescue one of their own had resulted in the
loss of another of their number, her fate unknown. The added floors
to the tower of misery that was their existence was making it sway
unsteadily, ready to topple and collapse in ruins.

Ceasing the idle sharpening of a wooden stake
with his claws, Steven looked at the makeshift shard for a moment.
With a hiss of anger he cleaved it in two with a dancing slash and
arose to stomp off into the darkness.

Casting the split branch over his shoulder he
hacked a path into the undergrowth with wide and brutal swings from
his taloned fingertips. Stopping a short distance off he slid down
against a tree as an emasculated heap.

Anna’s face emerged from four cupped hands
and looked into the small fire, tears trickling down her cheeks.
“You’re sure there was no sign of what happened?”

“I’ve already said,” replied Gary, and with a
huff of irritation began to repeat himself. “She’d been watching a
flat. The house was raided, so was the flat. I don’t know whether
she was caught, whether Maria was in the flat, whether she was
taken, whether they escaped individually, together, or at all.
That’s it!”

“Didn’t you question the locals to see if
they saw something?”

“And how do I do that without arousing
suspicion? Walk up to the first mundane I meet and say ‘Excuse me
Miss, did they capture the mutants across the road and by the way,
do you know where they took them? What’s that? Why am I asking? Er,
No reason, no reason whatsoever.’ For fuck’s sake Anna, I might as
well walk into a Stalker base and give them a display of my
mutation.”

“Well we can’t just desert them!”

“And why not?” he snarled. “If we go in again
more of us might be caught. Even Steven has to agree it’s too
dangerous to go tramping in and start ferreting around to find out
where they’ve been taken.”

The brooding mutant failed to respond to his
name. He was lost in his own apathy.

“It was a Stalker unit who conducted the
raid?” asked Anna.

“Yes, I’ve already said so. Some woman
officer in a weird uniform led them in,” Gary gruffly answered.

“What woman?” snapped Steven, turning
suddenly to apply full and unusually intense attention to Gary’s
words.

“The woman! The one I—” stammered the mutant
spy.

“You didn’t mention anything about that!”
growled Steven, his voice corrupted by an ugly swell of barely
suppressed choler.

Gary calmed his words and explained more
pleasantly. He was sure that he had spoken of this minor detail but
he wasn’t intending to irk Steven anymore by maintaining his
defense.

“She was a Stalker officer, I don’t know the
rank.”

“What did she look like?”

“Blonde, good looking, really nice body…for a
mundane I mean. That was about it.”

Steven’s face seemed to drop as he heard the
description, his eyes widening in horror at the recollection of
something dark and heinous, something that had remained hidden from
the group.

“She’ll be at the Stalker base to the north,
the one just on the outskirts of the city,” he muttered.

“Who? Maria, Sarah, or the officer?” asked
Gary.

“Our friends!” he roared with a monstrous
hatred in his voice, a level of indignation that escaped all
suppression at the mere notion that he could be seeking this
officer who he obviously loathed so greatly.

“Everyone up, we’re moving out,” he
exclaimed.

“Where to?” inquired Anna, her many arms
reaching up to snag branches and lift her from the ground and back
onto her feet.

“We hit a transport, get some better arms and
we break our friends out as soon as possible,” announced
Steven.

“Why so hasty there, mate? I thought caution
was your favored method,” Gary responded lightly, trying to placate
his friend’s wrath.

“If we don’t go in soon, it’ll be too late,”
he replied wistfully, his face twisted into a sneer at the
recollection that was inspiring this maddened rescue dash.

Thinking better of further inquiry, Gary
closed his mouth and began to pack. The rest of the group joined
him, each turning the odd suspicious look to Steven as the morose
warrior furiously stashed his few belongings and readied for
combat.


Chapter Ten

 


 


Maria hung by her wrists, reaching into the
manacles with her mind and tugging at the unseen mechanism. She was
desperate to try and alleviate the stress upon her suspended form
and her ears and eyes were dazzled by the lessons she was being
programmed with.

The volume was hideous to her, especially
because she had grown used to the quiet serenity of the deep
forest. Now her very soul seemed to reverberate with the potent
indoctrination.

The door slid aside and the officer strolled
in, the sounds and chaotic illuminations ending suddenly with her
appearance, making Maria intensely grateful for this
deliverance.

With the opening of the cuffs Maria dropped
to the floor and fell onto her front, her feet still splayed wide
by the leg spreader. As she laid procumbent and enfeebled, the
woman stepped into the gap, trapping the bar in the lofty instep of
her footwear as the other foot pressed a spiked heel into the
helpless mutant’s rear, stabbing gently into the soft flesh and
restoring Maria’s energy in shocked gasps.

Squirming in her bonds, Maria pawed at the
attacking foot, her hands and fingers sustaining the odd bite of
the rigid dagger as the woman arbitrarily targeted the obstructing
flesh with spiteful prods.

“I hope you’ve been assimilating your
education, slave,” she purred, taking considerable enjoyment in
seeing Maria squirm under her heel.

The stiletto started to scratch a slithering
path between her buttocks and nudged her sphincter, the increasing
strength of its demands clearly seeking ingress.

“No! Please! You’ll tear me open!” wailed
Maria.

She tried to stop the officer but she was at
an awkward angle and besides, the woman was far to strong while she
was too weak from her captivity to do anything about it.

“That’s my prerogative, slave. You should be
aware of that right from the start. I’m going to train you. It’s
that simple. If you do well, if you give in to what I want, you’ll
even begin to enjoy it,” said the woman with a sultry growl in her
voice.

“Never!” rebuked Maria and then squealed as
the woman dug the tall dagger into her one last time and then
removed it to step onto the shivering anus of the girl, pinning her
hindquarters to the floor.

“Then you’ll find out that there are far
worse things in this life than Sanctuary camps, my sweet slave,”
grinned the officer and gave a soft foreboding laugh that sent cold
flushes down Maria’s spine.

Swiftly growing tired of this foreplay, the
officer moved from the whimpering body and began to free the snared
ankles.

“Follow me, slave,” she snapped and hacked
into Maria with a newly acquired crop, the intense flash of pain
stirring her into swifter response to the command after a moment of
paralyzation and a pained yelp of response.

Groveling behind the woman, Maria followed in
her wake into another chamber where the lights rose to reveal a new
site of torment. She did not want to comply but to resist would
only earn her more discipline. If she did not try and do as she was
told she might actually end up surrendering to the indoctrination.
If she could hold out, keep the punishment to a minimum, do as
required, then perhaps her friends would find her and rescue her
before she was reprogrammed.

It was a dim and futile hope but it was all
she had for now and besides, this rationale eased her resentment,
allowing her to submit with greater ease.

A short conveyor belt occupied the floor
before a wall, the wide strip reaching forward with handrails on
either side. From the wall spat a long rod at waist height, the
base articulated with rubber flanges. The metal length was also
armed with a smooth tip that descended along the slick pole to give
rise to bumps that formed into spikes and then into cruel barbs
that gleamed like silver fangs in the dull light. Above the root of
this fearsome tool was a ring of iron that hurled out several short
chains, the silver links grabbing stout buckled straps.

Dragged forward, Maria was guided onto the
belt, her trembling body firmly controlled by the officer. Bent
over at her middle, she was steered back until the cold tip touched
her rear and then with a slight shove she was compelled to let her
anus swallow it. As she was afflicted by the initial stage of the
penetration, the straps reached out and started to fasten about her
body, the thick leather shackles closing about her waist and thighs
and finally her throat.

“Wha…what are you going to do to me?”
whimpered Maria.

The back of a gloved hand span out and jerked
her face aside. Maria wilted a little as her cheek resonated with a
fiery plume from the harsh slap.

“No talking unless I ask you a question,
slave,” stated the officer with tempestuous force.

Maria gave up, her will to resist trickling
away in the wake of the abuse, the mere slap having easily
shattered her defiance and rendered her compliant. Just how long
would it be before this state of affairs became natural to her?
Maria prayed that her friends hurry. She couldn’t hold out long
against this barbarous reconfiguring of her psyche. Her mind was
cracked and weak from her years of persecution. The tyrant in the
flat had weakened her will further and even after just one session
of re-education she could feel her need to obey and adore this
woman lurking through her mind, tainting her thoughts with
suppressed lust.

The woman’s strong grip drew her hands
forward and handcuffed each to either rail, one circle of metal
locking to her wrists, the other about the metal pole. Maria
regarded the elegant curves of her owner with a fascinated stare,
unable to place a label to the strange compulsions that were
sneaking into her mind. It felt as though the slap had dislodged
something in her mind, a poisonous pill of debauchery that had
fallen into her brain and was now dissolving, spreading its
influence through her synapses.

The officer’s gloved hands reached forward
and began to move upon Maria’s lithe body, the tender fingertips
brushing her skin to make her shiver.

“There is little point in resisting me,
slave. I have broken more mutants than you can even conceive off,”
she said softly, her fingers rising up to start circling about
Maria’s breasts.

Maria fought the urge to pull away, the
pleasure of the touch intoxicating her, charming her into staying
still and surrendering to the caresses.

“That’s it, slave. You can expect such
pleasures as my property. I look after my slaves. I see that no
harm comes to them and if they perform well they gain
such treats,” she smiled, and as one
hand began to swirl upon Maria’s teats the other began to sway from
side to side, lowering down across her abdomen with obvious
intent.

The delicious pleasure of having her nipples
teased easily seduced Maria. The pain and degradation her male
captors had heaped on her made her highly equable to this treatment
and left her yearning for more, to feel something other than misery
in her life. She had never been touched like this before, her
inexperience as to how her body could react leaving her
startled.

The officer worked her hand down slowly so as
not to alarm her, the teasing of her breasts making her actively
seek what she had never known.

The fingers nestled between her legs and
Maria arched and stiffened with a wanton moan of shock as the woman
began to stroke her, etching swirls upon her clitoris as she
trembled from the astounding ecstasy.

“Do you like that, slave?” inquired the
officer.

“Oh yes! Yes! I—”

“You call me, Mistress, slave,” corrected the
woman, her lower hand starting to move away to promise denial if
Maria did not comply.

“Mistress! I’m sorry Mistress!” choked Maria,
her body coursing with such rhapsody that she was willing to say or
do anything to have the woman continue. Survival had taught her to
do anything to survive and the established laws of such clear-cut
mentality now left her willing to do anything for her pleasure.

“Good, slave. See, there are many delights
awaiting you here if you just accept your lot and agree to be mine
without question,” stated the Mistress and after a few final
fondles of Maria’s quaking physique she moved back, leaving Maria
suddenly stalled in her rise to climax.

A touch to the controls that dwelt well
beyond Maria’s reach set the treadmill floor in motion. The sudden
activity carried her back towards the wall, making the rod dive
deeper, the studs rattling across her sphincter and almost giving
way to the vicious spikes that would tear at her flesh unless she
moved forward. With a yell she jumped forward, seeking to run free
of this intruder. The steel links twanged taut and stopped her as
the straps dug into her skin. Maria was aghast to find that the
chains reaching out from the base of the rod denied her flight from
the dildo, trapping her on the very tip.

Maria whimpered in dismay as she realized
that not only could she not get off of the infernal spire, but that
to keep her punishment to a minimum she would have to strive to
constantly strain against the chains and stay perched on the smooth
point.

The belt adopted a more energetic rate,
forcing her into a jog, her rear grinding upon the tip as she tried
to keep up with the demanded pace.

The woman watched Maria with delight as she
wriggled upon her trespasser, tugging at the metal cuffs, making
them chime against the handrail as she jogged.

The sight of Maria’s bobbing cleavage began
to mesmerize Jessica, inspiring her to embellishing the dancing
breasts with some new additions. A brief trip to the wall opened a
hidden store filled with such contraptions and after selecting a
set that suited her mood she returned to the jogging slave.

Locking a stern fist to each breast she
squeezed the nipple out as the staggering runner grimaced and then
she clipped a ferocious clamp to the end, crushing the mamilla
within a set of padded jaws.

The silvery clamps released two small chains
that bore delicate bells at the end. Every bounding step brought
soft chimes and also caused the weight of the contrivances to haul
at the tip of her breasts, the burden of the clamps increasing her
ordeal.

“Such a sweet sound,” mused the officer,
tilting her head back as she listened to Maria grunt and moan,
panting to the accompaniment of chaotic peals of high-pitched
chimes.

The effort of keeping up left Maria fixed on
maintaining her speed, the prospect of lagging growing in her mind
for she knew she would not have the stamina to last on this course
for long and the spines were waiting just a foot away. If she truly
fell or even staggered it would entail the most terrible maiming of
her anus and the threat of such trauma forced her into endless
effort.

“I’ll return to you later and see how you’re
faring. But first, let me just activate the lowest area of the
shaft for you. You see, the last of the spines will be charged with
voltage should you descend to that point, slave, so make sure you
stay away from them unless you want that pert anus roasted,”
gloated the officer as she lurked in the doorway.

“Pleeease, Mistress! I’ll be good! I’ll do
what you say! Just don’t leave me like this, I can’t do it! I’m not
strong enough,” protested Maria, the sudden change from the woman’s
tenderness to such brutality alarming her and breaking the prurient
mood.

“Oh dear, such disobedience. Well, you have
just doubled your sentence here, slave. Think on that as you
suffer. Anything else to say before you begin?”

Maria scowled and kept her words to herself,
unwilling to bring even more pain on herself through her lack of
will.

“Good.”

The officer flicked a switch beside the exit,
bringing a soft hum from the rod as a faint static charge tickled
Maria’s trembling cheeks as the metal furthest from her opening was
electrified in readiness for her inevitable descent.

“As I am training your body, so I shall train
your mind in my absence, slave. It appears as though you need it,”
she announced, and stepped from the room with rampant glee.

The door slid shut and the light was replaced
by the maelstrom battery of sound and color that was the program of
indoctrination, the words ripping into her thoughts as she trotted
upon the looped band, fighting to keep herself from the ravages of
the lower reaches.

As she began to lag, she slid down onto the
rod, the studs giving way to the dull spines that forced their way
in, scratching at her sphincter and making her fight all the more
strenuously to keep up. Her leg muscles felt as though they were
aflame, the heat of there strained use making it difficult to keep
herself upright. Her steps were shaky, her speed haphazard as she
increased her sprint and hauled away from the approaching
lacerating teeth.

Giddy from effort, her lungs stabbing with an
arctic chill. Maria pounded upon the belt, her descending rate
allowing her body to slither back down as she frantically played
with the cuffs, her thoughts clawing at the interior, trying to
open them.

Despite her best efforts to get free she
continued to fall back, the agony of the dull barbs unable to
galvanize her into sterner effort. Then she hit the electrified
zone. With a shriek her abdomen bucked and she bolted forward, the
flight across the blunt spines inflicting further horror. Her feet
stumbled and slipped, dropping her lower as her toes scraped and
twitched upon the belt, dragging behind her as she was held aloft
by the impaling rod. Wailing, she dangled and tried to regain her
feet, gurgling and tugging at her bonds, the pain of being held up
by her rear more than she could stand.

Throwing her thoughts to the buckles about
her body she flipped them open, her mind stirred to intense power
and finally capable of this impossible feat.

Freed of the buckles she hauled forward and
slipped free of the pole, her torso slamming to the belt and being
carried back until she was stopped and dragged by her bound wrists,
her powers unable to defeat the locking mechanisms.

Exhausted, she simply let herself remain
loose, the heat of the sliding belt afflicting her flesh as her
rear throbbed and she swam in apathetic torpor.

The clamps still dangled from her breasts,
the bells finally silent, the tips coursing with a deep savage ache
from their crushing company. Maria’s concern about the retribution
her escape would incur grew insidiously in her thoughts, the
prospect of what punishment she had incited causing her to wonder
if perhaps she should have merely endured the treadmill. The
penalty was bound to be infinitely worse, but maybe she deserved
it, maybe she needed it to teach her a lesson in how to serve the
officer.


Chapter Eleven

 


 


The scenic majesty of the country continued
to roll past as the first rays of the sun began to tickle the
horizon, painting the darkness with a deep blue that erased every
star within its reach.

Rubbing his eyes, Sergeant Olson leant back
into his passenger seat and checked to make sure Louie wasn’t
falling asleep at the wheel.

The convoy had been driving all night from
the north, carrying supplies and new Knights from the training
grounds of Scotland to their first assignments.

The fresh troops had missed most of the
action, the mutant problem now being well under control. Together,
the nation had taught the surly freaks who was in command. What
would happen now was anyone’s guess.

Other countries had been bleating about the
inhumane treatment of mutants and had screamed genocide since the
whole thing started. Perhaps the rumors were true, that mutants in
other countries had infiltrated the high places of power and
political office and were levying hatred towards Britain, seeking
to stop the crusade from spreading so as to protect themselves and
their cancerous threat.

Trade sanctions had been established a
few months ago. The United Nations were grumbling with ever-louder
voices for all that good that
it had done and America was all but severing ties. Ironically the
only real support was coming from the Middle East, the religious
powers there finding mutation a cardinal offense against their
faiths that they too were not willing to endure in their
people.

Britain was more prosperous now than it had
ever been and the actions of the foreign powers had only rallied
the country together all the more fanatically. For the first time
in generations England, Scotland, and Ireland stood united, all
internal squabble forgotten in the face of the greater danger.

Kessler would show them what to do. She had
steered them through the mutant threat and she would carry them
through this external hazard. If war was the only solution, Olson
would gladly give his life to preserve humanity from the tumor
within its midst. If it meant he had to storm abroad and fight the
mutant-controlled governments on their own territory, he was ready
and eager to undertake this task. Like many others he felt that
Britannia had slept long enough, endured too much, allowed others
to grow rich from their loses. It was time to stop patriotism being
a joke or a dirty word or slur. It was time to make England great
again.

With such storm clouds riding up on the
horizon of their future, perhaps these young recruits would find
action after all.

A faint cough of smoke breached the side of
the jeep that led the convoy and suddenly the small vehicle was
engulfed in a broiling fireball. The intensity of the flash ripped
apart the night and blinded Olson and Louie. The windshield
shattered a moment later as the blast wave hit, pelting them with
tiny fragments of glass. Their eyes had fortunately clenched shut
from the effects of the light pulse, denying the shards the
possibility of shredding their sight.

The rumbling blare of the explosion slammed
into their ears, echoing through their minds and vibrating their
very bones as the outrush of roasted air punched their frames with
an invisible hammer. The wind was driven from their lungs to
momentarily cripple them with concussive shock.

Kicking instinctively into the brakes, Louie
spun the wheel, veering aside with a sudden wrench. Clipping the
pyre of light and twisted metal that was the jeep, the burning
vehicle span on the spot, grating against the side of the truck as
it passed by. With the tires smoking and painting long black
streaks in the road the truck finally ground to halt, leaving the
two men to recover from the onslaught.

Another grenade was launched and hissed
through the air to strike the troop truck behind them. A small hole
was punched in the canvas walls of the back, the fabric rippling
before billowing outward as light poured through the seams. The
swelling detonation tore through the materials, incinerating them
as the bodies compacted inside were crudely dismantled by the
explosion, the suddenness of their murder denying them opportunity
to even scream.

The rear of the truck vanished within a
curling fireball of incandescent fire and smoke, the bloom shedding
its interior glow and rising up as a rolling plume of inky smog.
Chunks of scorched debris arced high through the air, trailing
lines of wispy smoke to mark their passage before rattling upon the
ground. After a moment’s hesitation the fuel tanks decided to mimic
the violence and disintegrated the rest of the truck amidst
belching incendiary columns, the chassis shattering outward in all
directions to leave a jagged and blackened husk at the heart of a
raging inferno.

The trailing jeep jerked aside, the mounted
machine-gun chattering and spewing random blizzards of bullets into
the darkness as the driver kept low and valiantly sought to reach
the lead truck.

Looking across, Olson saw that Louie was
virtually unconscious, his body slouched against the door, his
breath coming in coughing fits.

Snatching the radio, Olson held it and
scrambled for his rifle, his hand laced with tiny cuts.

“This is Fox-trot Charlie Tango, we’ve been
ambushed en route roughly twelve miles from objective.
Reinforcements urgently required,” he yelled, straining out the
words before letting go and using his enfeebled strength to cock
the assault rifle.

The crack of a shotgun whispered within the
sounds of cavorting flames and suddenly the machine gun fell
silent, the operator swatted from the jeep by a cluster of holes in
his chest. The flak jacket had successfully absorbed the pernicious
pellets but their impetus was sufficient to throw him from his
perch and dash his stunned body harshly upon the road. A loud
crunch signaled his awkward landing and after bouncing to a halt he
remained still.

With the squeal of brakes the vehicle stopped
and the driver scrambled over his seat to access the deserted heavy
weapon. A huge form charged suddenly from the undergrowth, his
massive body hinted at by the soft light of the blazes, bathing him
in outlines of amber. With a casual tug he snatched the side of the
jeep and flipped it as though it were a toy. The entire chassis
turned over in the air and landed with a screeching crash onto its
back, crushing the driver as he sought to replace his lost
partner.

Realizing that this was mutant terrorism,
Olson scowled and fumbled for the door handle with new energy. As
awareness dawned that there was no window to block his field of
fire he lifted the rifle and shakily tried to draw aim on the
exposed guerrilla.

Two powerful hands snatched the door and
ripped it from its hinges before casting it aside with a
rage-inspired thrust. An entirely different pair snatched the rifle
and jerked his aim up as more fingers clamped to his throat. The
OICW strobe lit the interior with muzzle flashes as it peppered the
roof with holes, the flickering light revealing that all these many
arms were stemming from one source. Knuckles smashed into his face,
a flare of pain giving way to dazed haziness that ended with a
searing spear of fire as a knife was thrust into his chest,
bisecting his heart and then churning it with a savage twist.

The weapon was tugged free, letting him slide
down, all motion fleeing with the rhythmic pulses of blood pumping
from his mortal wound. Twitching, his chest full of physical
mayhem, he watched through flitting vision as his rifle was turned
around and leveled at Louie and himself. The air suddenly filled
with thundering blasts and multiple stabs poured across his frame,
casting him into cold oblivion, his last vision being the
rancor-contorted visage of his murderer.


Chapter Twelve

 


 


She could leave her prized Hound in isolation
and agony for a couple of days to further disorientate and confuse
the helpless woman.

Starvation and her ordeal would allow the
teaching program to shatter her resolve and further reinforce the
lofty walls of her reeducation, making her gloriously pliable to
the depraved lusts Jessica so hungered to indulge.

The hesitation her favorite pet had displayed
when faced with the capture of the new subject had indicated that a
faint sliver of will still remained. But such a spark was easily
snuffed out.

Denying her access to the field for a short
time would probably suffice. The thought did not trouble Jessica,
for she preferred to remain here inflicting agonies on her pets
rather than traipsing through the cities and wilderness looking for
rogue mutants. In the meantime she could continue the treatment for
her latest acquisition.

The door slithered back as she approached and
entered the chamber where the new hound was undergoing an enforced
lesson, for despite her rigorous training the slave had used her
telekinetic abilities to escape the savagery of her last
session.

The locks on the handcuffs responsible for
keeping her to the rail were of course immune to such tampering and
the loss of the buckles at her hindquarters had only served to
enlighten Jessica as to her slave’s lingering aptitude for
treasonous defiance.

The punishment meted out for her escape
certainly fitted the nature of the crime and had been orchestrated
to help refine and enhance the latent power to be of more use in
the field.

The girl was spread-eagled face down at a
height of one meter between four tall posts, her wrists and ankles
stretching her out and suspending her. Potent clamps snagged her
nipples and each dragged at the bullied breast with a leaden
weight. A second pole arose between her parted thighs and two
coiled springs upon it aimed into her abdomen. Atop each of these
springs dwelt a sizable phallus, the vibrating length dotted with
vindictive studs. Glistening beads of toil-exerted sweat dripped
from the girl’s straining features as she tried to fight the
multiple attacks, channeling her mind force against a source of
pain, only to divert it from holding off another.

Her options were limited to only one such
alleviation of her suffering, her power insufficient at present to
split into multiple psychokinetic streams. Basically, she could
either provide a lift to the clamps or her stretched demeaned body,
or she could fend off one of the violating, buzzing dildos.
Whenever her powers were turned from the toys, the springs shoved
the infernal devices into her anus and sex, pushing harshly, the
trembling studs kindling internal mayhem until she pushed them back
through force of will.

She had been like this for eight hours now,
alone, suffering, contemplating her crime and teaching herself to
bolster her powers through the earnest tuition wrought by
crisis.

Jessica strode before the grimacing face and
knelt down. Taking hold of the girl’s chin she lifted her features
up and brushed aside the short strands of sweat-dampened hair. The
slave did not compound her error by speaking without permission.
She had suffered enough for disobedience and refused to incite yet
more.

“You now know that I am aware of every
transgression you make, slave. Disobey and this is your reward,”
she purred, gaining a wonderful glow of satisfaction from the
imploring gaze of the tormented female. “Now, what do you say?”

The slave suddenly winced and swallowed her
cry, the distraction of being offered release having caused her
hold to lapse. The twin phalluses dove forth, forcing open the
targeted orifices and plunging deep into her, the studs dragging at
her already raw membranes, the metal tips pushing against the
limits of what her insides could contain as their loud mechanized
hum was subdued by her muffling tracts.

“Thank you, Mistress. I’ll not disobey again,
I promise,” she burbled after a shocked gasp, her mouth dry, her
torso spasming against the intruders as she began to push them back
out, fighting against the force of the springs with mind and weary
body.

“Good slave,” Jessica acknowledged and
removed the clamps from the slave’s breasts.

The girl wailed as feeling shot back into the
whitened morsels, her cry metamorphosing into a strained gurgle as
the dildos were set free of her mind force to charge back into her
chafed insides. No sooner had they entered than she indistinctly
and rashly applied her telekinetic influence back to them, shoving
them back out and plaguing the openings once more. Cursing her own
actions, her belly and rear throbbing, she strained and kept her
holds in place, keeping the toys back, their rounded heads nudging
her openings, eager to launch back into her the moment she let her
will falter.

Jessica smiled and regarded the quivering
breasts. How she enjoyed compressing and binding this slave’s most
admirable assets. They were the perfect size for abusing, enough
for Jessica to take in one hand and caress with the sole intention
to hurt. Maria was attractive enough but she didn’t have the same
alluring quality of her other slave.

The dangling breasts were too tempting to
resist, especially with the arousing picture of the slave’s plight.
Taking hold of one in each hand she massaged them with brutality,
making the slave whimper at the coarse treatment. It increased the
level of distraction and the expelled dildoes began to move in, her
hold failing after having ejected the devices subsequent to another
sudden lapse.

Upon seeing the movement, Jessica gripped the
already abused mamilla and began to twist them, employing more and
more force as the devices closed in, pushing against her openings
and then slowly parting them.

Jessica continued until the slave could take
no more and vented a cry, her mental grips snapping to let the
prickly instruments sheath themselves in her once more with a
painful stab.

“Has my slave learned her lesson?” she asked,
having achieved her desired goal.

“Yes, Mistress,” sobbed the girl.

“And that would be?” she asked, tightening
the pinches even more and watching the girl’s face shrivel into a
tight scowl.

“I have to obey you, Mistress.”

“Have to?”

“Want to, Mistress! I’m sorry, I want to
serve you, to obey you. I shouldn’t try to escape and I won’t, not
anymore, Mistress,” blurted the girl, the prospect of losing her
reprieve because of this mistake making her livid with panic.

“I suppose that will do for now,” she said
and moved away.

After drawing out the shafts she released the
weeping slave from her suspension. Once restored to the floor the
girl clasped her fervid orifices and gently held her bruised
breasts, her mind and sanity in tatters.

Jessica had the naked form kiss her boots
with pious reverence and then drew her up to one of the poles that
had served to bear her aloft. Pushing the slave’s back to the
vertical length she raised the trembling wrists and affixed them
high over her head before attaching the ankles to the base of the
column, fully immobilizing the prisoner but giving her plenty of
slack so that Jessica might watch her struggle and be
entertained.

Bringing forth a tube of transparent gel, the
implacable Mistress donned a set of surgical gloves in front of the
wide-eyed prisoner.

“Time for a new lesson, slave. Are you
ready?” she asked, snapping the veneer of latex into place and then
lacing her fingers with menace.

“What…Please, don’t! Mistress! Mercy! I can’t
take anymore!” she mewled, pulling at her restraints.

“Sssh, slave. Just relax,” she purred and
began to smear the viscous sludge across the bound frame, coating
her with a thin layer of highly conductive ooze. The girl trembled
beneath her hands, torn between the fear of what was being planned
and the delicate pleasure she found in being massaged.

When she came to the slave’s loins Jessica
worked the gel into her womb and rear with steady movements, making
the violated captive jerk at the delicious treatment being applied
to her sore innards.

“Mnnnnh! Mnnnh! Mmm!” she whimpered, biting
her lip to try and keep her words in check. “Mmmmistress! Stop! I’m
lubricated enough!”

“What makes you think I’m going to be
inserting anything in these virgin little holes?” Jessica calmly
stated, idly working her bunched fingers into the tight hole.

“But you sa-aaaah! Oh! Ow! Ooow!” began
Maria, her words being broken off as the Mistress spoke and applied
more of the gel so she might force her hand deeper.

“Slave, you are far too talkative. You need
to learn silence, or maybe you just want to earn yourself more
punishment. Is that it, slave?”

“No, Mistress, but—”

“There you go again, slave. You don’t need to
be so afraid. Once I’ve finished training you you’ll be a happy pup
at my heels. You’ve had a bad experience - men. No real concept of
how to manipulate a woman…or a girl. You’ll be grateful soon
enough. In fact you’ll love your slavery as much as my other
Hound,” she decreed, rising up and tossing the tube aside.

Taking hold of the gloves she ripped them off
and sauntered to the wall, arming herself with equipment from one
of the myriad hidden cabinets. Turning about she skulked within the
gloom and presented the fresh device.

The slave’s eyes bulged with horror as she
saw the instrument of her primary atrocious education. The officer
held up a modified electric shock prod and flipped the activation
tab, causing the twin prongs atop the truncheon-like device to
erupt with crackling arcs that wove between the discharging tips,
casting back the shadows with a fierce and cold cyan light. The
crackling light revealed Jessica’s sadistic leering grin as she
watched the girl thrash and fight against her bonds, tugging her
whole body against the cuffs, kicking at the fetters, trying to
find a way in which to get loose.

“You have plenty of energy to struggle,
slave. Let’s see if we can’t add a little more,” she stated flatly,
strolling calmly back into the light.

“Oh god no! Pleeease! I’ll be good! I’ll do
whatever you want!” she wailed, the prod wafting before her,
issuing sporadic bursts of voltage to make her weep and sag in
despair.

The terrified scream as it bobbed closer
became a yowl of agony when the head of the weapon ducked in to
touch her thigh. The girl jolted against her bonds, writhing
insanely as her oiled body was ravaged by scathing energy. A
moment’s recovery was granted before the tip fleeting touched a
nipple to make the peak livid with mayhem.

Jessica methodically applied her instrument
to sensitive spots, places where the nerve endings would bellow
their fury with more clarity.

Again and again the rod touched slick skin,
punishing the squirming frame beyond all hope of endurance. The
slave’s squeals began to crack under the strain, developing into a
hoarse croak from over use, making her seem even less human to the
Mistress’ callous gaze.

“You mentioned penetration, slave. I think
that’s a wonderful idea. Thank you for suggesting it,” she
smirked.

Having stayed her hand up until this point,
Jessica could resist no longer and pushed the tip into the slave’s
pussy forcing the baton up into her possession until the point
could migrate no further. The slave murmured pitifully, detecting
the intention but lacking any vitality to resist or plead for
clemency.

“First, a little treat perhaps,” she
commented, and with a salacious leer began to ride the device back
and forth, gently violating the hapless captive.

Operating the makeshift phallus with
expertise, Jessica watched as the girl began to writhe upon it, her
body shuddering from pleasure as she was forcibly ravished.

“Tell me you want to be shocked, slave. I
want to hear you ask to be trained,” she offered with a soft and
enticing tone.

Maria could not reply, the bliss of being
penetrated was insufficient to have her actually asked to be
internally electrified.

“Tell me, slave,” again asked Jessica,
lifting her other hand to start to tickle her slave’s roused
clitoris. The baton was moving easier now, natural lubricant having
started to merge with the conductive gel.

“Tell me,” she again asked as purling moans
of rapture slipped from the girl, her chest rising and falling as
she was lost within a tempest of delight.

“Come on, slave. Let me hear the words,” she
asked, and she smiled as Maria’s eyes flitted shut and her
trembling lips began to move. Instantly she accelerated her work,
the sudden escalation of rhapsody jarring loose the damning
request.

“Oh train me! Please train me, Mistress!” she
hoarsely announced, scarcely aware of what she was doing.

The device hummed and the captive found
superhuman animation as she went into paroxysms of such vigor that
she contorted her slender form into untidy knots, her limbs
twisting and turning, seeking to break free as she was assailed
from within. With a final crescendo of painfully high pitch the
slave suddenly went slack, drooping until she hung indolently from
her chafed wrists, the sheen of gel now watered with a wash of
fevered sweat.

Jessica felt for a pulse and as she suspected
the girl had merely fainted. Switching off the prod she drew the
implement out of the tract in which it was embedded and began to
untie the enervated slave.

Already she was starting to swim out of her
coma and although she needed rest, Jessica was in no mood to let
her true sleep be an easy one.

Dragging her to the wall, Jessica drew a slab
of metal from waist height and laid the limp form upon it. After
securing the captive’s wrists, neck and ankles with seamless metal
hoops that spilled from the slab and locked back into it, she
pulled out two poles from above.

Emerging a meter above the supine body, one
shaft lay over her belly and one lay over her breasts, their
underside lined with small hooks to accommodate whatever
paraphernalia of torture was intended.

Taking out three clover clamps the Mistress
snapped the diabolic devices onto each nipple and onto the tip of
her prisoner’s clitoris before drawing up the slender wire attached
to them and connecting it to the poles hovering above. The extended
metal arms were sturdy and after taking in all slack and a little
extra they remained steadfast, keeping themselves anchored on their
designated morsels.

The hold of the clamps was all the more
severe because of the pull that made them bite harder and only by
lifting her abdomen or chest could she hope to lessen the pain. As
weariness set in the task would prove one of frustrating
difficulty.

Jessica sat down on the edge of the slab and
crossed her legs, tightening her thighs with arousal as she let her
hand drift upon the young celestial form before her. To have gained
two such prize specimens was superlative luck.

Caressing her with tenderness in the moments
where the girl could not detect this lapse in brutality, Jessica
allowed herself to indulge her senses with the feel of the bound
captive. Unable to hold back, she opened a cabinet, grabbed a
battery fuelled magic wand and nestled the massaging bulbous head
of the device between her splayed thighs. The shivering vibrations
poured readily through her attire and made her lounge back with
euphoria. With one hand stroking the toy to herself, the other
explored the tortured and enslaved body beside her.

Already intensely aroused by the session she
was biting back her croaking cries of rhapsody in moments, doubling
over and clutching desperately to the wand, trying to hold it in
place as she fought to endure the exquisite and intense orgasm.

The girl was still unconscious when she
finished and Jessica wanted to see her reaction when she discovered
her predicament. Setting aside the toy she took a few moments to
recover her panting breath, her body feeling languid in the warm
afterglow of climax.

To awake the wretch she drew a pernicious
crop and took a firm grip as she surveyed the captive. With all her
considerable strength she slashed into Maria’s thighs, stirring the
girl from stunned torpor with a scream of shock.

Jessica laughed with amusement as the girl
began to discern the quandary in which she lay. Her eyes bleared
eyes became wild as she tried to break free of the pinching holds
on her tender skin, her body shivering as the heat of the stroke
gave way to the numbing assault of the clamps.

The Mistress’ mirth ebbed as the intercom
issued a dull chorus of pips, calling her to duty and away from her
prime passion.

“Hold this for me for a moment, slave. If it
comes loose, you know what will happen,” she warned with a scowl of
disappointment and she arbitrarily pushed the handle of the crop
into the slave’s anus, wheeled and left the pupil to her
unrelenting fate.


Chapter Thirteen

 


 


With a lour of strain Gary ground his teeth
and squeezed his breath through clenched jaws, the sudden bursts of
prickly stabbing pains from the application of a bandage to his
forearm making him quiver.

“There, all done,” Anna announced, already
packing away the first aid kit with her spare arms.

Tenderly drawing his sleeve back down over
the torn strips that served as a poor replacement for genuine gauze
he lifted his wiry frame up and shouldered his newly acquired
assault rifle. The random fire from the jeep had only grazed him
but he had been the sole person hit, so he felt resentful of the
fact that he alone had been singled out by fate for injury. With
irrational bitterness playing merrily with his thoughts he watched
as the last of the crates were broken apart and hidden in the
bushes.

After having used the last projectiles for
the stolen grenade launcher and a single shotgun cartridge the
group had proceeded to strip the trucks and the dead. Loading up on
weapons and explosives, they quickly guzzled their fill of rations
and then pocketed another quantity to last them for the journey.
Their scavenging had barely lasted minutes before they set charges
and destroyed the truck to hide their reaving, and forestall
knowledge that a mutant band was equipping itself for conflict.

Once the remaining truck was shattered they
broke and scampered back into the darkness, merging with the forest
to avoid any reinforcements.

After dividing the cache of arms the others
were either hiding or disposing of the rest and readying to move
towards the base in a wide arc, the longer route designed to
hopefully throw any trackers.

Gary believed that storming the base was a
ludicrous concept, one that would surely get them all caught or
killed. But then again he also did not like the idea of leaving his
comrades to face the foul realm of the KGP bigots without his
backup. He was fiercely torn between his powerful motivations of
self-preservation and a nibbling guilt at leaving them to their
fate.

The group would have surprise on their side
but would it be enough? His confidence was a little stronger for
the resounding success of the ambush. It had been flawless. The KGP
hadn’t even known what hit them. The only blotch on the event was
his paltry injury. But were they good enough to take the base? If
there were other mutants held there they would surely be seasoned
guerrilla fugitives like themselves. Such additions to their group
were exceptionally valuable and more than worth the gamble of this
attack.

Despite his reservations it had felt glorious
to watch the Knights die and see them perish in flames. He had
forgotten how sweet revenge tasted, and with the nectar of this
sensation still prevalent on the palate of his soul he was eager
for more.


Chapter Fourteen

 


 


The fabric of Kirsten’s being felt as though
it had been reduced to a lumpy pulp. Every inch of her was raw and
battered, the flesh responding ever more aptly to the monstrous hug
of the fabric. The shower washed away her tears of despair, her
grizzling cries as the process renewed being metamorphosed into
croaking screams and hissing gasps of impaired respiration.

The frantic tugs of her limbs had left her
loins contused and sore from the wrench of the crotch band between
her legs. Her muscles were ragged and torn, the overexertion of her
frame against the stalwart bonds leaving them useless.

The deluge of withering rain ended and her
frame dripped with excess until she managed to shuffle it off, the
drips being set loose mainly from her pained vibrations rather than
any conscious effort.

Slowly the suit began to open its atrabilious
arms, letting her breathe more easily, her flesh aching as the fist
let go and let her slouch upon her noose. Kirsten burbled meekly
against the echoing voice that demanded her obedience and assured
her of how worthless she was, how she was flawed and needed to be
trained to gain redemption through service to her physical and
mental superior.

With a soft hiss the doors slid apart and the
chorus cut out. Opening her heavy eyes she saw through her fogged
vision and beheld the seraphic image offered before her. The
darkness of her torture chamber made the dim light of the room
without wreath the officer in a halo of dazzling luminescence,
causing Kirsten to whimper with awe.

Totally sheathed in a layer of impenetrable
gleaming shadow the Mistress wore a tight fitting dress, the
sleeves of which opened onto smooth gloves. The high collar was
trapped beneath a studded choker and the short skirt rode over
latex leggings that in turn flowed beneath knee high boots, the
gloss material laced down the front and set with a dagger heel.
Again, at her side was the control box, the device poised to shred
Kirsten with duress should she disobey.

“Has my slave learned her lesson?” she
quizzed, putting a hand out to massage the midnight material of her
slave’s skin and run a finger along the bumps of the studded lines.
“Well have you?” she repeated, Kirsten being too tired to gather
her response.

A pinch to her hidden nipples made the flesh
smart as the applied strength overcame the cushioning effects of
the organic hide.

“Yes, Mistress! Yes, I have! I won’t disobey
again, I swear it!” blurted Kirsten, screwing up her face and
issuing the heartfelt words with celerity.

“I’m going to grant you the benefit of the
doubt, slave. But betray this trust and I’ll make all you have
endured thus far seem trivial with the punishments I’ll inflict,”
she warned, reaching up and unfastening the bonds that kept her
aloft.

Her legs were dropped to the floor, the flesh
cursed with discomfort as they changed from the eternal suspended
pose. She quickly used them to take the weight from her neck,
easing the havoc being applied there. The single sleeve was
unfastened and detached from her collar, her emerging arms flapping
weak at her sides, left languid by the long containment of her
anatomy.

With the removal of the collar Kirsten
toppled like a felled tree, striking the cold steel with a harsh
smack, the impact on her bruised flesh making her unleash a croak
of shock.

Languishing upon the floor, she remained
listless as the Mistress began to unfasten the other bonds, setting
her limbs free of the restraints and then commanding her back onto
her knees.

Delirious with sleep deprivation and the
rigors of a crushing and suspended embrace, plus the near drowning
of the many storms of fluid, only the need to obey allowed her to
rise up once more and slip into a humble crouch at the side of her
owner. A leash was then swiftly applied.

“Follow me, slave,” stated the officer,
patting her fondly before turning and striding from the chamber,
the light refracting upon the wrinkles of her jet shell and
mesmerizing the depreciated slave.

Kirsten’s adoration of the Mistress was at a
fanatic peak, her love for her tormentor raging. Even though she
had been the agency responsible for her suffering, Kirsten felt
grateful for having been set free by the woman, looking on her as a
liberator, an angel of mercy that had delivered her from her
terrible incarceration in the shower cubicle. Kirsten yearned to
just topple forward and smother the woman’s legs in kisses, to
serve her in any way to show her gratitude.

Entranced by the haunting fetishistic
apparition before her, Kirsten did not notice when she was led into
a new room at the furthest end of the corridor. When she saw that
she was in a bedroom she gasped with astonishment and closed her
eyes tightly before opening them to verify that she was indeed
seeing the truth.

The plainly furnished room was undoubtedly
the personal retreat of the Mistress. The tantalizing prospect of
her owner’s intentions had her stomach knotting upon itself with
excitement.

The Mistress turned and sat herself on the
side of the bed, leaning back and propping herself up on her
elbows, holding the chain to keep Kirsten on the floor and visibly
controlled.

“Are you happy with my rule, slave?” she
asked softly, looking down upon the humbled mutant at her feet.

“Yes, Mistress. Very much so,” Kirsten
instantly replied and was suddenly astonished that she had said
such words so truthfully.

“Would you like to earn the chance to show
your gratitude?” she continued.

“Of course, Mistress. Anything you want,”
stammered Kirsten.

“You’ll have to earn it, slave. You’ll have
to pay for it in pain,’“she warned.

“What do you want me to do, Mistress?” she
instantly replied, ready to subject herself to any fate if she
could simply gain the chance to please her tyrant.

The woman smiled and drew Kirsten closer,
unfastening the lead and then wandering from the bed.

“First I’m going to tie up those breasts of
yours,” she revealed, and from a concealed cabinet she produced two
ratcheted steel hoops that she immediately began to apply to
Kirsten’s assets. The hoops were rubber lined and had a secure ring
welded into their outer surface that Kirsten assumed would be a
means to anchor a leash.

Operating the metal circles the dominatrix
tightened them again and again, cinching the roots of Kirsten’s
breasts until she was gasping with anguish from enduring the awful
bite into them. It felt as though they were going to be snipped off
by the process, but Kirsten bit her tongue and kept her cries
reduced to sobbing murmurs as she twitched and bravely abided the
application of the heinous bonds.

Only once they were formed into tight black
swollen orbs of heat did the Mistress stop and continue with her
other deeds.

Next came a set of dense metal shackles that
were clamped just above her elbows, the closeness of the pair
bending her arms behind her back, making her force her breasts out
into the garroting hoops and causing her shoulders to pulse with an
aching beat.

Panting with perseverance, wobbling on her
knees, Kirsten was aghast as a panel in the ceiling opened and let
a chain lower into view. The strand broke into two at a single
ring, the two chains culminating in heavy snap fastening clips,
their destination obvious.

“Oh no! Mistress! Please!” she whimpered,
seeing now what horrors were in store for her.

“Ssssh, slave. You requested this. You want
to please me? You want to earn that right don’t you?” she inquired
softly, letting her gloved hands run up and down Kirsten’s
contorted arms, tickling her artificial skin.

“Yes, Mistress, of course, but—”

“Then it’s settled. Endure this for me,
slave, and I’ll reward you afterwards,” she interrupted, bringing
Kirsten to tentative silence as she considered the merits of
resistance and acquiescence.

The chains were snapped to her breast rings
and the hoisting strand began to retreat back into the ceiling,
quickly bringing Kirsten back onto her feet. Her jaw trembled and
she whimpered with fright as she was brought to tiptoe, the hoops
dragging at her assets, almost carrying her aloft by the venomous
steel ribbons. But then the machine stopped, leaving her with the
balls of feet brushing the ground, her stretched breasts swirling
with baleful feeling.

A set of heavy fetters were taken from some
hidden location and buckled to her ankles. One was drawn up and a
hook upon it acted as a clasp, snapping into the fabric at her
rear. The hook sank into the root that wove into her innards and
fed the organic skintight cell in which she was condemned.

Standing on one leg, shaking with fear, she
felt the other ankle being snatched by the Mistress. The urgent
call to beg for mercy thundered up her throat and made her lips
tremble as she started to form the words, afraid to speak, but
equally afraid of what would happen if she did not at least
try.

With a cry of shock her leg was taken from
under her and lifted up to catch the penetrating engineered growth
with another hook. The rending mayhem in her assets felt ready to
tear them from her as she dangled in the air, hanging by the
infernal bondage to her breasts.

Sobbing and wailing in pain, any kick of her
folded legs only made things worse as they dragged at the insidious
root, the multitude of wriggling cilia that anchored to her rectum
cultivating a mordant flare each time she pulled at the well-lodged
internal trespasser.

The Mistress stepped back and admired her
handiwork as Kirsten grizzled in abject alarm. Settling back on the
bed she let her hands drift upon her own latex-smothered frame, her
arousal at seeing Kirsten in such straits titillating her sadistic
cravings. The crafty murmurs of latex on latex were a sultry
backdrop to Kirsten’s whining litanies for mercy.

“Pl..p..pl…please! Oh, uh,
Mist…Mistress…th…th…the pain!”
Kirsten begged.

“No talking, slave. Unless you want to be
hanging there for a few days, you’ll just dangle and watch, moan,
and whimper to amuse me,” ordered the woman, stroking her nipples
and the front of her skirt.

Kirsten clenched her teeth, her body coursing
with utmost dolor as tears flowed from her eyes, her mind aflame
with the need to seek some form of clemency.

The Mistress began to shed her latex attire,
striping herself free of the clinging opaque layers as she walked
to the wall and opened another camouflaged portal. Entering the
private shower room she vanished from view, leaving Kirsten
suspended and puling steadily as she shuddered and wept, trying to
come to terms with the horrendous affliction to her body. But the
longer she remained aloft the worse the pain became until she
thought she was going to pass out or just expire. She prayed that
she would because either of those results might at least give her
sanctuary from this terrible pose. However, her body refused such
an easy escape and left her to the nightmare, her legs swinging
beneath her, her innards racked by the root, her breasts stretched
by the hoops.

How could another woman be so horrendously
spiteful? How could someone enjoy doing this to another human
being? But Kirsten knew that the Mistress was doing what was
needed, and despite her hatred for this bondage she could not help
but be satisfied that she was again pleasing her owner.

The signal of running water reached Kirsten’s
ears, the sound of her own heartbeat and racing breath almost
overriding all other auditory input. All she could feel were
breasts and anus, the rest of her body was nothing more than an
aching distant runner-up to these two most overwhelming sensations.
She eased her lot a little by imagining the sultry curves of her
owner running with glistening streams as she treated herself to
carnal caresses, the image of Kirsten’s distress ruling her
fantasies as she masturbated.

Eventually the water stopped and time
continued to dawdle past as the Mistress dressed herself once more.
When she emerged, Kirsten almost forgot her woes as she beheld a
salacious new outfit on her owner, all resentment and hatred of her
Mistress evaporating on a sudden heated and dissolute lust.

The woman strode from the curling swirls of
steam as the door slithered shut behind her. She sauntered on
patent court shoes, striding effortlessly on the skyscraper heels.
Her long luscious legs were clad in seamed stockings and her body
was ensnared within the shimmering folds of a vinyl basque. The hem
of the sultry lingerie bore two buckles that grabbed the front of a
triangular patent thong, the fabric slipping between her legs and
rising as a delicate string between her pert cheeks before
connecting to the back of the basque with another buckle. Gloss
opera gloves poured up her arms and her expression was given
authority by a peaked military cap that was a vinyl version of her
more conventional millinery.

Dropping the malevolent control box on the
bed she began walking around the hanging form, letting her smoothed
digits run upon the hot black frame of her suffering possession,
her own breath deep and pounding with libidinous appetite.

Lounging out on the bed she solicitously
observed Kirsten’s rigors and let a hand wander down against the
thong. Massaging herself she panted and purred, finding erotic
delight in seeing Kirsten’s misery.

Kirsten was in complete purgatory for not
only was she being horribly tortured but the sight of her owner,
spread upon the bed, tantalizing and gorgeous, pleasuring herself
with open abandon was making her burn with prurient need.

“Oh slave, you look so delightful all trussed
up like that. That contorted expression on your face is a vision of
pulchritude. Maybe I should leave you like it,” she moaned, arching
her back against the bed, the basque turning into a smooth
stretched black mirror against her curved chest as she pleasured
herself before Kirsten’s helpless and flooded eyes.

Kirsten whimpered and cavorted with fear at
the very notion. The response of her slave only excited the officer
all the more, so much so that she continued to issue her threats to
increase the appalled reaction.

“Yes, that’s it! I’ll leave you like a
Christmas decoration at the bottom of my bed. Every night you can
watch me perform like this. Watch me extract the pleasures you are
denied. You can watch me but can never touch me. Won’t that be
fun?” she hissed, increasing the speed of her masturbation, her
eyes half closed as she savored Kirsten’s dejected song of
despair.

Kirsten’s eyes were snared to the image on
the bed as the officer’s stockinged legs slid against each other.
Her body rippled and flexed against the vinyl, her physique
coursing with self-induced rapture.

“Do you want to pleasure me, slave?” she
asked, slowing her rhythm lest she prematurely slip into
climax.

She clearly had other plans and did not want
to soothe her thundering libido, just fan the sensual coals to new
levels of heat so she might enjoy her play even more.

“Oh yes, Mistress! More than anything!”
Kirsten exclaimed, beads of sweat winding down from her brow as the
stress of maintaining a silent and unmoving state weighed heavily
on her dwindling reserves of fortitude.

“First, I want you to just look and think on
what it will be like when I finally let you down and permit you
this honor,” the dominatrix said, spreading herself upon the bed,
her splayed legs offering a view of the underwear and her succulent
thighs.

Kirsten wriggled in her bonds, staring at the
sight, dreaming of being brought over and allowed to nuzzle between
the powerful legs of her owner.

After long minutes of agonized fantasy the
Mistress arose from the bed and stepped beside Kirsten, the sedate
creak of the vinyl upon her and the rustle of stockings brushing
against one another like a vaulted angelic chorus to Kirsten’s
trained ears.

“I think you’re ready, don’t you, slave?”
offered the Mistress, letting her fingers drift into the cleft of
Kirsten’s crotch. With delicate skill she began to massage the
smooth rubber-like fabric.

Kirsten issued a wanton groan and shuddered,
the strength of her pain easing as it was tainted with delight. The
woman continued to manipulate her, the slow rhythmic stroking
bringing intense waves of bliss to soothe the tormented captive.
Dozens of tiny fingers were lodged in her pores and pulled gently
from within as the skin was moved, creating a sensation like
nothing she had encountered before.

“Yes, Mistress. Oh, yes I do, Mistress,” she
panted, reveling in the touch of her owner.

It was a sly and traitorous rhapsody, for the
pleasure was mixing with the pain, creating the cocktail Kirsten
was becoming so hopelessly addicted to. It was yet another slice of
training in the endless regime of her complete subjugation.

Staring wildly at the Mistress, absorbing the
detailed curves and arenas of burnished vinyl, Kirsten drank in the
subtle scent of the woman and temporarily rejoiced in her stringent
bondage.

The Mistress brought her closer and closer to
climax, working idly, untroubled by haste, letting Kirsten taste
deeply from the depraved source she was being offered by such
teasing.

The climax that started to well was powerful
and succulent, a release she yearned to acquire more than ever. But
the Mistress had other plans. As Kirsten started to gasp and tense,
every fiber taut as she braced for the cataclysm, the officer
stopped and stepped back.

“Not yet, slave,” she crooned, grinning
broadly as Kirsten shimmied and whimpered, feeling her peak of
ecstasy dribble away and sink behind the stern barricade of her
suffering.

The buckles to the fetters were drawn open
and her feet slapped to the ground. Instantly she forced herself
up, taking the monstrous strain off of her breasts. Tottering on
the balls of her feet she felt the hooks being extracted from her
uniform and then the clasps came free of the strangled bands on her
breasts. Immediately Kirsten began to sag, her legs wilting beneath
her, too beset by physical tragedy to offer any support.

“Not yet, slave. Up we come,” corrected the
Mistress, hooking a gloss-covered finger through one of the rings
to draw her towards the bed, declining to remove the steel fittings
that controlled her arms and pained her assets.

The officer once more reclined into the
luxurious sheets and propped herself up against the headboard. Her
fingers operated the twin buckles and the underwear portion of her
attire was dropped to expose her shaven sex.

“Come on then, slave. Don’t keep me waiting
all day,” she beamed, catching the look of utter astonishment and
expectation on Kirsten’s face, the denial of orgasm having piqued
an already virulent libido.

Clambering unsteadily onto the mattress,
Kirsten formed into a ball and lowered her mouth gently to the warm
inviting lips, allowing her maw to brush the damp orifice before
she let her tongue sneak forth and pour into the succulent tracts.
The Mistress gave a long drawn moan and lowered herself back into
the bed, her arms reaching out to sink her fingers into the
covers.

“Oh that’s it, slave,” she commented,
respiring softly, her hands occasionally coming around to wander
against her body, escalating her rapture by etching swirls upon her
nipples or in just tracing her plastic-encased form.

Kirsten was in heaven as her vision was
filled with the body of her owner while she methodically and
carefully lashed the woman’s clit with a diligent tongue. Drinking
in the taste and sight of her oppressor, the pain in her breasts
and twisted arms was a wonderful aphrodisiac, making her efforts
all the more dedicated as they reminded her of her position,
informing her without fail that she was utterly possessed by this
woman.

Stocking-encased thighs closed in and gripped
the sides of her head, squeezing in bursts as she drowned in the
act of cunnilingus upon the woman she worshipped so zealously.

“Wait!” the officer snapped, drawing herself
from under Kirsten’s oral attentions.

Kirsten’s heart seemed to drop in her chest
as she thought their brief liaison was over, an affair that had
begun when this woman posed as an innocent prostitute and seduced
her so effectively that she would never ever even contemplate
leaving her service.

Her fears were allayed when the Mistress
rolled over and lifted herself up, presenting her rear. Acting one
handed she released the buckle at the back and tossed the thong
aside, her upper body laid into the mattress, her thighs elevating
her hindquarters for Kirsten’s delectation.

“Go ahead, slave. Worship me in full,” she
purred, her silken voice a debauched siren’s song that Kirsten
could not hope to defy.

Shuffling forward she nestled between the
pert buttocks and laid her lips to the bared orifice. Pressing her
tongue to the deliberately clenched opening she pushed her way in,
using her tongue in imitation of a pliant phallus, driving into her
owner’s anus, feasting on the humble act.

“Mmmm, that’s a good slave. Keep it up,” she
groaned, holding her own breasts and rubbing them, the vinyl
squeaking softly to itself as glove and basque cup clung to each
other.

Kirsten’s tongue became a frenzied serpent,
thrashing against the tight portal into her Mistress’ body. Feeling
gloriously degraded by this deed she continued to devour the
Mistress’ anus with glee.

The dominatrix lifted herself up and reached
behind her, grabbing Kirsten’s head and pulling it more forcefully
into the valley of her rear, smothering her within it. Unable to
breathe, Kirsten’s efforts became more energetic, the suffocation
spicing her attentions. Periodically the officer allowed her a
brief gasp of air and then muffled Kirsten within her rear once
more, prolonging the deed.

Kirsten’s loins were burning with ravenous
thirst. She could feel the moisture of her raging libido against
the second skin of the suit, the organic hide unable to drink up
the excess as quickly as she was producing it.

Once more the officer extracted herself from
her pet’s toil and turned around. Towering over her quaking
possession as she knelt upright on the bed and held Kirsten’s face
in her gloved hands, their eyes met and fixed to one another for a
moment. Kirsten marveled at the power and authority dripping from
her owner’s stare while Jessica savored the look of complete
submissive devotion and lingering discomfort ruling the countenance
of her slave.

With a flipping haul she threw Kirsten onto
her back and swiftly straddled her face, locking her shins to
Kirsten’s sides, her slave staring up across her owner’s body and
into the stern expression of the tyrant.

“Keep going, slave,” she warned, grabbing the
control box and holding it so that Kirsten could see a poised
finger upon the activation tab.

Kirsten launched her tongue into activity,
hoping to placate her owner and avoid a taste of the implants. The
image of the officer riding her face was a glorious treat as
Kirsten’s body was controlled beneath the radiant frame of the
woman. Her arms were already beginning to ache from being pressed
beneath her torso but the threat of the implants kept her locked to
her task.

The flavor of the officer’s sex was flooding
Kirsten’s senses, the scent of both her and the vinyl seeping
through her nostrils as she snorted against the smooth skin of the
dominatrix. A slight shuffle forward ended this access, depriving
her and making her jerk and wriggle beneath the woman as she fought
for breath. The Mistress merely delighted in seeing Kirsten suffer
for a short time and then moved back, letting her gulp down new
lungfuls through the restricted vents of her nose.

Kirsten’s face burned from deprivation, her
tongue ached, her breasts and arms were wriggling with pains from
what the Mistress had done to them, but still she could not help
but find a deep sinister relish in her lot.

A hand flashed backwards as the officer
arched upwards with her spiraling ecstasy. The smarting backhand
slap skimmed Kirsten’s breasts, causing them to erupt with mayhem.
Kirsten cried out into the muffling loins, humming against them to
vibrate the officer’s tracts and increase her owner’s
gratification.

The dominatrix moved forward and swallowed up
Kirsten’s nose within her sex, riding her clit upon the ridge and
stealing all hope of Kirsten gaining air. The deed was repeated
again, her spanking hand punishing Kirsten’s squeezed flesh, the
constriction having made them many times more sensitive. Each howl
caused valuable air to slip the gauntlet posed by the woman’s
suffocating hindquarters, bringing blackout closer in leaping
bounds. Kirsten’s inability to service her owner was replaced as
her face was ridden and the officer reaped her pleasure in the
infliction of pain and distress and the steady gyration of her
crotch onto the features of her bound possession.

“Back to work, slave,” she mused, moving back
a little so that Kirsten could snort and try and recover her
respiration. With spots flashing on her eyes, her arms struggling
against the body that kept them pressed into the sheets, she
grimaced and mewled as fierce pinches clamped to her nipples, the
brutality the officer applied countering all the absorbency of her
living uniform.

“I told you to do something, slave. Get to it
or you’ll make me angry!” she warned.

Kirsten’s tongue broke into frenetic effort,
melting the atrabilious expression on her owner’s face and turning
it into a slack smirk of joy.

“Thaaaat’s better,” she sibilated, turning
her holds on Kirsten’s teats, vastly increasing their distress.
“Such a dedicated and helpful slave. So eager to please and so
attentive to details.”

The stockinged thighs pressed more tightly
against Kirsten’s head, holding her in place as the woman swayed
and rippled with pleasure. Pulling at her captured morsels the
officer chuckled with happiness as she heard Kirsten’s muted croaks
of pain prior to releasing the punished points.

“Oh, I’m almost there, slave. Just a little
longer. Keep that tongue working,” she groaned and Kirsten was
chagrin to see the control box in her owner’s hand, her thumb
scratching at the translucent tab that would rend her body with the
most atrocious distress.

“Yes! Oh yes! Slave! That’s it!” She croaked
as Kirsten poured the flat of her tongue against the turgid clit of
her tyrant, hoping to distract her from her obviously intended
session of amercement.

A soft click from the button send an obedient
disturbance through her nervous system as the electrodes fed on her
innate bioelectricity and misused it to punish her.

Kirsten flew to a tensed pose, almost lifting
the woman from the bed as her soul-torn howl echoed within the
officer’s belly, her body alive with wriggling dissecting talons of
agony.

Spitting flickers of energy curled around the
studs, kissing the air with brief voltage laps as their full might
coursed through Kirsten, shredding her senses with their unbearable
issue.

The momentary touch ended and Kirsten sagged
beneath her owner, her senses swaying to and fro from the effects
of stark abuse, the bed seeming to tilt and rock as though she were
on a ship abandoned in stormy seas.

“No time for rest, slave! Unless you want
another dose you had better get going!” Growled the woman, intent
on achieving orgasm and accepting no failure from her property.

Dedicating herself to her task, Kirsten
fought to finish the woman before the implants were used again and
delayed her further, prolonging the ordeal.

The extra effort paid off and even though her
tongue throbbed from over use and strain, the woman dropped the box
and held to Kirsten’s face, smothering her within her flesh as she
cried out onto the air, flailing within a storm of
satisfaction.

Kirsten kept her rate steady, fulfilling her
owner’s wishes until she could withstand no more and was compelled
to flop aside onto the bed. Cuddling her own body she gave reign to
the odd nervous twitch, her body recovering from the intensity of
her own private ordeal of elation.

Kirsten closed her eyes and let herself
breathe freely though her mouth, tasting untroubled air, the smell
and tang of her owner still strong across her palette.

She didn’t even hear the rustle of fabric as
her owner shifted over. When she opened her eyes she beheld the
calmed visage of the Mistress hovering above her and then closing
in for what Kirsten prayed was a kiss.

Their lips met and the tongue of the officer
slipped forth to brush against Kirsten’s pursed lips. Instantly she
complied, unable to believe that this was actually happening. With
gusto she reciprocated, letting herself exchange a long and deep
exchange with her oppressor.

All harshness had vanished. They were kissing
like lovers, their slow easy rate and casual attitude having left
their roles behind for now.

The hands of her owner one more touched her
breasts, only now the caress was delicate and forgiving. The gentle
rubbing of her nipples made them stand out against the living
fabric and countered the pounding havoc from the breast bands.
Cupping them on occasion she also let her exploration encompass the
rest of Kirsten’s body, following her curves, relishing in the feel
of another woman that she could attend without any defiance.

Kirsten wallowed in the ecstasy of being her
Mistress’ carnal plaything, in being treated with such calm
serenity. She still hungered for the more savage ministrations of
her owner, but this moment of tenderness between them was an utter
delight.

Kisses wandered down her neck, flowing onto
the living material as the woman spoke with soft tones.

“Such a beautiful pet,” she murmured, her
arms entwining about Kirsten as she hugged her tightly, embracing
her as kisses continued to adorn her bound body.

“I love you, Mistress,” Kirsten uttered, half
under her breath. The words were meant as a private thought but
they slipped free in the haze of her intoxicated stupor.

“And I love my sweet little pet,” she softly
answered, keeping her feelings within the realm of their roles and
tightening her cuddle by way of silently affirming their
authenticity.

It was a tremendous source of relief to know
that even though her owner would train and abuse and torture her
without pity or relent that there was a deep affection for her,
maybe even true love. It felt wonderful to be owned, but it felt
even more delightful to know that she was adored.

The migrating passage of her owner’s lips
started to descend further, wandering down Kirsten’s torso until
they drew upon her belly. The Mistress maneuvered herself between
Kirsten’s legs, holding them apart with grips to her thighs.

Nibbling bites to the fabric started to gnaw
and chew at it, the Mistress tunneling through the material that
had attached itself to her pores. With ease she penetrated the
region over her sex and forged an access point whereupon she began
to service Kirsten with obvious enthusiasm, her tongue lancing into
her possession and causing the slave to jolt and croak with utmost
relish.

“Oh Mistress! Thank you! Thank you so much!”
she announced with jubilation as she was held down and subjected to
sterling cunnilingus.

The Mistress made no response and merely
continued her work, occasionally pulling at the imbedded anal root
to have Kirsten squawk and struggle, torn between discomfort and
ecstasy. The manipulation of the anal insert brought her towards
release with new haste and as she loitered on the verge, gasping,
her mind boiling, the Mistress flitted the tip of her eager organ
to Kirsten’s clit to finish the exquisite job.

Kirsten screamed onto the air, howling more
virulently than she had ever done under the torturing hand. The
ongoing attention took her further into the regions of nirvana,
rending her with bliss.

Kirsten tried to beg her to stop, that it was
too much, that she couldn’t take anymore, but she was to
debilitated by the deed to even mouth a syllable. All she was
capable of doing was bucking and hollering.

The Mistress shifted back and wiped the
moisture from her grinning lips as Kirsten went slack, quivering in
spontaneous and brief paroxysms, her senses phased and reeling from
the keen effects of the experience.

“Did my slave enjoy that?” she asked.

“Oh God yes Mistress,” Kirsten whimpered.

“You like being my slave?”

“More than anything Mistress. I love you.
Torture me, abuse me, do anything you want to me, I’ll always
worship you, Mistress,” she stammered, offering any excuse to
justify her obsession with the dominatrix responsible for stealing
her humanity.

“You know that you are scheduled for some
training now, don’t you, slave?” she asked gently.

“If that is what you want for me, I’ll
willingly endure it, Mistress,” Kirsten replied without pause for
thought.

“Good, slave. Just for that you get an extra
treat,” she announced, running her digits along Kirsten’s thighs
and then ferreting under the bed.

The strap on dildo from their first encounter
emerged into view, the ribbed jelly length set on its harness of
leather. It was a piece of memorabilia from a long forgotten
life.

“You recall this, slave?”

“Oh yes, Mistress. It’s the one you took me
with on that first night,” she grinned, anxious to feel it pound
into her once more.

“Time for a reunion. A blast from the past,
slave,” mused the Mistress as she started to fasten herself into
the straps, the length bobbing and waggling with her motions,
hypnotizing Kirsten with its dance.

Grabbing Kirsten’s shoulders, the officer
pinned her down and rubbed the pliant head of the toy against her
dripping womb, slowly teasing her as she glared down at her
suppressed servile.

A single pelvic jolt cast the entire length
into Kirsten, her tender loins bouncing upon the backs of the
ridges and troughs, wringing another strangled cry of overwhelming
sensation from her parched throat. The Mistress ducked in and
swallowed up the cry with a kiss, locking her mouth to Kirsten’s
and devouring her response.

Riding the device into her possession, the
woman continued their exchange, flitting tongue against tongue and
lip, kissing her neck, suckling at her ears as the gentle glide of
the harness served to pleasure her as well.

The thrusting shaft once more brought Kirsten
to orgasm, stealing her strength and leaving her slack on the bed,
her eyelids fluttering half closed as the warm afterglow of relief
trickled through her physique.

The withdrawal of the dildo brought a tensed
flash of response and then she eased back down into a somnolent
state, half asleep, half awake, filled with lucid fantasies of what
other acts would be inflicted on her by the dominatrix.

After an uncertain period she felt herself
being flipped over and her restraints removed, her arms and breasts
churning with residual havoc as circulation was restored. Grinding
her teeth she gave soft huffs of stamina as pins and needles struck
her along with cramping storms, the arrival of freedom almost as
heinous as the worst moments of captivity.

“Time to go, slave. You have an appointment,
remember?” said the Mistress, moving off of the bed and revealing
that in the period of Kirsten’s apathy she had restored her
previous latex apparel.

“Yes, Mistress,” answered Kirsten, sliding
from the bed and nuzzling at her boots, kissing the toes with
genuine reverence as the Mistress smiled with satisfaction and
applied the leash again.

“But first I want to mark you more as my own.
Would you like that?” she asked.

“Yes, Mistress,” nodded Kirsten and from
another cabinet the Mistress removed a piercing gun. The device
held a thick steel ring, keeping it open to reveal a barbed arrow
that would stamp into a slot in the opposite surface, irretrievably
locking the circle to whatever portion of flesh was placed in the
shadow of its lone fang.

“Present your nipples to me, slave. Get them
up and ready for some embellishments,” ordered the Mistress,
checking over the mechanism of the device.

Somewhat frightened, Kirsten obeyed and
started to tease the peaks of her breasts, engorging the nuggets
with soft caresses as she stared at the elegant latex form of her
owner to reassure herself that she had to obey.

“That’ll do. Now hold one of your breasts out
for me, slave,” she demanded, making Kirsten willingly subject
herself to the act of piercing.

Closing her perpetually gloved hands to the
smothered flesh she lifted it up so that the nipple stood distinct
against the grafted second skin.

The Mistress slipped the ring into place and
held it for a moment as Kirsten fought to subdue her trembling lest
the Mistress miss.

A squeeze to the trigger brought a precise
flurry of movement and the arrow point was fired through her breast
and locked into place in a split second. Kirsten yowled and dropped
to her knees, clutching the fiery peak that was her nipple. The
anguish in her breast demanded that she tear out the source
responsible for it, but she knew that would only bring far more
grievous levels of suffering.

Comforting the pulsating morsel she wept and
shuddered, trying to recover from the experience as the Mistress
stood impassively over her and reloaded the machine for the encore
performance.

“What do we say, slave?” she asked
impassively.

“Thank you, Mistress,” Kirsten whined.

“Up we get then, slave,” she stated with
gravity, bringing Kirsten to activity and back onto her feet.

Shivering with dismay she lifted up her other
breast, her eyes fixed to the silver hoop that bored through the
black skin and transfixed her aching teat. Focusing her attention
elsewhere she tried to remain oblivious to the event.

A second snap filled her senses and the
baleful insertion was repeated in full, dropping her back to the
ground to cower and fight her way through the agonizing procedure
of recovery.

“There we are. All done, slave,” she
announced, and Kirsten again kissed the woman’s boots with humble
deference, holding her throbbing teats as she found herself
strangely aroused by the fact that she had again been modified by
her owner. He piercing had added another irretrievable stamp of
ownership to her very body.

“Thank you, Mistress,” she hoarsely
whispered.

“That’s quite all right, slave. Now up we
get, we have work to do,” she replied, setting aside the gun and
taking up the leash once more.

Taken from the room and back into the passage
of torture chambers, Kirsten was led across the grim corridor and
brought to a plain door that slid aside at the Mistress’ presence,
revealing a familiar scene - that of a young girl in agonizing
restraint.


Chapter Fifteen

 


 


Outrageously punished by her imprisonment,
Maria remained trapped beneath the overhead arms, the metal limbs
tearing at her with their virulent clamps and no matter what she
did to try and ease her suffering, the dragging nip continued to
fill her most sensitive regions with vivid pangs. She wanted to use
her powers to open the jaws and it would be simple to do so, but
the programming had already worked its power on her, and even
though she focused her mind to the task, nothing happened.

The sight of the Mistress had her heart
leaping with joy at the prospect of freedom and as she studied the
elegant form of the sultry female she noticed the other Hound at
her ankles.

The creature that had saved her from the
house was keeping itself in a crouch, the demeanor of this beast
tardy as though all resistance had been expelled along with her
strength.

The Hound stopped beside her, regarding her
with vigor, disdain, and anger that Maria could not fathom the
source nor intensity of. They were mutants held together in
captivity so surely they would have a kinship in this darkest of
hours rather than such blatant animosity?

Gloved hands set free the clamps and the
woman savored her scowling cry as the terrible internal wells of
mayhem leapt merrily into the compressed skin.

With the clamps removed and the resulting
convulsive fits of suffering fading, the bonds were unfastened and
set aside, allowing Maria to slide her frail form from the slab and
slip onto her knees.

“You may worship me with your tongues,
slaves. Lavish thanks on me for training you,” aired the woman with
a bold and aloof attitude that accepted no dissension.

The trained Hound dropped forward and began
to slaver upon the officer’s boots, lapping with some manner of
dark delectation, her love of the task displayed by her shuddering
limbs, clenched hands, and brisk attention.

Unwilling to inspire retribution and with a
faint longing to mimic such homage, Maria dipped forward and
commenced her own coverage, lapping at the smooth panes and working
her way up as her fellow prisoner closed her eyes and savored the
supplication to the latex-coated limbs of the Mistress.

Together they huddled at her feet, putting
their cheeks to the boots with affection, their recent desertion
and discipline having strengthened their attachment to her.

Maria noticed the silver hoops set in the
other Hounds breasts, embellishments she had not seen before
because she was sure she would have recalled them. When the body
jewelry caught her eye it made her stomach flutter with the
possibility that such additions would be made to her own young
form. They were fetching and frightening at the same time, dividing
her confused psyche into two rival camps about how to regard
them.

“That’s enough, slaves,” the officer stated,
moving from their attentions and to the walls, leaving their
tongues saturated with the odd spicy tang of the material as they
remained in meticulous attentive crouches, ready to serve their
ruler.

“Time for something new, slaves. I trust you
will enjoy it as much as I will,” reputed the Mistress, producing
two chain link leashes, which she attached to the pair, one to
Kirsten’s collar and the other as a choke chain around Maria.

Slipping both hoops of leather into her fist
she tightened her hold and drew them out of the chamber and down
the corridor to a box room. The new arena of discipline was
illuminated by the flickering azure candescence of a plasma sphere
in each corner. Such devices gave the humbled guests the accurate
assumption that it was a hall devoted to the electrical arts.

The chaotically lit room bore walls that were
lined on one side with a row of close-fitting almost coffin-like
alcoves that were two feet deep. In the back of these rectangular
recesses were small raised panels of a foot square. From these
waist height plinths jutted tight and orderly ranks of outward
facing silver spines. Clearly wickedly sharp, the tiny fangs seemed
to shift with glee as the play of the plasmic light flickered upon
them.

From the wall directly over each section
erupted an array of wires that dangled toothed and non-insulated
clips around the arsenal of spikes.

Heavy restraints lay around the raised
square, each of the leather cuffs hanging from short chains that
bored into close apertures in the wall.

A segmented rubber hose poured from the
interior ceiling above each site, culminating in a long flexible
shaft of smooth black with several holes peppering the end. All was
quiet save for a soft hum that filled the recesses of the chill
ozone-scented air.

The Mistress drew Kirsten to a vacant spot
and ushered her into the alcove. With her rear suspiciously facing
the spines, Kirsten simply marveled at the image of the woman as
she began to apply the shackles, the rippling blue light making her
latex skin seem to shiver.

Leather bands were tightened about her upper
thighs and knees while another encircled her waist, all of them
spilling heavy lines of chain into holes in the wall, proving that
they were adjustable by hidden winches. A set of cuffs connected
her wrists together directly before her stomach. The addition of
another set above her elbows pressed her wrists to her skin as a
chain joined the two and hauled the joints painfully together at
her back. The efforts of a secluded and powerful ratchet device
bringing her arms to a thrumming tension that deprived them of any
movement. Her fingers wriggled futilely and pawed at her smooth
second skin.

Kirsten anxiously watched the alluring form
of her owner work, the woman taking the clamps and locking their
fierce jaws to generous pinches of her skin. The small fangs on the
clips sank through her protective membrane and pressed ferociously
to her true skin, ensuring easy conductivity.

Kirsten whimpered and ground her teeth in
endurance as the awful clamps gobbled up more and more of her
anatomy. Sizable morsels were snatched at her hips in an area just
out of range of her hampered fingers. Others were acquired at her
buttocks, the backs of her thighs and then onto her inner thighs.
These additions made her skip from foot to foot as she snorted and
tried to keep calm.

She almost failed to notice two more being
attached to her nipple rings, the slight elevation in weight being
insufficient to eclipse the keen effects of those harassing her
inner thighs.

“One more, slave,” purred the Mistress as she
remained on one knee directly before Kirsten. A final clip sparkled
in the light as her other hand started to trace a route into the
slit at her crotch. The living material had not regenerated and
covered her most vulnerable location and Kirsten’s jaw dropped open
in horror as to what was coming.

Her aghast expression dissolved a little into
a gasp of rhapsody as the Mistress drew her digit up through her
vulva and started to gently pet her clitoris. She knew it was being
prepared for capture and that it would be a hellish event so she
stole every second of such pleasure, savoring it in full. The clamp
drifted in as Kirsten’s head lolled back and her body tensed in
anticipation.

A gurgling meek scream rolled from her throat
as the baleful steel maw ground its carnivorous teeth into her
clit. Shuddering and jerking against her bonds, tears welled in her
eyes and her fingers clawed to try and reach the horrid implement
but the mere inches she needed were insurmountable. Panting in
hearty breaths she could not close her thighs without turning the
clamps already placed there, their springed hold stern enough that
she had not hope of sloughing them off without taking away a chunk
of skin.

“Slave,” stated the Mistress, snagging
Kirsten’s attention as it remained devoted to handling the influx
of pain from her crotch.

Opening water-filled eyes she found the
Mistress presenting a finger to her lips, commanding her to remove
the slight sheen of moisture she had deposited. At the start of her
capture she might have decided to bite it off but now, fueled by
her masochistic humility, she merely engulfed the black shell and
coiled her tongue around it, cleaning the extremity with the erotic
diligence of fellatio.

“Good slave,” smiled the Mistress and traced
the back of her hand down Kirsten’s perspiring cheek before
removing her presence from the shallow cell.

Maria was then grabbed and escorted into the
neighboring alcove and her own restraint commenced, her bonds being
decorated with padlocks of greater size and intricacy to Kirsten’s.
It was worse for the girl because not only did she lack Kirsten’s
fully flowering masochistic craving, but also she was inexperienced
and lacked the modest protection of the organic catsuit that a
graduated Hound earned for itself. Consequently, each clip made her
cry out and sob as her chains rattled with her desperate fight to
break free.

“No! No more! Pleeeease, Mistress!” she
wailed after gaining clamps at her hips and buttocks.

The relentless officer did not even bother
responding and continued uninterrupted, focusing the next pair at
the fronts of her thighs.

“Oh no! Not…n-nnyaaaagh!” she said, the
petition becoming a squeal as she jumped up and down, firing
herself against her restraints and accidentally banging her crown
severely against the ceiling. Sagging aside, slightly dazed by the
shocking connection Marie was left ignorant and vulnerable. The
Mistress applied the next pair to the girl’s inner thighs without
trouble.

Maria exploded from her daze with a holler of
anguish, her body breaking into fits as she tried to free herself
of the marauding devices. But brushing her legs together only make
the clamps rend the chosen locale with their teeth, her unshielded
skin exploding with additional distress.

“Please, they’re killing me! I…I can’t handle
this! It’s too much! Please show pity!” she wailed, ready to say or
do anything in order to be free of such duress.

“Dear me, slave. Not only did you speak
without permission, but you forgot my title. I was going to spare
you this because of your novice status, but perhaps you need it
after all,” the Mistress replied, taking up the final device.

“What do y—” Maria started to mewl and was
caught unawares when the Mistress snapped the clamp to her sex,
applying it to excruciatingly lock her sex shut rather than treat
her to the same agony as was being heaped on Kirsten. Despite the
shred of mercy, the effects were far more energetic and Maria
became a convulsing maenad of motion, her body ricocheting from
wall to wall as she squirmed and writhed, screeching and sobbing,
half words and vague syllables spilling from her lips. The air
whirled with wild eddies as her unfocused psionic powers lashed
out, the influence given preternatural vitality by her sorrow.

“Now, on we go,” commented the Mistress,
pressing a button near to the edge of the sunken troughs, a means
of activation well beyond the occupants reach as the mechanism of
the upright sarcophagi broke into spurious and single minded
life.

Instantly the chains began to drag in their
links, pulling with irresistible force. Both of the slaves wriggled
and bucked against the effects, the banks of spines starting to
draw frightfully close. Maria cried out as her naked cheeks started
to brush ever more brutally to the nails and was soon joined by
Kirsten as her living second skin failed to absorb the full might
of the spires.

Together their rears were pulled into the
spines until both feared that the shards would penetrate their
skin. Wriggling and shaking, straining against their bondage they
wept and stared drearily at their tormentor, hoping for a reprieve
that they knew would not come.

With an inquisitive smile the Mistress
applied gags that hung on an interior hook within the chambers.
First she buckled a leather plexus about Maria’s head and tightened
the bonds until the faceplate was pressed firmly to her lips. Two
deflated sacs of dense rubber were held within her maw, each of
them set aside a rigid tube that pushed to the back of her throat
to make her retch and quake. Around this tube was another metal
ring that was fastened in place to dig just outside her lips but
which otherwise bore no discernible purpose.

Moving to her next possession the Mistress
lifted Kirsten’s chin with her finger to present her slave’s lips
for a tender kiss.

Kirsten answered the foreplay with passionate
enthusiasm and when her Mistress slowly retreated and replaced her
tongue and lips with the inner contrivances of the gag, she did not
resist. The belts were fastened tightly to her head and the
dominatrix moved back to Maria after giving the girl these few
moments to accustom to the initial and paltry influence of the gag
before its work was massively stepped up in intensity.

An inflator bulb was added to each of Maria’s
nozzles and used to swell the intruders, filling her mouth with
welling balloons that expanded around the pipe and crushed her
tongue into the base of her maw. The Mistress continued to squeeze
the inflator bulbs in her fists, making the balloons grow ever
larger to strain Maria’s parted jaws against the network of buckled
straps and cause her cheeks to billow out until she felt sure they
were about to burst. As her eyes bulged with anguish and she howled
down the mouth tube, the Mistress added a few final pumps to bring
her cheeks to a heinous distention and removed the bulbs.

An overlarge dustcap was then applied to the
tip of each nozzle and the locks of her telekinetically
tamper-proof gag were sealed so she could not free herself.

The nozzle of Kirsten’s gag took its turn to
accept the inflators and a rapid volley of pumps caused them to
bloom and similarly seal off her words and fill her face with
stretched agony. Stepping back, the Mistress watched her slaves,
touching the control buttons again to have the winches completely
release their stash of chain and grant them slack to escape the
nails but not to emerge from their alcoves.

Maria could not understand what the nature of
this torment was but she knew she wanted to get off the nails that
were sinking into her bruised cheeks. As she lifted forward a blast
of voltage made her jerk and force her buttocks back to the slim
daggers, her overcompensation escalating their effects
considerably. With an instinctive spry jolt she thrust her
hindquarters forward against the limits of the chains and again
gained a vindictive voltage reply. As her howl fought the gag, the
shock began to increase in power, demanding with ever more
irresistible force that she returned to the bed of spines. It was
an order she quickly obeyed, whereupon the shock ended.

The cruelty of their punishment was instantly
revealed. Should they relieve the keen havoc harassing their rears
then they would be given a severe electrical reprimand until they
again surrendered to it.

The Mistress laughed aloud when she saw the
full extent of their plight, listening to her pets as they
whimpered against their gags, their bodies shuddering in endurance
and misery.

“I’ll leave you for a while to better
aquatint yourselves with the full effects of your new punishment.
If you’re good in the future, maybe you can avoid such lessons. If
you don’t surrender utterly to my rule, I can assure that far worse
fates await you here,” she announced. “And while I’m gone you’ll be
fed and tended so we can keep you fit and build up your muscles,”
she decreed, grabbing the hose that hung beside Maria.

Clamping a hand across Maria’s bloated cheeks
the Mistress used her handhold to force the smooth slightly
flexible rod down the gag tube and into the girl’s gullet. Maria
jerked, spluttering and retching as it crossed the back of her
throat and started to slide down her esophagus and into her
stomach, stopping up her breath and forcing her to wheeze through
her nostrils.

The awful sensation of internal defilement by
the pipe had her weeping and crying out, her protests vanishing as
she was ruthlessly penetrated. When the belt reached her gag plate,
the buckled strap was tightened about her head and armed with a
secondary lock to render it immune to her influence.

With the food tube in place a slender winding
key was slipped into the leather surface of the plate and the
Mistress began to turn it with a malicious smirk. Maria’s mouth was
forcibly closed to the gagging food tube when the ratcheted steel
band against her lips started to close, digging into her lips and
gathering them in to forge an airtight seal. Pinched by the stern
hoop they were clamped to the tube to deny any opportunity of
regurgitation. Maria mewled and sobbed as the Mistress continued to
tighten the ring, crushing her puffed out and gag-smothered lips to
the device sheathed in her belly.

“Now for my dear little pet,” she stated,
taking Kirsten’s pipe and leaning in.

With a startled choke Kirsten allowed the
slick length to spill down into her, filling her from within to
completely control ingestion. The same internal metal hoop was then
used to crush her lips into submission, forcing her to create a
painful hermetic seal so that she could not regurgitate around the
feeder hose and expel whatever substance the Mistress chose to
insert.

“There, all done. I shall see you both later,
slaves,” she commented lightly as she wandered from the room with a
broad smile decorating her face.

Undergoing the torment was extremely
strenuous and despite their best efforts the slaves had to
occasionally succumb to a brief break from the spines, even though
the shock was far more terrible than the nails.

Giddiness held reign in their bellies and
minds as they fought to remain upright and pressed to the spines,
their hands restricted to their abdomen by the chains, their arms
twisted and aching, the clamps burning as they held to their skin.
But as fatigue set in they began to doze off, slipping down from
their allotted position to be awoken with searing voltage. As time
wore onwards, sleep deprivation made the lesson all the worse and
they ached to simply rest, to free themselves from the pain in
their rears and the scathing wires that frazzled their nerve
endings. Yet until the Mistress deemed it time, they were damned to
this scandalous misuse.

Maria soon learned that she was doubly
damned. Her mutant power was warded against by the additions the
Mistress had set to her restraints. When she tried to attack the
nozzles of the gag with her psionic power, the adulterated dustcaps
betrayed her attempt and the cables sent electrical anguish
flooding through her system for ten seconds of vicious hell.

Desperate, she ignored the lesson and fought
to move the buckles. The locks were shielded from her machinations
and informed on her to have the automated torture device scorch her
with another lesson in compliance.

After failing to learn from these horrendous
experiences she turned her attention to the clamps, but the
strength of the sprung jaws was too much for her to defeat and all
she could do was lessen their influence a little. Her infant powers
could only handle one at a time and most of it was concentrated
solely to the genital clamp that brought her the most suffering. It
was a futile relief because each time she loosened it a little
anguished circulation swam back in, making the pain rise to new
peaks before it passed. Once her mind and concentration could not
hold on, the clamp closed again, repeating the effects.

Maria wished she had the stamina to just
endure the horrid thing but the distress it caused seduced her time
and time again, whereupon she cursed her lack of willpower and her
mutation. Her deviant genes had not only condemned her to this fate
but were helping make her ordeal far more bitter.

Once again the Mistress was training her
mind, refining her power via crisis situations, sharpening it to be
of more use once her training was complete and Maria was rendered
docile and compliant to the rule of the state
commissioned-dominatrix.

Unable to communicate in any way the two
captives remained helpless and suffering, separated by a few feet
that might as well have been miles. Lost in their nearly identical
trials they waited impatiently, the time dawdling slowly by,
extended by the pain that wracked every moment condemned to the
alcoves.

An infinity of hours wandered away as their
rears burned and their flesh was flash fried by electrical forks
from the painful clamps. Their jaws and billowing cheeks throbbed
from housing the oversized gags and their every fiber ached from
trying to retain an upright stance in order to placate the
unforgiving wrath of the generator.

Occasional shudders rippled the hoses and
their tracts as some unknown substance was forced into their
bellies, the feel of an alien presence growing in their gut
testifying that they were being fed and nurtured with regular doses
of engineered sustenance. Just as their minds were being
resculptered and refined to suit the needs of their owner, so to
were their bodies being readied for the same purpose.


Chapter Sixteen

 


 


Every minute spent in the clutches of the
erect coffins had become akin to a lifetime, the tedium and
distress scrambling any hope of keeping track of time. With their
bodily functions completely controlled there was no way to
distinguish whether hours, days or even weeks were passing.

When the doors parted once more and revealed
the Mistress they both leapt to full awareness, sloughing off their
delirium as the fervid hope of release ruled them. Their oppressor
had restored her stark military uniform, the authoritative aura of
the attire made all the malignant in the dim light thrown out by
the crackling plasma spheres.

“Another mission has arisen that requires
your talents, slave,” declared the Mistress, standing before
Kirsten and admiring her straits. “A mutant group attacked a convoy
bound for this base. They left no survivors and have no doubt
retreated back into the woods. You are to be dropped in to conduct
a more thorough ground level search.”

One by one the awful clamps were set lose to
send their secondary wave of pain into the tormented regions. Once
Kirsten had settled down after her spasming response to the
extractions the Mistress released her from the restraints and drew
the feeding tube from her insides.

Deflating the gag with a soft hiss of
escaping air, the Mistress unfastened it and set it aside, letting
Kirsten settle upon her knees as a token leash was applied to her
obedient pet.

“Come on, slave, we have to get you ready,”
announced the Mistress.

Keeping in a willing crouch Kirsten was
returned to the room where her armor awaited. Once more she was
fitted with the chitinous sections and the smothering hood with its
ever-watchful electronic spies and communication devices. The leash
was clipped to the wall and the Mistress stroked the smooth,
studded orb of Kirsten’s hood.

“I will be back shortly. Take this
opportunity to rest a little, my pet,” she said, and deserted
Kirsten to temporary loneliness.

No sooner had the door closed than Kirsten
curled into a fetal ball and was falling into a deep-contented
slumber, her body grateful to take the chance to just shut
down.


Chapter Seventeen

 


 


Maria’s fear that she would be left for hours
in this ordeal as the Mistress attended the hunt of more mutants
with her groomed pet rode over the knowledge that the band of
mutant renegades could well be her lost compatriots Her own selfish
wants and immediate concerns were destroying her attachment to
them, the resentment at their continued freedom while she
languished in this subterranean nightmare was growing steadily, fed
by the program of abuse and the realignment of her thoughts. They
had deserted her, so why shouldn’t she just accept her destiny and
willingly embrace the care and ownership of the Mistress.

The worry as to the duration of her current
trial was banished as the door opened and her tyrant closed in and
began to remove the trappings of the undeserved punishment.

Slumping onto her knees, she cowered before
the Mistress as the woman stepped before her, towering over the
quailing form.

“Get up, slave,” she snapped, bringing Maria
to activity but without the strength to obey. After a few ferocious
and floundering attempts she finally regained her feet and teetered
towards the dominatrix.

“Now follow me, slave. I have something to
keep you occupied while I am away.”

The steady stomp of boots carried the
Mistress away, causing Maria to mindlessly fall in behind and trail
the officer as she was escorted into the corridor and to a door
near the lift entrance.

The weighty portal shuffled aside with a
smooth gliding power and locked itself aside to expose a slim
corridor, the low ceiling forcing an entrant into stooping. Soft
lights were set in the walls to bathe the passage in a dull crimson
glow. The passage was not devoid of features, for other tunnels
branched off as it flowed onwards.

“This little maze is set with numerous
automated devices that will keep you active, slave,” she muttered
with dreadful intent. “Now this will seem like I am just torturing
you arbitrarily, slave, but it is for your own good.”

The woman lifted Maria’s chin with her gloved
hand and regarded the girls exhausted features.

“If I don’t prepare you and get you strong
quickly, others who do not care for you as I will could deem you
defective and have you taken to the Sanctuary camps. I don’t want
that to happen to you, so I may seem harsh and cruel, but
everything you are going through has a reason. Do you understand,
slave?” she said softly.

“Yes, Mistress,” answered Maria, offering a
small smile as she accepted that her punishment had rationale
behind it, her pain was to spare her fare worse.

Clapping a hand to the back of Maria’s neck,
she bent her over and shoved her in. “In we go, slave.”

As Maria’s naked body dropped onto the
interior floor she turned her gaze back as the doors started to
slide shut.

“If you make it through this training ground,
I will reward you when I get back, slave,” said the Mistress and
the portal slammed shut with a booming tone that echoed through the
low passages, leaving her trapped in the confined warren.

Shuffling around, her bare skin squeaking on
the metal plates, Maria examined the door. It was heavy and sealed
tight, amputating any lingering hope of freedom. She knew that she
faced a return to the camps if she did not live up to the KGP’s
expectation for her, and she desperately wanted to avoid that, but
she still feared the process that would be her salvation.

There was a click and a barely audible hiss
as a faint green haze began to seep from the walls before her. The
gas began to gather density and the sudden blazing sting as it
touched her throat and eyes made her shriek and retreat quickly
into the maze, the caustic touch bringing her to coughing fits.

Maria swiftly tried to distance herself from
the cloud, its mission fulfilled in having goaded her into moving
forth into the twisting passages rather than staying and resting as
she wished.

After outpacing the pungent cloud Maria
slowed to a wary pace, her eyes scanning for sign of danger as she
crept down the cramped passages, her heart pounding as she feared
what hazards were poised within hidden compartments.


Chapter Eighteen

 


 


With surprising gentleness the Mistress
brought Kirsten from her sleep with rocking motions and soothing
words before taking up the lead and bringing her back into her
servile crouch.

Fully prepared for the hunt and with a little
more energy thanks to her nap and mutant powers of swift
regeneration, Kirsten was escorted out of the deep complex and up
to a subterranean motor pool. Two heavily armed jeeps and a light
tank were placed around a small but densely armored truck-like
transport with a satellite dish and radar antenna atop its solid
back.

Saluting KGP opened the rear door and allowed
the pair entry after the major returned the military salute with
equal zeal.

Taken within, Kirsten found the interior
bedecked with communications and monitoring equipment, scanning
devices and an arsenal of tracking and surveillance tools, all
manned by a small team of KGP.

The lack of webbing and arms on these men and
women, plus their considerably more casual manner and token salute
all suggested that this was their specialty, an arena of military
service that kept them from the field and the physical demands of
active service.

Closing the door and locking it, the Mistress
clipped Kirsten’s leash to a ring in the wall and took an awaiting
seat. Fastening her safety belt, she removed her cap and ran her
fingers through her hair to lift it back into a carpet of spines
before donning a headset. Via one of the radio systems she informed
the convoy to get moving.

The engine shuddered into life and sent
vibrations throughout the chassis before it lurched forward and
began to ascend onto the streets without. The interior bore no
windows, depriving Kirsten of a view and leaving her to sit quietly
and await her release into the wilds. Dwelling on the joys of the
hunt she ignored the many sly and curious glances the surveillance
and tracking team cast her way. On occasion she pulled a little at
her leash, reminding herself that it was there as she clenched her
rear to the root, savoring her captivity.


Chapter Nineteen

 


 


Creeping forwards with apprehension, Maria
kept her hands to the walls, watching the featureless panels with
as much intensity as the vague light permitted.

Scintillating arcs of jagged serpentine force
ran across the metal and licked at her outstretched limbs, weaving
around and boring into the flesh, filling Maria with a blast of
electrical mayhem. With a shriek she jerked back and struck the
metal, only to find it similarly embellished with energy. Jerking
upright, she scampered forward, her frame being savaged with every
step until she had cleared the afflicted area.

With a sigh she dropped to the floor, her
naked form landing with a slap, her skin slick with a fevered sweat
that had her hair hanging in wet strands.

Wheezing, she pawed her way forward, crawling
as her phased limbs stubbornly refused to answer any stronger calls
while the aftermath of the shocks continued to haunt her nervous
system.

There was a click on the very edge of her
hearing and thin wires spat from the ceiling, the taut wires
stretched across the walls and dropping across her bare body. The
mighty drag of the plummeting net slammed her to the floor and then
increased the ferocity of its bite. The strips dug in, her skin
promising to split as the garroting cables dragged all the more
sternly upon her. Cocooned and pinned down, she squealed and fought
to break free. Then the sudden whir of activity from behind her
filled her with increased fright.

A twin pronged assault brushed her abdomen,
the mechanical arms that bore the oversized battering ram phalluses
locating her orifices and then cramming rudely forward. Dripping
with lubricant they wrenched open the entrances and brought them to
the verge of what they could accommodate, the massive rending wash
of pain from their trespass making her yowl and fill the corridors
with her echoing scream.

After having made their crude entry, the toys
began to vibrate massively, the cranking mechanisms within the
instruments churning her body, filling the already punished tissues
with added riots of effulgent anger.

Raped by automatons, Maria squirmed in her
bondage with futility, the wires digging in as she lay helpless
before the mechanical molestation, her tears falling to the steel
as she hollered in dismayed anguish and remained unable to do
anything to affect her plight.


Chapter Twenty

 


 


The drive was short because the destination
of the ambush was fairly close to the base. Radio chatter was the
only sound to oppose the growl of the engine as the team absently
monitored the audio traffic during the voyage and ran diagnostics
to check that all was ready for the hunt.

The truck slowed to a halt and chugged calmly
to itself, the engine left running as the area was secured. The
sound of barked orders and charging boots through vegetation
filtered into the mobile command unit as troops were deployed.

With the affirmation that all was well a
touch to a console caused a hatch to open in the floor, the small
portal just big enough for Kirsten to squeeze through. The motor
stuttered to a halt and the Mistress removed herself from her
seatbelt to unfasten Kirsten’s leash and indicate the covert
exit.

“Find the mutants responsible for the
attack,” she ordered, stroking the smooth surfaces of Kirsten’s
hooded head and treating her to a secret smile replete with pride
and fondness.

Kirsten’s soul seemed to light up with joy
and fanatic devotion and without delay she flipped down through the
hole and wove out from beneath the truck.

She paused at the edge, the harsh light of
day extending beyond the shadows and dazzling her gloom-dependent
eyes. Letting her sight adjust while she crouched in the shade she
surveyed the scene upon the road.

Two mutilated remnants of trucks lay charred
and surrounded by debris along with two twisted mounds of wreckage
that had once been jeeps. The bodies and cargo had been cleared
away and the obstructing husks forced to the roadside. Two squads
of KGP had formed a cordon, the sentries keeping their aim trained
into the lush woodland their fingers loitering on triggers.

With a sudden charge she ran for the tree
line, throwing her mind to her skin and partially hiding herself
from view, the chameleonic tissues finding the clarity of day a
vexing opponent to battle.

Vaulting into the woods with a jubilant leap,
Kirsten danced between trees and leapt over fallen trunks,
sprinting wildly, relishing her freedom and the power of her own
enhanced flesh as she began to scrutinize for tracks and other
signs of recent passage.


Chapter Twenty-One

 


 


The assaulting rods withdrew with a pivoting
turn, elevating Maria’s suffering and the pitch of her cries before
allowing them to end.

The mechanisms returned into the ground and
the wires flashed upward without warning, vanishing back into the
ceiling and leaving her sprawled on the ground, a zebra stripe
pattern of contusions running across her body.

A brief shock of voltage afflicted the floor,
bringing her to full attention. Leaping up, Maria banged her head
upon the low ceiling and skipped back, only to find that the
electrified panels extended backwards and were seeking to drive her
further into the maze.

Shrieking as her muscles twitched and her
skin seemed to burn under the crackling arcs she dove out of the
influence and began to commence a slow passage onwards, gingerly
nursing her punished regions.

A distinct and threatening hum followed her
as the panels she cleared were enthused with energy to deny her a
retreat, forcing her to brave the new dangers that lay ahead.
Seeing now that automated bondage and chastisement devices were the
style of booby trap set by the Mistress, Maria made sure that she
kept her senses more alert.

The violated pain in her orifices and the
throb from the hug of the wires constantly reminded her that unless
she succeeded in evading these traps, more suffering awaited
her.


Chapter Twenty-Two

 


 


Shadows were stretching their somber blankets
across the land, the trees throwing back long lines of shade as the
sun sank for the horizon, slipping from the heavens and painting
the late evening sky with a variety of glorious pinks and
oranges.

Leaping up onto a felled tree, Kirsten
crouched and listened to the faint music of the forest, the
conversation of bird and insect conducted to a background melody of
soft breezes upon rustling leaves and grasses.

Regulating her breath she let her hot muscles
recover for a moment. Her extending spiral search pattern had been
diverted as the enhanced sensors of the transport tried to narrow
her search. Four times she had been sent in wrong directions, the
erroneous readings forcing her to retreat and follow a new avenue.
She could see now why the KGP required the more effective skills of
mutant power to facilitate their hunts.

Treating herself to a deep breath of crisp
early evening air she looked in the direction of their latest best
guess, wondering if she would ever find her targets.

Kirsten stopped suddenly as through the lush
greenery she spotted a hint of unnatural energy color, a flickering
hue that vanished from sight as it moved out of her field of
vision.

Staring intently at this spot she frowned and
eased herself down from her perch. Seriously considering the
possibility that she might have been detected she made her approach
with extreme caution, her eyes panning across the forest, peering
through the interlocked arms of foliage, seeking hint of human or
mutant.

The same chaotic rainbow once more snatched
her attention and she diverted from her current path to intercept
the hints, treading carefully so as not to alert the source to her
presence.

Drawing nearer she could hear a rash tread,
the footfalls heavy, burdened, conducted with only a modicum of
consideration for stealth. Her ears could make out around four sets
of strides, moving in single file. Closing in swiftly she began to
shadow the group from afar, her inhuman gaze following the aura
between the leaves and negating the need to keep true visual
contact.

Dropping back further for a moment she
surveyed her surroundings and then whispered into her throat
mic.

“Mistress, I have located a unit of mutants
heading northwest. I am tailing them to their base,” she reported,
intending to diligently pursue until she could deal with them all
together. Not only did she not want mutant reinforcements turning
up should she assail what might just be a returning scout or
terrorist team, but she also wanted to impress her owner with her
skills, to earn her Mistress the respect and admiration of her
superiors that she so deserved. Taking the entire mutant force
alone would prove just how flawlessly the Mistress had done her
job.

“Well done slave, I have your coordinates and
will start following at an extended distance. Leave no survivors
when you find them,” ordered her owner.

“Understood, Mistress.”

Restoring her silence, Kirsten renewed her
covert pursuit, eager to face the foe and please the Mistress,
hoping to gain another session of carnal indulgence as a
reward.


Chapter Twenty-Three

 


 


The passage broke off in either direction
just ahead of her, offering Maria another choice of routes. Nearing
the junction, Maria noticed a soft click from the wall she was
currently moving towards and a section of panel dropped down to
expose a small alcove. A short nozzle stabbed out and swiveled in
her direction, the barrel fed by a fat metallic pipe.

There was a strained squirt and a brief spurt
of thick gelatinous fluid shot down the passage and splashed across
her face, the translucent ooze remaining firm and cutting off her
air. Dropping back in panic she clawed at the viscous sludge, her
fingers running across its hardened outer layer, the instantly
toughened fabric denying her any chance to get it off.

Her limbs knotted and kicked to the metal as
she tried to pry off the infernal mask, the dismal corridor seeming
to warp through her twisting suffocating sight. Her lungs hauled at
the impermeable shell, fighting to get air through and failing,
leaving her in spasmodic fits.

Darkness began to gather in the periphery of
her flickering vision, the swell of void eating inward as her
consciousness began to ebb like a retreating tide. The prospect of
death terrified her completely. She had no faith to call upon and
clinging to her miserable life was all she had, causing her to
protect it with all her strength.

A cascade of fluid descended from above, the
rain dissolving the veil and weakening it. Unable to wait until the
chemical deluge ate through it, she sunk her fingers into the pane
and ripped at it, tearing it open and gulping down great lungfuls
of air before breaking into hacking coughs.

The same soft metallic click alerted her
again and the barrel drew aim at her kneeling, crippled form.
Appraised of its effects she watched carefully, struggling to throw
off the detrimental effects of suffocation so as to prevent a
repeat dose.

The nozzle spat its issue toward her and she
sprang for the floor, dropping and letting the globule sail
overhead and splat on the ground far behind her. The automated
weapon tracked her evasion and fired again, targeting her as she
lay on the ground.

With an unconscious telekinetic swat she
threw a mental fist into it, deviating the viscous projectile from
its trajectory and coating the wall beside her with a smear of
hardening sludge.

Infuriated and only partially aware of her
surroundings she retaliated without thought, sending out a bolt of
force at the source of her pains. Her agonies and enforced tuition
made the psionic response more violent than anything she had ever
previously achieved.

The air rippled as though super heated and
the metal corridor buckled under a shuffling wall of power. With a
shredding rend the weapon crumpled backwards as the barrel and then
the mechanism were flattened by her response.

A cough of acrid smoke slipped from the
fractured device and with a soft crack it spat sparks and
smoldering chunks of casing onto the ground before the warped panel
closed over and hid the destruction she had wrought.

Realizing that she had been condemned to some
sadistic training ground where her reflexes and endurance were to
be brutally tested to their very limits Maria piqued her senses and
moved onward, startled by the damage she had just caused. Her
latent power had suddenly been exposed as having bloomed into a
weapon of significant ferocity. Feeling psychokinetic power at her
fingertips, Maria felt strangely grateful to the Mistress. No one
else had managed to bring out this hidden ability to such extremes
before, and it felt wonderful to have successfully grasped it. She
almost yearned for more painful bondage lessons to help refine it
and expand it still further, to fully develop the power that had
previously only been a curse or a burden.


Chapter Twenty-Four

 


 


“Shit. I’m freezing. Can’t we make a fire?”
whined Gary.

“No we can’t, you idiot. You want to tell the
Stalkers where we are? They’re bound to be combing the area for us,
now keep quiet, I’m almost done,” snarled Steven, listening in on a
commandeered hand radio, sifting through the frequencies and
assessing the plans of their enemies before revealing what he had
gleaned from the coded references.

“The Stalkers are out en masse trying to find
us. They’re concentrating on the ambush vicinity, so the base
should be pretty undermanned.”

“If they’re so far away, why can’t we—” Gary
began and suddenly flinched into a ball, covering his head in
terror as Steven leapt to his feet with his rifle cradled, cocking
the weapon and glowering fiercely.

“Christ Steven!
Okay! Sod the fucking fire!” he exclaimed, thinking that Steven had
snapped because of his insistent complaining.

“Shut up! I saw something,” Steven hissed,
squinting into the blackness, the soft radiance of the moon
trickling through the forest canopy and providing only the
slightest of illumination, but one his advanced senses could
readily penetrate.

Anna span and drew pistols, her four arms
taking aim into the direction in which Steven faced, her last pair
clasping a heavy machine gun. The belt of bullets dribbling from
one side of the heavy weapon swayed from her sudden rise, as she
remained steadfast and immobile, awaiting a target.

Paul held forth a similar weapon and the
reloaded grenade launcher, his formidable muscles able to lift the
mighty firearms as though they were child’s playthings.

Fumbling awkwardly for his rifle, Gary
finally got it free and rolled over, remaining on his back and
forging a random aim into the nebulous depths.

Silence fell, the pensive quiet saturated
with fear and stained by the hesitant breath of the four
mutants.

“Where?” whispered Anna, never breaking eye
contact with the dark scene before her.

“I swore I saw something just by that big
oak,” he muttered, suddenly uncertain now that he could detect
nothing.

“The one about twelve meters in front of us?”
questioned Anna with puzzlement, seeking confirmation that this was
the one he meant because she couldn’t see anything there.

“Yeah. Right next to it,” he answered softly,
squinting, turning his head and peering at the spot with intense
distrust.

The group scrutinized the woods, the scene
open enough to reveal any approach. No one could have gotten so
close without being spotted so Steven had to be mistaken. The
stress of this personal and still private mission seemed to be
making him jittery to the verge of full-blown paranoia.

Anna stepped forward, moving slowly, keeping
her feet steady and well placed, her weapons covering an astounding
arena of possible attack vectors thanks to her extra limbs. The
others held their positions, ready to cut down anyone who moved on
her. After nerve wracking minutes she reached the tree.

With a swinging jolt of motion she leveled
her arsenal to face the area behind the trunk and after a moment
her tensed form sagged slightly.

“Nothing,” she noted, and moved back to them
with a more casual attitude, all sense of danger gone.

The others began to flip safety catches back
on and lower their arms, settling back down with pulses racing.
Steven remained upright, letting his weapon wilt but still staring
at the night.

“I saw something. I know I saw something.” he
muttered quietly.

“You saw a shadow. A cloud over the moon. A
bird. It happens,” offered Anna, sliding the pistols back into
their holsters.

With a dismissing shake of his head he
stubbornly retained his suspicions and sat back down, keeping his
rifle close and ignoring the concerned stares of the others.

“So how do we attack the base?” asked Anna,
gaining little response from him as he continued his solitary
vigilance. “Steven!” she snapped, grabbing his attention.

“What?” came a curt reply, his tone irritated
at being disturbed.

“Forget it will you? There’s nothing out
there, so tell us how we hit this base.”

Keeping an occasional glance to the forest he
brushed aside the leaves on the ground and drew in the dirt, the
moon granting enough light to see his basic patterns.

“The car pool is our best bet. We can take
the guards with silencers and set explosives to cause a diversion
as we head downwards,” he stated.

“Why downwards?” asked Anna.

“That’s where the prisoners are most likely
to be, aren’t they? So with the chaos of the fires we get the
prisoners and take the lift to the roof, snatch a helicopter and
some hostages, take out any other choppers to buy us some time and
get clear.”

“What if we get air pursuit from another base
before we set down?”

“Not likely, but if so, hopefully Sarah’s
telekinetic powers’ll be present to swat the choppers and knock out
any incoming missiles, otherwise we’ll have to fight for it and
ditch early to make an escape on foot.”

The plan was reckless but bold and was
the only one they had. Disguises were not an option to the mutant
band and the act of bringing in mutant
prisoners to conceal those less human amongst them was
a cliché easily seen through by any sensor sweep. A shock assault
was their one chance. They had to hit the enemy while they were
undermanned and complacent in their superiority and then get out
while they were still reeling from the bloody nose the guerrillas
had given them. Despite the danger, everyone in the group felt good
to have direction again, to go on the offensive against the
mundanes for the first time in years.


Chapter Twenty-Five

 


 


Turning onto a fresh stretch of passage the
tunnel behind Maria suddenly snapped shut as a weighty panel
descended with hydraulic savagery.

The deafening clang of its landing
reverberated around her until it slowly dwindled into silence.
Jumping with shock Maria span and clapped her hands to the smooth
barricade, trying to lift it and failing miserably. After a final
prolonged attempt she stopped and dropped onto her seat, wondering
why her retreat had been denied.

Stepping tentatively forward, her mouth
dropped open as a solid bank of small holes opened in the distant
end of the passage. A hiss preceded a collection of steam coughs
from one half of the barrels and she hurled herself aside as a
blizzard of tiny darts whizzed through the space she had just
deserted. The small barbs rattled against the metal barrier and she
slammed to the wall, her rash evasion stunning her.

Undeterred by her lack of readiness the
opposite bank of needles launched from their tubes. The projectiles
lashed towards her as she flicked herself away, her speed reduced
to leave her legs trailing.

The tardy limbs accepted a dozen stinging
bites and dropping onto her flank she cried out, the small thorns
lodged in her flesh, their numbing bite making her legs throb. The
lowest reaches of the barrels opened fire, making her roll aside
and churn the sheathed nips in her flesh as another wave clattered
brightly upon the metal barrier.

Striving against the pain of the needles she
threw herself to her feet and scuttled forward with speed.
Shielding her face with her forearms she held up a mental wall to
help deflect the incoming shards, just as the arsenal of weapons
began to fire a single splinter at random with a rhythmic
speed.

Charging forward, her haste increased with
each successful sting that marked her physique, her one desire was
to clear the corridor and escape the hail of tiny darts. The fangs
continued to afflict her body, making her scream in subdued pain as
she committed herself to her dash for freedom. Pin pricks sank into
her thighs and chest, her breasts and shielding forearms, her
attempts at evasion proving more difficult as she drew closer, her
warning of an impending attack being diminished with each step.

A final stab ate into her hip and she flung
herself to the right, jerking rigid and screaming as the bristling
armies of weapons were shifted in their shallow bored tunnels.

Riding out the dregs of her pain she took a
breath and propped herself up, clenching her teeth and taking hold
of two bunches before yanking them out, the tips dragging at her
hide and creating detonations of harrowing ardor.

Continuing with the agonizing task she fought
on, tugging them out and clapping a hand to the freed zone before
shrieking as she outlasted the aftermath brought as a consequence
of such careless removal.

The last one came free and she threw it aside
in anger before ambulating onward, her skin flecked from dozens of
tiny pinprick spots.

Without warning the ground gave way as a
trapdoor dropped her crawling form into a pit, her reflexes too
impaired to allow her any chance to evade it or escape.

The clumsy landing irked her wounds. The
harsh impact made her shriek and shudder as jolts of havoc galloped
from her amassed trauma. Without warning she was plunged into
subtle darkness as a weighty transparent panel slid across and
sealed with a hermetic hiss during her moments of paralyzed
pain.

Interior hatches sprang open and let
mechanized assailants leap out to commit their programmed crimes
with startling cybernetic celerity.

Automated heavy trammels clamped about her
wrists and ankles, grabbing the extremities and holding firm as
their interiors welled with an inflatable rubber cushion to
compress the area and establish an inescapable grip.

Maria yanked at them but found that the
extended hydraulic arms that held the cuffs were far too strong for
her to defeat or even move. With a soft whine the robotic arms
extended, pushing her hands and feet into the corners of the floor,
leaving her rear loitering dangerously exposed in the air.

Crying out with dismay she tugged at the
automatons, her fingers clawing at the featureless ground, her
hindquarters thrashing from side to side in a frantic bid to avoid
whatever foul violation was intended for her.

The machine stood ready to pounce until she
paused for a mere second to catch her breath. Her rear was suddenly
breached and something inserted. Maria yelled in anger and then
gasped as she heard a steady sibilant growl when the device started
to inflate itself within her tracts. Her fight to break free
increased drastically as she felt it expanding outward, leveling
its strength against her innards.

Straining her muscles she tried to spit the
accursed tool out but already it was of such a size to have her
sphincter erupt with stretched anguish the moment she tried to
eject it.

Sobbing and croaking with dismay she yanked
and spasmed, the intruder growing ever larger, threatening to cause
heinous trauma unless it stopped. When it finally fell silent it
had formed itself into a bloated massive sphere within her tracts,
one that made her canals throb with an awful cadence.

The restraints opened and slithered back into
their nests, letting Maria collapse into a loose heap. Her hands
ferreted between her cheeks and found a small protrusion, the
automated nozzle now sealed to stop her from deflating the ball.
With a sneer of loathing she started to worm a finger through her
anus and tried to claw at the ball, to pierce the rubber. The
material was far too dense leaving her only hope being to somehow
eject it.

The pressurized murmur of atmospheric change
rose in volume, making the metal groan as the influx of air built
up within the tiny cell. Maria felt her flesh rippling under the
rising power, the clamping hold making her fight her inhales, the
drawing off breath being thrust into an acute gasp as the chamber
forced it down her throat, the cramming influx threatening to
rupture her lungs should she not combat its zeal.

Clawing at the ground and the clear ceiling
she fought to keep control of her breath, her ears popping, the
welling force crushing her, making everything waver before her eyes
until she was swooning from her ordeal.

With a roar of effort she launched her mind
force up against the roof, the pain in her lower abdomen fueling a
venomous release of potency. The entombing panel cracked and then
exploded upward into shattered tiny fragments as the air blasted
out, exploiting the compromised integrity of the hatch. The sudden
freedom brought an unexpected crash of pain into her system as she
was stripped of the brutal weight.

Felled by the shock, the minute pieces of
hardened safety glass rained down onto her body as a drizzle of
tiny pellets.

The debilitating effects started to pass and
she leapt up and dragged herself free, moving into the corridor and
fighting to keep conscious, as her assailed body demanded only
recuperative coma.

Bracing herself she formed into a ball,
closed her eyes and strained her internal muscles to try to eject
the awesome ball. With a cry of pain she dropped the attempt, her
rear being opened to a degree she could no longer handle.

Sobbing with frustration she tried again,
having to stop again as the pain grew to intolerable levels.
Reaching back she grabbed the small nozzle and pulled on it as she
tried again, gaining a little more before being forced to give in
yet again.

The nozzle gave a slight chug and expanded a
little more, revealing that at regular intervals it would continue
to steal another measure of air and steadily grow inside her.

“No! Oh God no!” she roared and doubled her
efforts, aware now that the longer she left it in, the harder it
would be to get rid of the accursed toy.

Applying her will, pulling at the nozzle, her
face grew red with strain and beads of sweat formed to join her
free-flowing tears as she tried to get the ball out. Again she
taught the tissue of her sphincter another lesson in elasticity,
making it a little looser, gaining a little more space. Bit by bit
the ball started to emerge whereupon the ordeal only grew worse
because when she dropped her latest attempt she had to endure the
slithering passage of the sphere back into her as her anus hungrily
gulped it back in. The feel of it gliding back in to punish her
tracts as her sphincter sighed with relief made her slam her fist
to the metal corridor in bilious annoyance.

“Come out, dammit! Coooome oooout!” she
yelled, pulling at it again as she heard another soft snatch of air
emerge from the nozzle, the sound making her wilt and sob in
misery.

With a bellow of rage she tried again, almost
reaching the widest part of the orb, her anus churning with havoc
as the skin was stretched to an absurd new degree. The agony peaked
and overcame her capacity to handle it and she released her hold. A
final squeeze of her internal muscles failed to eject the device
and with a swift dive it was swallowed up by her anus, the massive
orb vanishing back into her tracts, her body arching up into the
air as her rear gripped once more to the small nozzle.

Weeping in morose apathy she grabbed it again
and this time applied every portion of her flagging energy and
willpower. Closer and closer she drew to her goal and with a final
screaming push she cleared the widest area of the inflated balloon.
With a screech of pain it rode out of her and popped free, her
sphincter throbbing from the brutalized stress of passing something
so ridiculously huge from her tender body cavity.

Laying on the floor, panting and wheezing
from exhaustion she looked at the orb and was appalled by how huge
it had grown within her. Casting the atrocious implement aside she
lifted herself up and crawled onwards, her anus churning with
contused trauma.

The mindless tortures were getting worse, and
weakened by them she was in no condition to try and evade them
anymore.


Chapter Twenty-Six

 


 


Crouching in the branches of the oak tree,
Kirsten meditated upon their words. After the vague shimmer that
her passing created had been spotted by the senses of the feral
mutant she had truly concealed herself and kept quiet as she let
them convince themselves that they had seen nothing. Now that she
was appraised of their plan she did not know what to do. If they
attacked the base they would almost certainly find the new mutant.
If she lied and said that the mutants were liquidated, they would
go back to the base in time for the attack. The killing of her
Mistress was a definite possibility and with the woman dead,
Kirsten would be free.

The confusion of the mutant rampage would
more than overshadow the loss of one mutant Hound and the
authorities might assume she was dead and forget about her. She
could leave that hideous dungeon of despair and return to the
forests, for she had only been abroad for a short while and she had
already become addicted. The sensation of wanton living was a most
seductive lure, more potent than the most refined narcotic. She had
been reprogrammed as a beast, so if she could slough off the yoke
of domestication that the Mistress had imparted she might yet
restore herself to the caste of a wild creature of the forests -
loose and untraceable. Her skin would keep her safe and freed of
all trace of civilization she could merrily flaunt her new psyche.
Every burden of life could be forsaken. There would be no more
weight of city life, of being a slave to the Knights, of being used
to hunt mutants and kill for the zealous objectives of others, all
of it could be shaken off and discarded. No more taunts, no more
insults. The hatred and loathing for her could be removed simply by
distancing herself from its reach.

Complacency was her weapon now. All she had
to do was sit and watch this small band mount their attack. If they
succeeded, she was saved. But could she let her Mistress perish?
She loved the woman more than she dared let herself realize. What
should she do?

The speedy stutter of an assault rifle
punished the air. The shrill snarl wrought by the stream of fire
gave her a fraction of a second to act. With a desperate
instinctive spasm she cast herself aside as the lethal burst
drilled into her with tusks of fire, the stern impacts thudding
into her armored shoulder and unprotected trailing arm, their
velocity yanking her around and robbing her of balance as the tree
bark opened with ragged blooms. Her feet faltered on the branch and
she toppled from her vantage point.

Kirsten could not move during the brief
caress of freefall, her body riven with a tightening hold that
seemed to screw up her nervous system, wringing it in a ruthless
fist and depriving her of action. The callous landing ripped the
air from her lungs and left her on the verge of blackout.

Fighting for awareness, she pawed weakly at
the ground, the leaves and soil parting upon her claws as she made
useless attempts to achieve some measure of movement.

“What the hell is it?” inquired the woman,
standing over her, the hollow interiors of half a dozen muzzles
staring at Kirsten with dark eyes.

The initial effects of the wounds were
fading, her senses washing back in sterner waves and though she was
currently crippled with pain, she feigned an inert state while
gathering as much effort as she could, forsaking the restoration of
her chameleonic skin. She had already let it fall once through
mental distraction and now that she was wounded the effort of
concentration was even harder to attain.

“Kill it now!” hissed Gary, edging forward to
prod her with the tip of a looted OICW, the laser spot marking her
chest.

“Not yet. First we find out more about it,”
Steven declared, brushing Gary aside and crouching before her face
for a closer examination. Looking over the collar, he tried to
remove it.

“It’s some sort of hood and collar thing,” he
said.

“Well get it off,” uttered Gary in harsh
tones.

“What the fuck do you think I’m doing? It’s
sealed tight. Hold this, I need to get some leverage,” he replied,
handing over his rifle.

“NO!” shrieked Kirsten, instantly being
galvanized into activity, knowing that if he tried to remove the
collar that in all likelihood it would detonate. The man’s hands
were reaching for her throat as she jerked upright, delivering her
brow to his nose with a harsh crack.

The mutant was cast back by the velocity of
the cruel impact and before the others could respond she was
already in full motion.

Flipping to her feet with a bestial scream
that was forged from effort and the pain in her injuries, the
ground she had vacated degenerated into a realm of tiny geysers of
dirt as bullets rained freely into it. She had a split second to
act before they jerked their aim back onto her.

Whirling, she threw her armored calf into the
woman, assuming her to be the most dangerous opponent. The metal
plate struck the target’s temple with a loud clap, jerking her head
back and dropping the woman onto her rump. The woman’s flesh was
unnaturally tough, the pernicious kick being little more than a
phasing attack.

One of the many hands jolted up and snagged
Kirsten’s ankle while it was still in the air and held it to deny a
return to the ground as another limb swept out and slapped
Kirsten’s other leg from under her. Still weak from her wounds she
dropped heavily and struck the floor, croaking as the bullet wounds
seemed to leap up in intensity from the savagery of her fall.

Rolling, Kirsten twisted the snaring hand
until it was forced to let go or snap and once freed she tumbled up
into a crouch and lashed out at the massive giant reaching out to
entwine her in a snare of brawny arms. The artificial talons racked
across his chest, tearing through the fabrics and unzipping his
skin in four long trenches. He spasmed with a deep booming bellow,
his motion faltering and allowing her to sweep a knee into his
groin, doubling him up with a cry before jerking an elbow into his
temple with all her flagging strength.

The stunning blow felled him instantly, the
titanic frame dropping as a slack heap that sent a shudder through
the soil.

The slender man suddenly stopped yelling for
the others to get out of the way to give him a clear shot, their
defeat granting him his wish. He opened fire the moment his giant
comrade left his scope.

With a leaping spring she catapulted herself
into a low dive as the rifle chuckled with sharp peels of snarling
blasts. Twin furrows ran her back as bullets skimmed her flesh, her
duck carrying her below the lethal stream and into a speedy roll
that ended beneath the man’s extended weapon.

Adding the impetus of her tumble to a low
punch she sank it into his belly, folding him at the middle with an
extreme spasm. His head dropped down into the back of her skull as
she launched upright with a hiss of strain. Kirsten’s crown flashed
with the stern connection and she straightened to see him drop from
the air and collapse into a quiescent mound.

The full sole of a booted foot lanced into
the middle of her back, carrying her from her feet and throwing her
into a tree trunk where her front bore the hug of the tree with
poisonous temperament.

The sudden wash of added mayhem from her
bullet wounds almost had her pass out. With her sight flickering
from her traumatized condition and impossible exertions she wavered
unsteadily, her legs wilting beneath her. In the background she
heard the giant pushing himself back onto his feet as he shook off
her knockout blow.

Four fiery lines of pain were drawn down her
back from shoulder to opposite hip, the sudden tearing woe
restoring her vitality in a sudden flash as the man employed his
claws with sanguine intent.

Rotating at her hips, Kirsten swung a weak
slash at face height, the whirling talons meeting only empty air as
he ducked the enfeebled strike and responded with a brutal upper
cut that caught her jawline and slammed her back against the
tree.

Snatching her flailing arm he cast her away,
tugging her from the trunk and sending her careering wildly across
the small clearing and into the pile-driving fist of the giant who
currently awaited her arrival on the other side.

A flash of brilliance banished the haze of
her torpor and her passage was reversed, his blow countering her
momentum and throwing her back to land on her shoulders with her
legs over her head. Riding the impetus of the punch she skidded to
a halt, etching a long furrow in the soil.

Hanging in this undignified pose for a moment
she then dropped onto her side, the punch collaborating with her
injuries to rob her of consciousness.


Chapter Twenty-Seven

 


 


Jessica took two lengths of cord and formed a
lasso at each end before tightening them about Maria’s thighs with
truculent savagery.

Pushing the slave’s rear against the wall she
bent her over at the middle and then turned herself around. Placing
her latex-sheathed buttocks between Maria’s shoulder blades she
pushed back, further doubling her up until she could be crushed no
smaller. The captive mutant groaned at the force of the compression
but no plea for clemency could penetrate the gag that so completely
filled her mouth. The leather straps had again forced a swollen
rubber balloon into her maw that swelled her cheeks and stifled her
responses.

Jessica took the two laces and tied them
tightly to the front of her high leather collar. When she moved
away, Maria instinctively tried to rise and found that any attempt
to do so was not only impossible but caused the cord about her
thighs to bite into the flesh and tighten.

Taking a fresh length of cord at its center
Jessica looped it around the base of the captive’s breasts and
crisscrossed the lengths tightly upwards. She mercilessly
constricted them within this dense weave until she could tie a loop
about the nipple and then once more lace back down to securely knot
the twine around the base of her assets.

Grabbing Maria’s wrists she padlocked cuffs
about them and threaded a cord separately through each. Drawing
them behind her back, she hauled the bound hands up the captive’s
spine until they were held painfully high, whereupon she proceeded
to toss the cord of her left hand over her right shoulder and then
the right cord over her left shoulder.

Taking firm hold of these dangling laces she
tightened the bonds around her engorged breasts, affixing them via
the dangling loop upon the end of her strangled assets.

Taking up the slack and mercilessly tying
them there, it was painfully illustrated to the slave that any
attempt to draw her hands down from their aching position now
visited scathing suffering upon her tormented teats. The final
aspect to her distress was installed when knee high ballet boots
were slotted on and laced tight before their rows of buckles were
set across them, leaving her perched on tiptoe.

Shuffling the wretch so that she was close at
hand, Jessica informed her slave that should her legs wilt then she
would be beaten.

Sitting back upon one of the restraint-armed
chairs she relaxed and watched the slave, paying close scrutiny to
her pains with absorbed attention. Her stomach was fluttering, her
mind charged with angst, a sense of worry that she could not
control, only try and evade through the arbitrary torture of this
latest ‘recruit’.

The position of her primary Hound had not
changed for a prolonged period and no attempt to contact her on her
radio had gained response. Unwilling to activate the implants in
case she was maintaining a watch, the soldiers had been sent in
only to find the broken and defused collar deserted and forsaken in
the bushes amidst blood traces. A quick DNA scan divulged it as
mutant in origin and while some of it was from mutants whose
records allocated them as escapees from a Sanctuary camp, much of
the spilt vitality was from her slave.

If the mutant band thought they had rescued
this hapless kindred being from the talons of the KGP they had a
significant shock in store for them. They had captured a veritable
murder specialist, and the moment Kirsten had opportunity they
would be killed for their mistake.

Her programming was not to be easily overcome
and the promise of freedom would not dislodge the deep-rooted barbs
of sexual slavery.

Jessica was trying to herd herself into
detached professional attitudes towards the Hound, but every time
she pictured Kirsten, hurt, bleeding, in danger, in the hands of
mutant renegades, she felt icy pangs of terror creep through her.
She couldn’t afford to let herself love this creature. Kirsten was
a prisoner, a thing to be used and expendable if necessary. But she
couldn’t shed the absolute sense of calamity as to Kirsten’s
current fate. She prayed that Kirsten was okay, that she be able to
extract herself from any jeopardy and return to her. Jessica had
wanted to call in every favor she had earned in her KGP career to
try and increase the search for her beloved pet, but such
intervention might result in the band hastily executing her
pet.

In the mean time she had to be patient and
rather than wait vainly in the forests and have her abnormally
intense concerns noticed by others she had returned to the training
ground. She had then fished her latest subject out of the maze in
which she had been loosed and condemned.

By intensifying the training of the girl,
perhaps she could turn her mind from dwelling on Kirsten. But the
sight of the girl, wriggling in her bondage only reminded her of
Kirsten’s luscious image in similar straits, her adoring eyes
looking up at her, filling her with awe and pride that such a
pernicious creature had relinquished control to her so
unreservedly. No Hound had ever surrendered so quickly and
completely. Kirsten was obviously besotted with her and that
knowledge had melted Jessica and kindled a similar affection that
had blossomed without her realizing into a bizarre love.

The new slave had fared well within the
training labyrinth and had suffered no lingering physical harm,
though the damage to her humanity would not be so trivial.

Contorted and demeaned, Maria could not fight
the havoc the Mistress had caused and against her best efforts her
legs did indeed sag upon occasion. It was a failing that caused the
tyrant to take up a strap and slash it into her buttocks,
applauding the loss of stance with stinging claps until she was
upright again, whereupon the addition of three more vigorous smacks
were applied for the act of disobedience. The slave had to keep
absolutely still as she gurgled into her gag, trying to endure
without complaint or flight.

After only a few chapters of this assault she
was swaying unsteadily, so rather than concern herself with the
constant chastisement of her possession, Jessica grabbed the cord
that was charged with connecting the prisoner’s breasts and with it
led her to the corner.

Taking up two short poles, Jessica placed
them along the backs of the girl’s legs, centering them on the
knees. Using the rubber straps that were riveted to the shafts she
bound them at mid-calf to mid-thigh, keeping them in one place and
stopping the slave from lowering from the stooped stance.

Putting the slave’s head into the corner she
grabbed a length of cord and a dildo. The sex toy was smooth for
the first two inches and was then armed with dull studs that ran in
circles that grew longer and sharper as they rolled towards the
base. Tying the center of the cord to the base of the phallus, she
applied the other ends to wall rings on either side of the slave.
Pushing the smoothed tip of the toy into the presented sex of the
girl, the Mistress inserted it until the first studs were touching
her lips and then stole all slack before tying the cord off. The
strands now kept the toy sheathed within her, stopping her from
ejecting it, but should she try and move out of the corner she
would back herself onto the loitering shaft, earning herself more
distress the further back she tried to go.

Maria tried to slip free with distraught
struggles but any movement was either blocked or administered added
pain to another body part. Trapped, she sobbed into her gag, her
misery hidden in the corner.

The Mistress rubbed her eyes, set aside the
strap and arose, stretching her stiff limbs from her long vigil. It
had been a long day and she was in need of sleep, food, and a long
relaxing bath to try and ease her concerns a little.

Taking up a thonged leather cat she whipped
the prisoner’s back and buttocks with alacrity, leaving an aching
reminder of her power. She then deserted the slave to darkness and
pained, demeaned isolation, where any movement to lessen the pain
ruthlessly accentuated it upon another zone of her frame.


Chapter Twenty-Eight

 


 


Held in bondage, Maria’s frame grew ever more
sensitive as it filled with the potency of her discomfort. Cramp
and strain took a heavy toll on her sanity as she tried desperately
to keep herself calm. The hours wandered without true count or even
estimation and the only thing she could accurately gauge was that
she could not endure another second of the ordeal. Yet it always
went on without foreseeable end.

The Mistress returned a few hours later,
still beset by the saturnine temperament that had made her more
cold and callous than usual. Clad in a full latex catsuit with
close-fitting thigh boots laid atop the burnished impermeable skin.
Without word she began to don a strap on phallus, the toy
embellished with a smaller internal projection that the woman
guided into herself through a zipped aperture at her loins. After
lubricating the fearsome weapon she removed the previous phallus
from Maria and placed the cold bulbous tip to Maria’s anus.

Resting it threateningly there for a moment
she took hold of the offered hips and thrust. The device bored into
Maria and she spasmed from the shock, wriggling her fingers
frantically, unable to do anything else as muted howls of ravished
anguish seeped through the gag.

The internal protrusion on the opposite side
was clearly giving the Mistress pleasure from the slave’s pain and
she plunged the phallus from tip to root, driving deep and with
increasing harshness. Maria’s ballet booted legs trembled but were
denied any opportunity to wilt because of the poles that were still
affixed across her joints like splints. The coarse nature of the
ravishment corrupted the strange debauched pleasure she drew from
being so acutely filled in the rear, the Mistress gaining far more
delight from the affair.

To Maria it seemed hours before the woman
tightened her hold and lost the steady rhythm of her drives as she
gasped and let her head loll back. Finally satisfied the woman
withdrew the instrument of Maria’s debasement. The piercing thrusts
of the dildo had left her anus burning, while to her molester the
amusement was all too brief.

The Mistress unfastened Maria’s bonds and she
collapsed like a rag doll, her body wracked by fierce riots of pins
and needles, her muscles aching terribly, her anus fervid and
chafed from the sadistic defilement.

“You will lick my boots clean, slave. And as
you do it, you may pleasure yourself,” she announced, unfastening
the gag and drawing it from Maria’s parched lips. The bulbous
balloon stretched her jaws wide and popped free the Mistress
declining to deflate it.

Maria lolled towards the woman after the
command and fought to shift her stolid limbs, finding the simple
task a monumental effort.

Without pause for thought she began to run
her tongue lovingly across the patent leather, lingering upon the
stiletto heel as she caressed herself, exacting her own mild and
ashamed pleasure. As intended, her indoctrinated synapses were
beginning to associate the pleasure as something to be felt when
fawning at her superior’s feet.

The process of her enslavement was
accelerating rapidly. Maria was starting to find enjoyment in her
subjugation, in being owned and controlled, protected and adored by
the sadistic attentions of this vicious goddess. The notion of
escape and freedom were becoming more hazy and distant, the words
losing all meaning to her as algolagnic relish took over and ruled
her.


Chapter Twenty-Nine

 


 


The icy kiss of cold water slapped Kirsten
awake, the freezing fluid startling her bare face and jolting her
into a tensed pose, only to be suddenly curtailed by the stout
chains that encased her body.

Opening her eyes she saw through blearing
gaze that she was held within a mesh of links that wound around
her. She was laid upright against a rough stonewall. Her torso was
propped up and unattached to it, leaving her able to move like a
chained worm. Looking about, she assessed the cavern. It was low
ceilinged and extended into darkness in either direction, the
jagged walls obviously hewn by man. A portable neon strip light
hurled an anemic glow about the scene, bleaching the white chalk
walls and the faces of her opponents.

“Who are you?” inquired Steven, his nose
flushed to a dark hue by her headbutt.

The fact that her face was no longer ensnared
by the hood struck her more harshly than the effects of the cold
water, the removal of collar and smothering sheath unexpected and
frightening for it meant she was no longer traceable by her owner.
The detachment from the rule of her Mistress made her soul go numb
with horror, the feeling of abandonment, of surrender to
unpredictable forces terrified her. Kirsten suddenly longed to be
on her leash again, to feel the safety and protection of the
officer’s ownership. Until this moment she had not realized how
much she needed the discipline and slavery provided by the
Mistress.

“We deactivated that little toy and left it
behind before taking refuge in this hidey-hole. Seeing as you had a
radio, we thought it best to find out just what you had reported
before we continue with our objectives,” stated the man with a smug
snarl.

Looking down to her shoulder she saw that the
sections of her armor were gone. A quick peer into the dark spotted
the pile nearby. The impacts to the shoulder pad had not
penetrated, merely stunned the joint. Only one bullet had clipped
the flesh and the black skin had sealed over once more, making her
groan inwardly at the realization that another deep organic barb
had been latched into her flesh by the suit. She moved the wound
against the chains and felt that while it was still a little
tender, her mutant ability had virtually healed it. The glance was
detected and alerted them to her concern at the suits
regeneration.

“What the hell is this stuff?” interrupted
Anna, pinching the skin and finding it firmly affixed to her.

“What are you? Some sort of assassin for the
Stalkers?” questioned Gary, her silence infuriating him. “Well?
Come on, say something bitch!” he shouted, darting forward to place
a slap across her cheek, her face whirling aside as the connection
echoed down the tunnels.

The strike drew out a shadow of her compliant
nature in the face of discipline and caused her to respond.

“Kirsten,” she whispered, the words bringing
the group to silence, their outraged tempers cooling suddenly as it
became apparent she would respond to them.

“Why did you attack us?” asked Steven,
sitting down and looking over her with a deep puzzlement as Gary
backed up, rubbing his palm as he found that Kirsten’s skin was not
as weak as it appeared.

“I was told to,” she insipidly replied.

“By who?”

She looked down and regarded her trapped
body, unable to confess just what she was and who had reduced her
to it. In front of the Mistress she would readily perform any
indignity, happily accept humiliation and debasement but now,
removed from her proximity, all her embarrassment and shame were at
impossible new levels.

The fang-toothed leader looked to the
awaiting giant and nodded. Settling behind her he locked his arms
about her torso to pin her down as the wiry man tugged a
transparent plastic bag from his jacket and shook it open.

“You will tell us, mundane,” warned Steven,
and indicated for Gary to begin. “We have gotten information from
your kind before. You spineless bigots are all the same - gutless
and weak when you are not backed up by your fellows.”

The bag slipped over her features and was
drawn back, smothering her breath and cutting off all access to
air. Straining against her bonds, she bucked within Paul’s grip,
fighting to get free as oxygen was denied and the heat of
suffocation began to well across her features. Spasming, she craned
her mouth wide, seeking to find a vent to access a breath as her
lungs burned.

Spots darted upon her gaze, the distorted
vision of the cave being twisted as consciousness began to falter
and tumble into the icy clutches of black out.

The bag flew off and she inhaled deeply, the
sudden coldness of the cave banishing the ardor of her fight and
leaving her wheezing and spluttering in recovery.

“How did you find us?” demanded Anna,
stepping out beside Steven.

Kirsten could not admit to her slavery, but
by confessing to her origins she might be able to placate them
slightly.

“I’m a mutant, I can see your auras,” she
rasped weakly.

“What?” exclaimed Steven, unable to believe
what she had said.

The hold about her torso slackened suddenly
with the shock and the others were momentarily taken aback.

“A mutant? Not a mundane? But you were
helping the Stalkers! You filthy traitor I’ll…” accused Gary,
moving forward and raising a fist to strike her. One of Anna’s
hands stopped him and shoved him aside.

“Why!” she spat, her face contorted by rage
and tears of suppressed emotion.

“She’s a Hound, that’s why,” Steven grimly
reported, causing Kirsten to hide her ashamed stare.

“I thought that was all bullshit!” reputed
Gary.

“So did I, but I guess it’s not such an
impossible fable as we would’ve liked to think.”

“They use you to hunt mutants? Your own kind?
How? What makes you do it? Money? Freedom?” asked Anna with animus,
unable to fathom how one could conduct betrayal on such a grand
scale.

Kirsten made no reply, she was unable to
answer their questions. Steven nodded and the bag dropped into
place, hauling back and denying her respiration. Jerking, she
sucked at the impermeable barrier, fighting the hold, desperate to
end the interrogation with an admission but unable to fail the
Mistress, her indoctrination too deeply ingrained to fade in the
face of such adversity. Kirsten steeled her resolve. She had
willingly undergone worse at the hands of the one she loved. This
was amateur hour and these enemies of her owner would not break
her.

Once again, on the verge of unconsciousness
she was set free to lounge weakly in the giant’s grip and recover
her lost breath with crooked gasps.

“This is useless and we don’t have time for
it. Anna, you’ll have to go in,” advised Steven.

The woman seemed hesitant, unwilling to
undertake the task demanded of her.

“I know it’s difficult and I know it’s
hazardous but we’ve no alternative. We’ve got to know what she’s
reported and we’ve got to know now! And we don’t have the time to
force it out of her.”

Drawing in a deep breath of commitment and
resolve the woman knelt down before Kirsten and stared at her with
an unblinking and fixed glare. Confused, Kirsten frowned and then
suddenly felt an intruding presence in her thoughts. The slimy
fingertips of psychic tendrils were probing at the barriers of her
mind, seeking weak points as they tried to slither in through the
cracks. Instinctively gritting her teeth, Kirsten scowled and
applied her willpower with as much commitment as she could muster,
trying to force out the barrage of slithering trespassers.

“She’s fighting me. I need you to distract
her,” the woman certified.

The bag dropped and commenced its denial,
diverting her full mental concentration with the calamity of
suffocation. Desperately she tried to hold off the woman’s entry
but as her senses started to scramble from asphyxiation and the
panic of imminent death arose with ever-greater force, the walls of
her mind collapsed and the woman charged in with reckless
force.

Kirsten unleashed a yowl of complete agony
and indignation, the feel of her very mind being violated and the
pain of another consciousness rampaging within her skull was more
than she could possible bear.

“I’m in,” the woman announced with elation
and immediately broke into wheezing chokes, clutching her chest
with a few arms as the others waved in the air. “Get…g…get
the…b…bag…” she spluttered, her face going red with strain, her
eyes rolling back.

“Take the fucking bag off! Anna’s in there
too you idiot!” yelled Steven and with a sudden shocked yank the
plastic was tugged off.

Kirsten gasped and used her first breath to
cry out as she was horrendously defiled on a level beyond intimate.
Lines of red wound down from her nose, her mind groaning under the
pressure of housing the consciousness of two entire beings. Anna
started to breathe more easily, the effects of empathic suffocation
gone because by sharing Kirsten’s mind she had unwittingly shared
her ordeal.

Kirsten shuddered and twitched as her body
was flicked into activity by careless footfalls upon her persona,
new trickles of crimson weaving out from her tear ducts, nostrils
and ears, her synapses bulging under the cargo of two psyches using
it as a battleground.

Unable to stop or even resist, Kirsten
gurgled and winced as her memories were opened like books and
flicked casually through, the woman scooping up the images for
perusal before dropping them recklessly back from where they had
been gained.

Anna’s face dropped from one of intense
strain and determination to a mask of utter horror. Her visage
screwed up with her desperate bid to pull free of the opened
nightmare and she let out a piercing shriek. Her myriad hands shook
and clasped her head as she fell back, the link to Kirsten’s mind a
difficult thing to break with any speed now that she was so deep
within it.

“Anna! What is it?” shouted Steven, grabbing
the woman and holding her as she writhed and screamed, entering
convulsive fits of shock.

“Shit! She’s killing her!” yelled Gary,
looking from one to the other with dismay. “We’ve got to fucking
kill her!” he decreed, and yanked his pistol out. Cocking it he
took aim at Kirsten’s spasming form. The giant released her and
dove aside as he saw that Gary’s rash execution might well hit him
instead.

“No!” roared Steven and swung himself onto
his feet, kicking upward into Gary’s wrist as the trigger was
pulled. The firearm blared and punched a hole in the wall just
above Kirsten’s quaking and bound body.

Steven grabbed the mutant by the lapels and
slammed him to the stone, holding him in the air as he snarled his
words. “You dozy prick, Gary. They’re sharing minds! Kill her and
you’ll kill Anna for sure!”

Casting the man aside he dove back to try and
assist the wailing woman, ignoring Kirsten and the hateful look
from Gary as he collapsed onto the floor and clutched the pistol
with new intent. The barrel started to rise towards Steven and then
stopped as a machine gun was distinctly cocked. Looking up he saw
Paul swing the weighty firearm around so that he was looking
directly down the massive caliber barrel. The threat was obvious
and without word Gary slowly set the hammer back and holstered the
pistol. Paul refused to copy the motion and ensured he kept Gary
under his aim.

The woman’s mind was hauled back out of
Kirsten, dragging at her psyche with thorny barbs, the rash exit
ripping at her soul with voracity, making Kirsten imitate the
woman’s shrill keening hollers and push the chains to their utmost
tolerances.

The agony grew more intense, filling
Kirsten’s mind with lightning arcs and incoherent splashes of woe,
the havoc in her skull leaving her a psychological mess. As the
last of the invading mind tore free she sagged into an indolent
heap, beads of sweat running down her face to mingle with the blood
the assault had brought forth.

Anna was submerged in a similar state of
shock and recovery, her comrades helping her upright.

“What happened?” asked Gary with intrigued
concern, trying to cover up his moment of possible treachery.

“She hasn’t told of our plan,” whispered the
woman, looking at Kirsten with a sense of grief, having seen the
methods of her indoctrination. The entire ordeal of her isolation
and capture and punishment had been imparted in mere seconds,
crammed into an intense burst that both of them were forced to live
through.

“Anything else?” inquired Steven, looking
slightly puzzled for a moment as he saw that Paul was keeping his
heavy weapon trained on a rather anxious looking Gary.

“Sarah’s dead. Maria is being turned into a
Hound in the lowest level of the base by that officer Gary
saw.”

The woman had hid Kirsten’s involvement, for
while she knew that Kirsten had no choice in her actions, the
others were not so appraised and would not have understood. Anna
knew full well what had happened and could not allocate blame to
the captive because she knew that if she had been drawn through the
same program, then she would have assuredly been broken by it as
well.

“Then we get going immediately,” snapped
Steven, helping Anna up onto her feet where she wiped sweat from
her brow and straightened her clothing.

“What about this whore?” sneered Gary with
contempt, nudging Kirsten’s enfeebled form with his boot.

“Fucking kill her,” uttered Paul without any
visible emotion, turning his wandering aim from Gary onto Kirsten’s
body. Kirsten closed her eyes and went cold with absolute mortal
jeopardy.

“No!” spat Anna, stepping out before him to
block his shot.

“What the fuck’s wrong with you, Anna? She
pickle your brain in there? This is a traitor! She’s worse than
fucking KGP! Let’s kill her and go get Maria!” declared Gary,
falsifying his uncharacteristic concern so he could exorcise some
of his fury with murder.

“No! We aren’t going to kill her!” she
protested, unable to voice why, affected by the same uncertain
shame that had kept Kirsten silent. With desperation she turned to
Steven, her eyes marked with welling tears, her expression filled
with conviction and imploring. “Please, Steven, tell them.”

The feral mutant was visibly startled by the
request. Unsure of what had happened in the psychic war between
them he knew his comrade well enough to know she possessed
information of sufficient strength to warrant this stay of
execution. Trusting her instincts he relented.

“Leave her here. We’ll decide what to do with
her later,” he decreed.

“Thank you,” sighed Anna, relaxing a little
and looking over her shoulder to Kirsten.

“Are you out of your fucking mind?” said Gary
with alarm.

“She’s valuable to the KGP. If this goes
wrong, a bargaining chip like this might be handy. Now shut the
fuck up! You were the one who almost killed Anna! So you’re the
last son of bitch who gets to say who lives and who dies around
here, so check your shit, we leave! Now!” he stated with intolerant
gravity.

There was urgency in Steven’s voice, a sense
of panic that had arisen since Gary had first mentioned the officer
and had exploded to new levels since hearing that she was in the
base.

“Bitch!” scorned Gary as he looked at Kirsten
and then trudged off down the tunnel with a huff of irritation.


Chapter Thirty

 


 


“Time for a little game, slave,” stated the
Mistress, her mood a little lighter, her hidden concerns either
gone or well concealed.

Thick cuffs were applied to Maria’s wrists
and the manacles were locked behind her back before cord was wound
around her elbows, drawing the joints together into a rigid and
painful clinch. Further thick restraints were sealed to her ankles
and her thighs, the leather bands connected to their opposite by a
short hobble chain, the links confining her to an awkward
shuffle.

“On your knees, slave,” hissed the Mistress,
causing Maria to obediently wilt and receive a latex hood, the
garment being tugged down over her head. The tight embrace slipped
to her neck and as it was straightened the revelation that the
sheath bore only one aperture became apparent. The hole lay at her
mouth and spewed forth a two-meter tube of flimsy rubber and as she
was released she found that any attempt to lift her head from a
stooped posture caused the tube to kink and cut off her breath.

Standing in darkness, hobbled and twisted,
Maria yelped and straightened, abruptly denying herself air as she
shrieked with the sudden jolt of pain into her flank, the welt
bringing a wash of suffering.

“I can see you felt that one, slave. Are we
ready for more?” she questioned somberly, her dark temperament
still in force, causing Maria to wonder just what had happened on
the mission. Had the other Hound failed her? Escaped? Been killed
in action?

The bullwhip snaked out again, cracking with
a thunderclap and making her swirl and drop onto her side,
squashing the tube beneath her. Writhing, she tried to straighten,
seeking breath through her only route.

“No time for rest, slave. Come on, up we
get,” she said, the stress lurking in her voice showing that
something was troubling the woman, something of enough consequence
that she was going to try and ease her mental anguish by
transferring it to Maria in a physical form.

Another weal was painted upon Maria’s
wriggling form and with a stifled squeak she regained her knees and
keeled over, shaking to free the twists from the pipe and suck in a
massive breath. It immediately flew out as a cry, her back being
subjected to a sudden flogging, the severity of the leather tendril
cursing her skin and leaving deep livid weals.

Reacquiring her feet she stooped and kept her
route to the air open, her howls vibrating the pipe as the whip
continued to sing and eat into her physique, the mordant tip
snapping and searing the soft flesh amidst nova bursts of intense
woe.

Dancing at the command of the flicking tip
she was whipped around the room, her abuser pacing throughout the
interior, keeping her distance, letting the merry tune of the
weapon lap at the slave and keep her in spry activity. Any rising
jolt snapped the pipe shut and cut of her respiration, increasing
her panic.

After merciless volumes of abuse, actual
purpose was placed into the blows, the lambasting scourge guiding
her out of the room and into another where she connected sharply
with a strange contraption.

“Here we are, slave,” she commented and
instantly the attack ceased as the woman approached to take hold of
the mask, using the trunk-like projection as a reign. Maria was
lounged against the side of the mysterious device, recovering from
her straits when the grip curtailed her breath, making her obey
quickly lest it cut off her respiration completely.

The embrace of the inverting frame that had
spread-eagled and confined the trained Hound was enforced upon her
senses. The open trammels still lay poised on the metal, willing
and ready to grab at her as the Mistress played upon the buckles,
the metallic titter of the chiming restraints echoed in Maria’s
ears.

The Mistress drew her into the arms of the
skeletal steel beast and applied her limbs to it, snapping the
steel shut and tightening every buckle until Maria was rendered
totally helpless. Her inverted pose caused a trickle of gathering
pressure into her head that was accentuated by suffocation when the
kink in the tube stifled her breath.

The Mistress locked her fingers beneath the
hem and removed the sheath with a single haul. The skin beneath was
sweat-slickened from fright and exertion, and in place of the hood
the metal scaffold was slowly tightened into place to grip her
skull and compress her jaws tightly shut as it had done to the
other pet.

Maria mewed softly and gave brief flashes of
protest against the trammels, unable to affect her situation in any
way, as her eyes could not stop wandering across the sultry latex
curves of her owner. She could not hold back this fascinated lust,
it was an intangible force within her mind that drifted through her
fingers whenever she tried to pin it down and examine it.

Fully condemned and helpless, Maria watched
dolefully as the Mistress took up a lengthy surgical glove and
began to ease her hand into the transparent latex sheath, hauling
it up until it covered her elbow.

“Time for a little examination, slave. If you
relax and be obedient, it will hurt less, and that is a lesson that
will dictate practically every second of your life here,” she
stated firmly.

Clenching her fist, the material squeaked
softly. Deliberately keeping herself in Maria’s vision the Mistress
opened a tube of embrocation cream and smeared the gel across her
fingers.

Leaning in close, moving between the splayed
legs, she looked down at her slave’s imprisoned head and put her
fingers to the opened rear. Maria clenched desperately but the
woman was implacable and not to be thwarted.

“Suit yourself and learn the hard way
if you wish, slave. Whatever I want to do, will be done whether you love it or hate it,” she
decreed and with a steady application of force the wriggling
fingers burrowed their way to Maria’s rear and started to slide in.
Greater force was levied and the digits started to enter together,
forcing open the orifice, expanding it abominably as the burning
caustic fires of the cream assailed the tender flesh, making Maria
jolt as the violation continued.

“There we are, we’re getting there. That
cream will keep you nice and spicy hot while I work, slave,” she
smirked, the flicker of amusement vanishing a second later as her
sour demeanor fell back in and smothered the image of
merriment.

The woman ground her entire hand into Maria’s
tracts, riding it back and forth, stretching the flesh, making it
more accommodating to her will.

“Come on, almost there. Just a little more.
You’ve taken so much already, slave,” she remarked as she toiled,
the slow piston drives racking the opening again and again,
bringing it to a spike of pain before retreating and then retrying,
gaining a little more space each time via the ruthless lessons.

“I think this one will do it, slave. Get
ready, here it comes,” she commented, and as Maria squealed in
denial the hand relentlessly plunged forward, opening her wider and
wider until her knuckles reached the burning ring. Finally the
Mistress was able to fully pierce the doomed slave, her fist
sinking in until the muscular ring of Maria’s rear gripped at the
wrist in spasming twitches like a toothless rabid maw.

Maria burbled and yowled, the woman driving
backwards and then plunging back in, impaling her terribly, making
her abdomen vibrate with the intensity of this outrageous
profanity.

“Yes, you like this don’t you, slave?” she
mocked upon observing Maria’s berserk fits and started to swing her
violating extremity from side to side, churning Maria, giving new
vitality to her dance.

The balled fist drew out and slipped free,
letting the heat of the attack dwindle to less piercing peaks. In
response Maria went slack, hanging in her bonds, her ears ringing
with her own cries, her rear still being burned by the cream.

“I think this tight little hole has learned
its lesson don’t you, slave?” she asked softly.

Maria affirmed with forlorn murmurs to agree
with her tormentor.

“But we have an entirely new orifice to
educate yet, don’t we, slave?” added the officer as she tore off
the glove and selected a fresh one.

The Mistress started to apply fresh layers of
the baleful gel to her fingers and closed upon another opening.

Maria thrashed and screeched against the
frame holding her down, her mouth kept tightly shut, her distorted
pleading doing nothing to affect the Mistress save appeal to her
villainous depravity.

Latex-sheathed fingertips touched her vulva
and slithered in, the cream easing their entry before making the
flesh suffer its ardent chemical kiss. The stretching of her sex by
this massive intruder brought suffering that had her wriggling
insanely in her trammels.

Maria squealed as the woman forced an entry
and then punished her with obscene verve, her sex fighting to expel
the trespasser. The woman worked in silence, committing her deed
with diligent attention, savoring Maria’s dismay in full.

The spear of flesh slipped out and did not
return, leaving her raw and lethargic, all life having fled her
limbs and torso, the trial having stolen another sliver of her
spirit. Tears were spilling prolifically from her eyes, her body
quivering from shock, her hindquarters alive with riots of
discomfort.

The Mistress moved beside her head and gently
caressed her cheek, the touch sliding easily upon the salty tears
and sweat.

“Are you my slave?” she asked quietly.

Maria’s eyes jerked open and focused on the
towering latex deity loitering over her, soothing her sorrow with a
nurturing touch. The murmured acknowledgment was obvious even if
unintelligible.

“You know you have to be trained don’t you,
slave? Once you’ve been broken, once you’ve given in to my will,
you’ll relish your captivity as much as my other Hound does. So
many treats await you if you commit yourself to surrendering to my
rule,” she explained casually as though such reeducation were
nothing out of the ordinary.

Maria burbled more agreement, the words half
issued to placate the woman, but also there was part of her that
saw the wisdom in it and she realized that she was starting to lose
herself to the eldritch rapture of her slavery and retraining as a
pet.

“I have to shatter you with punishment and
rebuild you. Break that wall created by addiction to a life that no
longer has any meaning here. Mutants? KGP? Governments? The outside
world? None of that matters here, my slave. I am the ruler of this
place and you are my subject - safe, secure, protected, and above
all controlled,” she continued, the hand expanding its routes to
trace lines about Maria’s tightly restrained body.

“Now are you ready for more, slave?” she
inquired, leaning in close to read the minutiae on Maria’s features
as her digits began to elegantly tease the tips of Maria’s breasts,
sending a delicious wave through her.

Maria nodded imperceptibly as she fought the
harness to agree to an extension of her punishment.

“You are absolutely sure that this is what
you want? What you know you need?” quizzed the Mistress, continuing
the arousing nipple play and again Maria willingly abandoned
herself to her maltreatment in the quest of training.

“Good slave. There may be hope for you yet,”
she smiled and strode away, her heels clicking upon the floor as
Maria could not believe that she had just assented to being
tortured. What was happening to her? While it was occurring she was
in hell, but afterwards a sly insidious force skulked within her,
whispering for more and it was this force that was growing stronger
with every second she spent under the grim tutelage of this
goddess.

As she lay in her apathetic coma, a silken
cloth was fastened tightly about her face, the fabric fitting
snugly as the Mistress began to draw free a hose, the small gun
atop it ready to spew forth a cascade.

“Water torture. An ingenious and very
effective invention that we are both going to have the pleasure of
experiencing. You through enduring it as part of your restructuring
in becoming my pet, and myself in seeing you react to it as I keep
you controlled and helpless to my will,” stated the woman, flicking
the hose to straighten it the coils on the floor.

A chorus of merry beeps tainted the pensive
quiet and with a growl of irritation the Mistress walked to the
area of wall beside the door. Opening a small panel she exposed an
intercom. Touching the button she barked petulantly into the
microphone. “What is it? This had better be important!”

“An emergency broadcast is in progress. All
personal are being informed, Major,” came a harried and intimidated
voice.

Releasing the switch, she touched another
control and listened as speakers crackled into activity and
released the message. The voice of Prime Minister Kessler wafted
out, her voice charged with solemn passion and dripping with the
irresistible charisma that had carried her into a position of power
that practically equated to that of Empress of Britain.

“-in response to the growing influence of
mutant agents over foreign nations, greater force is being levied
against the people of Great Britain. After much consideration and
deliberation, I have ended the fruitless negotiations with our
critics and they in turn have increased the sanctions unjustly
applied against us for nothing more than ensuring our own survival
against the rising tide of genetic impurity. I will not tolerate
such wrongful treatment of our people, and thus I have recalled our
ambassadors from the infected countries and expelled those
representatives resident upon our shores. Those strategic points on
our soil operated by foreign powers have been taken over and their
occupants deported. From this point on we are no longer a part of
Europe, we stand alone against the evil that has taken control of
our former allies, and in effect a state of war exists between
us.”

“All Knights, Police, Military and
Territorial Army members are placed on active duty, effective
immediately and should report to their designated bases with all
haste. All loyal and patriotic citizens should seek to enlist as
soon as possible to protect their country from this menace. Those
planning to go overseas should cancel their plans for their own
protection and those already distanced from our lands should
consider an immediate return for their own safety.”

“This crusade has had one goal from the very
beginning - the eradication of the menace to our society and way of
life, and because our foe has shielded itself behind the walls of
other lands we must smash down these barriers and exterminate the
enemy wherever it may be found, be it at home or abroad. Great
Britain has united and cleansed itself of our sickness and we must
do the same for those of the world, those who have lacked the moral
fiber and innate strength that has guided us to salvation. Stand
proud citizens, for truly we of Great Britain have been shown the
way, and with God on our side we shall yet purify his
children.”

The broadcast ended and the Mistress switched
off the radio.

“Well, it seems as though we have a lot more
work ahead of us, slave. Once we have finished with our indigenous
mutants, we have everyone else’s to deal with. Hounds like yourself
could well be in great demand after the initial fighting is
over.”


Chapter Thirty-One

 


 


The KGP guards kept Steven upright and frog
marched him forward, his feet slithering on the ground, unable to
meet the demands of their speedy gait. A door was opened and his
enfeebled form was dragged in. When he spied the set of stocks in
the center of the shadow-smothered room he panicked and fought
against his captors with greater venom.

“Keep still, freak,” hissed the woman at his
side and swung a short truncheon into his stomach, the wash of
crushing nausea making him sag in their hands.

Presented to the engine of pain, the jaws of
the wooden maw parted and accepted his neck and wrists before
clamping shut. A bolt was thrown to seal him in and his obstinately
defiant legs were steered into ankle slats and similarly
trapped.

“Have fun, mutant. We’ll be back for you
later,” chuckled the other guard and they strolled off with a
casual mocking laugh, slamming the door shut in their wake.

The oppressive blackness of the room devoured
the walls and only the weak bulb above him kept the monstrous
depths of void at bay.

Heaving at the uncompromising timbers he
found them more than able to hold him, and although his claws could
paw at the wood, he lacked the leverage to do anything more than
inflict shallow scratches. Holding his breath and closing his eyes
he pushed at the confines and strained, forcing his muscles to
their very limits, extending the parameters of their labors until
with a weary exhale he sagged, vanquished and riven by the pain of
pulled muscles and chafed flesh.

Assailed by frustration he flew into a
berserk series of violent wriggles, hauling and yanking with manic
power in a bid to defeat the accursed device, persevering with this
quest until he was forced to stop through sheer exhaustion.

“Have we quite finished?” inquired a soft,
melodious voice, one soaked with seductive brutality.

From the depths emerged a hint of movement,
the vague outline forming into a humanoid visage until it was fully
revealed as the woman stepped into the light. She was a vision of
beauty, but it was a grim comeliness, marred by her KGP uniform and
the malignant glower festering behind her dark eyes.

“Why am I here?” he uttered softly,
intimidated by his helplessness and the aura of dread that poured
from her.

“You wish to go back to work with your fellow
mutants? I thought a change of scene would be better received.
Isn’t it nice to get out of the sun?”

Steven was not fooled by this guise of
goodwill because he had gained the displeasure of the guards on
many occasions in the defense of his fellows. He knew he was
regarded as a troublemaker, a dissident, and had taken numerous
beatings for his behavior. There was little chance that his being
brought here was for anything other than to punish him or kill
him.

“Not really, I was working on my tan,” he
responded with animus.

“That attitude is the reason you are here. I
on the other hand, am here to correct it,” she flatly revealed.

“So you think torture will make me accept
your prison?”

“A prison? You mean this refuge for mutants,
this sanctuary from the rigors of normal society,” she mocked,
indicating the area with sweeps of her hands.

Steven scoffed audibly at the lie that was
used to sweeten the existence of the camps. Suddenly his stoical
resolve broke as she began to remove his clothes, the torn garments
being shifted aside to expose him fully. Clutching to his stamina
he tried to keep himself calm, to weather the abuses and keep his
rebellious nature safe and intact. No matter what they did he could
not acquiesce and let himself be defeated.

The woman paced back before him and moved to
the perimeter of the light where a table hid within the gloom and
furnished her with a set of leather gloves. With a slow plunge she
sunk her hands into the dark fabric and eased them onto her fingers
before lifting a slender cane.

Wandering back, she hovered behind him and a
soft hum of displaced air gave way to a loud thwack and a shot of
pain through his buttocks, the stripe crossing both cheeks and
making him jolt against the stocks with shock. Gritting his teeth,
he strove to retain his silence.

“No scream? Well, we have plenty more where
that came from,” she mused, enjoying her role with depraved relish
as she commenced a hail of stinging blows, applying them to his
thighs and rear with harsh virulence and steady monotony.

The attack continued to roll onwards, leaving
behind his ability to keep track of their number as his mind
thundered with the need to implore for a cessation. There was no
indication she was going to stop until she had succeeded in
shattering his resolve. The pain of the strokes had been bearable
at first, but as the constant lick of the bamboo turned his hide
from a soft pink to a dark, flushed series of purple welts it
became harder to hold back.

The mounting pain of the constant metronome
strikes began to swell in intensity, each hack feeding his
background agony. Sweat was soon cascading down his features, his
teeth chattering as a frenzied drool fell from his curled lips.

A single stroke stepped beyond the boundaries
of his endurance and his mouth opened to air a gurgling croak.
Another carried the session out of his reach and prompted a cry,
and a third opened him to a burbling solicitation to end her
assault.

“There we go, that’s what I wanted to hear,”
she chuckled, and ignoring his words of sobbing she maintained her
abuse, demeaning him totally as she continued with silent
firmness.

“So much wailing. Few mutants break this
easily, you must be much weaker than most. I can’t imagine how you
even managed to annoy the guards, someone as obviously delicate as
yourself should fold at the first harsh glance,” she stated as she
beat him.

Suddenly she stopped, leaving him loose
within the wooden restraints as she walked out before him and
removed her military cap.

“Phew, that was some fun sport, eh my little
mutant?” she idly commented, wiping away the sweat that had
accumulated on her brow. “These uniforms are nice, but they can be
a little hot.”

To Steven’s befuddlement she began to
unbutton the top, rolling her leather gloved hands down the front
and then sloughing of the stark jacket. Standing before him in
combat trousers, boots and a black bra, she flexed her leather
fists and set aside the top.

She was an amazing vision and it took some
severe convincing to keep his libido in check, his mind zealously
trumpeting the reality that she was a KGP tyrant to be hated and
reviled.

“Mmm, that’s better,” she purred
licentiously, letting her hide coated hands drift across the smooth
pale skin of her torso. Steven averted his eyes as he felt life
entering his manhood.

“Now that’s not very flattering is it?” she
scolded, stepping forward and delivering a stinging backhand slap
across his features. “I would have thought the sight of a normal,
unblemished human would have been a treat for you. Oh well, back to
work then.”

Sauntering past she left his field of vision
and entered the gloom, arming herself with a different kind of
weapon.

All prediction as to what was to follow
vanished as she took hold of his penis and began to massage it.
With frantic might he tried to distract himself from her clear
intention to arouse him, conjuring every repulsive and anti-erotic
thought he could summon. Running through a plethora of foul images
he tried to stop his libido from answering her caress, but it was a
futile notion and within moments she had crafted a tumescent
shaft.

“There, that’s much better. You see, you do
know how to respond correctly when something pure and superior to
you is touching you,” she crooned, swiftly bringing him towards
orgasm with her rough though sensuous caress.

“Oops, but no relief for you, my mutant
rebel. Bad mutants don’t get treats,” she laughed, stopping as she
felt him swelling against her fist, denying him on the verge of
release. Steven snorted and gasped, straining, almost begging her
to finish her stimulation, the temptation of pleasure eclipsing the
need to remain stalwart.

“But we don’t want this fading do we?” she
announced, and began to tie the center of a thin wire around his
turgid shaft.

Steven gurgled and croaked with strain as she
formed a hideously tight noose at the root of his penis. She
started then tightening it even more and lacing it towards the tip,
criss crossing upwards, hauling in to make the flesh bulge around
the strangling wires. The impediment to circulation on this
sensitive organ made him jolt and writhe, mewling as she cocooned
him, his face red with stress as he subdued the urge to beg and
howl.

A knot and a leaden weight on the end
stretched him downward, the bite of the garroting cable preventing
him from wilting and sloughing off the accursed plexus.

“But I forget my manners, even though I am
overheating, without your rags you must be feeling the cold,
especially after all that time in the sun,” she offered with fake
concern and a malicious edge to her voice.

As fingers touched his rear he clenched with
a sense of impending jeopardy, trying to deny her wishes as she
forced her way onwards and started to work a cold lubricant into
the orifice, her probing digits defeating his clenched muscles and
working the gel deep inside him. Smoldering heat unexpectedly
savaged the tender tracts, the embrocation cream searing the flesh
with its chemical fervor.

“There, that’s warming you up a bit isn’t it?
But I just can’t get it deep enough,” she commented and the burn of
the cream was eclipsed as a thick rubber dildo dove inward, opening
his virgin rear and being sheathed deep within him. The shock of
this violation rocked his abdomen and made him yell out in outrage
at this brutal defilement.

“Oh hush now, I know you mutants are all sick
depraved types. It’s in your blood. You’re probably enjoying this
aren’t you?” she questioned, and with a devilish precision she
began to shift the replica phallus back and forth, turning it to
drag at his stunned tissues and pivoting it to churn and punish his
anus. Against such profanity he was howling for her to stop,
begging without reservation.

“Come on, admit it. Admit you like this and
maybe I’ll stop so as to deny you your disgraceful perverse
pleasure,” she offered, continuing her drives with more gusto, the
cream being carried deep into him as she added more to her glove
and massaged it onto his testes. The delicate skin erupted with
volcanic force, making him truly believe that he was suffering the
most heinous chemical burns, that his skin was being dissolved by
the acidic searing appetite of a corrosive compound.

“Come on, say it!” she ordered, stabbing the
toy from root to tip and squeezing her hand with increasing
forcefulness about his testicles, slowly compressing the lucid
orbs.

“I do! I do! Now stop!” he cried, the
degradation and pain worse than any mistreatment he had ever
endured in his life. Physical abuse and hardship could be handled
but this woman was a more cunning and evil foe.

“Say it in full. Tell me how much you enjoy
this!” she demanded, her fist making his groin throb and nausea to
rise within him.

“I love this! I love taking a dildo in my
arse! I love it so much! Don’t stop!” he wailed, demeaned tears
trickling down his face as he soiled his throat with the words of
his defeat. No guard had ever managed to taint him. They had beaten
him unconscious and still he had refused to acquiesce, and now this
woman had taken his dignity and pride in a matter of minutes with
almost absent ease.

“Good boy. Maybe there’s hope for you yet,”
she commented and withdrew her dildo and released her hold.

The woman moved back and then walked back
around before him, standing to attention with a broad grin on her
lips.

“Oh look at these tears. Not such a brave and
hardy mutant now are we? Just another pathetic wretch. How easy it
was to break you. I’ve had children last longer than that, and
there I was thinking you’d be a challenge. So much for that
notion,” she accused, using every word to hack at his pride.

His hatred of her speech could not gather
with any significance, his self-pity and utter defeat were in
charge now and her verbal harrying only made him weep more
profusely and sink deeper into his vanquished apathy.

“Well, it seems I overdid it a little with
the heat. I should cool you off before we continue with your
lessons, mutant,” she stated firmly and walked around back into the
darkness.

Moments later a freezing nugget of ice was
pressed to his sphincter and shoved rudely forward. The arctic burn
of the ice cube brought him to a thrashing fit as it slithered in
and drifted into his hot insides, the radical temperature change
bringing cramping pains and intense shock. He yelled and groveled
freely, his resistance in tatters as she deployed the dildo, using
it as a ram to thrust the cube even deeper into him before adding
another. The distinct presence of the ice remained within him,
sending radiant cold into his insides that was both horrid and
painful.

The woman inserted a full dozen, the waters
from melted cubes dribbling from him as she continued her despotic
work with obvious satisfaction. Each thrust of the dildo sent
another into his tracts and forced back those he was trying to spit
out. The straits were more than he could take but he was
defenseless.

“If you annoy the guards again, you will be
sent back to me for more therapy,” warned the woman. “Do you
understand?”

“Yes, yes, just stop, please!” he wept.

“Then let us toast our agreement,” she smiled
and moved back into the darkness, leaving the dildo sheathed within
him, making him use his muscles to try and force it out. The length
emerged slowly and finally fell out to bounce against the slat at
his ankles and roll off onto the floor.

“Drop something did we? Here, let me get that
for you,” announced the officer, walking around him, taking up the
toy and putting the tip to his rear and pausing for a moment.
Slapping the palm of her spare hand to it she drove it in like a
nail and made his tracts erupt with scintillating force at the
brutality of this injection.

“Now for that drink,” she uttered and moved
to his side to lift a pint glass near full to the brim with golden
fluid.

“My own, personal vintage,” she grinned as it
was brought to his face and the smell of urine washed under his
nose, turning his stomach and numbing his thoughts with repelled
shock.

“A toast,” she chuckled. “To your
obedience.”

Gloved fingers pinched his nostrils shut and
lifted up, causing his lips to part as the glass rim was delivered
towards his mouth. He turned and tried to shake his head away, the
oscillating spasms denying her will.

A brutal smack fell across his face, stunning
him as she ducked in and snatched his genitalia, her fingers
rolling as she squeezed and caused the flesh to pound with a
nauseating blast of torment. Squealing in distress as she crushed
ever tighter, he heard the woman hiss her demands once more and
apply a warning.

“Drink it, or I’ll twist these off and make
you eat them! Understand?”

With a wrenching twist she let go, letting
his cry drop into a concussed murmur.

The glass appeared before him and without
resistance he remained still and opened his mouth to accept it. The
first sip almost made him retch and he spat it back into the glass,
unable to comply with her will.

Her spare hand instantly slammed his head up
and sank fingers into his hair, dragging up with strength to make
his scalp flicker with stabbing sensation. Assailed with the pain
of this abuse he accepted the renewed flood, the woman pouring it
in freely as he deserted his dignity and gulped down with
alacrity.

The last of the contents vanished and she
backed up with an iniquitous grin, the foul tang lingering on his
taste buds, refusing to depart as he coughed and gagged.

“There, now isn’t that better,” she mocked,
and began to restore her own clothes prior to adding his.

Via a hand radio she summoned the KGP
sentries to return him to the barracks in which the prisoners were
held. In the last moments before the arrival of his escorts she
unwound the wire, the sudden release causing him to cavort and yowl
as angry sensation skipped back and made the flesh reveal its
rancor.

“If I see you here again, I’ll
really make you suffer some
indignity,” she warned.

The sheer grotesque malice and authenticity
in her voice sent an aghast quiver through his very soul as Steven
was convinced he had experienced but a minute fraction of what this
woman was capable of.

 


With a snort of intense shock Steven jerked
awake. His eyes snapped open to regard the darkness of the forest.
All was quiet save for his racing pulse, his heart stamping in his
chest from the memory he had been forced to relieve by a vindictive
subconscious.

Exhaling deeply he soothed his thoughts and
visually checked to make sure the sentry was awake. Anna was
propped against a tree, scrutinizing the blackness, her features
locked in intense concentration as she brooded.

Having doped up the Hound with sedatives from
the first aid kits, the group had left the abandoned mine, the
forgotten relic a valuable last resort hiding place, one too
precious to use frequently lest it be discovered.

While marching through the forest, Steven had
been dwelling on his old memories, the stagnant thoughts rising
through the barriers he had set up to keep them buried. But the
description of the officer involved in the training of the Hounds
was a little too close to his own knowledge to let him forget and
while he slept the attack she had visited upon him had floated up
into his dreams like some cadaverous body rising from the ocean
depths.

The prospect of a return to her iniquitous
attentions had quelled his defiance for weeks thereafter, the mere
threat of taking him back to be tormented being enough to end any
dissent. If the woman had been honing her skills on the prisoners
of the camp in preparation for training Hounds, Maria was in
serious jeopardy. He had already seen one broken mutant, trained to
obey, and the shock of such atrocities had left Anna a virtual mute
since she had seen the process. Unless they freed her soon, Maria
might become lost to them forever.

 


* * * *

 


Anna kept still as she listened to Steven
settle back down and re-enter sleep. Leaning back she continued
with tears in her eyes, fighting to stop herself but helpless to do
so.

A pair of her hands sneaked back down across
her body and slipped between her legs, her fingers etching swift
patterns on her wet sex. Another pair caressed her breasts,
squeezing them and pinching at the nipples as she winced and arched
slightly against the meager distress. Her mind’s eye rolled with
visions stolen from the Hounds mind, images of women in latex and
vinyl, leather, perched atop heels, crop in hand and snarl on
lips.

Since the invasion of Kirsten’s mind she
hadn’t been able to get such deviancies from her thoughts. The long
silent trek had allowed them to swell within her, becoming more
detailed as she imaged being held under the stiletto heel of a
powerful owner, someone who would train her, take care of her and
above all use her for her own twisted erotic pleasure.

Anna wanted to desperately push these alien
feelings from her psyche but they would not be so easily removed.
The intensity of Kirsten’s training and the woman’s initial
fascination for such pursuits had infected her to her very core.
She couldn’t believe she was thinking along such lines, that she
was now aching for surrender to another, of being their property
for life, but there was little she could do. Her libido was at a
fervid zenith, she needed to relief the tension before she went
into battle and all she could do to facilitate her sly onanism was
to conjure images of her subjugation, of being placed in intricate
bondage and tormented and teased. She yearned to be stretched out
and bound tightly, to feel a monster dildo be forced into her as
clamps gnawed upon her most tender parts, all of it acting as a
precursor to a most virulent scourging. She wanted to feel the hot
lick of a weapon across her vulnerable dildo stuffed rear, to be
made to service another woman, to have one do the same to her. She
wanted to be entombed in latex skin and restrained to be of use as
furniture as her painfully gagged mouth could offer no
protests.

Dreaming of being made to perform like this
at the booted feet of a stern female force, Anna tightened and
moaned softly to herself, treating her body and mind to a long and
succulent climax, one riddled with visions of delightful sexual
slavery.


Chapter Thirty-Two

 


 


With a spluttering gush the cold waters
splashed across her face, saturating the cloth in an instant and
shutting off her breath. The flow entered her nostrils and choked
her as it seeped into her throat.

Sucking at the impermeable veil, the moisture
flecked her breath as she opened a narrow passage, the vent quickly
sealing as the flow of water was increased with a gentle
squeeze.

The pattering pressure of it striking her
face testified to the futility of seeking breath until it had
stopped, making her strain against the restraints, her capacity to
hold her breath being stretched to the very limits. As her lungs
started to burn from starvation and her pulse thudded in her
temples, she increased her fight for freedom, trying to get her
face from under the flow so she might find access to air.

The flow ceased and the waters slowly drooled
from the fabric, allowing her to gulp down a rash breath, the entry
of water droplets reducing her to hacking fits as her lungs reacted
poorly to the intrusion.

Barely had she recovered her respiration when
her exhale was cut off by the splash of water, the flow denying an
inhale that she might store and use to keep herself from
drowning.

Instantly she flew into paroxysms, the
proximity of suffocation increased immeasurably, making her writhe
and panic in mortal calamity.

The application ended and left Maria in
torment as she hauled at the cloth, fighting to tear out the fluid
as more flowed in behind it to seal her away from air. The upper
reaches of the cloth ran dry and descended, allowing her task to
find success and once more she banished the fires of her torment
with deep, rasping inhales.

Again the waters descended, smothering her,
robbing her of breath, offering up her drowning demise again and
again and then taking it away, giving her all the horror of such a
slow winding route to destruction without any final release.

When the cloth was ripped from her face she
was barely conscious, her thoughts swimming in chaotic ruins of
recovery, the Mistress looming over her like some specter of the
reaper and savoring her distress.

“There, that’s all for now, slave,” she said
softly, petting her property as she unfastened the head cage.

Maria looked up at her with adoration for
ending the ordeal.

“Thank you, Mistress,” she said as soon as
her jaw was freed, the words completely genuine.


Chapter Thirty-Three

 


 


Stirring from a chemically induced coma,
Kirsten gathered her strength. The drugs had been swiftly processed
by her enhanced mutant metabolism and had been broken down,
bringing her back to awareness vastly ahead of the band’s
schedule.

Letting the dizziness fade, she concentrated
her will and flexed her muscles, slowly straining and forcing
outward. The crippling enfeeblement of the gunshot wound had gone,
her body was totally healed of all damage and without the danger of
armed guards or the debilitation of suffocation or psychic rape,
the chains were an adversary she could at last overcome.

The metal links creaked as they started to
bend, opening and then parting with a series of rending snaps.

Gathering her breath after the labors, she
flicked off the slack metal coils and arose to her feet. Grabbing
her sections of armor she snapped them back into place, locking
them to her rows of studs.

Flexing her clawed fingers she turned and
sniffed at the air until she was sure where the fresh influx was
wafting from, the scent of pollen and the wilderness revealing all
she needed.

Having located the route out she broke into a
sprint and made for the surface, intending to pursue the group to
the base and if possible, stop them.

The sense of jeopardy she felt at her
Mistress’ own danger was eating at her more potently than ever
before. The re-living of her training through the psychic attack
had brought back her will to obedience, strengthening it and making
her loyalty a far more forceful presence within her.

The notions of freedom in the wilderness had
evaporated. Kirsten wanted to return to her halcyon training, to
grovel and fawn at her owner’s heels, to be the object of sadistic
attention. The thought of such bliss increased her speed still
further and dashing up through the last stretch of tunnel she
sprang into the awaiting woodland.

Kirsten swiftly scaled a tall tree and
scanned the horizons to locate the distant smear of pollution
marking the city and thereby the base on its outskirts. Noticing
the muddy stain she dropped down to the ground from her elevated
perch and pounded her feet to the ground as she commenced and
frenzied sprint.

Her lungs burned, her heart thrashed like a
wild beast against her ribs as she pushed her body beyond all
normal tolerances in order to reach her goal in time. The pain in
her body was nothing compared to the pain her heart felt should the
Mistress not survive.


Chapter Thirty-Four

 


 


A ramp dove into the ground from the street,
leading down to a set of automated barriers that reached out from
either side of a central guard station. The ramp continued down for
another twenty meters and opened into the yawning expanse of the
KGP car pool.

The trio of sentries standing guard by the
barriers stepped casually out. The monitor located on the street
had shown four figures wandering down towards them and they were
intending to stop them before they tried to reach the car bay. If
the trespassers reached this location, the monitors there were
watched not only from within their own station but by the security
and surveillance team in the upper levels of the building. Such a
lapse would be seen and they would be reprimanded.

The intrusion of citizens into this secondary
access point was getting to be a constant annoyance and the guards
were rapidly losing patience with it. Everyone seemed to think they
had a right to just cruise into the KGP facility to take a
look.

“No entry without a pass,” one of them said
with a strained air of repetition, ducking beneath the candy
striped barrier and waving them back.

The forms moved from the shadows, exposing
travesties of human forms that had eluded the rough picture of the
security camera. But what was far more terrifying was the array of
weapons that leapt into view from their clothes and trained upon
the startled guards.

Before they could act, the coughing murmur of
silenced pistols entered the air, avoiding body armor and placing
lethal rounds accurately through heads. The soldiers jerked back
and collapsed, slain instantly as a second volley congregated and
destroyed the peering lens of the security camera.

Breaking into a sprint the guerrillas grabbed
the bodies and dragged them back into the guardroom, checking the
monitors to ensure that no trace of their assault was evident.
Fortunately they found everything to their peaceful
satisfaction.

A camera watched the scene just around the
corner, the eye panning like so many others across the vast bay of
vehicles. The camera here negated any further undetected passage,
their initial surprise entry unobserved and allocated to luck and
laziness on behalf of the KGP soldiers, their alertness at this
late hour severely lacking.

Jogging to the last remnant of cover before
she had to expose herself to the intense eye of security, Anna
removed the pin on three grenades and with a fierce throw sent them
rolling across the underground car park, the explosives tumbling
beneath the parked jeeps, trucks and light tanks. A second volley
joined the first, the extended timers allowing a third barrage to
be hurled before they erupted in three tempestuous waves.

The building rocked as the blast ripped
through the nearby vehicles and tore up areas of foundation. A
belching sheet of fire rolled out in all directions, flowing up and
across the ceiling to spread above the band as a sky of flickering
incendiary color. Ragged chunks of stone and smoking metal bounced
out into view as ruptured fuel tanks were licked by flame and
joined the fiery symphony.

Acting as one, the group charged across the
scene of chaos, the heat of the inferno bringing them out in a
sudden sweltering sweat.

Two KGP stepped from the main doors and stood
aghast as multiple weapons opened fire and splashed the wall with
sprays of bullets and blood. The soldiers jerked as they were
pummeled by short bursts and dropped back to the crater-riddled
concrete before collapsing as twitching mounds of torn meat.

Kicking open the doors, the group used their
aims to check the small chamber and then ran to the line of lifts,
summoning the one Anna specified with the frantic pumping of its
downward call button.

Anna and Steven backed up and drew aim on the
doors, ready to butcher any occupants who might already be present
as Gary and Paul kept track of the stairwell and the entrance.

With a soft ping the doors of a lift slid
aside, parting and revealing four KGP soldiers with fire
extinguishers and oxygen masks. A freely unleashed cascade of
bullets ripped into them, the interior of the small metal box
suddenly vanishing amidst cones of white smog as extinguishers were
penetrated. The two mutants continued to fill the blind view with
streams of fire to ensure complete suppression before moving in and
starting to drag the gore-splashed cadavers out.

“Into the lift,” announced Steven, stepping
in and holding the doors open as they nudged against his hands and
retreated after detecting the obstruction.

With a sudden flurry of activity they bundled
in and pressed the lowest button, the cool interior filled with the
cloying stench of ruptured bodies and blood, mingled with the
overpowering perfume of the released carbon dioxide.

The cursory quiet was penetrated by the
sounds of deep metal chimes and clatters, the group reloading and
swapping magazines, discarding the spent ones and readying to face
whatever guards the training ground held.

Anna had divulged that only the card lock
existed as a defense but they were not prepared to take any
chances.

Descending to the unmarked level at the very
deepest heart of the base, the doors slid open and revealed a small
room, the plain vault doors to the dungeon blockaded by the key
slot.

Stepping from the lift, Gary placed one of
the deserted and bullet riddled helmets at the door to prevent it
closing, sealing off the only entrance to the lowest level.

Paul bashed a fist to the key panel, staving
it in before ripping it free to expose the circuits within. Without
word Gary stepped up and shone a pocket torch into the dark maze of
wires, applying clippers to reconfigure the lock and permit
ingress.

“Come on, this is taking too long,” hissed
Anna, jittering on the balls of her feet.

“Shut up, this is complicated,” uttered Gary,
cursing as he received a light shock from fastening two live wires
together with a bare pinch.

“Nearly there, just a few…Got it!” he
announced, and stepped back as the doors slowly parted, operating
reluctantly as though they knew this was not a legal access. “The
greatest tech wizard in the fucking universe strikes again. I
could’ve been rich, I tell ya,” he gloated.

Gathered at the sides, the group swung round
and leveled weapons to see Maria standing naked in the middle of
the corridor.

“Maria!” yelled Anna and ran forward with
elation.

“Anna! NO!” Steven howled, noticing the blank
and distant expression in the girl’s eyes. The woman failed to heed
his warning or just decided to ignore it.

The air seemed to shimmer as though an
intense heat had welled from the floor and the girl’s hair
fluttered on an insubstantial breeze. A friction heated wind washed
around in wild and chaotic vertices and there was a flesh-muffled
crunch as Anna flew back through the air. Her back slammed to the
wall beside the entrance with such force that the metal caved in to
leave a great dent when she dropped from it to slump on the
floor.

“Maria! It’s us! We’ve come to rescue you,”
shouted Steven, moving back into cover until he was sure she would
not renew her attack.

“She no longer hears your words, mutant,”
reported a chillingly familiar voice, the soft tone sending a
shiver down his spine and making his stomach knot in dread. It was
her without a doubt, the pattern of her voice was forever branded
upon his soul in the indelible medium of nightmares.

Turning his fear inside out, he conjured up
his long neglected hatred and stoked a sober rage. Jerking out, he
took aim in a heartbeat and squeezed the trigger. The assault rifle
bucked in his grasp, a jingling flow of spent cartridges flying out
as his careful burst targeted the villainess who had befouled him.
She stood at a crooked angle, clad in a latex catsuit with thigh
boots laid atop it and a waist cincher of gloss fabric hauling at
her hips.

She barely blinked, her broad smile remaining
unperturbed as the bullets rattled on the floor, stopped by a
cushioning wall of psychokinetic force. The officer sneered and
aired a snort of contempt.

“What the hell’s she doing?” yelled Paul,
keeping in shelter.

“She’s been brainwashed. She’ll kill us all
if we fail to reach her.”

“So soon. How?” questioned Gary.

“It doesn’t matter how, we…” Steven stopped,
having caught sight of a ventilation duct. The tiny chute was
beyond the capacity of even a child to access, but Gary was not
constrained by the physical impediments of an obstinately solid
form.

“Flank her,” he spat, jabbing at the grille
with his rifle.

Without delay the skinny mutant began to
strip off his excess baggage as Paul caved in the panel with a
punch to expose the dark interior hidden behind. Locking his torch
between his teeth the mutant entered, his bones cracking as they
altered and changed to accommodate his elastic flesh. In moments he
was slithering in, shuffling down the conduit like an
invertebrate.

“What’s the matter, mutants? Surely you can
defeat one small adolescent to reach me?” goaded the woman.

“Perhaps the death of that many-armed
aberration will bring you out of your rat hole. Slave, kill the
bitch on the floor.”

Anna snapped from her coma with a cry as her
flesh rippled beneath a sudden vice-like hold, her ribs groaning
under the pressure, her skin being stretched tight by a compressing
fury.

Maria watched her mentor squirm beneath her
new power, the woman clawing at the ground as she gasped for
breath, the intensity stepping up. Blood trails emerged from her
nose as she looked up to Maria with imploring in her eyes.

The forgotten and sealed recesses of her mind
were demanding that she stop, but she could not disobey the
Mistress. Besides, it felt good to make someone else suffer for
once, to relish the power of a helpless being as she regulated the
pains and did whatever suited her desire. It was joyous to see them
whimpering and squirming beneath her, begging for their lives as
her sanity screamed that what she was doing was gravely wrong. The
conflicting commands and alien emotions were filling her mind with
a red haze, the fury of her conflict lending further weight to her
anger, making her focus her telekinetic crush and have Anna suffer
all the more severely.


Chapter Thirty-Five

 


 


Black smoke was pouring from the car pool and
rising up the side of the tower to spread out upon the breeze. An
army of fire fighters and armed KGP swarmed before it while crowds
of eager onlookers were kept back by a cordon of police.

The attack had begun, causing Kirsten to
break into a sprint, her chameleonic shell falling back into place,
the loss of the hood leaving a disembodied head to bob in the
darkness. Lifting her arms across her face, she hid most of her
visage and made for the main ground level entrance.

Skipping through the doors she entered the
lobby and ran for the lifts. The metal detector buzzed loudly as
she passed through it, causing the guard beside it to spin and go
for his pistol. Upon seeing only a shimmer of air he blinked in
puzzlement and then whirled as she dropped a backhand chop into his
throat, shattering the soft flesh and felling him in one strike.
The soldier gurgled and twitched on the floor, controlled by his
death throes as Kirsten recommenced her sprint.

The pandemonium that ruled the interior left
her largely ignored, able to reach the lift without obstruction.
Finding it disabled, she locked her pointed steel fingers into the
seam and exerted her strength. Muscles rippled beneath the dark
skin, making the studs dance as she hauled open the doors and leapt
into the deep shaft with a carefree skip.


Chapter Thirty-Six

 


 


Gary dropped onto the floor with a soft thud.
The room was quiet, isolated and insulated from the conflict
without, no doubt an accommodation to stop screams escaping the
dire chamber.

A faint light ruled overhead, filling the
chamber with a soft illumination that revealed the various engines
in an even more frightening and ghastly a setting. The metal cross
and chair loomed in the depths, the trammels left wide. The soiled
surgical glove and weapons of torture were laid aside and ready,
the implements of sexual malfeasance striking a numbing chill
through his psyche as he bore witness to the trials Maria had been
dragged through.

Suddenly he regretted not having vouched for
coming to her aid sooner because the thought of such tactics being
used to break a mutant turned his stomach with disgust.

Bringing his analytical attention back to the
more pressing matter at hand, he averted his gaze from the details
of the tools the officer was using to gain mutant compliance and
moved to the door.

Flicking open the access panel he began
stripping out wires and circuits to defeat the mechanism that only
caused it to open to a person who passed the credentials required
of the genetic scanner concealed above it.

 


Holding tightly to their firearms, Steven and
Paul unleashed wild sprays of fire at the woman, the ground beneath
their feet sparkling with dancing cartridges as empty magazines
clanged upon the metal when they were spent.

The machine gun in Paul’s hands launched high
velocity, heavy rounds, ripping into Maria’s fortifications, the
task of keeping Maria diverted to protection rather than punishing
Anna devouring whole belts of ammunition.

Steven switched to the secondary barrel and
felt the weapon shove into him as the explosive rounds were set
free. Fragmentation bursts tore at the shield, sending ripples
through the floor from their savage eruption but Maria still held
them at bay. The six shot clip in the butt ran dry, keeping Anna
alive a little longer and forcing him to returning to the regular
ammunition.

“I’m out,” yelled Paul over the deafening din
of gunfire, dropping the weighty weapon and snatching up Gary’s
discarded rifle to recommence the attack, the two men trying to buy
the mutant enough time to ambush the officer.

Steven’s rifle gave a hollow click as his
last clip was devoured and discarding it, he hauled out two pistols
and began to fire, praying for Gary’s timely intervention.

 


Taking in a slow breath Gary crossed the last
wires and put his ear to the plate. The sound of sporadic gunfire
stopped and Anna’s cry reverberated as Maria’s full attention
focused back to this task.

Touching the plate, the door slid aside and
he charged forward, throwing his shoulder to Maria before she even
detected his approach. The girl was lifted from her feet and driven
harshly to the wall, Gary’s body crushing her and dazing her
sufficiently to break the psionic projection.

The slim frame toppled to the ground,
wheezing, barely able to move from the stunning attack. Maria’s
body was nowhere near as strong as her mind.

The mutants stepped out and glared at the
officer who maintained her defiant attitude, perched on heels, her
body tense as it stretched the folds of latex across her elaborate
contours.

“Gary, get Maria. Paul, take Anna. I’ll
dissect this whore myself,” Steven growled, throwing open his
fingers to reveal his claws.

“Come on then, freak,” she growled, and
awaited his attack, no hint of recollection in her eyes, testifying
as to how mundane his torture had been.

The harm that had lingered in his nightmares
for years was nothing more than a daily chore for her, and this
more than anything enraged his scarred mind.

“You’re dead, mundane bitch,” he hissed.

The roof of the lift exploded downward into
shards of metal as a flickering shadow dropped into a crouch. The
destructive entry tore open power cables, the exposed areas
throwing sparks in all directions to reveal the wavering outline of
a humanoid form.

The shimmering hint of a body lifted up and
Kirsten’s head left the cover of her chameleonic arms, exposing her
impassive stare.

“Actually, I believe it is you who are to
join the recently deceased, freak!” smiled the woman, and she
straightened proudly into a defiant and arrogant stance.

“Slave! Kill these trespassers!”

Kirsten’s presence in the domain of the
Mistress restored her submission in full and with a silent charge
she leapt out of the lift and flowed like a silken machine, her
actions timed and graceful and made with but one purpose. In their
previous encounter the mutant band had surprise on their side and
the added bonus that she had been wounded and her owner was far
from her. Now the field of battle was set in her most precious
sanctum, the world that she had almost killed Maria to keep to
herself and the Mistress and which the mutants had violated. Also,
the battlefield now had a fully restored Kirsten upon it, one
fighting for the life of her beloved Mistress as she watched her
slave in person. One glance to the rubber-clad dominatrix and
Kirsten’s rancor erupted, bringing a maenad fury to her body.

Flipping into the air as though gravity were
something she could ignore on a whim, her lancing kick caught Paul
in the chest, snapping a rib and bouncing him upon the wall, his
grip upon Anna falling away and letting the wounded mutant fall
back to the ground.

Before she landed, a pirouette whirl sent a
flash of talons out through the air and red lines were etched
across his throat. The resulting spray that poured forth only
touched air as Kirsten launched on, leaving the giant mutant to
stagger and claw insanely at the gashes, his life flowing through
his quivering fingers and down his chest. A moment later he dropped
to his knees and keeled over, a pool of his life widening around
him.

Kirsten bolted forward to defend her owner,
ignoring Steven to assail the mutant nearest to her Mistress. The
feral mutant tried to stop her and slashed outward as she sought to
bypass him, his claws whistling through empty air as she vaulted
over him and into a brief roll before continuing her dash.

Gary turned from the felled girl and saw the
calm face of Kirsten whirl past Steven and close in. Before he
could react, a pillar of suffering rode up through his torso, her
taloned fingers bunching and ripping into his belly, riding up
through his viscera and piercing his heart, the mortal jab lifting
from his feet, impaling the thin mutant upon her arm.

Hanging on her forearm, his scream manifested
as a crimson geyser that rained down to fleck Kirsten’s form, the
flood from his opened gut rolling down her arm in prolific torrents
and trickling down her body. The pierced frame stiffened and fell
limp before being cast off with a flick, the eviscerated carcass
slapping to the wall and settling like a leaden weight beside the
dazed form of Maria.

Spinning on his heel, Steven whirled to face
the attacker as she stood rigid and fixated on her mission, her
expertly mimicking hide stained with a glistening coat of gore, the
incarnadine layer revealing her in full by staining her skin with
the life of his friends and comrades.

“I beat you once, traitor, and I’ll do it
again if I have too. But first listen up. This woman has enslaved
you, you don’t have to obey, you can be free!”

The officer lowered her hand covertly towards
the activation box for the implants as it lay on the back of her
belt. If the slave turned on her, she would restore her obedience
with the electrical castigation or cripple her with it. Her fears
as to Kirsten’s fealty were groundless, her slave was indoctrinated
to a degree beyond love or lust.

Without breaking eye contact Kirsten closed
in, her mind detached, her body flowing on automatic. A truculent
swing rose up at Steven, surprising him with the severity of her
assault, so much swifter and more potent than before. Her claws
trailed thick arcs of blood and rose into the air as he sidestepped
and span, casting his own talons at her chest.

Kirsten’s elevated forearm jerked down and
met the claws, their edges screeching across the metal armor before
a savage kick snapped up to Steven’s chin, forcing him to throw
himself recklessly aside, his balance ailing.

Kirsten dropped and span, swinging the
upraised leg in a full circle, carrying it at knee height to strip
Steven’s legs from under him. The mutant fell with a crunch and
roared as she dropped and thrust her claws into his chest, punching
through his ribs and transfixing his heart. A cruel twist tickled
the organ and delivered the man into the arms of oblivion.

 Panting, Kirsten
arose and yanked her weapons free of the demolished torso before
lowering at the feet of her Mistress, pools of sundered gore
running from her in thick, congealing trickles as beads of sweat
adorned her brow like translucent pearls.

“Good slave,” purred Jessica, patting her
Hound with genuine fondness as she nuzzled into her side, her eyes
closed with adoration as she savored the proximity of the one who
owned her.

Jessica noticed that the many-armed female
rebel still lived and could well prove yet another useful addition
to her harem of trained pets, especially with the war brewing. In
the meantime she could reward her pet, indulge herself with the
sensual pleasures of her most favored of possessions. She had done
exceptionally well and Jessica was overjoyed to see that she was
okay, more so for the fact that she had declined actual freedom to
return and save the one who had trained her to obey.

“I love you, Mistress,” Kirsten murmured
softly, taking the sweet scent of latex into her nose as the warmth
in the impermeable layer soaked into her cheek.

“And I love you to, my sweet slave,” smiled
Jessica.
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