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SUMMARY

Tyra returns in the sequel to Shadows of Torment. Free from control, she has exploited her old memories to survive and now seeks vengeance against her former master. However, during the revolt he has massively expanded his cartel and is now invulnerable to her.

Tyra learns that Balthazar was once the lieutenant of a galactic crime lord, under whom he acquired his taste for dominance before breaking away. Intending to instigate Balthazar's downfall, she seeks this power out at his off-world private estate and is startled by the realm of sensual excess she finds there.

Distracted by such depravity, Tyra is captured and finds herself lost in a nefarious world of forbidden pleasures, impossible delights, and exquisite vice. Enrolled as a concubine, her submission is tested to the full as she starts to unearth the many astounding secrets that surround her.

Meanwhile, Lily is subjected to the cruel and merciless training of her old lover and her former employer, who has struck a deal with a new and terrible force whose goal is nothing less than total dominance over all life.

Gradually, the sultry fates of both women are set on a collision course.
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​Prologue
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Incorporeal and unseen, they continued to drift upon the psionic breezes and close in upon their target. The sun was setting and long shadows were stretching down the endless streets of identical suburban homes. A few grav cars still cruised through the air or settled upon the land whereupon smartly dressed businessmen emerged to be greeted by their compulsorily adoring family.

The spiritual static of a day's toil and the blizzards of emotions that signalled the anticipation of its end made the psychic sea churn and heave. They had grown used to such awkward interference and their rate did not falter.

The homes began to give way to a massive industrial area. Two rows of fencing with coils of razor wire perched on top surrounded the whole facility. Within this no man's land walked heavily armoured guards with weighty assault cannon cradled in their gauntleted hands.

Some had cyborg attack dogs on leads. The armoured killing machines panned their glowing red eyes from left to right in search of prey and their buzz-saw fangs whirled on occasion to keep the mechanism warm. Guard towers also dotted the perimeter and heavy weapons jutted through armoured slots.

The domain within was no less well defended and tanks the size of houses trundled along the internal roads. Their massive caterpillar tracks created a cacophony of clattering sound and their numerous laser and plasma turrets turned steadily to blankly regard the scene.

The unseen spectres poured down through the air and towards the gates where a sign bore a picture of a cartoon robot. The illustrated caricature was grinning and had an equally happy 50s style family cuddled around it. The bright and colourful legend Welcome to Turin Inc. Terran headquarters. Home of the happy cyborg, was emblazoned above the drawing. In small print beneath it there was a smaller message that simply stated Trespassers will be Harvested.

The wraiths passed through the defences without effort and continued inward. They wove through the office blocks that lanced up into the sky. Their hundreds of storeys were filled with toiling office workers who radiated potent emotional whirlwinds while working overtime or finishing important projects. Such turbulence made passage difficult even through the less densely populated lower floors.

They paused suddenly when a flare of stringent emotion caught the edge of their senses. They slithered through a block and placed their unseen eyes on a titillating sight. All seemed normal to the casual observer, but they could see the vibrant rushes of confused mental power emerging from a large and inanimate table.

A smartly dressed executive entered the room on a bold tread and his sadistic glee was blatant about him. He ran a hand along the surface of the desk and savoured the power he held over its hidden occupant.

A touch to a button that lurked beneath the corner caused the barren surface to part at a central seam and slide back. It moved slowly and the devices and ornaments arranged upon it did not even shake.

A nude and alluring female form was lost in the hollow interior. Her legs were splayed wide so that her shins and feet ran down into the legs of the desk. Her head was perched up against the opposite side and her arms were stretched horizontally outward before a stern bag captured her hands. Rubber straps crisscrossed her contained form and kept her pinned mercilessly down to the padded interior surfaces. Her eyes were screwed shut against the influx of light and she whimpered pitifully against the metal plate that was fastened across her entire lower face and held in place by stern internal vacuum.

The executive grinned wickedly and reached in to run his hand down her quaking body. She shivered and the motion inflamed his libido. He touched an interior control and watched as the barriers before him parted. The small wall that faced him all day while he sat and worked slithered back and the floor retreated to create a wide 'V' that pointed blatantly to the exposed and quivering pussy of his prisoner.

He quickly unfastened his trousers and dropped them before he grabbed his rigid cock and placed it to the hopelessly vulnerable orifice. He let it lay there and took a moment to relish the increase in volume of her panicked and imploring tunes.

The spectres could see snippets of what had brought the pair to this moment. The woman reeked of submission, of a desire to be ruled, not just in life, but sexually as well. However, these leanings had been sorely taxed to their limit by the level of bondage she had been subjected to. They could feel her hatred of her confinement, the bane of her frustration, but also the dark, lurid satisfaction she found in being reduced to inanimate carnal property of a corporate overlord. She wanted to be free so badly, but also wanted this desire thwarted. However, at present, the desire to be fucked was crushing every other impulse. In that dark isolation she had dreamed of this moment, when the man who had seduced her, shown her this new life, thrust into her presented and utterly owned physique.

The executive raged with dominant zeal. He bought and sold lives by the million with a touch of a keypad. His wealth permitted him every indulgence, but nothing gave him as much delight as ruthlessly owning and abusing an adoring piece of female flesh.

The spectres tittered softly when he dove forward and into his possession. They knew what was coming and wanted to linger and enjoy it.

His fingers grabbed her nipples and squeezed before pulling up. She cried out against her gag. The executive exploded with rhapsody at the noise and threw his hand into a drawer before pulling out a small paddle that he started to liberally apply all over her breasts, thighs, and arms. She squawked and hollered impotently against the gag but could do nothing, a fact that made his strokes even more vicious and his thrusts into her body all the more energetic.

They saw the woman orgasm twice and then when he finally came within her, they almost had to turn away because of the psychic detonation of potent emotional storms.

The executive slowed to a halt, withdrew, dropped into his chair, and without word touched the controls. The mechanism obeyed instantly and the woman mewled as she once again vanished into imprisoned servitude.

With his cock jutting up and glistening with her moisture, the executive closed his eyes and let his hands wander upon the desk while he ran through the encounter in his mind.

The spectres gave a hiss of amusement and continued onwards.

A sprawling spaceport entered their view. Vast freighters were dotted across it and as some settled amidst curling banks of churning steam, others bellowed into the ground with fire and struggled awkwardly into the air so they might seek the peace of vacuum where they could travel less arduously.

Armies of ground crew tended the leviathans in addition to legions of heavy loaders that bore enormous containers into their equally gargantuan bellies. Everywhere there existed heavy weapon emplacements with panning spotlights and flags emblazoned with the Turin logo.

The spectres ignored them all and continued towards the rows upon rows of colossal factory plants that lay beyond the landing pads.

The shadows quickly started to lengthen and lights began to come on as night fell. With new purpose they closed in on one of the plants after detecting that which they sought. The thick walls were as nothing to their ethereal projections and they slipped through and into the huge interior halls.

Everywhere there were hundreds of assorted designs of cyborg, all being put together on automated assembly lines. It was a scene as frenzied as it was methodical. Sparks flew and flashes of light issued from arcs of excess energy.

There were long queues of humanoid cyborgs. Without their skin they were bizarre anatomical depictions, with synthetic muscle and a partially exposed metal skeleton/chassis. Other assembly lines carried huge tank-like warborgs or battle-mechs. They stood upon squat legs and had numerous limbs that were curled up and armed with arrays of weapons ranging from missile, flamethrower, plasma, gauss and machine gun. In direct contrast to these monstrous behemoths of combat were long queues of small wiry service droids.

The spectres closed in on the line that offered them the easiest avenue of success. Men in white were adorned with numerous technical devices and they supervised the machines that constructed the machines. They also wore ornate and intricate headgear with numerous lenses and arsenals of scanning apparatus. The devices could be seen entering their flesh in places. Dedication to their profession had caused them to feed pipes and controls into their bodies as permanent fixtures to assist and facilitate their construction skills.

One of the men reached over and toyed with the dial on a small maser set. He panned through several stations and then settled on the brash frenzied rant of a shock deejay. He gave a grin and slowed his work to listen.

'This is the Terran Interstellar Broadcasting Network, coming at you from the Imperial Tele-Comms Headquarters and proudly sponsored by Turin Enterprises Incorporated. I.T.C.H - bringing you all the up to the nanosecond info at state of the art, speed of light timing to keep your lazy human arses cutting edge and crystal clear. Well, for all you fans of ol' mother Earth you'll be happy to hear that global revenue rose three point two percent this year due to taxation increases on the colony worlds. Unfortunately, global cleanup rates have risen an estimated eighteen percent and that means, yep, you guessed, yet another nice wallet pounder from our beloved world president. Hey don't blame me, you're the ones who voted for him, I was hungover that day. In other news, there was another Geec attack on Symus 3 that cost an estimated six million credits' damage and some lives that weren't really that important. The private sector retaliated and most of the Brood were believed terminated, but where have we heard that one before, eh? The government still warns us that Geec Broods are still a very definite threat to our general staying intact and alive-ness, so if you see one, run like buggery. And to our brave colonial warrior types I send this message of good cheer... shoot straight you bastards, we pay your wages! Now here's some tunes to mellow you out after a hard day at the cybernetic millstone, so crank that player until your eyes bleed and your teeth shatter!'

A raucous tune began to pour from the radio and was almost immediately interrupted by a screeching horn and the howl of several steam whistles. Everyone on the assembly lines froze in mid-act and sighs of contentment and grins of gratitude appeared on their faces. The worker switched off the radio while the others began to deactivate their consoles and work stations. The hiss and growl of machines ebbed and the employees started to file out while chatting amiably amongst themselves.

––––––––
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THE LIGHTS DIMMED AND a pair of echoing footsteps started to rise in volume. The two security guards were heavily armed and covered in both power armour and the emblem of their corporate allegiance. They wandered in and idly looked over the frozen cyborg parts.

There were two vague shimmers high in the air that both men failed to see. They formed into a brief swirl of dull light that quickly solidified to become a humanoid form. The slender women were sultry of form and had large membranous bat-like wings stretching from their shoulders. They had wild manes of brightly coloured hair and elegant horns stretched back from their temples. The women were clad in sections of ornate spike-encrusted armour laid over penurious leather attire. Each of them bore a contorted and evil looking staff that seemed to shift slightly as though partially alive.

They stretched their wings wide and their wicked smirks revealed ranks of pronounced fangs. Their dark eyes flickered with opaque light.

Numerous gun ports on the wall and ceiling activated, and swung round to regard the two hovering women with ranks of sensors and cameras. The clusters of fat barrels jutting from them began to glow internally with the anticipation of a firing sequence.

The women looked to the devices, and their psyche stretched out like extending elastic before it merged with the cold artificial mind of the machines. They forced aside the barren computer consciousness and saw with the eyes of the weapon. The women could see a cybernetic vision of themselves on a tracking grid where crosshairs were locked on them.

Incomprehensible data scrolled at the side because the device was trying to cope with the violation of its programming. The Turin logo resided in the corner along with the words Model 67/C Automated Defence Turret, but this was lost when the screen quickly flashed with data and a small bar chart continued to rise and indicate their build to power. Motion sensors were activated and a scan was set in progress. A moment later intruder life forms were detected, but listed as having a zero corporeal profile. Error syntax immediately flashed everywhere when they failed to process the impossible.

The females continued to fight their way in. Flesh was easy, but machines were more stubborn because they had a singular purpose in life, and trying to wrest this away from them was no easy feat.

Finally the only response the turrets could come up with was to commit to automatic suppression fire and activate a silent alarm to summon organic intervention.

The women saw this decision projected across the view of their own bodies. They stared intently and purple light flashed across their eyes. They bared their fangs again and the turrets gave small internal snaps and some lines of smoke dribbled through their casing. The barrels wilted and then deactivated. The view faded and when it went black, they released their insidious control.

The guards stopped and one of them looked around at the immediate area. The two forms continued to float unseen over their heads while recovering from the fight with the obstinate circuitry.

'You hear that?' asked one of them, but the other did not react.

The security guard snarled and grabbed at the side of his partner's head. He pulled out an earpiece and music emerged from the headphone.

'You dozy prat. You're gonna get us sacked.'

The guard yanked the earpiece back from his partner with an irritated huff. 'Ah quit mewling, you old woman. We're in a Turin factory plant on their corporate home turf. There's a bloody army all around this place and more cyborg defence gubbins than you can shake an assault blaster at. Since they flushed the archives and got the control net running again the only thing we've got to worry about is dying of fucking boredom.'

'Then rejoice, human, for I spare you that fate,' hissed a sultry and diabolically feminine voice.

The two guards span around and hoisted their weapons. The devices gave soft hums of activation and targeting lasers streaked out to dance upon the silent museum of frozen construction.

Clawed female hands leapt from the darkness behind an assembly station. They locked around the head of the guard and the sound of his music dulled when he was yanked behind the machinery. His partner whirled and drew aim even as anguished squealing poured from the hidden depths.

The other demonic woman emerged behind him. Her slender form in no way indicated her strength because she simply took hold of the guard and tossed him aside as though he were a pebble. He smashed into a table, rolled over it, and dropped heavily to the floor on the other side.

When he looked up he saw a set of stiletto heels drop before him. There was a wet crunch and the agonised cries of his partner devolved into gurgles and croaks. The sound of some fleshy articles being torn out kindled his rage and brought the guard to his senses. He tugged free a combat knife and leaped at her with a roar of anger. His swing passed the blade through the woman as though she were a holographic image. Undaunted, he swung back to try again.

The creature effortlessly caught his wrist after becoming tangible and the other clawed extremity grabbed his throat. With a brutal squeeze she caused his gauntlet to crumple and the bones of his wrist to break. The knife flew from his fingers and a scream jumped from his throat a moment before the woman's fangs sank into it. The infernal daggers penetrated his gorget with a metallic chime, and a sucking and gurgling noise echoed through the hall. It was a noise far too distinct and bizarre just to be from the devouring of blood.

When the body fell, the features of the guard were hollow and his skin was sucked to his terrified features. His eyes were wide and now completely white. Delicate lines of steam rose from every orifice.

The alien woman wiped some of the gore from her chin and gave a contented sigh. She reached out and opened her hand. The staff floated into it, and when it hit her gloved palm lines of light coursed along its length like incandescent veins.

'Enough pleasure. Business must intrude. Did you get them, sister?' she hissed before looking away from the slain guard to the blood spray that covered a section of the wall behind the machinery. The feet of the other sentry could be seen sticking out, still twitching.

'Of course,' replied the other female, stepping into view, her form coated in arterial spray. A smile was spread across her face. It was wide; in fact, it was a little too wide, almost unnaturally so. In her hands rested the heart and extracted eyes of the security guard.

'What a sweet heart,' commented the other woman.

The bearer of the organ examined the raw items. 'Very. I'll rework the flesh, you activate the system.'

Without delay the woman floated majestically to a primary workstation. With a wave of her staff over the machine it activated and then quickly booted up.

The other female stared at the organ. Her eyes lit up and crackled with malign energy. The tissue began to move and shift as it altered and grew into a strange organic device. The sundered eyes changed pupil configuration and colour, then blinked and started to look around.

'It is done,' she announced with a huff of relief. She walked over with her creation and pressed the device to the side of the computer. Small semi-translucent tendrils flashed out and held to the machine. The organ surged and pulsed as though digesting something and the eyes continued to peer around. The veins within its dark skin lit up with a deep red glow and light pulsed in a direction from the tendrils into the main hub of the grotesque device.

The computer screen flashed and rolled through countless data files and streams at an incredible rate.

'Copying the security protocols. Acquiring the lockouts and command functions. There, we have the source code for the control net. This time we will be able to take it down permanently,' she said.

'No more appetisers and tests.'

The device was removed and its eyes closed. The glow began to fade but the slow rhythmic pulse remained strong.

'Take the homunculus back to the nest for data dissection. I have to return to my host body out in the colonies. There is work to be done there.'

'I shall inform the others and process the information.'

'The universe will soon be ours, sister,' she said while her partner took up the device. The woman turned and licked a line of blood from the other woman's features. Their long, pointed tongues entwined briefly, then they embraced fondly before stepping apart.

The sound of charging boots started to rise in volume. 'And we shall feed on souls by the thousand,' she purred licentiously.

'By the million, sister,' corrected the other.

The woman with the organic construct spread her wings, lowered, and then leaped up. She vanished amidst a brief swirl of light and colour.

The other looked around and then closed her eyes. Her form wavered and started to dissipate by degrees just as a line of guards charged in and immediately opened fire. The energy bolts streaked through her form and tore up the machines and immediate vicinity. As the last vestiges of her image disappeared the firing stopped, and her laughter echoed for a moment before it too faded.
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​Chapter 1
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Angelica felt the toys that were sheathed within her body start to activate again and gave a long mewl of anguish. Her limbs strained against her personal prison but there was nothing she could do. The nodule pressing against her ringed clit started to thrum with sumptuous vibrations and she quaked and bucked from the delight they bequeathed but never allowed to reach fruition. She would give anything for an orgasm, just one. After so long kept captive, her entire world now revolved around that one pressing thought. It helped distract her from her pains and her thirst for vengeance on those that had brought her to this most strenuous of perverse dooms.

The former gangland lieutenant was stood within a tiny cubicle that had a glass panel for a door. She could see Balthazar's bedroom but could only watch impotently as he enjoyed the use of other slaves in any way he wished. Her misery was an aphrodisiac he found most stimulating and his cock was never as stiff as when he was thrusting into a woman while keeping his eyes fixed on Angelica.

Angelica had been sealed within a dense and tight fitting suit of latex that clung to every portion of her anatomy. Her arms had been folded up behind her back and sealed within a stern sheath that denied them to her. Even her fingers had been disabled, the digits shoved into a tight bag that kept them bunched together and unavailable for use. The agony in the limbs caused from being held in such a pose for so long still remained with her to this day, but other torments often made her forget it.

Her head was sealed within a hood and she peered out through two small plastic eyepieces. Her mouth was stretched wide against a bloated solid stopper that she could not dislodge. This monstrous gag also allowed her feed tube to run down her throat and access her stomach.

She was perched on ballet shoes of a most strict kind, and corrugated pipes reached out from the interior walls to affix to the various cruel mechanisms that formed her personal erotic torture chamber. They travelled to her pussy and rear, the metal cups that were affixed to her breasts, to the small of her back, and to her nose and mouth.

Lengths of chain also reached out from the walls to snap to the metal bands that held her upright and immobile. The silver ribbons squeezed tight to her latex skin and formed a collar while also embracing her upper arms, her thighs, her waist, and her ankles. The tight silver lengths that reached out from these restraints prevented all but the most minor of movements.

The anal plug began to churn with movement and the long phallus invading her pussy started to retract and then thrust slowly into her. It reminded her of the sarcophagus Tyra had locked her in that first day. A robot male had been thrown in with her, and her rubber bound and helpless form violated for days by the insatiable automaton.

The rapture being forced into her clit made Angelica turn to recollections a little more pleasant, and she pictured her old lover lodged between her thighs, bound tight and yearning to please. Lily Kevorkian had been a delightful partner, but one with more than a fleeting penchant for submission. Angelica had done her best to placate her with bondage, torment, and servitude, but the woman was incorrigible and always wanted more. Of course, at the time Angelica was less experienced and had not developed her own love of dominance to the peak she later had. However, by then Lily was long gone.

The rhapsody savaging her loins started to increase and she swayed from side to side. The interior of the rubber prison started to become slick with her sweat. She snorted down her air tubes and fought for more oxygen than they cared to permit. She tried to calm her reactions but the toys were exemplary of purpose and the pleasure they offered could not be taken calmly.

The seeds of her downfall had come from the paltriest annoyances, and this riled her even more because of their inconsequential beginnings. There had been two rival gangs and they'd been plaguing Balthazar - the colony planet's undisputed crime lord to whom she was the primary advisor and aid. Meera had been captured and illegally transferred to a cyborg body with her memory wiped. The recall of the Tyra persona and a fake auction had been set over this void. This Tyra identity encompassed a fictitious past that had been specifically constructed to make her amiable to the sexual slavery of her new owner.

The other leader was offered a post with the cartel, and that was when their liaison had begun. Later, Lily ran away to form her own crime outfit, one that eventually began to rival that of Balthazar's. Her former master sent Tyra/Meera to reclaim her and then to kill the aids that subsequently tried to fill the power vacuum created by their boss's abduction.

The chains rattled and Angelica's muscles made the latex skin ripple and refract the meagre light that entered her chamber. When she was on the verge of climax they suddenly stopped and left her deprived once more. She churned and clenched her loins to the toys, but she could not acquire the last few strokes that would send her into cataclysmic orgasm. The wetness of her pussy made her slither on them, but this only prolonged the withering decline from stupefying heights of bliss.

If only she could once more feel Lily's obedient tongue between her legs, but it had been this weakness for the lithe girl that destroyed her. When the wayward employee was brought back in chains, it was Tyra entrusted with the task of training her. Tyra was still unaware of her own past with the woman, and it was amusing to think of her ignorantly tormenting and dragging out the secrets of her own old rival when she actually used to have all the answers she was seeking.

Angelica had not been able to pass up the chance to again confront the lover who'd deserted her, and to show her the sterling dominatrix that Lily had turned down because of her impatience. It proved her undoing. Tyra agreed, but Angelica was forced to promise to submit to her for a short time in order to earn the place in abusing Lily.

During their session Tyra managed to extract the truth of their affair, and that Lily had always been a greedy submissive, one who deserted because of Angelica's lack of commitment to her absolute ownership.

Tyra then betrayed her, and when bound she was locked away so she would be forgotten about and then could be enslaved by the treacherous cyborg. However, something had gone wrong. Tyra never returned to her, and instead it was Balthazar who opened the door to her secret prison and dragged her raw tracts from her cybernetic ravisher.

Angelica thought she was being saved, but instead Balthazar forced her weary and exhausted body into restraints so he might steadily implement this ghastly body cell. She begged him to stop as he inserted the toys, attached her bonds, and fed the pipes to the anchors that would sustain and torment her. He ignored her keening howls and pitilessly installed her in her prison.

Her bitter recall was interrupted when cold water suddenly thundered into her pussy and rear. The jets emerged from various holes in her dildoes and the abrupt swell of chill fluid made her cry out onto her gag and her hindquarters to clench. Shuddering against the enemas, her hot canals reviled the change in temperature before slowly, the influx was drawn out.

Angelica sagged in her bonds and gave a whimper of distraught precognition. She knew she was about to be exercised and was dreading it.

The inside of her rubber skin had numerous points where voltage could be set free to rage through her, and the manner in which her muscles were prevented from wasting was a horrendous one to endure. Angelica tried to brace for the event, but as usual when it started she was lost to the ordeal and could do nothing save spasm and silently wail.

The shocks rolled through her body like a flash flood. Her muscles tightened excruciatingly and she jolted against the chains when the shocks wrested control of her body from her and demanded that it be lively, and then become ferociously animate.

The blasts continued to make her cavort and convulse, to throw herself against her impeding lines of containment, and there was no way to resist them. When the session stopped she collapsed within her infernal suit and wheezed hesitantly for breath.

Angelica vaguely detected the tube in her throat start shuddering. Nutrient paste was forced down into her body to keep her alive in this high tech travail, and there was nothing she could do to stop it.

Once again she offered some fainéant struggles against her bonds. Her years of dominance had made her resentful of being controlled in such a manner, and this intimate force-feeding was always one of the worst trials. The chains rattled, the latex rippled, the pipes swayed, but nothing changed.

Angelica knew what was scheduled next because the rubber now slithered on her skin like some sort of living symbiote. The slick layer of sweat was still hot even after the cold douche, and she was all too aware of how it was going to be disposed of.

She felt the tube at the small of her back rattle and tried to remain stalwart against the inevitable bathing. The cleansing fluid started to swell at her spine and then began to stretch out. The pipe continued to pump more and more in and the pressure began to reach new and uncomfortable levels. The slight wriggles of her abused body helped to spread the flow and soon she was fully encompassed in a layer of fluid that was trapped between fake skin and genuine hide. It was a little thicker than water and the extra inflation made it even harder to move, but she knew she was not done yet. The liquid continued to be forced in and inflated her suit upon her. The crushing of her body was a fierce trial, but one that could not be seen from without. Her latex shell became bloated and swollen, and its monstrous fist denied her even the simplest twitch.

The liquids continued to rush over her skin and squeeze her within their potent hold. After a moment or two to soak and rejuvenate her skin, the reservoir was slowly drawn out.

Teased, frustrated, exercised, and cleansed, Angelica waited for the procedure to start all over again. There was after all nothing else left in her life. Balthazar had changed the terms of her employment from lieutenant to that of suffering ornament.
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​Chapter 2
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Tyra marched into the throne hall with regal pride. Ancient walls of stone stretched up to embrace a vaulted ceiling, and there were rows of dense marble pillars that bore circles of curling iron sconces in which rested flickering torches. The shadows cast through the funereal chamber danced and flickered to make the stone seem almost animate. The scent of burning was strong as was a subtler aroma - that of vicious passion.

Her sable black hair was woven up into an intricate plait and her sublime body was clad in the most majestic finery. A close fitting bodice of white satin embraced her breasts and created a plunging cleavage. The flared satin skirt billowed out and its lace-trimmed hem lightly caressed the floor with every step. Her pale stiletto court shoes clicked against the rock with every stride and she moved on them effortlessly.

Tyra paused before the steps that led up to the throne. She refused to act for a brief moment so as to offer a display of arrogant pride, and then she pinched the sides of her skirt in her opera-gloved hands and offered a token curtsey.

When she looked up she saw the diabolic ruler of this domain. A set of twelve steps ascended to a platform where a dark mahogany throne lurked. Lounging in this dominating chair was Ravnor, and the sight of him made her gasp with a mixture of fear and awe.

Ravnor was a powerful figure, and he had chosen not to hide his ranks of stern muscles. Clad only in fine leather leggings and tall boots, his burly arms were folded across his broad chest. His features were bold and uncompromising, and their severity presented a savage masculinity that made her wilt before his impious glower.

'And what brings such a delicate flower to my lair?' he growled.

'My people seek a truce. We want peace, your highness,' she replied forcefully.

'Peace is it now? Well, the only peace I want is a piece of this errand girl... guards!' he barked.

Tyra whirled and saw dark forms emerging from behind the pillars. They had arrived as if by magic and were quickly closing in. Fearfully she turned to run but found more of the armoured sentinels already blocking her route out. Their full suit of midnight platemail rendered each of them an anonymous villain. They all wore a visor that was shaped like the features of a snarling beast, and the animal visages enhanced her terror. The eyes set within the shadows of the helms glittered with lust, and Tyra shuddered at such a vision.

She span around again to implore the vile ruler to spare her, but it was too late. Gauntleted hands grabbed the rear of her bodice and ripped down. The delicate lacing came apart easily against such savagery and the act exposed the pale canvas of her naked back. Tyra gave a shriek and whirled so she might strike the criminal responsible for this vandalism, but before her blow landed another hand caught her wrist and held firm. Tyra wrenched with all her might but the hold would not move. It was like being sealed within the frozen grasp of a statue.

Another pair of hands snagged her other wrist and more of the fierce holds took her kicking ankles. She threw herself against the living bonds but could do nothing as the attackers began to yank and haul at her clothing. The rip of fabrics filled her ears and she shrieked in dismay.

Her skirt was reduced to shredded ribbons, her bodice came away, her undergarments were yanked from her thrashing body, and then suddenly the army retreated with what they had pillaged from her.

Cringing on the floor she tried to cover her naked body with woefully inadequate limbs. Tyra lifted her head when she heard the measured stomp of Ravnor. The tyrant was descending from his throne with methodical intent.

When he stopped before her she suddenly leapt up with nails and teeth bared, but her indignant holler ended abruptly when he took her wrists without exertion and started to turn them round and force her shrieking frame back to the floor. His strength was beyond anything she had encountered before and there was no resisting his will. No matter what she tried to do he anticipated it and was there to catch a struggling limb or thwart an escape attempt.

Tyra felt cold metal embrace her upper arms and wrists and her shoulders resounded with a sudden ache from being bent back. She realised then that he'd applied shackles that had a brief chain between them, holding her arms trapped behind her back.

She arched up and strained against the dense restraints but there was nothing she could do. The act served Ravnor well and he took full advantage of the pose to grab her breasts when she accidentally thrust them forward. The stern caress stole her breath and she tried to pull away, but he was much too fond of her pert assets and refused to let go. The sudden flare of mayhem in her chest caused her to abort the attempted flight, and when he drew on them she was forced up onto her knees with her body held taut and upright.

'Please, let me go,' she whimpered.

Ravnor mocked her with a deep chuckle and his thumbs swirled against her nipples. Tyra gave a gasp and felt the nuggets start to stiffen. His educated touch was as impossible to resist as his will, and the enthusiasm of her body to answer him made her fight even harder to escape.

'Such a noble creature; I shall enjoy debasing you in every manner possible,' he stated firmly.

'Never!' she retorted.

'We shall see.'

He pinched her nipples and the engorged tips filled with a rush of havoc. Tyra gave a cry and started to weep when he continued to brutally explore her breasts. Her cry of indignation rose higher when one arm rode around her to hold her tightly to his chest and the other dropped to start pawing at her sex.

Tyra hollered her hatred of this molestation, but the stern hold across her body would not disappear. Her hands wriggled and her fright was increased from feeling the dense swell of a cock straining against leather. Her fingers recoiled from the solid mound, and when he felt this prudish reaction he threw his loins forward so they pressed to her rear. The bulge was distinct between her buttocks and threw her into a manic fit of revulsion.

Ravnor raised his pinioning arm and locked a brawny hand to her jaw. He pulled her back against him and brushed his lips to her ear. His other hand continued to appraise her sex with impious gusto. 'Fight all you want, you cannot defeat me,' he crooned into her ear.

'Please, please, let me go,' she cried.

'And why would I do that? You are a fine addition to my collection, and now I have the entire set.'

'Wh... what do you mean?' she stammered.

'I think a reunion is in order. Melody, come forth, child, and show yourself,' he said, while rubbing his covered manhood against her and tickling her clit with his other hand.

From the darkness of the hall came the sound of heeled footsteps. A figure was revealed by increasing degrees of illumination, and then she fully entered the light. The new arrival was tall and shapely, and the allure of her physique was not impeded in any way. She was naked save for stockings and a pair of heeled shoes. Her bare breasts bore silver rings through the nipple, and her delicate face bore a detached but intense expression. In her hands was a single tail whip. The shiny leather serpent was curled round once and its ominous visage seemed to glow in the dim light.

'You recall your older sister? She came to me with the same demand, and I took her in the same way. Now she is mine, as are you,' he pronounced.

When Tyra turned back to regard Ravnor she spotted a ball gag in his fist. Before she could react his strong fingers were sinking into her cheeks and forcibly prying her jaws apart so he could slot it in and tightly buckle the leather strap around her head. She tried to rise but he merely grabbed her shoulders and held her still. Tyra strove to slip her shackles while staring forward into the polished leather of her attacker's legs.

'I want you to see you come, against my boot!' he snarled.

Tyra looked up at him with an appalled expression. The diabolic male assessed that dismay with glee and then looked to the poised form.

Ravnor gave a sedate nod.

Tyra was about to try to look round and see what he had ordered, but then she heard it. There was a whistle of displaced air and a cruel snap. Excruciating anguish erupted in her left buttock and she jerked forward to bump against the wall of muscle before her. She hollered against the ball resting in her mouth and her body shivered against Ravnor. The awful welt continued to throb with an unbearable pulse and Tyra almost collapsed from the severity of the stroke.
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