Drip, drip, drip.
This was the sound of a singular bead of water falling again and again, each impact hitting the top of Veronica’s head. It was a cold droplet, uniform in its frigid temperature and meagre intensity, smacking into her like the ticking of the world’s most aggravating clock.
At first it had been an annoyance but now it was muted background noise, something that denied her the ability to truly relax. Not that she was capable of such a thing in this current venue.
It had been several long hours since she’d been locked up in here and not once had anyone come to attend to her. Not once had a single living soul checked in and tried to clear up this bit of miscommunication.
She was an innocent woman, not a brigand or thief, nor a traitor or republican. Her family paid their tithe to the church and their taxes to the crown on time and never tried to short change the state by a single piece of copper. Obviously, this was all some sort of misunderstanding and all she’d need to do was talk to the right person in order to clear it up.
She tugged on her wrists though still found that they were locked in place, held firmly by a pair of unforgiving shackles. They ached against her flesh and her hands were starting to feel numb. A part of her was worried about what long term consequences this might have if it were not remedied soon. Though she tried her best to settle these thoughts, knowing that delving down this specific line of thinking would do absolutely nothing to help with her current situation.
At the very least, the guards hadn’t stripped her attire.
She looked down at herself, seeing her pale legs poking out from underneath the hem of her green dress. It was a modest gown though more than many working-class families could afford. She blew a wisp of curly red hair out of her eyes while taking the time to survey her surroundings.
The cell was barren, devoid of anything approaching comfort. There were no other voices in this ward, no other prisoners present.
Though why would there be?
This was a just kingdom… this was a kingdom where this sort of thing was not supposed to happen. In a just world, this venue would be a relic, an example of a more barbaric time.
There was suddenly the sound of a door getting unlocked and Veronica perked up, looking straight towards the source of this noise. The ancient metal creaked as it swung open and a series of footsteps approached, heading in her direction.
“Oh, thank the divine!” Veronica chided. “I thought you were going to leave me to rot. I can assure you that this is all…”
She was cut off as two steel faced guards now stood outside her cell, their expressions devoid of any emotion. No, they weren’t devoid. Veronica could see the guilt in their eyes, it was intense and deep, so pronounced as they failed to look at her and instead settled their gaze upon the ground below.
Surely, this was them just realizing their mistake and coming back to remedy it, right?
Though a third figure stepped into view, standing between them. This individual made Veronica go speechless, her eyes growing wide with shock.
This woman was so prim and proper, utterly radiant in her beauty. Her skin was the colour of a rich cream and her hair was a piercing and regal blonde. Her attire was expensive, made up of a material that would’ve bankrupted her family a dozen times over.
She may have been shorter than the two gentlemen but the sheer force of her character made up for any shortcomings in stature.
Her expression was amused, a thin smile borne upon reddened lips as she looked down and studied the woman who lingered in front of her.
This was Princess Julia, the duchess of countless estates and the second eldest when it came to inheriting the throne.
And her presence made Veronica’s heart sore, giving her hope that this little incident would be resolved swiftly and diplomatically. 
“So, this is the traitor then?” Julia asked.
Or not.
Veronica drew in breath. “I’m innocent.”
“Of what?” Julia added, approaching the bars and wrapped a well manicured hand around one of them. She smiled so coyly, like a cat who was having fun with the mouse it intended to butcher. “Do you even have any idea what crimes you are even being accused of, dear?”
Veronica swallowed a lump in her throat, shaking her head. “But whatever they are, I can assure you that I am innocent of them. My… my family is loyal to you. We pay our dues and appreciate the bounty of wealth that your family has brought to us for countless generations. None of our line have once taken up arms against you.”
“That is to be seen,” Julia replied, humming. “Though we have trusted witnesses who would say otherwise.”
“Witnesses?” Julia asked, her eyes widening even more. “They must be lying. Surely, they must be lying to you.”
The guards still refused to look at her though the Princess had no such issue. In fact, her smile grew more wolfish, moving away from coyness and towards something approaching a predatory glint. That look in her eyes seemed so eerie, inhumane, just brimming with sinful implications which Veronica didn’t really like.
For the first time since getting here, she began to realize that maybe she wouldn’t avoid harm.
For the first time, she realized that maybe this wasn’t some sort of misunderstanding that could just be swept aside.
Her mind began to churn, thinking about all of the oddities. 
Why would the guards not meet her eye? Why avoid mentioning the charges laid against her? Why were there no fiends lingering in these accursed cells?
Something about this situation was beginning to eat at Veronica, making something dark and conspiratorial take shape within the very back of her mind.
“Why am I here?” she asked, trying to muster what little strength she had as she put it all into her voice. Though she knew that it was still weak, fleeting, terrified in nature. “Why am I really here?”
“To expose rebellion against the crown of course,” Julia replied.
She lifted one of her hands and snapped her fingers together, making both of the guards tense and stand at attention. It was strange to see such heavily armoured men cowed, turned into docile servants with a single meagre action alone.
“Bring her to my personal quarters,” she instructed before stepping away and heading down the hall once again. “And ensure that you minimize any damage done to her. I prefer it if my subjects are spared from needless harm.”
“Yes ma’am,” the two of them chimed in near unison.
And with that, she was gone, leaving Veronica at the attention of the guards.
“What’s going to happen to me?” she asked.
Neither of them answered her as they stepped into the cell. Not one of them dared to even address her as anything worthy of their attention. Instead, they silently advanced upon her, kneeling by her side. One of them went for the shackles, using a key to unlock them. Though the other drew forth his blade and approached the hem of her dress instead.
“What are you…” Veronica began.
Though before she could finish that question, the answer came in the form of this sharp steel biting into the fabric of her gown, cutting it to shreds.
“Stay still unless you want your flesh to join it,” the guard with the blade warned. His command bore no emotion, no anger nor mirth. It was a serious warning, one clearly given for her legitimate wellbeing.
As such Veronica obeyed it, closing her eyes and trying to stay calm as she was disrobed, torn away from a dress that had cost her family a small fortune to acquire in the first place. In a matter of minutes, it was nothing more than discarded shreds, scraps of wealth littering the floor in broken fragments.
All that she retained was her undergarments, a simple tunic and an equally uninteresting pair of shorts. Though at the very least, she was allowed to keep these as she was yanked to her feet and thrust ahead, pushed into the hall and led to the next of her destinations.
“I’m…” Veronica began.
“I don’t want to hear it,” one of the guards snapped.
Veronica huffed, not caring for his comfort. “I’m innocent!”
There was a moment of silence, a long one, as she was marched ahead. For a moment, she wondered if she might’ve gotten through to them.
Though the second guard then sighed. “We know.”
Veronica’s heart skipped a beat and her blood instantly ran cold.
What had they meant by that?
Though she supposed that she wouldn’t be given the chance to find out as she was pushed ahead, forced out of the dungeon and into the halls of the palace.
[hr]
Veronica had never seen such a space before, appreciating the wealth that went into her current venue. The furniture was fine, made of precious fabrics that were accented by even pricier metals and woods. The walls were covered in art that was a mix of old and new. There were numerous bookshelves that were filled with so many strange volumes, each of them bearing a weathered spine that was cracked from use. All of it screamed of wealth, a ceaseless coffer that could afford such extravagant luxuries.
Though there was also a segment of this space which looked a little different, far more utilitarian in design.
In this corner were implements meant to extract truths, devices and trinkets that could crack open a person and make them sing. There were things for hitting and beating, things for cutting and burning. There were also strange contraptions that Veronica didn’t even know the purpose of though she had a feeling that she didn’t want to find out what they did.
There was a fear inside of her, one that lingered deep in her soul.
It felt so strange, to be in this place, seated upon a fine sofa and drinking water from a glass made of crystal that likely cost a generation’s purse in order to afford. Yet, she was a prisoner, meant to be tormented by the woman who used this space.
It felt like she was waiting for an executioner, feeling such worry toy with her mind and mounting with every passing second.
What had the guards meant when they said that they knew of her innocence? What could they have possibly meant by such a confession?
Veronica picked up the glass and took a careful sip of water. It was hard not to fret and worry but she knew that such things would not aid her in her current situation. She needed to be calm and collected, in control of her faculties. If she were sincere in her truth then surely the others would be able to see that as well.
And for a moment, it almost seemed like she would be able to manage such things. Though her self-confidence was quickly derailed as the executioner came knocking. 
She heard the door to the chamber open, creaking upon old joints.
Julia entered alone, having changed her clothes. She had gone from her regal gown to something far more practical. Her attire was a simple pair of worker’s jeans along with a tunic made of cotton. A fine leather vest lingered over top of it, making her look like she had come fresh from riding horses.
“You seem anxious, dear,” she teased.
Veronica’s gaze flinched away. “Not every day that you end up in a castle.”
“And I doubt there are even fewer days when you end up here as a prisoner of all things,” Julia replied, scoffing as she shook her head. “And one who is being accused of such heinous acts as well.”
“I didn’t…” Veronica began.
Julia lifted her hand, silencing her. “That is to be seen. It takes awhile for the truth to come forth and we are far away from anything approaching the truth in our current investigation.” She smirked. “Though maybe you’ll help with shedding some light on things.”
She moved towards the corner of torturous implements, humming and hawing as she started to look them over. There was purpose to her actions as she picked up something grizzly and took her time examining it, ensuring that Veronica could see her do so. She did this for a couple of the items before her gaze briefly flicked to the side, first falling on her captive and then settling on a set of chains that lingered against the nearby wall.
Veronica could feel the heat in her own wrists, looking down at the reddened rings which still circled each of them.
“Get up and move over to those,” Julia instructed.
Veronica didn’t budge.
The princess perked up and looked at her. “Did I stutter?”
“I will not obey this command as it is being made with unfair assumptions about my character in mind,” Veronica tried, puffing out her chest. “I am an innocent woman and I have committed no wrongs, I…”
Julia snorted. “Your father’s name is Kelvin, am I right?”
Veronica stiffened.
“Ah that name seems to have struck a nerve,” Julia teased, sounding so catty and predatory, so powerful and in control of the situation. “And your mother is Rebecca. You have a sister named Tiffany with three children and a husband. There is another brother named…”
“Stop it!” Veronica yelped.
Julia tutted. “Did you really think that I didn’t do my research before having you brought here?” She reached towards another rack of implements and drew forth a simple stick. It was made of a polished and smooth wood. “As it stands, you are currently the only member of your clan in my grasp. Though that could change depending on how forthcoming you are with obeying my commands.”
Without another word, she gestured to the chains once more, pointing at them with her stick.
There was no other option left, no way to effectively fight this woman. She was royalty, she was power, she was a force of will that was distilled into a persona that wouldn’t be moved by something as trivial as mercy and justice.
As such, Veronica reluctantly got to her feet, looking towards the chains on the wall. She didn’t tarry for a moment longer than was strictly necessary as she approached them, obediently lifting her hands above her head. The binds were just the right length, reaching her wrists and ensuring that she wouldn’t be able to pull her arms down and defend herself.
Julia came over and reached up, clasping one of the cuffs around one of Veronica’s wrists. The metal was cold, tight and suffocating, a firm reminder that she was in captivity and wasn’t destined to feel a free breeze upon her skin any time soon.
A faint whimper escaped Veronica’s lips as the second shackle was shut, locking her firmly in place. With both now secured, she became aware of how just taut her body was. It seemed to be pulled to its very limits with scarcely an inch to move. Her feet were already straining to even touch the ground at this point.
Julia hummed and drew up behind her, poking at the small of her back with the tip of her stick. The jab was firm enough to draw forth a grunt from the back of Veronica’s throat.
“Where are the rebels?” the princess asked.
Veronica whimpered. “I don’t…”
Another jab, even firmer than before. It was enough to hurt, making her clench her teeth and hiss.
“I know a lie when I hear one, dear,” Julia stated. “And you are lying to me right now.”
“I’m not!” Veronica yelped.
It was extremely doubtful that Julia believed such a thing. Though at the very least, she didn’t prod at Veronica’s flesh again. Instead, she placed the stick aside, instead making her way over to the set of drawers that housed even more of these hostile implements.
“Your guards think I’m innocent,” Veronica whispered.
She hoped that she hadn’t just sent innocent men to their demise with that line. Though she didn’t really know what else she could honestly do. It wasn’t like she could just accept this torture without fighting back against it.
Julia scoffed. “My subordinates often have a difficult time seeing the forest for the trees. You put on a strong act and I don’t fault them for mistaking it for the truth.” She opened one of the drawers and drew forth a long sharp blade from within. “Though unfortunately I’ve broken more maidens than they can even count upon their collective hands. As such, I know their lies quite well.”
Veronica’s eyes widened at the sight of the weapon and she attempted to draw away. Though unfortunately the chains were not at all forgiving, merely causing the metal to bite into her skin, rubbing against the already inflamed marks.
“Please,” she pleaded.
Julia snorted. “In the end Veronica, all my guests sing for me. It’s just a matter of time before they tell me what I want to hear.”
She walked over and took a knee beside Julia, reaching out and grasping the fabric of her shorts. The material was cheaper than the dress though it still cost so many hours of labour. Yet, the Princess started to cut into them as if it were cheap parchment paper meant for a piece of meat. Though considering her wolfish attitude, maybe that was exactly what it was for her.
The sharpness of the blade meant that the fine material parted with ease, taking only a few jerking motions for it to be torn away completely, falling to the ground in a useless heap. Just like that it had been turned into nothing more than mere rags.
Veronica closed her eyes and gritted her teeth together, trying to still her frantic heart. Though she knew how fruitless this endeavour was, knowing for certain how hopeless it would be to feel bold when her tormentor was doing everything in her power to make this moment as miserable as humanly possible.
Julia tutted. “What fine legs you have.” She traced the dull edge of the blade along them, ensuring that the pointed tip prodded at the flesh and left little white lines lingering behind. “I hope we come to some sort of agreement before I am forced to break them.”
Veronica whimpered, hating how real that threat sounded.
Julia reached up and started on Veronica’s tunic next, cutting into it and discarding it like she had with every other article of clothing so far. With it gone, Veronica could feel the coolness of the chamber’s air as licked at her exposed flesh, making her shiver and coo with misery.
“Are you a virgin?” Julia asked.
Veronica whimpered, not wanting to reply.
“I guess it hardly matters,” Julia stated, kneeling down and brushing a finger across that most sacred of organs. “You won’t be by the time I’m finished with you.” She paused, snorting. “Unless you’re feeling especially charitable with the information that you’ve been holding onto.”
“I…” Veronica attempted.
“Right, right, you are clinging to your supposed innocence,” Julia teased, standing back up and giving her eyes a dramatic roll. “How could I have ever been so silly to assume otherwise.”
Veronica finally opened her eyes, just in time to see that this witch of a monarch was making her way over to the table full of hostile implements. She pondered her selection for a long moment before grasping that wooden stick once more. It seemed to be sturdy, even if a little thin. Though even with its unassuming appearance, she knew that it would be more than effective at harming her if it were to be used.
And considering the demons that danced in Julia’s gaze, it seemed obvious that it was destined to be used for such a thing. She came over and rested the stick firmly against Veronica’s backside, letting her feel the finished product as it grazed her skin. It wasn’t coarse but instead smooth, with distinct little gnarls in the material that gave it texture.
“How about one lash for every moment of my time that you’ve wasted with these useless theatrics,” Julia dictated, smirking. “Starting…”
She drew back and abruptly brought the stick down, sending the material crashing firmly into Veronica’s backside. The blow was sharp, potent, driving a pain deep into her flesh. It was like getting a lash from her mother though condensed down into such a narrow strip of terrain. This meant that the burn went deep and it lingered for a while, surely leaving one hell of an angry mark behind.
“Please!” Veronica yelped.
Julia snorted. “Wrong answer.”
She drew back, once more, not even giving her captive so much as a moment to recuperate. The next blow was harsh, biting, going well into her flesh just like before. It was aimed a little lower than the last, slamming against her fatty backside and adding a matching stripe to the first.
“I could make this hurt so much more, you know,” Julia teased, such sinful desires lingering within the fringes of her voice. 
She was revelling in this, there was no doubt about it. Her pleasure at the act was almost electric as it seemed to fill the room with a tangible energy that made Veronica’s blood run cold.
“Fuck you,” Veronica growled.
Maybe not the right choice of words to use but she felt so utterly hopeless against this brute, so overwhelmed.
Julia chuckled. “Still the wrong answer. Come now, dear, you are smarter than this. Give me what I want and I’ll let you down.”
She drew the stick back and slammed it down without reservation, this time biting the fibre into Veronica’s thinner upper thighs. And just like she promised, this blow was like a thunderclap, powerful and furious in its intensity.
A jerking scream was torn from Veronica’s lips and her world swam through her blurry gaze. Her hindquarters felt like they were on fire, like flesh had actually been broken and fresh blood was rupturing to the surface.
Though this wasn’t enough for the regal bitch as she wound back and delivered another blow and then another still, delivering them with a harsh and rhythmic regularity. There was little change in the intensity as each of them bit so firmly into her flesh over and over again.
Veronica’s world became nothing more but this pain as she hiccupped and groaned, feeling fresh tears starting to drain down her cheeks. She felt her legs begin to wobble, threatening to give out from underneath her. 
As they slipped, just a little, the next of the tortures made itself known as the shackles bit firmly into her wrists, rubbing her poor skin even rawer than before. As she looked up, she could actually see a thin trickle of red, the essence of her life starting to drain down her forearms.
“Please,” Veronica whimpered.
Julia scoffed. “Information.”
“I don’t…” Veronica attempted, hoping beyond hope that maybe her desperation would grant her mercy.
THWACK!
Veronica screamed, hollered, and closed her eyes as tears brimmed at the lids. 
What did this witch want? What could she possibly provide if the truth wouldn’t suffice? Surely, there had to be some way to end this torment, some magic little code which would relieve her from this seemingly ceaseless torture.
There was a break in the action which was followed by the sound of footsteps moving away from her.
She took the chance to open her eyes. This was just in time to see Julia place the switch aside. The princess looked so cocky, so utterly in control of the situation. This was a woman who realized that she held all of the cards and was going to use them to her full advantage.
“If only you could see your backside right now,” Julia quipped, leaning back against a nearby wall and looking down at her hand as if inspecting some grit that lingered under her nails. “It is such a lovely canvas of angry reds and gorgeous purples. I can’t imagine how much it must hurt for you but it looks so beautiful to me.”
She glanced at Veronica and then reached over, cupping her complexion. Her gaze was piercing as she forced Veronica to peer into those cold demonic eyes.
“Are you ready to sing for me, little bird?” Julia asked.
Veronica whimpered. “I don’t have any…”
Julia loudly clicked her tongue against the roof of her mouth and pushed away from her perch upon the wall. She walked up behind her subject and grasped a nice fistful of her fiery hair, yanking back upon it. She tugged so sharply that the roots strained under the pressure, threatening to break against the tension.
Veronica whimpered like a struck animal, trying to shake off this vile suitor. Though all this accomplished was for the metal shackles to grind against her flesh, rubbing skin and adding to that burning sensation that she felt. It was like every little bit of this had been perfectly engineered, distilled down to an essence where every moment was a fresh torment just waiting to be discovered.
“Sing for me, little bird,” Julia warned, growling as she somehow managed to tug a little harder still. “That’s the only way to make this stop.”
Veronica sobbed, trying to find the strength, trying to figure out her lies and make them sound convincing. She needed something, anything at this point. She was willing to surrender everything for even a chance of relief from this woman’s anguish.
“I…” Veronica hiccupped. “They meet up at the west docks at sundown! I don’t know the exact details but a wagon carrying three men stops there and pilfers cargo unloaded from the steamboats.”
Julia scoffed. “Is that so?”
She thankfully released her grip, allowing Veronica to press her head forwards and rest it against the wall. Her breathing was laboured, tortured, dripping with every ounce of agony that she had endured until this point.
Her vision swam, clouded by the tears which filled her eyes.
“Mercy,” she whispered, pleading the word as if her life depended on it. Though considering her circumstances, it probably did.
“Possibly,” Julia teased. She moved over to the table and picked up the stick once more. “Though likely not.”
Veronica’s eyes widened and she frantically shook her head. “I told you...”
“Something that is of no value to me,” Julia stated, sounding quite curt and to the point. She drew back and slammed the cane down. Though one blow didn’t seem to sate her desires as she continued to hammer away at Veronica’s backside with reckless abandon. “I am not looking for thieves but traitors. I want to know who are the people trying to dethrone my family, not the ones living fat off of ill-gotten labour.”
Each blow was sharp, so sharp, leaving a painful reminder lingering behind. The glow brought forth by each was hot, like fire, aching with coals that seemed to smoulder within her very fat. 
Veronica’s voice was unwavering through each blow until it inevitably grew so hoarse from screaming, strained and tormented by the repeated abuse of this ceaseless beating.
“Please!” she pleaded.
Though mercy didn’t come as Julia hit her again and again, refusing to let up. For a moment, she thought that she would die, literally battered to death by this beast. Though fortunately, it seemed that Julia’s endurance was flagging as the blows started to taper off ever so slowly.
Julia delivered her final blow and was left panting for breath. Though her exhaustion was nothing compared to the broken fatigue which seemed to ebb through Veronica’s being. Her everything hurt, her entire world filled with a torment that felt like it should’ve been impossible to endure.
Yet, she was alive. Sure, she was hurting and aching but those just meant that she hadn’t been used up entirely quite yet.
“Why?” Veronica asked.
Julia scoffed. “Because I need to, dear. For the good of my family and our state.”
She walked over to the table and placed her switch down upon it. 
Veronica could see that there was a sheen of sweat upon her interrogator’s face, the labour of her repeated abuse being apparent. Though the only thing more apparent was the proud little smile that she wore, so pleased with herself.
“I don’t know anything,” Veronica whispered.
Julia shrugged. “That is still to be seen, dear.”
For a moment, the two of them lingered like that, in silence.
Veronica could scarcely breathe, wondering if this was just about to start anew. Though it seemed that Julia was sated, at least for now, as she took a step away from her instruments of torment, putting the barest amount of distance between herself and her archaic practices.
The Princess offered a thin smile, a cruel grimace of vile satisfaction. “I will be back in a little while. I’d suggest that you take this time to recover.”
And with that, she walked away, heading out of the chamber.
As the door closed behind her, Veronica was left alone, letting out a sigh of relief. Though it then dawned on her that she’d been left strung up, held in place by legs that were just begging to give out at any moment.
“Please hurry back,” she whispered, wincing as the chains rubbed against damaged flesh.
[hr]
Veronica shuffled upon the table, tugging at the various lengths of rope that bound her tightly in place. She was naked, devoid of any dignity, stretched out upon a coarse wooden table that irritated her flesh. Her body was sore though she was still alive and the closest thing to well that such an abode could possibly provide.
Her throat ached, rubbed raw by the ceaseless screams which had come rupturing forth from between her lips over the last few days.
Abundant bruises dotted her flesh and she could feel the many harsh lines of her repeated beatings as her bare rump grinded against the table.
“I told you that I don’t…” Veronica began.
The guard who looked over her did not seem guilty in the slightest, appearing to be so cold and calculating instead. This was an entirely different breed compared to the first duo who she had encountered in this palace.
He turned a winch and suddenly a set of gears churned, causing the ropes to tighten and tug upon each of her limbs. It felt like they would be ripped out of their sockets though he was trained at his art, bringing her just shy of that gruesome point before stopping.
Veronica cried out, going wide-eyed as a harsh fire erupted from within each of her limbs.
“Please!” she yelped.
The guard shook his head. Not once had he spoken to her.
There was suddenly a knock at the door and the guard perked up, being kind enough to slacken the tension before making his way over to it.
As he opened it, a familiar woman waited on the other side.
“Has she spoken yet?” Princess Julia asked.
The guard shook his head. 
“Well, that’s a shame,” Julia chided, stepping inside and approaching the table. “I was hoping that she would sing for you.”
She looked down at Veronica, smiling at her.
Veronica felt such an intense fear at this moment, a cold pit of it festering in her stomach. Though she paradoxically also felt a hot rage start to broil her insides, warming them with a relentless anger that could’ve very well consumed this Kingdom if given a chance.
“What do you want?” she snapped
Julia snorted. “I see our time apart has fostered some ill will in you.”
She didn’t remain idle for long as she made her way over to a bank of workbenches off to the side of the room. They were littered with all sorts of implements of torment, tools that could be used to torture the soul that was unfortunate enough to inhabit this space.
And unfortunately, Veronica was the soul who currently filled it.
“Why are you doing this to me?” Veronica asked, whimpering. “Surely you must know that I’m innocent. So, why?”
Julia glanced at her, cocking a brow. “Do you think that I’m lying to you?”
“This just doesn’t make any sense,” Veronica said, looking down at her own body. She hated the state that her vessel had been left in, so she quickly tore her gaze away, looking off to the side. “My family has been nothing but loyal to you and your Kingdom. We would never…”
“My information states otherwise,” Julia replied, curt and to the point.
Veronica growled. “Then if there is treason in my blood, I was not a part of it. I merely helped at my family’s shop and I served all sorts of people, including those who worked for the crown. Surely, I would’ve broken by now if I was actually guilty of something.”
Julia made no comment to that as she picked up an object from the table and started to examine it, looking it over within her hand.
“Don’t ignore me!” Veronica shouted.
Julia looked at her. “I’ll stop ignoring you once you actually have something valuable to say.” She snapped her fingers together and pointed at her guard. “Would you mind giving us some privacy, please. I suffer from such performance anxiety when I have an audience.”
The guard nodded and offered a silent salute before stepping out of the room.
“Sorry for providing you with such poor company,” Julia chided, shaking her head. “I just find that individuals who have had their tongues removed are the best at keeping secrets from their colleagues.”
Veronica’s eyes widened.
“I wouldn’t worry about that though,” Julia added, turning so that she could wink at her. “You have secrets that I want and thus you’ll be allowed to keep your tongue.” She snorted. “At least for now anyways.”
She finally moved away from the workstation, holding the box within her hands. The lid on it was closed, keeping its contents hidden away from any prying eyes. Though Veronica had a pretty good idea that whatever was inside was not going to bode well for her.
“How long can you hold your breath for?” Julia asked.
She flipped open the lid, still keeping the contents hidden out of view. Though as she reached inside, she withdrew a pack of zipties, like the kind that would be found at any hardware store. It was such a simple object though when paired with that question, it had a way of making a girl’s mind start to ask certain uncomfortable questions which likely held equally uncomfortable truths.
Veronica drew in a shaky breath. “I don’t know.”
“I guess we’ll find out together then,” Julia replied, reaching back into the box and grabbing a clear plastic bag from within. “Thankfully, I am fantastic at reading people and am well-versed in not pushing them too hard in that regard. You should be thankful for the maidens who taught me such deadly lessons.”
“I really don’t…” Veronica began, swallowing a lump in her throat.
Julia smirked and held a finger to her lips. “No more words, darling. I want you to save your breath.”
She held onto that contented little smile as she reached out and placed a single finger upon Veronica’s belly. It didn’t waver even an inch as she started to trace herself a path, undertaking a journey that followed the various lines of torment, treating each bruise and angry welt like a landmark upon some sadistic road trip.
Her journey drew her upwards, higher and higher until that very same finger lingered under Veronica’s chin.
“You are a beautiful maiden,” Julia stated.
Veronica looked away.
“I am sure my guards will enjoy the opportunity of getting to deflower you later,” Julia then quipped, removing her finger and grabbing the bag. “My informants have told me that you prefer the company of the fairer sex.” She smirked. “Though I know that such things can be remedied with repeated outside stimuli.”
She grabbed the bag and quickly pulled it over Veronica’s face.
Veronica let out a surprised little noise, sucking in and pulling the plastic against her complexion. Fear started to blossom in her belly though she still had access to a steady supply of air as the bag hadn’t been constrained against her skin completely.
Though this status quo didn’t remain for long as Julia soon grabbed a zip tie and wrapped it around her throat. She tightened it just firmly enough that it started to bite into her skin, holding the bag firmly in place.
Now when Veronica breathed, the bag compressed against her complexion before the exhale clouded the inside as it puffed outwards.
It didn’t take her brain long to figure out what such a thing meant. The material was oppressive and perfect, not letting so much as a whiff of air in or out. Which meant that her entire supply of oxygen was contained in this prison which was rapidly growing stale.
A fear filled her core as she instinctively breathed again, compressing the bag against her complexion as she did so. It already felt so much warmer, more humid, so utterly devoid any of the comforts which would allow her to live.
She squirmed, tugging upon the bondage that constrained her on every side. Though of course it didn’t budge in the slightest.
“You should still be able to talk, dear,” Julia teased. “I would suggest that you use what oxygen you have left in order to do so.”
She went over to another table which had a pitcher of water and a single glass upon it. As she picked them up, she turned to face Veronica, making a show of filling up the glass before taking a dainty sip.
Veronica whined. “I…” She swallowed her fear, tried to focus her mind. Surely, there must’ve been some end goal here and this couldn’t just be misery for the sake of misery. Who was she meant to rat out, which soul was she destined for her betrayal? “I noticed that the producers of the city’s cloth have been cutting corners on their products.”
Julia perked up, allowing herself a thin smile.
“They’re being sloppy on their margins of error lately, short changing buyers by upwards of a foot or two of material per roll. It isn’t much but when…” She sucked in a breath, hating how heavy it already felt. “When you take the whole city into consideration, they must be saving quite a bit of money. Maybe that’s…”
“An interesting theory,” Julia stated, swirling around the contents of her glass before taking another sip.
She approached the table and placed her glass down upon it before reaching aside and placing her hand against the winch which held the turning mechanisms in place. There was such a coy look within her eyes though she didn’t apply pressure to it. She merely drummed her fingers against the accursed gear, making the threat feel that much more real.
“Go on,” she instructed. “You’ll probably begin suffocating pretty soon. As such, I would suggest that you give me the information that I desire before such a thing happens.”
Veronica drew in a shallow breath, trying to spare what little she could. Though even her inexperienced mind knew that this whiff contained very little of the substance that it needed to maintain a healthy and long life.
“Maybe they are using that money to fund rebellion,” she tried.
Julia smirked and gave the wheel a singular crank, causing the gears to churn and ropes to pull in both directions upon her fragile frame.
Veronica cried out, feeling the intense strain upon her joints. They ached so horribly against the tension, struggling and threatening to pop out of their sockets. Her eyes brimmed with fresh tears and she wolfed down air in some desperate effort to quell the pain, caring little about her other limitations.
“I wonder how many times I could turn this before you were turned into a cripple,” Julia chided. Thankfully, she removed her hand from the wheel and instead placed it upon Veronica’s taut belly, tracing gingerly little circles upon her flesh. “Did you honestly think that such a conspiracy was unheard of by myself? I don’t need to torture merchants to know that they’re being short changed by wholesalers. They’ll give me that information to me for free in the hopes that I might be able to remedy it.”
Veronica couldn’t even squirm, the tension upon her limbs being too great for something like that. Her entire body was on fire, the nucleus of these embers being localized upon her four limbs which were threatened with the deepest shade of torment imaginable.
Tears spilled down her cheeks in hot streaks. The air around her complexion felt so hot and stale, contrasting with the coolness of the temperature that licked at her tense body.
Worst of all there was also a smouldering in her lungs as her breathing grew more rapid, trying beyond hope to get even a whiff of this precious oxygen into her system. Though it was to no avail as there wasn’t much substance to the ration that entered her lungs.
“Please,” she croaked.
Julia smirked and moved her hand lower still, tracing it down Veronica’s belly and along her pelvis before touching her most sacred flower. She stroked at the petals, moving up and down before winking at her companion and just jamming her fingers inside without warning.
Veronica cried out, feeling sharp nails scrape against her sensitive flesh. She whimpered and groaned, gritting her teeth together. It was such a minor note compared to the others though the humiliation of it was a mark more gruesome than any prior torment could ever hope to bestow.
“Fuck you,” Veronica growled. “Fuck you, you regal bitch.”
Julia snorted. “Your supply of air is growing dim, dear, and you have given me no reason to keep you alive. The clock’s ticking and I would suggest that you give me something worthwhile before it's too late to provide it at all.”
Veronica roved her mind, trying to call upon anything. Was there a rumour that might intrigue Her Majesty? Was there a business deal, something overheard amongst the conversation of clients? There had to be something, right?
Your life literally depends on it?
There was something about that thought which was like pouring cold water over the top of her brain, filling it with an even more intense shade of shocked fear. That bag would give her minutes, maybe even less, and it likely was not coming off without a satisfactory answer.
“I believe the tavern maidens poison Imperial troops!” Veronica barked.
Julia looked at her and lifted a brow. Though she started to pump her fingers between Veronica’s folds, doing so at a tame but rapidly mounting pace. Her treasonous body reacted positively to the simulation as a fresh moisture started to spread across her lips.
“The troops who eat there often complain of severe stomach issues,” Veronica quickly added. “I…” She breathed, feeling how fruitless the gesture was as the fire in her lungs didn’t abate in the slightest. The fear of which only emboldened her further. “I overheard a squad talk about it last week while attending to my laundry. They…”
She gasped, trying to get more air into her lungs though she quickly realized that it was fruitless, doing nothing to help with the burn.
Oh god, she was going to die.
“They…” her voice croaked, sounding so desperate against these confines. “They chalked it up to bad meat but…”
“But?” Julia asked, looking so pleased. “But what, little animal?”
Veronica whimpered, sniffling against the relentless pain she felt. “It hurts, Your Majesty.”
“Then finish your story and I’ll make it stop,” Julia offered, sounding so sickly sweet. “You know that I have this power.” She held up her free hand and wiggled a single digit in the air. “This would be all that I need in order to get it done.”
Veronica gritted her teeth, trying to focus through the pain. The situation was growing so increasingly dire, hopeless, her vision swimming as she tried to focus in upon any of her surroundings.
Her chest shuddered as she took in a hollow, lifeless breath.
“But that was the third squad that had complained about such things that entire week,” Veronica whispered, her chest continuing to flex in a desperate effort to get any air from the carbon rich brew that surrounded her. Though it was hopeless with apparently not even an atom of pure oxygen remaining. “It can’t be a coincident.”
“Maybe or maybe not,” Julia chided.
Though at the very least, she drew her fingers out of Veronica's sopping wet hole. She instead came over and hooked a finger into the plastic, tearing a gash into it.
A fist of solid cold air filled the bag immediately and Veronica gasped so desperately upon it. Her mind soon cleared and the burn within her lungs was just as quick to abate.
“Thank you,” she groaned.
Julia smirked. “Doesn’t it feel so much better to give me exactly what I want, dear? Doesn’t it feel good to surrender yourself to my mercy?”
She placed a hand upon the winch and turned it in the opposite direction, reducing the tension upon Veronica's limbs by more than a degree. It was still tight but a manageable kind of tight, the kind of tight that a person could live with.
“Anyways,” Julia stated, cupping her victim’s cheek. “What is the name of the Inn they frequent?”
Veronica felt the semblance of guilt as it festered away deep within her core. It was a guilt that came from knowing that she was about to incriminate another soul, likely sentencing them to what she was currently enduring. This was such an ugly sensation to contend with but was one that was all too tempting to listen to at this moment.
How would God treat her knowing that she had subjected others to a fate like this?
Would they be understanding?
She closed her eyes, still feeling the sickly plastic caress at her complexion with every breath.
“The Greenbriar Inn,” Veronica finally whispered.
Julia hummed. “Can’t say that I’m too familiar with that venue. Though I’m sure that it’ll be easy enough to locate.”
She drew away from the table and headed towards the door.
“Am I free to go?” Veronica asked.
Julia scoffed. “One secret is hardly a fitting exchange for your freedom, dear.”
It took Veronica a moment to comprehend that, sobbing once she had finally managed to do so. She was going to stay here, remaining in this vile witch’s grasp.
“Anyways, you rest up, I have some warrants to sign and a hangman to go hire,” Julia teased, smirking at her before slipping out of the door. “I’ll be back in a little bit to help extract some more truths from you.”
[hr]
Veronica didn’t like the feeling of the sheets upon her body. The softness of the silk and the comfort of the mattress was deceptive, feeling eerily luxurious upon a body that was marked with so much anguish.
Still, there was a saying about gift horses. If the worst that Veroncia had to endure was a pair of cuffs which locked her to the headboards above than she would take that over legitimate torture any day.
Julia was at a nearby desk, scribbling away at a piece of parchment. They had not exchanged a word since Veronica had gotten here. Not that this was a bad thing as there hadn’t been a word up to this point which had worked out favourable for her in the slightest.
“Our guests should be arriving shortly,” Julia said. It sounded like she was talking to herself though she looked at Veronica expectantly.
Veronica drew in a breath and let it out slowly. “What sort of guests?”
“People who will help me dig up any lingering truths that might be clattering away inside of your thick skull,” Julia dictated, offering a thin yet predatory smile. “I can assure you that they are rather competent at their duties.”
Veronica closed her eyes, drawing in a deep breath. She tried to settle herself but those words had made every ounce of her body ache with a fresh agony. The memories had barely passed, the pains a lingering reminder.
“What more do I have?” Veronica asked.
Julia glanced at her. “Plenty.” Her lips curled upwards ever so slightly. “Can I ask you a question, dear?”
Veronica went silent, knowing that such a question would be asked regardless of the answer that she provided.
“I’ve told you this already… but I’ve been informed that you never kept the company of a male lover,” Julia commented, placing her pen back in its well. “Though my people on the streets have informed me that you busy your days with a fair number of female companions instead.”
“Is that a crime?” Veronica asked.
Julia smirked and removed her freshened pen from it well before starting to scribble down details anew. “No… of course not. I honestly find it rather inspiring.” Her penwork was regular and unrelenting, dotting upon the margins of the text with precision. “Not many people know this, because my family is seen as a bit traditional, but I enjoy the fairer sex as well.”
Veronica cocked a brow, unsure of how to respond to something like that. Though it soon dawned on her that she was completely naked and bound in place upon Her Majesty’s plush bed. A bed which would be more than adequate for any such activities.
“Are you going to…” she began.
Julia perked up and looked at her. It took her a moment to process that statement before scoffing. “What no, of course not. I have my own handmaidens who I do not need to coerce in order to enjoy their company. I just wanted you to know that I know the unique pain of what you are about to go through and can sympathize greatly.”
“About to go through?” Veronica asked.
Suddenly, there was a firm knock at the door.
Julia perked up. “Please come in.”
The door opened and suddenly three stern faced guards entered the room. They were burly figures, just brimming with masculine intentions. Each of them seemed worn down and well worked, looking so cold compared to the first guards that she had seen. These were the actual soldiers of the Kingdom and not those pampered lesser nobles who wore costumes to mark their ceremonial station.
It then dawned on Veronica what that unique pain was going to be.
And that fact made her sob, closing her eyes and flinching away. Though clearly not one of them had a reaction to this as the door closed gently behind them.
“She’s cute,” one of the guards commented, twisting the blade.
Julia scoffed. “I suppose she does have a certain homely charm to her. A little impoverished for my tastes but I suppose you lot are a lot more compromising than myself.”
Veronica opened her eyes and watched as the guards started to remove their armour, placing their sets upon the nearby furniture. Her vision blurred as she looked towards Julia who now smiled at her, turning her undivided attention towards the bed.
“Secrets will delay this, dear,” she teased. “Tell me enough of them and maybe it’ll even spare you this grizzly fate.”
“I don’t know…” Veronica began, trying for the hundredth time to promote her innocence.
Julia lifted her hand and snapped her fingers together. 
This caused one of the guards to approach the bed. He was now half dressed, revealing a powerful but hairy body with a half-erect cock standing proudly at attention. His erection looked filthy and depraved, like a blade that was dripping with his sinful desires.
“Please,” Veronica tried.
This didn’t seem to sway the gentleman in the slightest. In fact, he scoffed at her attempts, giving his head such a tired shake in response. He clambered upon the bed and reached out for her lower half.
Veronica attempted to kick out and strike at him but the guard caught her leg, clutching it tightly. He squeezed firmly into her flesh and forced the appendage to the side. Then he did the same with her other, forcing her legs apart and presenting him with her cunt, displaying it front and centre.
She whimpered, sensing how close his erection lingered to her lower lips.
“I’m…” she began, snapping her gaze towards Julia. “The head of the bricklayer union frequents my family’s shop!”
Julia whistled. “And here I was about to watch dear Fredrick put a bastard inside of you. Oh well, I suppose this will have to do for now.”
The gentleman lingered in place though he didn’t press any closer to her. He merely allowed his presence to linger, letting his cock act like as good a threat as any.
“I don’t know all the details but…” Veronica drew in a breath. “I know that he has far more money available to him than a man of his station should. I don’t know if that’s because he’s embezzling union dues or what but… but it makes a girl notice things, you know?”
“That it does,” Julia teased. She turned back to her desk and grabbed her pen, touching it to parchment before scribbling away. “Do you happen to know what chapter he belongs to?”
“Whichever one operates in that part of the city,” Veronica stated. “The St. James Brotherhood, I think?”
“St James,” Julia grumbled, disdain lingering in the fringes of her voice.
Regardless, she scribbled down the details and then turned back towards the bed, motioning towards Fredrick. 
The man scoffed and leaned forward once again.
Veronica yelped. “I told you what you wanted to know.”
“You did but I don’t intend to disappoint these men either,” Julia stated, winking at her. “Though they will be good boys and not hurt you needlessly since you were kind enough to give me exactly what I wanted.” She then looked at them and winked at the trio. “Isn’t that right?”
“Of course, Your Majesty,” the three chimed in unison, grinning to one another as if a joke had just been told.
Though it was one that Veronica was not privy to.
“See! Don’t say that I never did anything for you,” Julia teased as she looked at Veronica once more.
Veronica whined as Fredrick bore down upon her, pushing his hips forwards without ceremony. He pressed himself into her eagerly awaiting cunt, slipping inside with no reservation or thought given to her wellbeing.
It was like getting stabbed though so much more carnal in nature. It was a disgusting sensation, so vile and toxic, like a poison in her veins. A part of her wished for death as bile bubbled in her throat and a hiccupped sob escaped her lips.
“She’s tight,” Fredrick quipped.
Julia snorted. “I mean she is a fucking dyke.”
“Like yourself?” another guard teased.
Julia nodded and offered a playful smile. “Like myself.”
Fredrick pushed his hips forwards as he pressed deep into Veronica, not stopping until his entire girth was wedged inside of her. He then drew back and pumped forwards once again, plapping away her cunt at a nice and steady rhythm.
Veronica hiccupped through her misery, trying to look off to the side. Maybe if she seemed disinterested, she’d be left alone, given something approaching a moment’s peace. Though nothing of the sort came to her as the masculine song of pleasure oozed forth from her companion, sounding like such a crude and unrelenting song in comparison.
“I’m sorry,” she pleaded.
Julia smirked. “Most of the women who end up in my care feel that way eventually. All I ask for is your honesty and eventually everything will be forgiven. I can assure you of that, dear.”
Veronica could feel a slickness within her lower lips, her body responding and betraying her. She was starting to grow wet, excited, her cunt oozing its pleasure so freely. Though it was so hard to focus on that as her mind started to fray around the edges.
There had to be some sort of secret, one little ember that might actually make this depraved display come to an end. It had to be there somewhere, lingering in the very depths of her ceaseless mind. All she had to do was make it come forth.
Fredrick picked up the pace, pumping away and snarling under his breath as he did so. His tempo was so brutish and unrelenting, ceaseless as he drove himself ahead. This was a monster on a mission and sadly nothing as minor as her misery would get in the way of that.
He drew all the way back to the very tip and plunged deep inside, ripping a gasp free from Veronica’s quivering lips. An amused snort escaped him and her complexion burned as she realized that this instinctive noise, she’d just made, almost sounded like a moan.
“She’s getting into this,” Fredrick jeered.
Julia merely smirked.
Veronica gritted her teeth and tried her best to imagine herself elsewhere, far away from this miserable scene. Though of course such wishful thinking was not particularly fruitful as every thrust and groan and sweaty clap of flesh violently striking flesh was a fresh reminder of the hell that she was being subjected to.
Fredrick tempo was swift and unrelenting, hammering away her body without a hint of reservation or mercy. She was little more than a toy at this point, a living sleeve that he was meant to deposit his future generations into. 
And soon, such a thing came to a head, as his pace abruptly grew sloppy before he abruptly hilted deep inside his victim, growling under his breath as he did so. His cock twitched and a rope of his masculinity soon shot forth, filling her with his sin.
What would she do if she got pregnant? Who would mother a bastard child or marry a sinful wife?
Fredick lingered deep inside, panting for breath and trying to collect himself. His cum was so hot, burning as it oozed out of her hole and stained the area just below.
Veronica sobbed and quivered, closing her eyes nice and tight.
“Is that enough?” she asked.
Julia scoffed. “Come now, dear, you should know by now that I am not an easy woman to please. Nor are the gentlemen in your presence particularly reserved men. They will remain here until they’ve had their fill and won’t be granted freedom a moment sooner than that.”
“Kill me,” Veronica whispered.
She felt Fredrick pull back, yanking his dagger from her cunt and stepping away from her body with a proud saunter. Even with his departure, Veronica could still feel his warmth within her sex, could smell his sickly sweat upon her body, could feel the weight of his violation as it did its best to toy with her thoughts and remind her of what a useless trollop she was.
Julia scoffed. “Your warrant isn’t amongst those that I’ve sighed this afternoon, Veronica.” She came over and settled down upon the edge of the bed. Her hand came forth and stroked at her victim’s complexion, acting like a tainted carrot compared to an even worse stick. “In fact, you have been a rather fun rebel to break in.”
Veronica glared at her. “I have nothing more to give.”
“Regardless, I still have plenty left to take,” Julia teased.
She looked towards the next of the guards and nodded her head, gesturing for him to come over and take up his post. There was honestly no difference between him and the first man, their demeanour and bodies being virtually the same. All she knew was that his cock would feel like a knife and his seed a fire meant to burn away any innocence that she had left at this point.
He positioned himself between her legs, showing no hindrance, not even a whiff of reservation for the act that he was about to embark on.
How many maidens had endured this before? How many women just like Veronica had been chewed up by this accursed venue and spit back out upon the street.
Veronica glared at him though this didn’t seem to deter the man either. In fact, he scoffed at her fury, giving his head such a coy little shake.
“She still has a fire in her, Your Majesty,” the guard chided.
Julia nodded. “That she does, Karl, that she does. So, be a good boy and try and extinguish it for me. Letting girls like this back out onto the street may actually turn them into rebels and we wouldn’t want that. Now, would we?”
Karl nodded and pumped his hips forwards, slamming himself deep inside of her in one painfully fluid motion.
Veronica whimpered, quivered, cried out as he began to really fuck her. Her hands balled into fists as she dug her nails into the palm of her hand. A fresh pain emanated deep within her cunt. It was hard not to feel like she was being stabbed, having some sort of carnal knife slammed into her again and again.
Though a word lingered in the back of her mind as she glanced at Julia.
Turn…
Then a phrase.
Turn them into rebels…
Veronica’s eyes widened and it seemed that Julia picked up on this as well, her smiling growing by some deeply sadistic degree. She knew exactly what she had said, that little phrase being all the information that she needed to provide to further this torment and twist the blade even deeper.
“You…” Veronica began.
Julia chuckled. “Oh, come now, dear, did you really think that I was an idiot? I know that a shopkeeper’s daughter is not some vile enemy to my authority.” She laid down upon the bed, lingering beside her. “Your family pays its taxes and tithes and has been nothing but a loyal subject to the crown.”
Karl grunted under his breath, picking up the pace. Though even with the fresh fire in Veronica’s loins, her attention was exclusively on this witch who lingered at her side.
“You are…” Julia rolled her wrist before looking at the back of her hand. Her smile was so catty, just brimming with such raw vileness. “Well, you’re just a bit of fun if I am going to be completely honest with you.”
Veronica gasped, both from the force of the fucking and also from the sheer audacity of that confession. There was no way that this could be the case. There was no just world where she would be subjected to this unique horror just for the fucked-up pleasure of some regal bitch who happened to inhabit a spot near the throne.
She cackled and sobbed, her misery barking forth upon cruel notes of deranged laughter. That was it… the moment that her mind finally slipped.
Karl scoffed. “I think you broke her.”
“I think you might be right,” Julia quipped, nodding in agreement.
Not that this breakage seemed to deter Karl as he hammered away, grunting and groaning under his breath. It was obvious that he was on the final legs of his own journey. Though at this point Veronica was too numb to the torment to honestly care.
She was numb to everything, cackling through the cruelty that the Gods had opted to inflict upon her.
“Oh, come now,” Julia chastised, stroking her cheek. “Can you really blame a girl for seeing such a pretty thing like you and not wanting to destroy it.” She clicked her tongue against the roof of her mouth. “I have such intrusive little thoughts sometimes. I walk into ceramic shops and want to smash a vase, I see art and want to tear it up, and when I see a beauty like you… I just want to shatter you for my own sick amusement.”
Karl snarled and plunged deep inside, spilling another ration of his hot fertility into Veronica’s well used hole. Though the heat didn’t matter, nothing mattered about this encounter.
“Honestly you should be honoured, dear,” Julia stated, leaning over and kissing her upon the cheek. “There are few victims as worthwhile as yourself.”
Veronica sniffled and didn’t respond.
All she could do was wait for the next suitor to have his fill.
And then the next torment after that…
And the one after that…
And…
