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The scream echoed around the clearing, and yet, even she would admit that she was aware that the sound probably made things worse for her. It was supposed to generate attention, to direct people who might be looking for her to her, but as that thought entered her mind, she was forced to admit that people are looking for her, and the robed figures who surrounded her are some of those.
There was not even a need for her to school the features that she was wearing to reflect the horror that she felt, because she would admit that if she were to school the look on her visage, she would have tried to look brave or confident. Even as the voice from the back of her mind – which she would have labelled as her own desperate voice – screamed at her to place such an expression, she found herself unable because of the fear that she felt as the robed figures stared at her.
Sue whimpered – though even she was unsure if it had been a conscious decision on her part or not – as she turned toward the man standing in front of her. She did not need to stare at him to see the contempt that he was wearing on her face, nor did she need to ask him anything for the young raven-haired woman to know that the contempt was of her.
Another whimper echoed around the clearing as the voice from the back of her mind told Sue that she was not even sure why he was wearing that expression on his face or why that contempt was directed toward her. She does not even know him; hence, there was no reason why he would be looking at her with a look that made her realize that he wanted to dismantle her.
Sue tried to speak at that moment, with what she was going to say already at the tip of her tongue, but before she could even move her mouth, she was forced to pause as she realized that the circle of men surrounding her closed in. She did not even need a mirror to be sure that the look that appeared on her face at that moment was one of horror, and though she remarked to herself that she did not want to see the look of expression on the face of the man in front of her, she turned.
The young woman blinked, and as she had expected, the horror that permeated her being intensified, but it was not because of the smirk that the aristocratic blonde in front of her was wearing, rather, it was because of the lack of any sort of interest on that same admittedly handsome face as she looked at him that fueled the horror that she felt.
Sue cannot help but think, after all, that the look on the face of the man – ‘Lucius,’ the voice behind her head reminded her – suggested to her that he was thoroughly disinterested in what she was about to go through.
A whimper escaped from the lips of Sue as she then hurriedly changed the expression on her face. Even she would admit that it was a change brought about by her remembering the earlier words that the man she was now staring at had said, and even as she hurriedly focused her gaze toward him, Sue would admit that the panic and desperation that was evident upon her face intensified.
Even she would admit, however, that part of her expected not that seemingly bored expression on his visage, and as she stared at it, the young woman asked herself if she should be grateful that he was wearing such a neutral look, rather than one that would have suggested that he had allowed his lust to get the better of him.
She blinked at that realization, the voice from behind her mind remarking that she can understand if Lucious was overwhelmed with lust, but that utterly bored expression that he was now wearing made. She was terrified of that expression, though it took her less than a moment to know that it was not the expression itself that fueled that horror on her visage. 
Sue realized that he was not even interested in forcing himself upon her, as if she were some sort of boring piece of furniture fit only for his subordinates, and Sue knew that the men who are now slowly but surely closing in on her as they reduced the diameter of the circle that they formed are his subordinates.  
The young woman would have said something, but even though more moans and whimpers echoed around the clearing as Sue begged, even though she told herself to say something, she found herself unable to do so. Less than a moment after that thought entered her mind, Sue asked herself if they had done something that prevented her from speaking, but the look on the face of Lucius, she knew, was not going to tell her anything.
As she cannot speak – by some reason or another – the young woman allowed the moans and whimpers that she was making to plead for her. She told herself that she would be at least relieved if the bored expression on the face of the aristocratic man in front of her was going to change, but nothing of that sort happened, even as she schooled the look on her face.
Her musings – desperate as they were – were interrupted at that moment as the voice from the back of her head told her that she should have been paying more attention to the other men who were approaching her. By the time that the voice from behind her head reminded her of that, however, the dark-haired young woman realized that it was already too late, as it was at that moment that the men reminded her that they were there/
They said nothing as they produced what appeared to Sue to be short sticks from the sleeves of the robes that they were wearing. She could hear them laugh, but they said nothing even as they began to poke her from all sides using the sticks that they were holding, and by some unknown means, the young woman was forced to admit that the actions that they were taking caused her to feel the beginnings of a figurative flame of lust between her thighs.
Again, Sue did not need a mirror to be sure of just what kind of look had appeared on her face at that moment, even as the robed figures continued to poke at her from all sides. All things considered, Sue remarked that she should have known that the figurative flames of lust burning between her loins at that moment increased in temperature even more, to the point that she was unable to hold the actual moan that she soon made.
This time, the bored expression on the face of Lucius changed, and Sue could not help but admit that part of her felt grateful that such was the case. That change in the expression that he was wearing was a testament that he was not ignoring her, and for some reason, that caused her no small amount of happiness that even she was not aware she required.
Sue also knew – without anyone telling her – that she can now speak, and the first time that she confirmed that such was the case was also the moment that she spoke, “Please…,” she said, with those words directed toward Lucius, though even the young woman would have to admit that she was not sure just what it was that she was begging the man for.
Part of her mind told her that she should be begged to spare her from whatever it was that she was about to go through, and Sue would admit that she did not even want to think about that. At the same time, however, there was also part of her that would admit that what she was begging for would be for the figurative flames of lust burning between her loins to be doused.
Again, no one told Sue anything, but she knew that only Lucious could douse those figurative flames.
Sue blinked, and as if he had realized just what thought had been at her conscious thought, the smile on the face of the aristocratic man in front of her widened. He said nothing, and Sue would admit that he did not need to say anything as she knew what it was that he would have said.
Blood flushed to her face, turning it red, and while Sue told herself that it was because of the anger that she felt in response to words that were not even voiced out, that voice from the back of her head countered her. 
It was not, the voice told her, anger that caused blood to flow to her cheeks, turning them as red as a ripe tomato. It was lust, and as the young woman kept her gaze focused on Lucius, she was forced to admit that it was lust for him.
Once more, the aristocratic man conveyed without words that he was aware of the thoughts coalescing in her mind. The sneer that appeared on his face, Sue knew with certainty, conveyed both contempt and amusement, and that was reflected in the tone that he used when he spoke.
“Dirty whore,” he said, and he did not bother to lower the volume with which he spoke.
Sue told herself that she should have been outraged by what he said, but anyone who was listening to the sounds that she made would have come to the same conclusion that Sue herself would have preferred not to make. Rather than outrage, what she felt was the instinctual need to agree with him, and the next moment, Sue had to stop herself from enthusiastically nodding.
She felt the two warring parts of her at that moment, clashing with one another even as she struggled – though she would admit that only to herself – to come to terms with what it was that she should feel. Sue was able to place an expression of horror and anger on her visage after a minute, but even that faded into what even she would label as a submissive expression when she turned her attention toward the aristocratic man in front of her.
“Aren’t you?” Lucius asked. He did not elaborate on the question, for there was no need for him to. Sue understood what he was asking with just those two words, and the voice from the back of her mind told her to agree. She would have as well, if not for her conscious mind stopping her.
Lucius, it would appear, had no interest in waiting for Sue to answer, as he simply continued to speak, “The Deputy Headmistress” – and even Sue can tell that the man forced himself to spell out the position as he spoke – “may be a dirty mudblood whore like you, but she is good at picking mudblood whores like herself.”
Sue blinked in response, and though she was not sure why, even she would admit that her thoughts turned toward the brunette that she realized Lucius was talking about. Perhaps Lucius had not realized what the thoughts at the front of Sue's mind at that moment were; however, as he simply continued to speak.
“It is because of such talents that she is allowed to remain practically sacrosanct, untouched by any but her owner, to whom she had been gifted as a result of his sudden heel-faced turn,” Lucius said, and Sue blinked as she realized that Lucius was addressing his subordinates, who all muttered their agreement.
Lucius waited until his subordinates had stopped muttering their agreement to what he said before he made a show of turning his gaze to Sue, and the dark-haired young woman who was somehow pinned on the forest floor flinched when she saw the look that he was now wearing. There was no lust there, only anger, and the more that she looked at it, the more that Sue realized that his man is going to destroy her.
The urge to plead with him, to beg for mercy even as the voice from the back of her mind screamed at her not to do so, overwhelmed Sue, but while she would have begged him there and then, the young woman found herself unable to say anything. She stared at the man who, even without words, had ordered her destruction, and she instantly regretted that when she saw the look that soon appeared on his face.
There was no change in the meaning behind that expression that Lucius was now wearing, but at the same time, now that it was focused solely toward her, Sue would have flinched. In that regard, the young woman would have to admit that even she was not sure if her somehow being pinned on the forest floor was a good thing or not.
She was still thinking about that when she realized that she had fallen into a trance, and the reason that she realized that such was the case was that she was soon forced out of the same, even as Lucius continued to speak, his gaze – still that contemptuous expression that promised Sue that he would destroy her – still focused toward her.
Even Sue would admit that she felt surprised when she heard the whimpers that echoed around the clearing, even though she knew that it came from her even before the echoes had ended. She turned her gaze to Lucius, after all, that was the only direction that she could look at, and she spoke, even though she could only beg, “Please…Sir, please…,” she said.
She caught the slight upturn of the edge of the lips of the man in front of her, but whether that was amusement because of what she said or not, Sue could not tell. He certainly did not provide her with any clues as he simply returned his gaze toward his subordinate before inclining his head, and that action was followed by him speaking, “Go ahead,” he said.
Sue knew that her eyes widened in response to that, and while part of her was sure that she could not make a sound at that moment, she still screamed. She was so convinced that she was silenced – by some arcane means as she finally came to terms with the fact that magic is real – that when the scream echoed around the clearing, even she could not help but place a surprised look on her face in the aftermath.
The scream that she made affected the robed figures surrounding her, but it was not as if she could turn her gaze toward them. Besides, Sue would admit that even if she could look at them, she would keep her gaze toward Lucious, after all, he is the one in control, something that was made more poignant when he met her gaze with his before he gave her a curt nod.
“My men are now going to show you what you were born for, mudblood-cunt,” he said, and there was not even the slightest bit of passion – of anger, heat, or any emotion – that figuratively dripped from the words spoken. It was something that caused the fear to intensify, because if there was emotion behind his words, then it might be mollified. 
There was none, and with a start, Sue realized that this was akin to a routine for the aristocratic man who looked at her with that disdainful expression on his face.
Sue was distracted, however, as the robed figures resumed poking at her – and she would admit that she could not even tell when they stopped doing that – with the tip of the sticks that they had been holding. As she had come to expect, the action that they took fed fuel to the figurative flames of lust burning between her loins, and that manifested itself in the form of moans that soon echoed around the clearing.
She can hear the none-too-flattering words that the robed figures made, and she knew that the ‘fat-tit whore’, ‘mudblood-slit’, and ‘rape-beast’ that they are referring to was her, but though there was part of her that wanted to not just violently verbally protest but also violently act, he was force to remain in the place that she was in, her moans and whimpers increasing not on in volume but also intensity.
 Sue would not admit it, but the figurative flames burning between her loins increased in temperature, proportional to the increase in the volume and intensity of the moans and whimpers that she made. A second later, the dark-haired young woman remarked to herself that the sweat forming under her arms, between her thighs, and even on her forehead was the result of that figurative fire.
“No…please…please…,” Sue spoke, and yet, even she would admit that what she said at that moment seemed half-hearted. Of course, she had to pause as she realized that she could speak again, though she soon discarded that thought as she focused on the direction of Lucius. She soon spoke again – “Please, Sir, please…please…” he said – and even the dark-haired young woman cannot help but remark to herself that, of course, she can only plead desperately.
Lucius sneered at her, and the contempt that he felt was almost an actual physical weight as he said, “You should be thankful that my men are even deigning to touch you, mudblood,” and while he did pause, it was not as if Sue could say anything before he added, “You’re not even fit for dogs.”
Sue blinked, and even she would admit that she was not sure where the anger that she felt came from, but what she was sure about was that part of her wanted to point out that his men are going to rape her, hence, his men are lower than dogs because she is sure that they are aroused at the prosect of forcing themselves on her.
Somehow, she was able to keep that anger that she felt at that moment, and though he said nothing, the disappointed – and it was disappointed – expression that appeared on the face of Lucius told her that there was something that had changed. It was not the aristocratic man in front of her who voiced out what that something that had changed was, however, as it was one of the robed figures that had joined the other around her.
“Damn it,” the robed figure said, with the curse echoing around the clearing that they were in, “It seems that the arousal spell had ended.”
“What do you expect when it is a mudblood who cast it?” another robed figure asked, and somehow, Sue did not need to hear any identifier for her to realize just who it was that they were referring to at that moment. She can feel the disdain that figuratively dripped from what was spoken, and Sue would admit that she does not know what to think in response.
Another curse forced her out of the trance that she fell into, and the next thing that she knew, an impatient voice cut through the figurative haze that had enveloped her, “Some cast it back, would you?” and the impatience was palpable, “What are you waiting for? An engraved invitation?”
The next sounds that echoed in her ears convinced Sue that someone might have reacted to what had just been said, but before that could happen – or at least, that was what she thought because she would admit that she had no idea how someone was supposed to cast something on her – the curt one-liner that Lucius said forced everyone to pause, “no,” he said.
It was not just his men who turned their attention toward the aristocratic figure in the immediate aftermath of the words that he uttered, and Sue certainly did not need to see the expressions on the faces of the robed figure – she doubted that she could, not with the masks that they are wearing – for her to know that all of them are wearing questioning looks.
Of course, none of them – Sue included – were able to say anything before Lucious was already speaking, and though the tone that he used made it clear that he did not think that there was a need for him to explain anything, that was what he did when he spoke, “that,” he said, pointing with the base of his walking cane toward Sue, “is an animal.”
The way that he spoke at that moment was with such certainty that Sue would claim that the anger that she felt became a physical thing. She would have thrown it toward him, too, if it had truly been a physical thing.
Lucius sneered at her, the expression on his face the only thing that the young woman needed to see for Sue to know that he was aware of what she was thinking, but he ignored that as he spoke, “It will arouse itself soon, you do not need to cast anything on it,” and again, even Sue can tell that he spoke with certainty.
The men did not even hesitate; they started laughing, agreeing with their supposed leader through what they said. It was not as if Lucious was done speaking, however, and soon, he added, “The arousal spell is a mercy granted to it by an animal of its own kind; it is not necessary.” he took one step toward Sue, and once more forced her to look at him through the base of the cane that he was holding.
Again, Sue can feel the contempt that dripped from the gaze that he gave her, and that remained the case as he spoke next, “You will be wet, mudblood-cunt, of that I am sure,” he said.
The young woman would admit that she was not sure if she should be grateful that whatever ‘spell’ it was that was cast on her had run out, or if she should be afraid because she could not control the anger that she was now displaying on her visage. A hiss echoed around the clearing that they were in, and Sue knew instinctively that it came from her as she decided that she might not be able to curse, but that sound should be enough.
She can see the expression that appeared on the face of Lucius, and that alone was enough to tell her that he was not surprised. He sighed, not because he was disappointed, but because he expected her reaction, though before she could even think of labelling that as a triumph of sorts, Sue screamed as she felt the wooden walking stick that Lucius was holding make contact with her face.
It was a slap, but one delivered not with the open palm of the man in front of her. Rather, it was delivered with the bottom of the cane that he was holding. Even Sue would have to admit that the pain was overwhelming, but then again, the young woman told herself that such was the point.
“It seems that my new pet is yet to learn her proper and true place in this world that she now inhabits,” Lucius said, and he made no secret of the disdain that he felt at that moment. 
He kept his attention toward her, but even Sue can tell that what he said was meant for his subordinates, “Go ahead,” and he said that with such a bored tone, even Sue cannot help but feel that he is about to go watch two sunflowers mating with each other which, of course, does not involve the flowers touching each other.
The thoughts that coalesced in the mind of Sue, however, fled from the same, a few moments later, when she heard the laughter that came from the robed figures surrounding her. Part of her wanted to beg – though if she wanted to beg for that ‘arousal curse’ she was not sure – but that particular fraction of her did not rear its head. 
“Unhand me! Let me go, you fucking bastards!” and Sue would admit that even she was surprised by the anger that echoed around the clearing. Of course, she did not take a minute to understand where that anger came from, and she was more than happy to use it to fuel what she said next, “Fucking bastards!”
If anything, the sounds of amusement coming from the men intensified, and while Sue would have continued screaming, she was forced to pour her attention instead to moving her body – somehow, she was able to move again, as if whatever curse had been placed on her had been removed – to ‘convince’ her attackers to get away from her.
Sue continued to do that even if she knew that the actions only stoked the figurative flames burning between their loins. It was not as if, after all, there was anything else that she could do.
She kicked at the first man who approached her from behind, hoping that she managed to land the soles of her foot on anywhere near his groin, but she did not get the chance to confirm that because she soon found fingers being wrapped around her wrist before she was pulled onto her knees. 
Sue screamed as she saw those same fingers that were wrapped around her wrist pull her hand toward the direction of the groin of the man in question, and she squeezed hard – hoping to elicit pain – at the hard, cylindrical flesh that she soon realized was the cock of the same man who was holding her wrists. She heard the hiss in response, but even she would admit that it was one of pleasure rather than pain.
She turned toward that direction, remarking in her mind that if she cannot squeeze his cock, then she will bite it off, only for her plans to be derailed as someone else placed his hand on the top of her head before using that as his leverage to force her to turn toward him, or rather, toward his cock.
At that moment, Sue told herself that she needed to bite that cock when it forced its way into her warm and wet oral orifice, and she was determined to see it through. For all of that determination, however, she still failed when the sensation – and taste – of that cock being forced into her oral orifice assaulted the front of her mind.
That was not the only thing that the young woman noted as she felt the thick and pointy pubic hair of the man assaulting her nostrils, making her wish that she could breathe through some other means, but with the cock in her mouth, it was only through her nose that she could take in the requisite oxygen. 
She could not even truly think about that sensation, too, as after another moment, the man who had forced her to wrap the fingers of her right hand around his cock compelled her to jerk him off. The hissing sound that Sue made might have been muffled by the cock buried in her mouth, but it was there nonetheless, and judging from the absurd laughter that escaped from the lips of the men, it was clear that they heard the sound she made.
The young woman knew her temper was rising, but all of the angry tirades that she should have said at that moment would not have changed anything, even if she could have said them. With that thick manhood in her mouth, Sue knew that even if she were made to attempt it, it would have failed.
It did not take long before the novelty of having his cock wrapped in her warm oral orifice had faded from the man who had buried his manhood in her warm and wet orifice. She realized that such was the case when she felt the robed figure withdraw his cock from her mouth, and at first, she thought that she was getting a break, only for that presumption to be shattered as she felt him ram his cock deep in her unwilling orifice.
A scream – muffled as it was – sneaked past the cock that was now being rammed in and out of her mouth. Sue would admit that she was not sure if the corresponding randy laughter that echoed around the clearing was the result of them men realizing what she tried to do. 
Somehow, even while she was being assaulted, the young woman was able to turn toward where Lucius was, and the anger – as well as the horror – that permeated her being intensified. The aristocratic man watched her assault from a distance – probably five or so feet away – as if that gap would provide him with an excuse to say that he was not taking part in what was happening.
Even as the cock that was in her mouth suddenly picked up the pace with which it was ramming itself in and out of her warm and wet oral orifice, however, she could tell from the expression that Lucius was wearing that he was never going to make an excuse. He was never going to say that what was happening to her at that moment had nothing to do with him.
The more that she looked at the expression that the aristocratic man had on his visage, the more that Sue was forced to admit – even if only to herself – that he would rather take credit for the horror that the young woman was going through at that moment than distance himself from it. A moment after that realization hit her, Sue saw his wide smile, as if he was aware of just what thought had just made the rounds in her mind.
With a start, she realized that he probably was, and though she did not get the time to think about how that was possible, the voice from the back of her head reminded her that as far as she was concerned, she went to bed one night, and when she woke up, she was in this hell. In that regard, perhaps convincing herself that the man who had already told her that he was going to claim her as his pet, by reading her mind, was pedestrian.
In any case, she was soon forced to think about something else as she felt the cock that was buried in her mouth twitch. Sue was a virgin, but that was made possible only because every boyfriend that she had, she had satisfied with her mouth, and as that thought entered her mind, Sue would admit that part of her could not help but remark to herself that it seemed that she was still demonstrating her talent in that regard.
Even Sue would admit that the hiss that she made got out of her before she knew it was coming, but then again, as loud as the sound had been, it was still muffled by the cock in her mouth. There was also the slight problem that it seemed that the vibrations caused by the hissing sounds that she made affected the arousal of the man in front of her.
She heard the triumphant sound the robed figure had made, and she felt the cock move as it twitched while buried in her warm and wet oral orifice. Once more, the young woman cannot help but remark that she is going to bite this cock, but barely a moment after that thought, she heard the hiss of pleasure that the man made.
Even she would admit that her eyes widened in horror as she realized what the sound meant, but just because such was the case does not mean that she can stop what was coming next. The only thing that she could have done was to push him away from her, and though such an action would cause the rope after rope of cum that now erupted from the tip of his cock to land on her face, it was, she told herself, not going to be in her mouth.
That did not matter, however, as soon enough, the taste of his seed assaulted her mind. Sue wished that she could just push him away, but he kept his hands on the back of her head as he used that as his leverage to compel her to keep his cock buried as deep as possible in her warm and wet oral orifice.
Of course, there was already a limited amount of space in her warm and wet oral orifice, and whatever was not occupied by the cock of the man in front of her was soon taken over by the salty seed that escaped from the tip of the same cock. The humiliation that Sue felt at that moment combined with the anger, and even as tears spilled from her eyes, those same eyes flashed.
There was no way that the other men who were surrounding her could not have seen that reaction. 
As that was the case, Sue cannot help but remark to herself that the sounds that they made were the result of the action that she involuntarily took, but even if that were the case, it was not as if there was anything that she could do about it, not when there were other things that she needed to worry about.
The cock in her mouth did not deflate one bit as it continued to remain in her oral orifice, but much as she would have wanted to keep thinking about that, the young woman was reminded that there was another cocks that she was servicing at that moment, as she felt that particular cock twitch while her fingers were wrapped around it.
She did not need a mirror to be sure of just what kind of horrified look had appeared on her face, and she was sure that the robed figures who were abusing her would have realized what the meaning behind that expression was. 
Sue heard the laughter that echoed from their lips in response to the look that she was now wearing, and if she were being honest, the dark-haired woman would admit that she wished that she could remove that look; after all, it seemed that the only thing that succeeded in doing was to arouse her abusers even more.
Even Sue had to blink when, suddenly, the cock that was buried in her mouth withdrew itself. It was an action that was so sudden and so unexpected that, for a few moments, she remained in that kneeling position that she was in, even as some of the seed that had been forced deep in her throat began to spill out of her mouth. 
It was the amused words that escaped from the lips of the robed figure who had used her mouth, however, that forced her to return to the present.
“Look at that,” the man said, and he did not even need to say what it was that his compatriots were supposed to be looking at that moment, even as more cum spilled from the open mouth of Sue. She realized belatedly what was happening, and would have closed her mouth, before she realized that if she closed her mouth, then all the cum that had been placed in her mouth would slide down her throat.
Sue told herself that she did not want that, only for her to be given something else to worry about as she heard the triumphant grunt that echoed around the clearing from the man whose cock she was still jerking off.
She felt the warm cum erupt from the tip of his cock even before it landed on the side of her face, though even she would admit that it was the sensation of his seed on her visage that made her whimper. Even Sue would admit that the whimper was her way of announcing her defeat, even as more cum joined the ones that had already been spilling out of her still open mouth.
The men laughed, but it was not as if the sounds of amusement that they made had any more effect on her. She had heard the sounds before, after all, and they are no longer new, so in that regard, if they are expecting him to whimper or be broken just a bit more by the sounds that they were making, then they would only be disappointed. 
It would appear that the men had realized that such was the case because they now stopped laughing. Sue returned to the present just in time to watch as the five of them focused their gaze toward her, but it was not the expressions that they were wearing on their faces that made Sue flinch; rather, it was the silence that now descended between them as they stared at her.
They were still wearing masks, which meant that she could not see what the looks on their faces were going to be. At the same time, however, she was sure that they were all wearing wide smiles behind those masks as they anticipated what was going to come next.
Somehow, Sue knew that it would be her womanhood that was the next proverbial chopping block, and her eyes widened even as that thought overwhelmed her. She was already in the middle of thinking of what she could say to stop the men, but she was forced to pause as Lucius reminded everyone present of just who is in charge, and he did that by simply – though audibly – making a sound that cleared his throat.
“That’s enough,” he said, and though, at first, Sue thought that they were finally getting a break, she saw the look that appeared on his face that it was anything but. He did not even bother to change the look that he was wearing before he then added, “Mount her.”
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