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Editorial

Welcome to the first issue of Limited
Audience. What you hold in your hands
— or behold on your computer screen
more likely — is a little magazine for
friends of bondage, fetishism, and other
 bizarre fantasies. The word ‘bizarre’
was not chosen at random, for Limited
Audience is based on John Willie’s cult
magazine Bizarre. Bizarre was published
around 1950 and was filled with short
s tor ies ,  le t ters  f rom readers  and
photographs and illustrations from the
artist himself. Unforgettable for his
comic series “Sweet Gwendoline”, John
Willie was unique in his style, and,
amongst other things, Limited Audience
is a tribute to that. Throughout the
magazine you will find illustrations and
paintings by John Willie (or John Coutts,
as his real name was) to celebrate his
artistic genius that is still speaking to
many bondage lovers to this day.

Limited Audience is foremost a
magazine for you, the reader. It is
assumed that by reading this in the first
place you have some sort of interest in
the subject matter, some secret (or less
secret) fantasies of your own. Well, here
is what we want for future issues: mail
from you! We want your stories, your
f a n t a s i e s ,  y o u r  t h o u g h t s ,  y o u r

experiences, your drawings and your
photographs. Whatever you’ve got -
send it to us and it might just get
published! If you wish, you can write
under  a  pseudonym to  safeguard
discretion, as in the old days of John
Willie’s Bizarre.

Limited Audience Publishing, and
especially myself, are looking forward
to reading from you!

             — The Editor.
Pi

ct
ur

e 
by

 J
oh

n 
W

ill
ie

- 5 -



TALES FROM THE NEIGHBOURHOOD

small host duties like serving tea. And
although you may think of this as being
cruel, there wasn’t a single day on which
Madame didn’t spent at least 2 hours in
those bounds herself, for it was as
important to train her daughters’ grace as
to keep up hers.

But Madame could be more cruel.
Whenever one of the girls did a mistake,
like spilling some tea, a very special ritual
took place. It didn’t matter who of the
girls did the mistake, they were always
both punished. Madame knew that the
sisters loved each other very much, and
it would hurt them more to see the other
punished than being punished themselves.
Anyway, the punishment for such mistakes
was as follows. Madame went into the
garden, with both girls following behind.
There, they went and stood under a tree
each.

Madame then tied their hands together
with a leather ribbon and tied the other
end to a high branch. This she pulled so
tight that the girls’ feet were lifted from
the ground by about 5 inches. Each foot
was then seperately tied to rings in the
ground which had been put there for that
very occasion. Then, Madame would pour
sweet honey over the girl’s feet and leave
them like that.

Now, this garden was very populated
by all sorts of animals, but Madame’s
favourites were her 2 black cats. Their
names were ‘Plucky’ and ‘Beatrice’ and
they loved honey. The poor girls thus
exposed were like a five course meal to

The life of a French Maid was not an
easy one at the turn of the nineteenth
century. I remember being in the service
of the d’Aubergés, a rich and upper class
family who lived in a secluded mansion
in the British countryside. My master was
Sir Mark d’Aubergé, but he was out of
the house for most of the day, and so I
was alone with my Mistress, Madame
d’Aubergé, and the two daughters for most
of the time.

As I said, the d’Aubergés lived in a
selcuded place, however, they had a very
prominent social life, and there wasn’t
one ball where noblesse and other elites
met, that they didn’t attend. It was for this
reason that Madame d’Aubergé educated
her daughters in etiquette and grace with
the greatest care.

The most important thing for Madame
was grace, the way the girls walked. To
train their movement, Madame used a
very clever, if uncomfortable device. A
long wooden stick was attached to the
girls’ backs, with a leather belt around
their necks and one around their waists.
This made sure that they both held their
backs straight and their heads up. Their

wrists were attached to a chain that
went to the stick and was just long enough
to give them the right amount of
movement. At their ankles was a similar
chain, heavily restricting their steps, for
it was considered graceful to walk in small
steps for a lady.

Thus bound had the girls to walk
around for several hours a day, performing
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them. It never took long until the pussies
had smelled the honey and picked up on
the trail. This was where the real
punishment began. They carefully licked
away all the honey from both girls’ feet
and this was terribly tickling. It always
started with small giggling but always
ended in almost hysterical laughter, with
the girls' tears in their eyes - pleading to
be released.

As soon as the cats had done their jobs,
the girls were saved. They ran into the
house, rubbing their feet and giggling still.
For although they were laughing, they had
learned their lesson!"

To be continued.

Contrary to popular opinion, the
possibili t ies of love in a zero-g
environment  have not  yet  been
exhausted. Take the case of Major
Melissa Husserl, for example. She had,
on her first assignment, been found guilty
by the rest of the crew of the scout ship
Eurydike of something or other (details
restricted), and it was decided that she
must ‘walk the plank’. Thus was she
stripped, dressed in one of those
transparent spacesuits so beloved of
pleasure cruisers, and ceremoniously
thrown out the back of the ship, with
nothing but a mass of lifelines attached
to her behind. Ah, those tubes and wires
wrapping themselves around her writhing
figure in the zero-g, Major Husserl
powerless to stop her tumbling this way
and that, the ship drifting forwards to
accentuate her fall, so graceful against
that starry backdrop, while the crew
gazed at the viewscreen for the entire
evening...

- 7 -
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Part I:Fetishism
Ballgowns,

long Dresses
Skirtsand

underneath the ornament, and discovering
what lies beneath. The fact that the legs
are concealed from sight makes it more
of a challenge. The dress thus possesses
two stimuli, one visual (the beauty of the
dress itself) and one mental (the fancy of
what it covers). On the other hand, a
ballgown's beauty when worn by woman
is also a purely aesthetic matter. Ask
people to define beauty and you will end
up with an plethora of different opinions.
Yet, on a fairly basic level, most people
will  agree on certain things. The
mesmerizing beauty of ballgowns surely

Women have been wearing long
dresses and skirts almost ever since
humans walked upright. In a lot of cultures
men wear tunics and the like, but it is
predominantly a female thing. And aren’t
they the most gorgeous of fashions? If
you too have a fetish for ballgowns then
you know what I’m talking about. What
is that makes them so attractive? The most
popular theory goes of course as follows:
While covering up that which we want to
see, our imagination runs loose and thus
generates our lust. The attraction in this
case consists in the hope of glimpsing
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features among that list.
What type of long dress appeals most

to you? Long and floaty, straight and
narrow, wild and fluttering? Well, let’s
have a look at the presence of the long
dress in our times.I shall discuss various
areas and situations where we are likely
to come across our fetish.  I will start by
a rather unusual category:

1. The Music Scene

For promotional photographs, long
fancy dresses seem very appropriate. The
above photograph depicts the singer of
Within Temptation, and the picture on the
right is Liv Kristine.

For Within Temptation, the fancy dress
is a trademark. Sharon den Adel always
wears dresses like the above for her
concerts. It just adds the extra spice to the
rest of the band’s visual show. But not
just the heavy metal and rock scene like
that style of clothing. Think of Celine

Dion covers. Smart and impressive - we
like it.

2. B-Movies

B-Movies favour a particular style of
long dresses: the silk dressing gown. The
picture below is from a classic Hammer
film. The poor woman is the victim of a
mad scientist’s experiments. (Simple plots

always work best for this kind of thing).
Her lovely nightie catches the eye. Okay,
so B-Movies are not exactly the most
recent thing, but they’re still being
produced nowadays, and they are watched
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for sure. And I dare say one of the main
reasons for it is the way the women are
dressed in those films. Below is an
example for a typical poster for such a
movie. Please don't mind the morbid
content of the picture but have a look at
the dress.

C. Marriage

Marriage is maybe the most obvious
occasion where the woman (or rather

women, if you include the bride’s maids)
wears a long dress. Mostly in white, these
dresses are the apogee of beauty. A vision
in floating - exquisite materials that make
you want to touch as well as see. The
effect: the future husband desires his future
wife more than ever.

I believe that a substantial amount of
fun is due to the clothes as far as marriage
is concerned. (Vanity is a sweet sin.) Once
you have found the right person in your
life, you long to strengthen the bond
between you and to see her in magnificient
attire. The picture below combines two
fetishes in one: the fancy dress and
bondage. But there is much more about
the latter to come in a future instalment.
For now, read on about the next and -
sadly - last category.

- 10 -
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D. The Fetish Scene

In the Fetish scene you will come
across a variety of outfits so diverse, there
is no way to cover them all. But for our
purposes we will limit ourselves to long
dresses. And what a selection we have
indeed! Anything from latex, PVC and
rubber goes here. Whether narrow or wide,
skin-tight or flowing, the choice is yours,
but one thing is for certain: they are all
extremely gorgeous.

The picture above shows one example
of a dress to be found in the Fetish scene.
Its silvery nature gives it a touch of a
science fiction atmosphere. If only women
were wearing outfits like that in futuristic
TV series!

And that is also the end of this article.
If you enjoyed it, or especially if you
ifedntified with this particular fetish, then
please do not hesitate to write in and let
us know your thoughts or experiences!

“Darkness in the labyrinthine
passages under the museum. Darkness
in the corners like spies in the night. A
faint spark of light shuffling its way into
the dead end, where I lie at Moonchild's
feet.

Moonchild looks splendid - a long
and narrow black dress with a slit from
the waist to the feet, hinting at the almost
uncanny beauty of her legs. The dress
encompasses her whole body safe for
her left leg, her hands and her face. The
thread that holds her ankh winds its way
inbetween her breasts.

Her thick long hair rounds up her
appearance and sheds a radiance,
rendering pale that of the sun. The image
is majestic, Moonchild full of grandeur.
Beholding this figure, none could doubt
the importance of her word, none would
dare to disobey her command, none could
suffer her disgrace.

I lie at the ground right in front of
her, my head bowed, my arms embracing
her legs. Moonchild looks at me - her
hands crossed above her head, chained
to the wall.”

SUBMISSION (f.r.)

Jo
hn

 W
ill

ie



featured
 comic book
          covers

A picture says a thousand words they
say. But then, a text can unleash the
imagination. Which one is better? Which
one to choose? Well, this is a good place
for comics to come in. A comic is a
mixture of the above, because it has the
suggestiveness of a picture but leaves
enough room to the imagination for
personal interpretation and speculation.
It seems then that comics would be an
ideal  field for bondage situations as they
both depict the bondage scene in question
and allow the mind to run wild and
construct a whole background to it, or
even replace the subject(s) with some of
his or her own choosing.

The idea isn’t new and bondage is
indeed a frequent come-across in even
mainstream comics. A few years ago,
however, there seemed to have been a real
bondage comic boom in the making.
Limited Audience will therefore feature,
in each issue, a selection of those comic
book covers.

The cover on the top left is only one
of the many Jungle Comics that feature
bondage. Actually I haven’t seen one
wihout. The recipe for the those covers
are simple. The so-called Jungle Queen
is in a perilous situation - usually under
attack by a wild beast - and the Tarzan-
like male is about to rescue her last minute.
Not very original but very effective.

The cover on the bottom left is from
the Fight series which share the same
quality in that almost all their covers
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      of the
olden days
feature a bondage scene. This particular
one shows a cunningly evil device. The
poor and helpless victim is secured to a
palm tree which itself is heavily bent and
fastened. If the rope holding the tree down
were to be severed - as the dying man is
about to do - the damsel would indeed be
in distress as the force of the tree might
well rip her in two. But fear not, help is
in sight!

The Wing comic cover on the right
bears a rather common mark. The helpless
victim tied to a rocket that is about to be
launched is hardly new. In this case
however, it is nicely done. The fact that
a damsel tied to a rocket would horribly
unbalance its flight path and probably
crash into the ground fairly swiftly is of
course of secondary importance. The
obligatory ripped dress is present and
we’re cheering. Showing off leg even in
dire situations is what makes us admire
the poor girls. Especially when the legs
are as well shaped as this lovely damsels’.

The last comic for this instalment is
from a series called Baffling. The Western
woman in the hands of strange tribes is
also a fairly common situation in the comic
world. I chose this particular cover because
(relating to the Fetish article earlier) the
damsel wears a lovely dress. I am
continuously impressed by the way comic
artists manage to render such nice versions
of materials and the way they fall along
the body.

Well, that’s it for this time, more covers
to come in the next issue!

- 13 -
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CHAPER ONE: AN
INFERNAL CONCEPTION

His infernal majesty, the Balor Lord
Malevans Phn’Glaz Razz’a’el (the third),
was bored. He was perched atop his golden
and flaming throne, his elbow resting on the
arm of that fiery seat, his hand supporting
his head, his great red wings shifting a little
as if in a breeze, and was gazing out over
his immense throne room, and was bored.

‘Lydus,’ he suddenly said, ‘I’m bored.
What plaything can you offer me today?’

Lydus’ two heads looked up, the wolf-
like one grinning and snarling, the snake-
like one simply wavering a little and hissing.
‘We do have the banquet tonight, if you
remember?’

‘Ah, yes. The banquet. What’s on the
menu?’

‘Well,’ growled Lydus, ‘I think Raikh
has a few things in mind. Why don’t we go
down to the dungeons and see what he has
– to alleviate your infernal majesty’s
boredom?’

‘After you then.’
Lord Malevans stood up, his thirteen-

foot frame casting awful silhouettes across
the walls in the firelight, and flew from his
dais over the flaming pit which took centre
stage in front of his throne, and over the
small courtyard towards the immense set of
double doors opposite, carven out of two
single slabs of blood-red ivory from the
unknown wastes, and marched downwards
towards the dungeons. Lydus, only a foot
smaller, stepped across the stone floor and
followed, leaving the room strangely empty,
and silent but for the excitable churning of
the pit. In front of that infernal cavity stood
two marble pillars, replete with onyx

manacle holders; they stood there in the
silence, alone and patiently waiting for the
next unfortunate dancing mortal .

The unmistakable sounds of screaming,
wailing, tortured groans and howls and the
like made clear the fact that they were
approaching the dungeons. It soon became
a din - of iniquity.

‘It’s quiet in here today, Lydus.’ said
Lord Malevans. ‘I’m disappointed. I was
hoping to hear the sounds of insufferable
torment.’

Lydus replied, his gravelly voice
attempting an imitation of Raikh’s, ‘Well,
if we tortures ‘em too much then they wont’s
be tender when we eats ‘em tonight, your
majesty. You know how you ‘ates the stringy
ones.’

‘Right you are, Lydus. Ah, here’s Raikh.
Well, Raikh, what have you?’

The small, spindly, shifty and thoroughly
degenerate figure of the gaoler cum cook
Raikh shuffled towards them. ‘If you’ds like
to comes this way, sirs, i’s got a few nice
‘uns todays. I’m sure you’ll likes ‘em.’

‘I hope so, Raikh. For your sake. We
might end up eating you instead.’

Raikh chuckled cruelly, ‘You always
says that sir. Come, see what’s we gots in
the first cell ‘ere.’

The three of them peered into the first
cell, a small stone cubicle, to see a fat dwarf
hanging from the low ceiling and being
flayed alive. He would have howled in
unspeakable pain if he still had a tongue.

‘Is that really necessary, Raikh?’ growled
Lydus.

‘Oh yeah,’ Raikh replied, ‘we ‘aves to
do that before we marinates ‘em.’

‘I meant the tongue. He’s not making
enough noise.’

‘Dressing, sir, dressing. It’s all in the

T H E  A H A R A  C H R O N I C L E S (d.m.)
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presentations, you knows.’
They walked to the next cell, where

immediately two thick green tentacles
suddenly shot out through the grille and
endeavoured to wrap themselves around
Lydus’ two heads – the snake-like one
grappling slimily with it. The thing inside
the cell shrieked hideously as it did so.

Raikh became angry now, and drawing
a wicked looking scimitar sliced off the
grotesque appendages in two swift strokes,
whereupon they fell to the ground, still
writhing as if with a life of their own, ‘though
only for a moment. An even worse shrieking
came from the cell now, as the monstrous
whatever howled and squealed in both pain
and hunger.

‘Calamari then?’ asked his infernal
majesty.

‘Aye.’ muttered Raikh, gathering up the
severed tentacles.

‘Ah, now this is more promising.’ Lord
Malevans peered into the next cell.

Inside was a very beautiful human
female, naked and manacled to the wall.
Her long dark hair reached down to her
stomach, covering her breasts. But it was
cold, and her erect nipples showed through.
She seemed to be half-asleep, or dazed, and
was moaning softly.

‘We gots this one only last nights.’
explained Raikh eagerly. ‘Plucked her from
the prime on her wedding night an’ all. I
knows ‘ow you likes the fresh ‘uns. Thought
you could ‘ave ‘er fer dessert, like.’

‘Yes, Raikh, indeed, fresh mortal virgin
always goes down a treat, as it were.’

And with that the three demons laughed
out loud, horridly, wickedly, greedily. The
hideous noise the four heads made reached
right up to the higher quarters of the palace,
where the other guests were already stirring.
And they knew that when the Balor roared
like that the banquet was sure to be
entertaining. The young mortal bride, for

all that, who by some strange quirk of fate
could understand the language of the
Tanar’ri, the demons, tried to pretend not
to hear, and shuddered again in dread. She
thought of her husband, the eighth Lord
Beavan of Dylath-Leen, and how she would
probably never see him again. And yet,
somehow she was not too distraught about
being snatched away on her wedding night,
seeing as the eighth lord Beavan was not
the handsomest of men, by any stretch of
the imagination.

The banquet was already in full swing
when the young woman was brought up to
the throne room. She was still naked and
manacled, though long onyx chains had
been attached to those wicked bracelets. A
group of fiends manhandled her to the centre
of the courtyard, which was now surrounded
by long tables, forming a kind of small
square in the middle of the room, behind
which was assembled a very large number
of assorted demons of all shapes and sizes,
all of which whooped and readied
themselves in unspeakable delight at her
approach. There she was brought before the
fiery pit, at the edge of which the two small
and smooth marble pillars had been erected,
in between which she was now placed, and
the long chains from her manacles pulled
through the onyx hoops at the top of those
pillars and then locked into the hoops
embedded into the floor at the sides of the
stone courtyard. The chains were pulled up
tight and high, lifting her arms up painfully
to either side of her, and lifting her long hair
up too, revealing the gorgeous human breasts
which had previously been hidden, so that
she almost hung there, open, facing the
throne, precariously close to the pit, from
which tongues of flames rose periodically
to lick her as if they had an intelligence or
desire of their own. She squirmed a little in
her bonds, but her movement was restricted
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and the heat from the fire made her perspire
and grow faint, and hazy, as she had been
with the cold in the prison cell.

‘Ah,’ announced Lord Malevans,
perched again on his throne and sucking on
a long piece of green calamari, ‘dessert is
served.’

Lydus strolled over to the naked woman,
walking round her. His snake head curved
and coiled downwards, slithering over her
body as if to gather up her scent, its long
tongue darting in and out in excitement. She
felt its rough texture almost cut into her,
and tried to wriggle this way and that to
avoid the horrid thing.

‘There ain’t much to her.’ he snarled.
‘Couple of bites and that’d be it.’

‘Hmm.’ Agreed his infernal majesty,
‘well in that case we don’t need to eat her,
and she can be made to entertain us in some
other way.’

Then he glanced around the room. ‘Lili?’
he exclaimed, seeing his second daughter
seated at one of the other tables.

‘Father?’ asked Lilith, with a smile,
brushing back her golden hair.

‘Make her dance, Lili.’
With that the Succubus, for that was the

type of demon she was, got up from her
chair, taking a long whip with her, and
walked around to the back of the unfortunate
mortal, whose slender body was glistening
all over with sweat now from the heat from
the fire, and the tongues of flame which still
reached out for her now and then. Lili
glanced over to a group of nameless
musicians at one corner of the room, who
started to play some hideous, piping,
drumming, screeching piece of music that
could perhaps have been some blasphemous
parody of a waltz, whereupon she
commenced to lash out at the girl with her
own instrument of torture. The girl winced
as the first blow came, then writhed with
the second, whimpered with the third, and

then sighed with the fourth. Lili stopped for
a moment.

‘I think she likes it.’ she said. Murmurs
of approval went up from the dinner guests.

And so she started again, but much more
rapidly now, and the lustful onlookers soon
became aware of the uncanny skill which
the Succubus possessed with regard to
entertainments like these. For the strange
thing was that the howls and sighs of almost-
pleasure coming from the beautiful young
human seemed to fit perfectly in tune with
the caterwauling coming from the demon
musicians, and the writhing and jerking of
her body seemed to correlate perfectly in
time with the decadent dance. For she was,
indeed, dancing now.

And the sounds which she made seemed
to suggest to her eager audience that she
was in fact indeed beginning to enjoy it.

In which case, ‘Perhaps,’ said Lord
Malevans, ‘we should educate her further.
Corrupting mortals for dessert always tastes
so nice.’

And he leaned back in his fiery throne
and smiled.

‘Lydus, bring out the living wall.’
Lydus grinned wickedly, and the

demonic dinner guests let out a cacophony
of debauched approval, for they all knew
what his infernal majesty’s request meant.
The girl of course, did not, but could make
a pretty good guess, and raised her head
weakly and interestedly to see where the
Molydeus was going. She felt less pain now,
partly due to the consummate skill of the
Succubus Lilith, as a result of which her
whole body was tingling all over, as if the
whip did indeed possess some kind of
corrupting quality, some demonic magic.

Lydus strode over to one side of the
throne room, where a huge black velvet
drape covered a large section of the wall,
perhaps thirty feet long, and about fifteen
high. From where the girl was she thought
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she could see the drape moving, as if unseen
things were pushing outwards from the wall
itself. The dinner guests had moved one of
the long tables out of the way, so that
everyone could get a clear view of the
entertainment, and were all gathered now
in the centre of the courtyard, an awful,
wicked throng. The same group of fiends
who had manhandled her into the chamber
came once again to release her from her
bonds, and then proceeded to carry her over
towards the wall.

Her suspicions about the wall were
confirmed when Lydus pulled away the
drape. Gasps went up from within the crowd
of onlookers, and the girl tried to turn her
head away, but was forced to look. Lord
Malevans himself had come down from his
flaming throne and stood about twenty feet
from the wall, where Lydus had already
taken up a prime viewing position. What
she saw was an unmentionable thing, for
the entire wall was alive, and writhing, like
waves, and out of the wall protruded body
parts - limbs, hands, lips, breasts, legs, some
at odd angles. And not all the body parts
were human – there were tentacles, snake-
like appendages, wicked-looking claws,
even horrid beaks. Worst of all were the
eyes that gaped out of that eldritch structure
and seemed to follow the victim as she
approached. The whole thing was grotesque.
The girl winced and tried to look away.

‘Don’t worry dearest,’ said the Succubus,
slightly sarcastically, putting her hand on
the girl’s shoulder, ‘it doesn’t hurt that much.
And only at first.’ And then she laughed,
and was not comforting at all. The demons
who had brought her there handed the girl
over to her, whereupon Lili embraced her
firmly, kissed her once but fully and
lingeringly on the mouth and then suddenly
threw her backwards towards the wall. And
then something reached out from that wall
and grabbed her.

Or rather, many things reached out and
grabbed her. First a hand managed to catch
her wrist, then a tentacle wrapped itself
around her other arm, and two legs hooked
around her own thighs. Those living bonds
drew her arms and legs apart, so that she
was spread-eagled and lifted up off the
ground. She was pressed back hard against
the wall, and could feel things moving
behind her and pressing into her back, and
something moving up between her legs. So
this is it then, she thought, i’m to lose my
virginity to a damned wall!

And then wicked things began to happen.
As if fighting amongst itself for this beautiful
prize, various appendages on the wall started
jostling and wrestling with each other, and
more hands, snake-like growths, breasts,
lips, legs moved across her body and
wrapped themselves around her, so that her
whole voluptuous figure became a writhing
mass of things grappling with her, her and
each other. She was pulled and twisted this
way and that by the motion, as the crowd
of blasphemous onlookers moved closer
and jeered and applauded and slavered in
the jaws, jostling amongst themselves for
better views. Lord Malevans, Lydus, and
Lilith stood cross-armed watching, and
enjoying the spectacle immensely.

The girl was still wet and moist all over
from sweating in the heat from the fiery pit,
and so some of the wicked limbs could not
get a firm hold on her, and could only slide
across her body in frustration. One singularly
long tentacle had snaked around her thigh
and across her glistening belly and up
between her breasts, heading for her mouth,
before it ran out of length. She lifted her
head up to escape it only to find herself
grasped from behind by two more claws.
Tongues, not of flame this time but just as
long, licked up and down her sides and up
her back. The two claws which held her
head moved it to one side where she was
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horrified to find herself delighted to see a
mouth moving across the wall towards her
and opening itself out as it drew closer. A
tongue came out of it and entered her own
mouth, as the lustful lips came together with
hers. She groaned, and cried, but not in pain,
as the Succubus had said, any more, but in
pleasure. And some unnameable appendage
moved up between her thighs again as she
shuddered.

But Lord Malevans noticed, just as the
crowd noticed and noticed the fact that she
was no longer in pain, and that the corruption
was proceeding with surprising swiftness.
Lili herself was visibly moistening with
delight. But his infernal majesty shouted
some unspeakable phrase in Tanar’ri to the
wall, and as suddenly as it had come alive
over the girl it stopped its unholy grappling,
although it did not let her go. Instead two
rope-like growths entwined themselves about
her wrists, and two more around her legs,
pulling her tensed thighs apart at they did
so. And more than that, in their shifting at
the Balor’s command they turned her around,
so that she was now facing the wall with
her back to the demons. Hands all at once
came out again and put themselves on her,
grasping her sides and her breasts and her
shoulders. The Balor approached, and took
out his many-tailed whip.

But, perhaps cruelly, he did not
immediately lash out with it, but instead let
it unfurl and entwine itself about her ankles,
leaving one tail free, which proceeded to
move slowly up between her legs. The girl
readied herself then in unspeakable delight
as the wicked whip rose up beneath her. She
cried out in excitement as the squirming
hands that held her squeezed more tightly
and the whip caressed her upper thighs, but
then in anguished anticipation as the whip
did not stop there but instead moved up and
over her back.

And then the girl cried out, to the wicked

cheers of the crowd, to the Balor; ‘please,’
she said, not wanting it to stop.

But it did. The Balor shouted again to
the wall and it released her, she dropped to
the floor, exhausted. Lord Malevans picked
her up, giving her to the group of guards
again. ‘Enough of this foreplay.’ he said.
‘Take her to my private chambers, and chain
her to the wall. I will come up just before
sundown, when the banquet has ended.’

And so the guards took away the
ravished mortal as their lord had
commanded, while the guests resumed their
seats and their feasting. Raikh sent up half
a dozen Black Abishai for dessert instead,
and so all were happy.

A little while later Lydus turned to the
Balor, as Lilith looked on. ‘What will you
do with her?’ he asked.

‘What do you think I’ll do to her? What
a silly question!’

‘I meant afterwards, my lord.’
‘Oh, well, it rather depends on whether

or not she conceives, really.’
‘I’d like another sister.’ Lili said,

hopefully.
‘Well then,’ replied the Balor, ‘we’ll see

what we can do. She was rather feisty and
entertaining, wasn’t she? And very
beautiful.’

‘For a human.’ interposed Lydus.
‘Yes, but I’m sure she’d produce very

beautiful offspring.’
His infernal majesty leaned back in his

throne and smiled to himself again.
‘Hmm. Yes, I’m looking forward to her

very much, indeed. I love the smell of
corrupted mortals in the morning.’

And then he sniffed the air. ‘It smells
like, victory.’ he said, with a wicked red
gleam in his eye.

To be continued.
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C R E D I T S
Limited Audience Publishing is the collective noun for the contributors to the magazine,

consisting both of regular writers/artists as well as one-off ones. If you would like to submit
a piece of art or literature, please send an email to the following address for writers/artists
guidelines –

f.reding@ironmaiden.com
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Be sure to come back for the next issue of Limited Audience,
featuring more articles about bondage, fetish & fashion.
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and much more!
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