Celeste – A Thanatos Society Tale

Our tale begins in the television studio of WDED the ABC affiliate in a medium sized Midwestern American city.  It’s Friday and time for the six o’clock news.  Co-anchors Raymond Washington and Celeste Swift put on their professional faces as the music signaling the beginning of the program fades.  Under the bright television lights, Swift begins to read the teleprompter.

“Good evening.  Today’s top story is the arrest this afternoon of city councilor Drew Phillips. The popular politician was charged with sexual abuse by the city attorney after his ex-wife accused him of molesting their thirteen year-old daughter.  For more on the story we go to our correspondent Fran Johnson at city hall.”

The floor director signals that the cameras are now showing the feed from city hall and Celeste relaxes and looks at her co-anchor. 

“Well there goes a promising career into the toilet,” she says.

“Oh yes,” responds the handsome African American.  “I’d say he’s well and truly screwed whether he’s guilty or not.”

Johnson’s feed from City Hall ends and the anchors resume their “televison” demeanour.  Washington looks at the camera.  “The main branch of the Swiffer National Bank was robbed this afternoon.  More on that story after this commercial break.”

During the two-minute respite Raymond and Celeste kibitz with the Ken Mills, the sports anchor.  Raymond and his wife will be joining Mills and his partner for a barbecue on Saturday.  While Celeste has been invited to join them she politely declines.  It seems that she is always busy on weekends.  What she does and where she goes is a mystery.

Celeste and Raymond have been working together for two years and are a good team.  He is a large handsome man. (“Black but not too black,” he joked when he began working with Celeste.)  Unlike the anchorman stereotype, Washington was not hired just because of his looks.  No, he is a graduate of the University of Chicago’s school of journalism.  Not content to read the news, he also does investigative pieces that sometimes make the national news.  Many feel that he is destined to anchor a network news show some day.

Celeste is just as talented although her background is somewhat enigmatic.  In fact, she was just parachuted into the job from nowhere.  Rumor had it that a senior executive at the Network sponsored her.  At first she was regarded by her colleagues with some skepticism.  Especially since she bears a remarkable physical resemblance to the character that Nicole Kidman played in the film “To Die For”.  Except her hair is red not blonde.  However, she quickly proved herself to be a charming and talented journalist.  Polls showed that both male and female viewers appreciate her.

The commercials end and the newscast continues.  This program has captured the city’s highest ratings for the past two years.  One of the people viewing tonight (as he does most nights) is Karl Davidoff.  He sits in a sumptuous study in a large secluded mansion in the exclusive lakefront area of the city.  He is watching the news on a plasma television.  Raymond and Celeste look marvelous on the large screen.  He is wearing a dark blue suit, a white shirt and a conservative red tie.  She is wearing an off-white silk blouse under a tailored green suit jacket. Davidoff smiles for he knows that Celeste and Raymond are probably wearing blue jeans and running shoes in contrast to their more formal visible attire.  Since a large desk with the ABC Logo hides their lower halves, their ruse is not evident to the average viewer.

The distinguished looking older man in the large house carefully studies Celeste’s face.  She appears relaxed and confident.  However, he knows her well and can see the strain in her eyes and the tension in her jaw.   For Celeste is hiding more than just blue jeans and running shoes from the public. Not even her colleagues would guess that her ass-hole is filled with a five-inch long butt plug.  Not only that, but the device had been coated with hot pepper sauce before it was inserted earlier that morning.

Davidoff knows this because it is he who had shoved the thing up her ass.  For you see,  Karl Davidoff owns Celeste Swift.  He bought her when she was only fifteen at a slave auction held annually by the Thanatos Society.  Davidoff is a fourth generation member of that secret organization whose principal raison d’être is the torture and humiliation of young women.

Karl’s smile widens in anticipation of the weekend he has planned for Celeste.  Some fellow members of the Society were arriving tomorrow morning and his slave was to play a key role in their entertainment.

As he watches the beautiful young woman reading the news so professionally, his mind goes back twelve years to the time he first set eyes upon the fourteen-year-old captive….

It is autumn and he is making his semi-annual visit to Thanatos Manor, the world headquarters of the society of the same name.  It is located on a large estate in the wilds of Scotland.  Davidoff has recently killed his latest slave and is looking for a replacement.  When he arrives on that rainy afternoon he is informed that he is in luck.  It seems that the Society has just taken delivery of an “Innocent Victim”.  The girl’s parents have invited all the guests of the Manor to witness her introduction to her new life.

Karl is delighted.  He has never witnessed in person the initiation of an Innocent Victim as the event only occurs once or twice a year. Most of the captives of the Thanatos Society are runaways plucked off the streets or young girls kidnapped from their families.  However, an Innocent Victim is special.  She is raised from birth by parents who shower her with love and affection.  Little does the poor victim know that her “parents” are employees of the Thanatos Society.  They are well paid to create a secure and loving environment for the young beauty.  As soon as the girl has her tenth birthday, her parents begin to send videos of their daughter to the selection committee of the Society.  These visual records are a mixture of normal “family” fare -- dance recitals, gymnastic tournaments, swim meets —as well as more surreptitious images taken by hidden cameras in the girl’s bedroom and bathroom.  The parents continue to send videos every six months so that the girl’s physical development can be monitored.  When she is ‘ripe” (usually around the age of thirteen or fourteen) she is “plucked” by her parents and brought to the Manor to begin her training as a sex-slave.

The reason the members of the Society are willing to spend so much money and effort on the Innocent Ivy program is because each member takes particular delight in witnessing the devastating emotional suffering that the girl endures at her betrayal by her own parents.  One day she is an angel on a pedestal and the next a slave in a dungeon.  So it was with Celeste.

Celeste happens to be unique.  She is one of a small handful of girls to have survived her ordeal as an Innocent Victim —or to use her official slave name, “Ivy 174”.  One in ten girls are killed during the first day or two of her initiation.  Most of the “Ivy’s” don’t make it to their eighteenth birthday.  The fact that Celeste has made it to her mid twenties is testimony to her ability to recuperate from physical hardship and to endure devastating humiliation.

Karl Davidoff spends his first hours resting after settling in one of the suites of the Manor.  He doesn’t want jet lag to interfere with his enjoyment of this evening’s entertainment.  He lies on his bed and flicks on the TV.  He clicks onto the closed circuit channel.  An image of a beautiful red haired girl about fourteen years of age is on the screen.  She has been photographed at a ballet class for her slim body is adorned with pink tights and a blue leotard.  A rolling credit along the bottom of the screen invites viewers to the Theater on the main level at 7:30 PM to witness her initiation into the world of the Thanatos Society.

Davidoff rests quietly until 6:30 PM when he showers and dresses.  He goes down to the Manor’s main level and is walking towards the double doors of the Thanatos Theater.  On his way he encounters Richard Pesslewipp, an old friend from his university days.

“Richard,” Davidoff exclaims.  “It’s a pleasure to see you again.”

“Karl, my old friend,” Richard responds.  “It’s been ages.  Where’s your slave Delores?  Didn’t you bring her?”

“Alas, Lolita is no longer among the living,” says Karl.  “You see, she began to bore me so I sent her to Poland where she starred in one of the Thanatos Snuff films.”

“Oh well,” says Richard.  “Easy come easy go.”

“I presume you’re going to witness the welcoming ceremony for our latest Innocent Victim,” he continues.  “Why don’t you take one of my slaves with you?  You see I have two.” 

Indeed he did.  As soon as Pezzlewipp stopped to speak to his friend the two slaves he was leading on a split leash knelt on either side of him.

Karl admirs the two girls.  They are named Marie and Chloe.  Richard purchased the two identical twins three years ago when they were only twelve years of age.  The French Canadian beauties had been kidnapped on the way home from their convent school in Montreal.  Since then they had been successful graduates of the Thanatos Academy of Sexual Slavery.  The nude beauties kneel beside their Master in the classic slave pose.  Each girl has her knees spread to shoulder width.  Her hands are held behind her head with fingers interlaced and elbows held back.  Finally each beauty arches her back to display her small breasts.  Like most slaves, Chloe and Marie have no pubic hair.  The only things that adorn their bodies are spiked dog collars to which their master has attached the split leash.

“I appreciate your offer,” says Karl.  Looking at the slaves, he notices that a small rivulet of sperm is leaking from Marie’s vagina and coursing down the inner thigh of her left leg.

“I think I’ll borrow Chloe, if I may,” he says.

“Of course you may, Karl,” says Richard as he bends to unfasten the dog leash from the girl’s collar.  “You may keep her all night if you wish.”

The slave girl rises and stands beside Karl.  He cups her left buttock and gives it a squeeze.

“Thanks again, Richard,” says Davidoff.  “I’ll see you soon in the theatre.  I’m going in now to get a good seat.”

So saying he gives Chloe a little push and they proceed to the Thanatos Theater.

Upon entering, Karl sees that the place is already half filled with members of the Society and their slaves.

The theatre is shaped like a tiny arena.  There are eight rows of seats descending to a relatively large thrust stage.  The rows curve around the stage. Davidoff takes Chloe by the wrist and leads her down the steps of an aisle until they get to the third row.  They walk along the row to an empty chair.  The chairs of the theater are large and upholstered in black kid leather.  There is a lot of legroom between the rows to allow the slaves to kneel between their masters’ legs.

Karl sits down and has Chloe sit on his lap.  He abstractedly fondles her as he looks around.  The theater may be tiny but it is fully equipped.  It has an elaborate lighting and an excellent sound system.  Currently a curtain running parallel to the edge of the curved stage hides whatever is on the platform.  Television cameras have been placed in strategic areas and point at the stage.  The back of each chair in the theatre has been fitted with a seventeen-inch high definition monitor to allow the person sitting in the chair behind to see any close-up action that may occur on the stage.  Currently each screen displays coat of arms of the Thanatos Society.

Soon the Theatre is completely full with members of the Society.  Most have brought their slaves with them.

At exactly seven thirty the house lights dim and the curtains hiding the stage are pulled back. 

In the center of the thrust stage is a large brass bed.  The curious thing about the bed is that the head piece and foot piece are identical.  The outside posts at the corner of the bed are six feet high.  The bed is covered with a pink feather duvet.  Under the duvet sleeps fourteen year-old Celeste.  She is on her back with one arm resting on the surface of the blanket.  A ceiling-mounted camera broadcasts a close-up of the girl’s beautiful face. Her red hair is woven into two braids.   Her skin is very pale but is sprinkled with a delightful dusting of freckles.  Her nose is small but her mouth is wide.  Celeste has full red lips.  Her arm is also speckled with freckles.  Her hand is small and delicate with long tapering fingers.

From backstage come two couples.  The younger pair are in their thirties while the older couple must be in their seventies.  They are all clad in casual clothes favored by middle class Americans.

The younger man of the foursome addresses the audience.

“Brother members of the Thanatos Society.  It is with great pleasure that I present for your entertainment my daughter Celeste.  As you can see she is sleeping.  She has been sleeping since yesterday.  At home on our ranch in Wyoming her mother gave her some hot chocolate laced with a soporific that induces a sleep that cannot be broken save for the administration of a second drug.  Right now young Celeste believes she is sleeping in her bedroom.  Before we wake her, I want to introduce my wife, Adrienne, and her parents.  Let’s just call them Grandma and Grandpa.  After all, Celeste does.”

He continues.  “Now let me introduce you to my daughter.”

Adrienne approaches the bed upon which her daughter sleeps and peels back the duvet to reveal a gorgeous creature.  She is nude. Her chest is graced with small, firm breasts, topped with  hard, pink nipples.  A few wispy red pubic hairs do nothing to hide the soft lips of her sex.  Celeste’s hips have just begun to swell into womanly curves..

Working quickly, the four adults on stage fasten iron manacles around Celeste’s ankles and wrists.   They then clip silver chains to the cuffs and attach the other ends to the thick brass pillars at each corner of the bed.  One of the cameras zooms in on a pillar showing that the chain is attached to a small winch that can pull the chain tighter at the press of a button.

The winches pull the chains a little so that the girl is in a loose spread eagle.  She remains asleep during the entire process.

While her parents and grandparents were preparing Celeste one of the “facilitators” who are employed by the Manor wheels a large two level table to the head of the bead, out of sight of Celeste when she awakens.

“It’s time to wake our Sleeping Beauty,” says Celeste’s mother.  “Grandma, if you please?”

The old woman retrieves a bottle from the table.  She unscrews the top and lifts a few drops of liquid with the eyedropper attached to the bottle cap.  Grandma goes to her sleeping grandchild and inserts the tip of the dropper into Celeste’s mouth..  As soon as she squeezes the bulb releasing the liquid onto the girl’s tongue, the beautiful teen begins to stir.

Celeste’s dad stands near the head of the right side of the bed while his mother in law stands beside him.  Adrienne stands opposite her husband on the other side of the bed.  Her father stands beside her.

The beautiful naked teen’s eyes flutter open.  The close-up on the screens reveals gorgeous blue eyes.  Celeste is confused as she looks at her mother.

“Mom,” she says.  “What time is it?”

Before her mother answers Celeste’s eyes widen with surprise.  She has tried to rub her eye with her hand but cannot.  She jerks at the chain binding her right arm.

“What’s happening mother?” she asks.  Her voice rising slightly in alarm.  Her fear increases when she realizes that she is naked.  Normally she wears pajamas to bed.

“Celeste!” says father.  “Look at me.”

“Daddy!” Celeste cries.  “Where am I? What’s going on?”  She looks around and finally sees that her grandparents are at her bedside too.  Remembering that she is naked, she is mortified.  She cannot remember her father or grandfather ever seeing her naked.  She blushes as she feels her grandfather’s gaze travelling over her breasts and down her body like a snail leaving a trail of slime on a rose petal.

“Celeste,” her father repeats.  “Welcome to your new home.”

As soon as he says that the house lights go on so that Celeste can see the audience.  She is shocked to see so many strange men gazing at her nakedness.  She is more shocked at the sight of the slave girls that accompany the men.  Many of the slaves are about the same age as Celeste.

She is too stunned to say anything.  She watches in rapt horror as her parents and grandparents begin to disrobe.  Underneath their casual clothing they are wearing little and what little there is is made of black leather. Mother wears a bra that reveals her nipples and a black leather thong.  Father and Grandpa are naked but for leather boots that they don.  Celeste eyes open even wider when she sees that both her father and grandpa are sporting raging hard-on.  Grandma is resplendent in a black leather bustier which pushes her old breasts up into a semblance of youthful firmness..  She is naked from the waist down.

It is she who returns to the table.  She puts down the bottle and picks up what appears to be a TV remote control.  Pointing it at the bed upon which her granddaughter is chained she presses a button.  A soft whir is heard ad the winches in the four posts of the brass bed begin to pull the chains tight.  Celeste cries out as she is pulled into a stretched spread-eagle position.  Grandma presses another button and the audience murmurs appreciatively.  Each winch is, in fact, attached to a vertical rail that runs to the top of the bedpost.  The winches start to climb upwards pulling their captive with them.  Soon Celeste is lifted completely off of the mattress.  She hangs suspended from the corners of the bed.

Quickly two facilitators arrive and remove the mattress and box spring.  They take them backstage and then return for the wire frame that support the two.  When they leave only a horizontal metal frame join the head of the bed to its foot.

Grandma presses another button and Celeste is lowered until she is only a foot from the floor of the stage.

By now the frightened girl is crying.  She cannot believe what is happening.  How can her parents and grandparents embarrass her so?  She must be having a nightmare.

“Dearest daughter,” says her father.  “You are now property of the Thanatos Society.  You will be trained to be a sex slave.  You will fuck whomever we tell you to fuck and you will suck whoever we tell you to suck.  You less than an animal.  You have no rights.

Celeste is too shocked to respond.

Her father steps over the frame of the bed and stands between his daughter’s outspread legs.  She blushes furiously as he looks directly at her vagina while he continues to speak.

“Before we begin to introduce you to some of the delights of Thanatos Manor there is something that I must do.  You see, your mother and I have been paid a lot of money to raise you and to pretend that we love you.  Now, one of the conditions of the agreement we made with the Society when they gave you to us.”

Celeste gasps.  “You mean you and mom are not my real parents?  Was I stolen from my real mother and given to you?”

“Don’t flatter yourself, Celeste,” says Mother.  “You are the product of a long-dead slave of the Thanatos Society.  In fact, later on we can show you films of your birth.  Your mother was only sixteen when she was bred to have you.  You were delivered by Cesarean section right in this building.  The film of you birth is quite entertaining, especially since the doctor delivering you used no anesthetic on your mother.”

Celeste’s sobs fill the theatre as her father continues.

“As I was saying, we have been paid a lot to raise you.  And to top that, we’ll get a hundred thousand dollar bonus to deliver a virgin.”

“You are a virgin and I’ll prove it by busting your cherry in front of all these people.”

Turning to the old lady, he says.  “Granny, raise this little slut so that I have access to her tender cunt.”

With a smile, Grandma sets the bed in motion and Celeste slowly rises up until she is as high as her father’s waist.

Smirking, her father asks that his daughter be raised even higher.  Up goes the fourteen year-old until she is chest high to he father.  Mother has gone to the table and has returned with a small video camera.  She climbs over the bed rail to stand beside her husband.  

“Just so our audience will know that I am not playing tricks with capsules of red liquid,” says Dad.  I’ll prove that you are indeed pure.”

Celeste shrieks when she feels her father placing his hands on her upper thighs.  She yells louder when he uses his thumbs to spread open the lips of her vagina.  He continues to hold his daughter’s cunt open while her mother directs the camera lens into the fleshy opening.  This particular camera has a small bright light and an antenna to transmit its images to the televisions in front of the audience members.

Karl looks with interest at picture on the screen.  Sure enough, he and everyone else in the theater can make out the flesh curtain of Celeste’s hymen.  It is pink and perfect.

The audience members murmur with delight at the prospect of a true virgin being defiled by her own father before their eyes.

Celeste struggles in vain as her grandmother lowers until her cunt is at the same height as her dad’s cock.  She squeals when he steps forward and places his hands on her hips.

“Please, Daddy!  Don’t do it!” Celeste begs.  “I’m you daughter!  Your little girl.  Please, please don’t do this!”

As he touches the end of his cock to the flesh at the opening of her cunt he says, “Don’t do what, dear?”

“Don’t put that inside me! Please, please,” begs Celeste.

“Put what inside what?”

“Your thing inside my vagina.”

“You mean my cock inside you cunt?” he asks cruelly.

“Yes, yes.  Please don’t rape me,” she pleads. 

Celeste turns her head to look at her mother.  “Mommy, please make Daddy stop!  Please, Please…  Eeaaaahhh!”

As she begs her mother, Father begins to push his hard cock into his daughter’s soft vagina.  Celeste can feel her vagina being spread open by this hot, fleshy invader.

“Mom! Oh Mommy!” screams Celeste.  “Make him stop.  It hurts. He’s too big!”

Her mother simply smiles and says nothing.

The teenager can now feel the tip of her father’s cock prodding the tender flesh of her maidenhead.

She bawls loudly when her father’s suddenly pushes his cock through her hymen and into the velvety sleeve of her virgin cunt.  The teenager shrieks loudly when Daddy’s prick slams into the mouth of her cervix.

Daddy pulls out of his daughter.  His cock is coated with Celeste’s blood. The members of the audience break out into a loud cheer.

 He begins to saw in and out of her.  As he pounds his member between her legs the force of his thrusts is putting a strain on the chains that hold her ankles.  The cold steel manacles are bruising her delicate skin.

Celeste is howling like a wounded animal as her father continues his assault on her body.  She can feel the tender flesh of her vagina being rubbed raw by her father’s cock. 

Her daddy reaches between her legs and begins to rub her clitoris while her fucks her.  Despite the pain and mortification of being raped, especially in front of a theatre full of strangers, Celeste begins to react.

As he father manipulates her clitty, her cunt begins to juice up.  Soon her dad’s cock glistens with her girl-juice.  Accompanying the pain is a warm feeling of pleasure.  It seems to be emanating from her clitoris.  Soon clear drops of hot fuck lube fall from her father’s cock every time he withdraws it from her cunt.  Something is building inside her body.  She has never felt this before for she never even masturbated.

Her cries of pain are now interspersed with moans of sexual arousal.

“Oh Daddy!” she cries.  “Don’t stop.  Please don’t stop.”  

Of course, when he hears this from his daughter, he abruptly stops.  He quickly pulls his cock from Celeste’s legs.

“Look, you silly little cunt,” he says.  “You’re here for our pleasure, not yours.”

Reaching out and gripping her nipple between his thumb and forefinger her begins to squeeze.  “If you cum without my permission I’ll tear your nipple off.  Is that clear?”

Karl is pulled from his reverie about the first time he saw Celeste by the sound of a door opening.  Looking at the clock, he sees that it is almost 8:30.  He’s been lost in memories for more than two hours.

Celeste comes into the room.  She is wearing blue jeans and a pale yellow cashmere pullover sweater.  She had removed her shoes and socks upon entering and stands before him barefoot.

“Hello Master,” she says as she drops to her knees before Davidoff.  “How may I serve you?”  She presses her head to the floor and kisses Karl’s shoe.

“Strip,” he orders.

The beautiful slave stands up and pulls off her sweater.  She is wearing a punishment bra.  It is similar to a normal bra except for a sharp spike in each cup that pushes cruelly into her nipple.  She them unbuttons her jeans and steps out of them.  She wears no panties. Celeste unhooks her bra freeing her breasts.  Each nipple retains the bruised indentation caused by the spikes.

She drops her arms by her side and looks lovingly at Karl.

Davidoff gazes at his slave and compares her now to what she looked like when her first saw her.  Her skin is still as pale and delicate as it was when she was fourteen.  Her breasts, while not huge are fuller than they were when she was first brought to Thanatos Manor. 

“Turn around and bend over,” he orders.

She does as instructed.  Keeping her legs straight, she grips her ankles with her hands.  Davidoff stands up and places one hand on Celeste’s exquisite buttock.  He admires for the hundredth time the scar burned into the flesh of her other butt cheek when she was a captive of the Society.  The still livid scar is the letter T with the letter S wound around its vertical column.  – the brand of the Thanatos  Society.  With the other hand her pulls out the butt plug that he had inserted into her ass-hole earlier that morning.

“Stand up,” he says.

She stands straight and turns to face him.  She is quite tall, almost 5 foot 10 but Karl is six inches taller.

Holding the plug in front of her face he orders her to clean.  For a moment she looks at the hard plastic instrument.  It had been up her ass all day except for five minutes after lunch when she removed it to relieve herself.  Like a good slave she immediately shoved in back inside her after her bowel movement.  She can see that it is streaked with her shit.  Without hesitating she opens her mouth.  Her master places the butt plug on her tongue.  Celeste closes her lips around the foul shaft and sucks it clean.  After a moment Davidoff pulls the cleaned plug from her mouth and tosses it aside.

End of Part One – To be continued.

