Not that one... *Gasp*
What if they choose THAT
one??!!l Mnnnnnnnnn....




Camilla awoke in the dimly lit dungeon, her head throbbing with the memory of the battle she had
lost. Her heart sank as she realized her predicament—she was imprisoned, her wrists painfully
chained together above her head, secured to the cold stone wall. Her feet were trapped in heavy
wooden stocks, anchored firmly to the ground. She struggled briefly against her restraints, but they
held tight.

As Camilla tried to gather her thoughts, she heard muffled female voices coming from beyond the
heavy, iron door of her cell. She strained to make out the words, her overprotective instincts kicking
in, wondering if her younger siblings were somehow involved in this ordeal. However, the voices
remained unintelligible.

Her gaze fell upon a table nearby, where an array of tools lay in wait—an elegant purple feather, a
toothbrush, various brushes, and a comb. Camilla's heart raced as she realized the purpose of these
instruments, and her mind began to race with scenarios of what was about to happen to her.

The mere thought of being tickled in her vulnerable state sent shivers down her spine. Camilla
couldn't help but bite her lip seductively as she considered the possibilities. "Not that one..." she
whispered to herself, her voice trembling with a mix of anticipation and fear. "What if they choose
THAT one? Mnnnnn."

Camilla's revealing lingerie clung to her curves like a second skin, accentuating her alluring figure. The
fabric was a deep shade of purple with black outlines, matching the color of her long, flowing hair
that cascaded over her left eye. The ensemble was designed to leave little to the imagination.

Her bra featured slim strings that barely cover her nipples, showcasing her ample cleavage, and a
even thinner string beneath her tits holding them in place. The matching panties were equally
provocative, with a cheeky cut that left her derriere exposed and emphasized her toned legs.
Camilla's toenails and fingernails were impeccably painted in the same lavender hue, a subtle yet
captivating detail that complemented the lingerie's sensual allure. Even in the dimly lit dungeon, the
revealing lingerie's fabric glistened as it clung to her, enhancing her sultry and elegant appearance.

Just then, the dungeon door creaked open, and a figure stepped inside. It was Hinoka, a fierce and
determined warrior. Camilla's heart sank further as she recognized her captor. Hinoka approached the
table of tickling tools, her eyes gleaming with a mischievous glint.

Camilla's mind raced, and her thoughts were a whirlwind of anticipation. Would Hinoka start with the
feather, its soft bristles barely grazing her sensitive skin, or would she choose one of the other teasing
tools? The uncertainty added to the intensity of the moment, making every second of waiting feel like
an eternity.



Camilla's body was hypersensitive, and the mere thought of being tickled sent shivers of anticipation
down her spine. She squirmed within her restraints, the chains that held her wrists and the wooden
stocks that trapped her feet seemed to tighten their grip, as if conspiring with Hinoka to make her
predicament even more helpless.

Hinoka's eyes gleamed with a mischievous glint, and Camilla couldn't help but lock her gaze onto the
approaching warrior. The seductive aura of her revealing lingerie contrasted sharply with the fear that
churned within her. She knew that she was entirely at Hinoka's mercy.

Though Camilla's body tingled with the prospect of ticklish torment, her pride and defiance remained
intact. She refused to show any weakness, even as the anticipation gnawed at her resolve. The
dungeon's dim light cast eerie shadows across her revealing lingerie, heightening the suspense that
hung in the air.

As Hinoka approached Camilla with the delicate purple feather in hand, a palpable tension filled the
dungeon. Camilla's heart raced, and her breath quickened in response to the imminent ticklish
torment that lay ahead.

The Nohrian princess couldn't deny the conflicting emotions that surged within her—fear,
excitement, and a strange, tingling desire that she couldn't quite suppress. Her fate now rested in
Hinoka's hands, and the anticipation of what was to come only intensified the captivating tension in
the dungeon.

Hinoka, her eyes gleaming with determination, began to move closer to Camilla, the feather held
delicately between her fingers. Camilla watched with a mixture of anxiety and curiosity, her breath
quickening as Hinoka's approach drew nearer.

With each step Hinoka took, the anticipation in the dungeon seemed to crackle like electricity.
Camilla's body tingled with the prospect of ticklish torment, and she couldn't help but squirm within
her restraints in response to the impending feather's touch.

As Hinoka closed the distance between them, Camilla's laughter-filled imagination raced with what
was to come next. The dungeon's dim light cast eerie shadows across her form, heightening the
suspense that hung in the air.

Hinoka, holding the delicate purple feather, arrived at Camilla's exposed and vulnerable feet. Her eyes
sparkled with mischief as she twirled and twisted the feather dangerously close to Camilla's sensitive
soles. Camilla's heart raced, and her anticipation soared to new heights as the feather's proximity
sent shivers of ticklish delight through her.



Camilla's body reacted with involuntary twitches and wiggles as the feather's soft bristles made
delicate contact with her arches and the undersides of her toes. Determined to resist, she tried to
kick her feet, curl her toes, and wiggle her feet around, all in an attempt to evade the relentless
feather's touch. It was a desperate and futile struggle, as the feather followed her every move with
tantalizing precision.

The feather's dance became a relentless game of cat and mouse, as Camilla fought to maintain her
composure. Her cheeks flushed with embarrassment as her suppressed giggles threatened to burst
forth, and her breath quickened with the effort to hold back her laughter.

The chains that bound her wrists above her and anchored her feet in the unforgiving wooden stocks
seemed to tighten their grip in response to her struggles. Each time the feather teased a different
part of her delicate soles, Camilla's attempts to dodge its touch were met with Hinoka's expert
maneuvering.

"You know what | want, right?" Hinoka's voice carried a playful yet demanding tone, and she
continued to torment Camilla's feet with the feather's enchanting touch. Camilla nodded slightly,
unable to form words as her pride and defiance were tested to the limits.

Hinoka leaned in closer, her gaze locked onto Camilla's eyes. "Tell me when you are ready to talk, and
| might give you a breather," she added, her fingers deftly coaxing Camilla's suppressed laughter. The
feather's relentless dance continued, each delicate stroke sending Camilla deeper into the throes of
ticklish anticipation, her body betraying her as she fought to maintain her composure.

As Camilla's struggles continued, attempting to dodge the relentless feather's touch, Hinoka decided
it was time to take control of the situation. With a sly grin, she reached out and grabbed one of
Camilla's feet with her free hand, firmly holding it in place.

Camilla's eyes widened in response to Hinoka's sudden dominance, and her breath quickened as a
new wave of anticipation washed over her. She was now completely at Hinoka's mercy, her
helplessness accentuated by the strong grip on her foot.

With Camilla's foot securely in her grasp, Hinoka resumed the feather's torment, tracing intricate
patterns along the sensitive sole. Camilla's attempts to hold back her laughter became increasingly
challenging as the feather's touch intensified.



She gritted her teeth and clenched her fists, determined to resist the ticklish sensations that surged
through her. Camilla's cheeks flushed with embarrassment as her suppressed giggles threatened to
burst forth, her toes curling and her foot twitching involuntarily.

Hinoka's expert maneuvering of the feather was relentless, and Camilla's struggle to maintain her
composure was evident. Her mind raced as the anticipation of impending laughter loomed, Hinoka's
dominance over Camilla was undeniable, and the dim light cast eerie shadows across the scene,
intensifying the surreal tension in the dungeon.

Despite Camilla's determined efforts to resist, Hinoka's relentless tickling with the feather began to
take its toll. Gradually, Camilla's resolve started to crumble, and a soft giggle escaped her lips.

Hinoka's grin widened as she continued to trace the feather along Camilla's sensitive sole. The giggle
grew into a full-blown laugh, and Camilla's cheeks flushed with a mixture of humiliation and
amusement. She was losing control over her own reactions, and the ticklish sensations were
overwhelming.

Unable to contain her laughter any longer, Camilla's giggles turned into infectious laughter. Her body
shook with mirth, her long purple hair swaying with her uncontrollable movements. She was no
longer the dignified Nohrian princess but a woman succumbing to ticklish torment.

As her laughter filled the dungeon, Camilla's foot that Hinoka held in her firm grasp began to shake
violently. She was desperate to escape the ticklish assault, and her struggles intensified as she fought
against her restraints.

Seeing Camilla's increased struggles, Hinoka decided to step up the game. With a mischievous glint in
her eye, she reached for a thin rope that had been hidden nearby. In one swift motion, she expertly
tied Camilla's big toes together, effectively immobilizing them.

Camilla's eyes widened as she realized what Hinoka had done, and she attempted to resist and
struggle even harder. Her laughter-filled pleas were met with the unyielding restraint of the rope that
now bound her toes together.

Hinoka's feather continued its merciless dance, exploiting every ticklish spot on Camilla's sole, while
the Nohrian princess's struggles became even more frantic. The dim light cast eerie shadows across
the scene as Camilla's ticklish torment reached a new level.



As Camilla's laughter and struggles filled the dungeon, Hinoka decided to temporarily cease the
feather's relentless tickling. She withdrew the feather and set it aside, leaving Camilla to catch her
breath and recover from the ticklish onslaught.

Camilla's chest heaved as she gasped for air, her laughter gradually subsiding but still lingering in the
dimly lit chamber. Her bound feet remained an enticing target, and the ropes that held her big toes
together added an extra layer of anticipation to her predicament.

Hinoka, with a thoughtful expression on her face, contemplated her next choice from the array of
tickling tools on the table. After a moment of consideration, she reached for the comb, its fine teeth
glinting in the dim light.

Seeing Hinoka choose the teasing comb, Camilla's struggles intensified. Her eyes widened with a
mixture of fear and anticipation as she watched Hinoka approach with the instrument in hand. The
ropes that bound her big toes together served as a constant reminder of her vulnerability.

Camilla's chest heaved as she tried to control her breathing, knowing that the comb's fine teeth
would soon be making contact with her hypersensitive soles. She clenched her fists and pulled
against the chains that held her wrists above her, her body trembling with a mix of desperation and
arousal.

Hinoka's gaze remained fixed on Camilla's exposed feet, a playful yet determined expression on her
face. She approached with deliberate and measured steps, savoring the anticipation of the ticklish
torment she was about to inflict.

With a cruel and knowing smile, Hinoka lowered the comb towards Camilla's ticklish soles. Camilla's
heart pounded in her chest, and she let out a desperate gasp as the comb's teeth made their first
delicate contact with her sensitive skin.

Hinoka relished every moment, savoring the anticipation in the dungeon as she started the tickling
torment. She moved the comb left to right with meticulous precision, beginning at the base of
Camilla's feet and slowly working her way upward, tracing the arches with devilish intent.

Camilla's struggles and wiggles became a frenzied dance of desperation as the comb's teasing touch
danced along her arches. Each stroke sent electrifying waves of ticklish sensations through her, and
her body reacted with uncontrollable laughter.



Her laughter filled the dungeon, echoing off the stone walls as she gasped for breath between fits of
giggles. Her toes curled and flexed, trying in vain to evade the relentless tickling, but the ropes that
bound her big toes together kept them firmly in place.

Hinoka's cruel control over the comb's movements intensified Camilla's reactions. Her cheeks flushed
with a mixture of humiliation and arousal, and her struggles became more frantic with each passing
moment. She pulled against the chains that held her wrists above her, her revealing lingerie clinging
to her sweating and trembling form.

As the comb continued its relentless ascent, inching ever closer to Camilla's delicate toes, her
struggles and uncontrollable laughter intensified. She could feel the anticipation in the dimly lit
dungeon reach a fever pitch, and her heart pounded with a mixture of fear and arousal.

Camilla's eyes locked onto Hinoka with a pleading gaze, silently conveying her dread and desperation.
She knew that when the comb reached her toes, the ticklish torment would become even more
unbearable.

With a cruel and knowing grin, Hinoka positioned the comb carefully, targeting the vulnerable space
between Camilla's delicate toes. Camilla's eyes widened with terror as she realized what was about to
happen, and her heart raced with dread.

Hinoka wasted no time. She moved the comb with excruciating slowness, teasingly tracing each toe.
The sensation was maddeningly ticklish, and Camilla's reaction was immediate and explosive.

Camilla's perfectly manicured lavender toenails desperately tried to escape the torment. Her toes
wiggled and squirmed, but the ropes that bound them together prevented any relief. Each delicate
movement of the comb sent electrifying waves of ticklish sensations through her, causing her toes to
curl and flex involuntarily.

Hinoka's fingers danced with malevolent precision. She gently grazed the comb's teeth between each
of Camilla's toes, exploiting the vulnerable space with meticulous attention. Camilla's laughter was no
longer controlled; it was a frenzied symphony of helpless giggles.

"P-Please... Haha... Hinoka, s-stop! Ahahaha! | can't... take it...anymore!" Camilla's voice trembled
with desperation as she begged for respite, her once-elegant demeanor shattered by the unrelenting
ticklish assault. Her pleas were met with a cruel and knowing silence from Hinoka.

Camilla's laughter became an uncontrollable frenzy, each toe reacting to the exquisite torment with
its own unique dance. Tears streamed down her flushed cheeks as she gasped for breath between fits



of hysterical laughter. She was no longer in control of her body; the tickling had pushed her to the
beyond the limit.

As Hinoka continued her relentless tickling between Camilla's delicate toes with the comb, Camilla's
laughter remained uncontrollable and maddening. Her attempts to surrender and beg for mercy were
thwarted by the relentless assault on her vulnerable feet.

Amidst the fits of giggles and desperate wiggles, Camilla desperately tried to form the words, "I'm
ready to talk!" She gasped for breath, her lips moving with the effort, but the tickling was unrelenting,
robbing her of the ability to speak.

Her pleas were reduced to incoherent laughter, and each stroke of the comb between her toes sent
electrifying waves of ticklish sensations through her body. Tears of humiliation and ticklish torment
continued to stream down her flushed cheeks.

Hinoka, showing no mercy, continued her cruel dance with the comb, each stroke designed to exploit
the ticklish space between Camilla's toes. The anticipation in the chamber remained unbearable, the
shadows playing tricks on the surreal scene.

As the relentless tickling between Camilla's toes finally stopped, her uncontrollable laughter gradually
subsided, leaving her panting and trembling in her restraints. She was left gasping for breath, her
fingernails clenching and unclenching as she tried to regain some semblance of composure.

Hinoka, with a triumphant smile, moved behind Camilla, her eyes fixed on the Nohrian princess.
Camilla's heaving chest and revealing lingerie emphasized her vulnerability. She had finally managed
to stammer out, "I'm ready to talk," her voice trembling with exhaustion.

But Hinoka, relishing her cruel dominance, responded teasingly, "Hm, | don't believe you're ready just
yet." Her tone was filled with sadistic amusement as she let her perfectly manicured fingernails trace
a slow, torturous path from Camilla's sides, up her trembling ribcage, and towards her delicate
armpits.

Camilla's eyes widened with a mixture of fear and shock as she realized what was about to happen.
The anticipation alone was a form of torment, and her breath quickened as Hinoka's nails drew closer
to their target.

Before she could react, Hinoka dug her sharp fingernails into Camilla's sensitive armpits. Her fingers
squeezed and kneaded the ticklish flesh with expert precision, exploiting every vulnerable spot.



Camilla's reaction was immediate and explosive. She jumped in her restraints, her now completely
wet lingerie clinging to her trembling form, as screams of laughter filled the air.

"Pl-Please! Ahahaha!" Camilla's voice was desperate, her dignity utterly shattered. Her armpits, a
spot she never imagined could be so ticklish, were now the focal point of relentless torment.

Camilla begged Hinoka, her words a desperate plea, "I'm ready to do anything! Just please, please
make it stop!" Her hands clenched and unclenched in a futile attempt to protect her sensitive
armpits, but Hinoka's cruelty knew no bounds.

Hinoka leaned in closer, her breath warm against Camilla's ear, as she whispered with chilling
intimacy, "Very well, surrender comes before submission. We have as much time as we need, just the
two of us ~”



