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AUTHOR’S NOTE


1

Warm light poured into the kitchen of the old Victorian house and, like many other homes in this New England neighborhood, was slowly warming up on a crisp autumn morning. The rich aroma of freshly brewed coffee and the smell of fried bacon and eggs filled the room. Clara, a beautiful woman in her mid-40s, stood by the stove, her long red hair cascading down her back over the thin white nighty that clung to her curves. She had just served her husband, Thomas, his breakfast and was starting to make herself something to eat.

Thomas, a handsome man with salt-and-pepper hair and kind brown eyes, sat at the small kitchen table in his perfectly tailored suit. He took a couple of bites from his plate and followed it with a sip of his coffee.

“Mmm…” he hummed in satisfaction to himself. While the food was delicious, he was admiring the soft plush hemispheres of his wife’s ass that showed under the hem of her nighty. He always loved the way it shook and quivered as she moved. 

Clara turned slightly and looked over her shoulder back at Thomas, “Did you say something dear?”

He smiled. Her voice was a soft gentle bell, or so he liked to think at least. “Just admiring the beautiful morning, hun.” He let his eyes drift down to her ass and licked his lips before taking another sip of his coffee.

*   *   *

He honestly couldn’t believe how fortunate he was to have a woman like Clara. The fact that she had stayed with him this long given his crazy work schedule and constant business trips. However, it wasn’t always so great. Clara and he had their share of fights and frustration - both with money and in their more intimate sex life. There was a long drought where they didn’t have sex for months and were on the verge of defaulting on loans and would have had to declare bankruptcy. It all came to a head just a couple of months ago when he returned from one of his more exotic business trips and brought back a large standing mirror.

She nearly divorced him on the spot when she found out that he used the last thousand in their bank account and maxed out their last credit card to purchase and ship it back home. With no money left, Clara burst into tears as the delivery men left after placing the large crated mirror in their master bedroom.

Thomas stood behind her with a smile across his face. He looked like a kid on Christmas, shifting from foot to foot, with a clawed hammer in one hand,  excited to open the crate.

“Wait till you” was all he could get out before Clara turned and slapped him. Anger and fear tore across her face in crimson.

“How…how…Why the fuck…” she stammered out in bawling cries.

Clara had never struck him or threatened to strike him before. His eyes were wide as the bright red impression on his cheek flared. She was always a reserved and more timid woman and this violent action by her surprised him. But also sparked something else within him.

She covered her face in her hands, quickly moved past her husband, and sat on the edge of the bed. The crated mirror stood silent against the wall as Thomas slowly recovered himself.

“I know, I know, honey. But it is worth it.” He turned away from his wife, hammer in hand, and took several steps towards the crated mirror. “I would have paid more if they asked for more. Shit, I would have given them whatever they wanted, the car, the house,...” he trailed off and muttered to himself as he ran his fingers along the edge of the crate looking for a place to drive the claw of the hammer into and pry open the crate.

Clara couldn’t clearly hear him but it sounded like he said, “...you…” She raised her head, tears burning as they ran down her cheeks. “What did you just,” she was cut short by a loud crack as the hammer crashed into the side of the crate. The claw driving a wedge between two boards.

There was another loud crack as the boards snapped as he pried upon them. Something within her cracked as well. The wail of nails being ripped out of the wood echoed her internal scream as she rose to her feet, eyes focused in a narrow rage on him. She raised her hand again - not to strike him, but to take that hammer from his weak hands and drive that claw between his beady eyes.

Thomas was unaware of her stalking up behind him but had managed to pry the boards far enough apart that he dropped the hammer on the floor and in a rush of adrenaline-fueled excitement, clasped his finger between the boards. He ignored the large splinters that drove deep into his fingers as he pulled off the large board in one swift motion.

A deafening cacophony of wood snapping apart and nails ripping out of the wood erupted.

His elbow flew backward as he tore the board off and caught Clara on the side of the head. Her head snapped back and she crumbled to the floor covering her head in her arms. Her scream of pain replaced that of the crate as it was being ripped apart, as her life was being ripped apart.

Thomas ignored her. His eyes, wide in eager anticipation, finally caught sight of it. Underneath the packing material, he could see the black frame. He took a quick, short step forward, grasped one of two thin pieces of wood holding the mirror in place, and ripped it off as if possessed by some otherworldly strength. He ripped the other thin board off and threw it to the side as well. Some packing material fell away. The remaining he frantically clawed at, as if trying to dig himself out of a grave he found himself buried alive in.

Thomas stood back as the last few pieces of packing fell away. He was gasping for air in his excitement. His jaw went slack as his wide eyes looked upon the mirror, as if hypnotized by it. He didn’t see his wife reach for the hammer on the floor.

Clara’s fingers grasped the handle of the hammer then lept to her feet, hammer raised, face contorted in a mask of rage, she screamed out. Then froze.

Her eyes caught sight of the mirror; rage quickly subsided; and eyes, once narrow and red with rage, widened in awe. Her arm, raised ready to strike the claw of the hammer deep into the skull of her husband, slowly lowered by her side. The hammer slipped from her fingers.

They stood side by side. Neither of them said a word as they looked at the mirror.

Since that day - everything improved. Money seemed to materialize from nowhere and the hatred and frustrations they felt towards one another were replaced by a new passion that had lain dormant in the shadows within them.

*   *   *

Clara blushed after realizing what he was looking at. "I can't wait for tonight," she purred, her voice low and sultry. "This, and so much more will be all yours tonight,” she stuck her ass back toward him and shook it. The thin nighty shimmering over her quivering cheeks.

Thomas grinned, his kind brown eyes turned darker with mischief. “After tonight, so much more will be opened to us. So…much…more.” He reached his hand under the table and stroked his thickening cock within his pants.

Clara shivered with excitement. His words seeped deep into her and burned like a shot of whisky. Her pulse quickened at the thought of the impending festivities.

“Before tonight, though,” he said as he pushed himself back from the table and stood. “A quick tease of what awaits you.” He placed his coat over the back of one of the kitchen chairs and approached his wife from behind.

The bright kitchen grew dim. Darkness shrouded them, like ominous roiling clouds encroaching under the bright sun.

She felt the heat from his body along her ass and back radiating. It seared her as his strong hands clasped around her upper arms. He squeezed them tightly against her as he pulled her back against him. Clara gasped as her hand let go of the spatula she was using to cook with. She tried to reach behind her, to feel him. To feel the taught muscles of his thighs as he stood behind her ready to take her. She pushed her ass back into his crotch and felt his turgid member, press against her, hard and long. 

"I'll make sure the room is ready," she whispered huskily as she rolled her head back. "Every last detail will be perfect, just the way you like it."

Thomas's teeth sank into the tender flesh of Clara's neck, biting down hard enough to leave a mark. She gasped, her body shuddering with a mix of pain and pleasure. His strong hands gripped her arms tighter, as he ground his throbbing erection against her ass.

"Mmm, you taste divine," he growled, his hot breath tickling her ear. "I could devour you whole."

Clara moaned, her head lolling back against his shoulder. "Please, Thomas... I need you."

He pulled away slightly, admiring the way her ass quivered beneath the thin nighty. With a sharp slap, his hand came down on her right cheek, watching it jiggle and redden. Clara yelped, her knees weakening at the sting of the spank.

"Mmm…yes. That's it, baby. Do you like that?" Thomas purred, spanking her again, harder this time. She jolted within his grasp and let out a sharp cry. "Tonight," he struck her left ass cheek and again she let out a cry. "you will experience so…much…more…pleasure."

"Yes," Clara whimpered, her pussy dripping with arousal. "I need it!"

Thomas gripped her hips and roughly pulled her away from the stove. He bent her over the kitchen table, forcing her to grip the edge with white knuckles. Her ass was presented to him, the nighty riding up to expose her glistening folds.

"Such a pretty little pussy," he cooed, trailing a finger along her slit. "So wet and ready for me."

Clara shuddered, her hips bucking back against his hand. "Please, Thomas... I need you inside me. I need you to fuck me."

"Not yet," he teased, grabbing the spatula from the stove. He held it over the flame, letting it get hot. "That is tonight. Now, is just a tease of what pleasurable punishment awaits you. Now be a good girl." Thomas struck her tender ass with the spatula.

Clara's eyes widened as the spatula made contact with her ass, the searing heat sending shockwaves of pain and pleasure through her body. She cried out, her knuckles turning white as she gripped the table tighter.

"That's it, baby," Thomas encouraged, striking her again. "Take it like the slut you are."

Clara's mind was reeling, consumed by the exquisite agony of the spatula against her skin. Her pussy clenched, dripping arousal down her thighs. She was lost in a haze of masochistic bliss, surrendering herself completely to her husband's sadistic whims.

"On your knees," Thomas declared, pulling her away from the table. He forced her to her knees, his engorged cock springing free as he unzipped his pants. "Now, put that pretty mouth to work."

Clara obediently took him into her mouth, sucking and licking at his shaft like a woman possessed. Thomas tangled his fingers in her hair, guiding her head as he thrust into her throat.

"Fuck, your mouth feels so good," he groaned, his hips rocking back and forth. "Such a good little cocksucker."

Clara moaned around his length, the vibrations sending shivers through his body. She ran her teeth along his shaft, biting down just hard enough to make him grunt in pleasurable pain.

"Yes, baby," Thomas encouraged, raising the spatula. "Bite harder."

Clara complied, sinking her teeth into his flesh as he brought the spatula down on her ass once more.

"Now fuck yourself. Fuck yourself with your fingers, slut." He reached behind her and struck her ass again with the spatula. She cried out around his cock, the pain mixing with the pleasure of having her pussy filled with her own fingers.

"That's a good girl," Thomas praised, striking her other cheek. "Keep sucking, and don't you dare cum until I do."

Clara nodded, her eyes watering as she continued to pleasure him with her mouth and herself with her fingers. She was lost in a haze of pain and ecstasy, surrendering herself completely to her husband's sadistic desires.

Thomas's thrusts grew more erratic, his balls tightening as his climax approached. With a final, brutal slap to Clara's ass, he pulled out of her mouth and stroked himself to completion. His hot seed sprayed across her face, marking her as his.

"That's it, baby," he groaned, milking his cock over her lips and cheeks. "Take it all like a good little slut."

Clara obediently opened her mouth, catching his cum on her tongue. She swallowed it down, savoring the taste of his essence.

As Thomas's hot seed sprayed across her face, Clara's body convulsed with pleasure. Her fingers plunged deep into her dripping pussy, curling against her G-spot as she rode out her intense orgasm.

"Good girl," Thomas groaned, stroking himself over her lips and cheeks. "Cum for me. Cum like the slut you are."

Clara moaned loudly, her pussy clenching around her fingers as waves of ecstasy crashed over her. Her whole body shuddered, legs folded under her, as she rode out the intense pleasure.

"Yes, yes, YES!" she cried out, her voice muffled by Thomas's cock as he smeared cum across her face. Smeared his cum across her lips with fat head of his cock. "Fuck, I'm cumming so hard!" She cried out.

Thomas grinned down at her, admiring the way her body quivered with each deep thrust of her fingers.

"That's my good little slut," he growled, his cock twitching with the aftershocks of his own climax. "Such a perfect little cumslut."

Clara whimpered, her pussy still spasming around her fingers as she struggled to catch her breath. She licked Thomas's cum from her lips, savoring the salty taste of his release.

"Thank you, Master," she breathed, her eyes glazed over with post-orgasmic bliss. "Thank you for letting me cum."

Thomas chuckled, stroking her hair tenderly. "You've been such a good girl, Clara. I thought you deserved a reward."

He helped her to her feet, and kissed her. His tongue probing deep within her mouth. "Such a good girl," Thomas praised her as he pulled away. He walked around the table and grabbed his coat. "Now, go get cleaned up. And be ready. We have a big night ahead of us." He slipped his softening cock back into his pants, zipped himself up, and left for work.

Clara leaned against the counter, her legs weak, as her pussy throbbed in the slowly receding aftershocks.
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Clara moved through the Victorian house with a sense of purpose. She vacuumed and dusted every nook and cranny. The house was a reflection of her meticulous nature, every detail carefully considered and perfected.

Having finished in the living room, she moved to Thomas's study. Books lined the many bookshelves. Some were new, while most of them were old, very old. Thomas collected them shortly after they acquired the mirror. The dried leather on their spines and covers cracked and frayed. Their pages were dark with years of dust and oil from hands and fingers that guided the eyes over the handwritten script. Very few were written in English. Most were in ancient languages her and Thomas didn't know but tried to decipher in their efforts to learn as much as they could about the mirror. Various trinkets and items of ancient origin and unknown use lay here and there among the books. These were collected after they deciphered their description and use being referenced in some books. Among the many items were: a large urn, with ghastly orgy scenes etched all over it, sat between two thick tomes bound in black leather; a vile of thick viscous crimson oil; and an eight-inch obsidian blade, attached to a bone handle with sinew, and etched with black runes.

As she moved through Thomas's study, her mind drifted to Thomas and the erotic encounter they had shared earlier. She could still feel the phantom touch of his hands on her skin, the way his body had moved against hers with a primal urgency. A shiver ran down her spine at the memory, and she found herself glancing upstairs. Towards the master bedroom. Towards the mirror.

Shaking her head, Clara forced herself to focus on the task at hand. She had work to do before her husband returned home, and she couldn't afford to let her mind wander down those dark and sensual paths. Not yet. With a deep breath, she turned her attention back to the house, determined to make it perfect for Emma and John's arrival. Their arrival was after she and Thomas had left.

She finally finished downstairs and was ready to move upstairs. She walked back into the study, grabbed the obsidian blade, and headed upstairs. With each step up, Clara felt a sense of anticipation building within her. Her breathing was quicker. Her heart beat harder and reverberated in her ears. She knew that tonight, in the master bedroom, reflected in the mirror, she and Thomas would finally realize the full depth of the secrets and pleasures that awaited them. She felt the anticipation of the evening's pleasure building within her with each step she took up the stairs.

She opened the door to the master bedroom and felt a comforting chill wrap around her. She sighed, closed her eyes, and crossed over the threshold.

The bed loomed before her, its dark wood and erotic carvings seeming to beckon her closer. It whispered scenes into her imagination of her and Thomas's erotic encounters and those of lovers from other epochs. Clara ran her fingers along one of the four large posts, tracing the lines of the carved men, their bodies frozen in a state of submissive ecstasy. Each carved figure seemed to pulse with a hidden energy, drawing her in and inviting her to explore the depths of their silent, sensual world. The polished wood felt warm to her and sent shivers down her spine. To her, it felt as if they were alive and held the memories of those pleasures long past that they had witnessed. The intricate details of the headboard and footboard caught her eye, depicting scenes of wild abandon and forbidden desires, a bacchanalia frozen in time, etched into the very heart of the bed.

Her eyes then drifted to the bedroom window and acknowledged the dimming light. Thomas would be home soon.

She grabbed a lighter next to the bed and lit the many black candles that stood throughout the room, their wicks charred, with some burned down to nearly nothing. Thick strands of wax clung along the outside of each, like congealed blood trailing down the sides. Some pooled in thick frozen puddles at the base, evidence of many long nights in which they were left burning. A slight curl cracked on the edge of her mouth as she lit each one. Dark shadows danced to life in the room and only grew darker as each candle was lit.

Then she turned, her breath catching in her throat as she faced the mirror. The dark frame's surface shimmered with an almost liquid quality in the dancing light of the candles. It seemed to pulse with a life of its own, the carved figures writhing in their eternal dance of desire and torment.

The air was thick with an unspoken promise of forbidden pleasures and hidden dangers. Emma's heart pounded in her chest as she stepped closer, drawn inexorably to the mirror's malevolent allure.

Clara wiped the ornate, erotic carvings along the frame with a cloth. She muttered something unintelligible under her breath as she dusted it. After running the cloth over every intricate carving, she stood back to ensure she didn't miss anything. Satisfied, she then placed the cloth on the dresser beside the mirror. Clara took up the obsidian blade and let her fingers run along the edge of the edge. "It is almost time," she whispered to herself in a lustful tone.

With a deep breath, Clara took the blade in her hand and stepped in front of the mirror. She slowly took off all her clothes and placed them at the foot of the bed. Standing naked before the mirror, she stared at her shimmering reflection. But her eyes were not focusing on that reflection. They looked through the reflection, deep into the tarnished silver backing, as if the mirror were a window opening to another world. A smiled and lowered herself to the floor.

Kneeling before the mirror, her ass resting on her heels, Clara spread her legs wide. She leaned back on her left arm, placed the blade to the side, and ran the fingers of her right hand over the enflamed lips of her cunt. They drew down until the tips of the middle and ring fingers dipped between her slick folds. Clara bit her bottom lip. Through narrowed eyelids, the brightness of her eyes dimmed as she looked through the mirror. Her fingers slipped in and out, reaching deeper inside her with each thrust. After several slow strokes, she pulled her wet fingers upward and around her hard, protruding clit. Her body trembled. Not from a climax. Not yet. She was thinking about what was to come.

Clara drew herself back up, resting fully again on her heels as she knelt. Her eyes drifted to the side of her, at the obsidian blade. She spread the slick wetness that coated her fingers along the sharp edge before taking the etched bone handle in her hand.

Slowly, she began to pleasure herself with the blade, drawing it along her quivering thighs. The edge of the blade slid delicately up her right and then down her left. Her eyelids fluttered closed as she let out a stuttering gasp, electric heat radiating through her, conducted through the sharp edge of the knife as her other hand ran up her body to her firm breasts. She squeezed one tightly, nails digging deep into the skin. Her plush breast tufted as the pressure increased. Her nails dug in harder as she drew the sharp edge of the knife back up her round thigh. A razor-thin red line formed as she neared her mound. Clara's eyes shut, and she let out a deep sigh as the blade moved up. She placed the edge of the knife against her other thigh and again brought it up, drawing another razor-thin red line.

She leaned back again on her left arm and thrust her enflamed pussy up. Her head rolled back and her eyes shut tightly. Her chest rose and fell with quick, rapid breaths as she brought the blade flat against her swollen, wet lips. Slowly, she slid the cold obsidian,  tinged with a thin coating of blood, upward. A slight convulsion started to erupt within her. She gritted her teeth, her climax building, as the blade slipped over her. Each fraction of an inch sent increasingly powerful shocks through her. Then, as the sharp tip of the blade slipped over the protruding nub, she let out a cry, the blade falling to her side as she used both hands to support herself, her body arched backward and shook uncontrollably as if riding upon some invisible bucking beast beneath her.

As her orgasm subsided, Clara stared at the mirror. It was quiet except for her breathing coming in ragged gasps. Her face was questioning, as if looking into that world beyond the mirror, beseeching whomever or whatever was across that void for recognition.

After a couple of minutes, she regained control of her breathing. She pursed her lips and stood up. Her legs shook, still weak from the orgasm.

"Tonight," she said toward the mirror. "Tonight will be better." She nodded her head several times as if reassuring herself as she turned and gathered her clothes. Thomas would be home soon.

As she walked out of the master bedroom, her eyes were wide. They did not hold the anticipation of excitement. Now they held the anticipation of something dreadful.
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Thomas left work with a spring in his step; his eyes gleamed with anticipation. His thoughts were consumed by the night's plans, and his body responded in kind. His cock hardened, straining against his pants as he walked through the parking lot. He didn't bother to hide it; instead, he reveled in the thought of his coworkers noticing, imagining their envy and curiosity. The knowledge that they could see his arousal only fueled his excitement, his mind already drifting to the erotic delights that awaited him at home with Clara. He could scarcely contain himself, his heart pounding with a mix of lust and anticipation.  He couldn't wait for Clara and him to finally surrender to their darkest desires.

He entered the parking garage, his heart pounding with anticipation. The fluorescent lights flickered overhead, casting eerie shadows across the concrete walls. Once in his car, he couldn't wait any longer. He unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock, stroking it slowly as he closed his eyes and leaned back against the leather seat. The sound of a door slamming nearby startled him, but it didn't deter him. Instead, it only fueled his excitement, the thought of being caught adding an extra thrill to the forbidden act. He couldn't risk getting caught and jeopardizing the events planned for tonight. But he needed to release pressure straining within his engorged cock.

He started the car. The engine rumbled to life, the vibrations coursing through Thomas's body as he gripped the steering wheel. He didn't bother fastening his seatbelt, too consumed by the dark lust pulsing through his veins. He didn't leave. He drove the car down to the lowest level of the parking garage. His vision was blurred as his mind focused solely on the erotic visions dancing in his head.

He reached the bottom level and parked the car in one of the shadowed corners, the dim light casting eerie shadows across the interior of the car. He closed his eyes. The rumble of cars above, the sound of the city, tires squealing, and doors slamming all took on a different timbre down in the bowels of the garage, echoing and reverberating off the concrete walls like the tortured cries of damned souls. The damp, musty air of the garage, the scent of oil and exhaust filled his nostrils, and mingled with the musky aroma of his own arousal, all seeping into his skin and fueling his dark desires.

Turning off the car, Thomas reclined his seat and pulled out several feet of the seatbelt. He wrapped it around his neck and the headrest, gripping his cock with his right hand and pulling the seatbelt tight with his left. The belt dug into his neck and restricted his breathing as he began to stroke himself. His eyelids fluttered shut, a sinister smile playing at the corner of his mouth as he recalled the various torturous sexual acts he and Clara had performed, and what they planned for tonight.

The shadows seemed to close in around him as if the garage itself was conspiring to conceal his actions. Thomas surrendered to the moment, losing himself in the pleasure as he stroked himself faster and harder. His breath came in ragged gasps. He pictured Clara bound before him. Her eyes were dark with desire, urging him on as he brought them closer to the realization of their final act.

His lips started to turn purple, his breathing more ragged as he stroked himself faster and jerked the seatbelt tighter. He gritted his teeth between desperate gasps.

Thomas gripped the base of his throbbing cock with a vice-like intensity, his knuckles turning white as he clenched his fist around the rigid shaft. With a final, violent jerk of his hips, he thrust upward, the seatbelt biting deep into his flesh as it tightened around his neck. His eyes bulged obscenely, the whites visible all around his dilated pupils as his orgasm crashed over him in overwhelming waves.

Shot after powerful shot of thick, viscous cum erupted from the tip of his cock, painting the inside of the car and himself in streaks of pearly white. Thomas shuddered and convulsed, his body wracked with the intensity of his release as he surrendered to the dark.

In the throes of his climax, Thomas felt a sense of euphoria and was lost in the moment, utterly consumed by the pleasure that coursed through his veins.

As the final drops of cum dribbled from his spent cock, Thomas slumped back against the seat, his chest heaving with ragged breath. He released the tension on the seatbelt. For a single heartbeat, he was quiet. Then swallowed a deep breath of air.

After regaining his breath, he cleaned himself and the car with his handkerchief, started the car, and headed home.

The moonless night had descended upon the Victorian house, casting an eerie pallor over the gothic structure. Thomas whistled merrily as he stepped inside. He placed his briefcase near the entry table, his keys in the small candy dish. His reflection in the ornate mirror on the wall caught his eye, and he grinned widely. "I'm home! I hope you are ready," he called out, his voice echoing through the dark silence downstairs.

Clara's voice, dark and velvety, drifted down from the master bedroom. "Yes, we are." Thomas's smile sharpened into a maniacal grin as he made his way upstairs.

Entering the master bedroom, Thomas was immediately struck by the transformation of the room. It was bathed in the flickering light of countless candles, their flames casting shimmering orange light and dancing shadows across the dark wallpaper. The air was thick with the scent of melted wax and her sex, which created an atmosphere of heady expectation. Clara knelt at the foot of the massive four-poster bed, her back to Thomas, facing the ominous mirror. Her head was bowed, and her hands were folded demurely over each other on her knees, a picture of submissive obedience. As Thomas approached, she raised her head slowly, the candlelight reflecting in her piercing green eyes, giving them an otherworldly glow. A small, enigmatic smile played on her lips as she asked, "Are you ready?" She spread her hands gracefully, revealing the obsidian blade resting within the cleft of her thighs, its blade glinting menacingly in the candlelight.

Thomas saw the blade and smiled.
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Thomas's eyes gleamed with wicked anticipation as he gazed upon the blade in Clara's hands. He licked his lips, imagining the exquisite pain and pleasure that awaited them both. "More than ready, my love," he purred, his voice dripping with dark desire. He circled to stand before her, drinking in the sight of her naked form, illuminated by the flickering candlelight. "You look absolutely divine," he breathed, reaching out to trail a finger along her cheek, feeling her shiver beneath his touch. "I can hardly wait to feel that blade against my skin," he took a deep breath as he imagined what awaited them. "I can hardly wait for us to experience the full depth of the pleasure that lies within us."

Clara's eyes glittered with feverish intensity as she gazed up at him, her lips parted slightly in a silent invitation. "Then let us begin," she whispered, her voice low and husky with need. She placed the knife down and rose gracefully to her feet.

"Undress me," he commanded.

Clara's deft fingers made quick work of the buttons on Thomas's shirt, her nails grazing his chest as she peeled the fabric away to reveal his toned physique. She leaned in, her lips brushing against his collarbone as she trailed a path of biting kisses down his torso. Thomas shuddered, his breath hitching in his throat as her teeth grazed his nipple, sending jolts of pleasurable pain coursing through his body. Each bite left deep red embossed marks. The shirt was thrown off the side.

She unfastened his belt, slipped it from around his waist, folded and placed it between her teeth. She sank to her knees, eyes wandering over his body as her nails clawed deep gouges down his chest and stomach.

Thomas gasped and let a feral growl. It rumbled through his chest as blood blossomed along the long claw marks.

Her fingers hooked into his belt loops. With a sharp tug, she yanked his pants down, his hardening cock leaped out and upward. Clara licked her lips hungrily, her eyes fixed on his member. With each beat of his heart, the heavy flared head bobbed upward - alive and begging for her attention. She grasped the base, her fingers wrapping around his shaft as she stroked him slowly, teasingly, and took the belt from her mouth with her other hand.

Then they waited. Thomas stood and looked towards the mirror to his right. Clara knelt and looked in the mirror on her left. They looked beseechingly for something. Their eyes darted around as they were looking. Looking, not at, but through the mirror. Looking for something or someone. Waiting for them before they continued.

Thomas's and Clara's eyes found what they were looking for inside the mirror. Darkness, like smoke, filled their eyes from within as a hideous grin slowly raised the corners of their mouths.

Thomas slapped Clara across her face. "Open," an uncharacteristic deep and viscous voice commanded.

Clara's grin grew wider as her cheek turned a deep crimson. She struck the leather belt across the turgid cock. With a loud slap, his cock swung against one thigh and then back, jutting, with thick veins pulsing, back toward Clara's mouth. Clara thrust her free hand up and clasped Thomas's heavy balls with her hand, and squeezed and pulled him forward. Her colorless eyes looked into Thomas's as her jaw opened and took him inside.

His legs shook. He grunted and gritted his teeth as Clara squeezed and tugged him towards her waiting mouth. Her tongue swirled around the flared ridge, then lapped up the bead of precum that gathered at the tip. She swallowed then extended her tongue out, unnaturally long and pointed, along the underside of his cock. It slowly undulated, pulling him deeper, inch by inch. Thomas groaned in ecstasy, his head falling back, as Clara took him into her mouth. She slowly enveloped every inch of him within her tight throat and mouth. Her hand never eased the grip on his balls, which swelled like a balloon between the gaps of her clenched fist.

Thomas tangled his fingers in Clara's hair, not guiding her movements but gripping her for stability as pleasure and pain surged through his loins with searing heat. His knees were weak. His chest expanded and contracted in rapid breaths as she sucked him with fervor. She dropped the belt and clawed down the small of his back until she gripped his clenched ass in her hand and drove a finger against his asshole.

She bobbed her head, taking him deep into her throat with each pass, her lips sealed tight around his girth. The wet heat of her mouth enveloped him, drawing him closer and closer to the edge of ecstasy. Spit coated his cock in a thick sheen that gathered over his clenched balls and dangled in long strands from her chin.

He could feel his orgasm building, the pressure coiling tighter and tighter in his loins.

Just as he was about to reach his peak, Clara pulled away, releasing him from her mouth with a wet pop and releasing his balls. She gazed up at him, her eyes dark with lust, and a wicked grin played on her lips. "Not yet," she purred, her voice low and seductive. "We have so much more."

Thomas took a deep breath before he dropped his mouth down and kissed Clara. One hand clenched her hair and pulled her into him. Their tongues flicked and danced around each other in the golden flickering light.

Thomas grabbed Clara's wrists, yanking her up from the floor. He tossed her over the foot of the bed. She landed on her back and gasped. Her ass jutted over the edge with her legs dangling off the side. Thomas stood before her, his eyes roaming hungrily over her exposed body. He picked up the belt from the floor and folded it in half.

"Spread them," his dark voice directed as he gestured with the belt back and forth between her legs. Clara drew her legs up and out. She clasped her ankles in her hands and held them as wide as she could. Her wet labia spread open lasciviously. Thomas could see the raw cuts along the inside of her thighs, still fresh from her session earlier in the day. "Beautiful," he breathed. He trailed the leather belt over Clara's skin, teasing her with the promise of pain and pleasure.

Clara shuddered, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps as she awaited his touch. "Please," she whimpered, her voice thick with need.

He raised the belt over his head.

Clara shut her eyes and rolled her head back.

CRACK

Thomas struck the inside of one thigh, and Clara let out a cry.

CRACK

Thomas struck the inside of the other thigh, and again Clara cried out. One ankle slipped from her grasp, but she quickly reached and pulled it back and out.

Thomas brought the belt down again across her thighs, the leather biting into her flesh. Clara cried out with each strike, her back arching off the bed as the pain coursed through her body. Thomas struck her again, and again, each blow leaving a red welt on her skin.

Clara's body jerked with each strike, her cries grew louder and more desperate. "More," she yelled, her voice raw with desire. Clara's thighs trembled, her knuckles white as she tried to spread her legs wider in invitation. "Harder!" she demanded as she thrust her head up and looked at Thomas. Her brow furrowed over black eyes. 

Thomas would oblige.

He trailed the leather belt over Clara's dripping sex, teasing her with the promise of more. Clara bucked her hips upward as the belt drew over her clit, greedy for its touch.

"Yes," she hissed. "Do it!"

Thomas brought the belt down, the leather striking Clara's sensitive flesh. Clara screamed. Her legs slipped from her grasp and shook wildly in the air. Her body convulsed with pleasure. Thomas struck her again and again. Each blow sent shockwaves of searing ecstasy through her body. Her nails dug into the bed around her as she pulled against it with clenched fists.

Clara's thighs and mound were a mass of red welts, her skin raw and tender.

The mirror noticed their acts. The eyes of the grotesque face carved into the top of the frame, the eyes of the figures carved in their own lewd acts, all watched Thomas and Clara in anticipation of more.

Thomas tossed the belt aside, his eyes gleaming with wicked intent as he gazed upon Clara's enflamed and dripping sex. He sank to his knees before her, his face mere inches from her throbbing, swollen folds. "You're so beautiful," he breathed, his voice low and husky with desire. "I can't wait to taste you."

Clara shuddered as Thomas leaned in, his tongue darting out to lap at her dripping slit. As his tongue lapped her, she cried out, her back arching off the bed. He flicked his tongue over the swollen nub, teasing her with quick, sharp flicks before drawing her between his lips and suckling gently. Releasing it, his tongue delved deep between her folds, stroking her most sensitive spots. Thomas groaned, the taste of her arousal flooding his senses.

Clara ground her dripping sex against his face as he devoured her. "Yes," she gasped, her fingers tangling in his hair. She wrapped her raw thighs around his head and pulled him into herself. "Yes! Fuck me with your tongue! Eat my fucking cunt," she grunted through clenched teeth.

Thomas mauled her. His tongue jutted out and twirled and flicked deep within the tight velvet, clenching walls of her sex. Shot of electric pulses shot through her with each fat lick of his tongue. Her hips bucked upward in reflexive spasms. Clara screamed, her body trembling with building pleasure as he stroked her most sensitive spots. His tongue extended deeper within her than she ever felt before, curled upward, and pleasurably tortured her.

Clara's thighs trembled, and her body thrashed over the sheets she gripped beneath her. "I'm going to come," she panted, her voice strained with ecstasy.

Thomas pulled his mouth off her. His strong hands clasped her round thighs and freed himself from their plush vice.

He stood at the foot of the bed. Clara quickly regained control of her breathing and propped herself up on her elbows. Together, they looked towards the mirror. After several heartbeats, they moved. Responding to some unheard command.

Thomas took the knife from the floor and stood to one side as Clara rose from the bed and stood on the other side. Side by side, they gave a slight nod toward the mirror, then turned towards each other.

Thomas took the obsidian blade in his hand; the black glass glistened in the flickering candlelight. He traced the tip of the blade over Clara's chest, the cold glass sending shivers down her spine. She gasped as he pressed the blade into her, the sharp edge slicing just beneath her skin, only a fraction of an inch through the delicate flesh. Thomas carved intricate runes into her chest, his hand moving with a steady precision as he spoke words in a language foreign to mortal ears.

As Thomas carved the final rune, he handed the blade to Clara. She took it from his hand, her fingers trembling slightly as she gazed at the bloody marks etched into her skin. Clara pressed the blade to Thomas's chest, her eyes locking with his as she began to carve her own set of runes into his flesh. The words she spoke were the same as Thomas's, the ancient language rolling off her tongue like a prayer to some dark deity.

When the runes were complete, Clara took the knife and ran the edge along Thomas's throbbing cock. She didn't break the skin but let the blood coating the blade coat his member in a crimson sheen. She then brought the blade to her dripping sex, drawing the flat portion of the blade over the delicate folds and painting her lips with their mixed blood.

Thomas and Clara came together in a frenzy of passion, their bodies entwining on the floor as they lost themselves in the throes of ecstasy. As they did, the mirror seemed to come alive. The grotesque faces carved into its surface twisted into lewd grins as they fed off the dark energy emanating from the couple.

Thomas thrust into Clara with wild abandon, his hips slamming against hers as he drove himself deeper and deeper into her welcoming heat. Clara cried out, her nails raking down Thomas's back as she urged him on, begging for more.

As their climax approached, Thomas pulled out, his cock throbbing and slick with their combined fluids and blood. He stroked himself to completion, his seed spurting onto Clara's chest, coating the bloody runes etched into her skin. Clara arched her back, her own orgasm crashing over her like a tidal wave. Her sex clenched and spasmed, a gush of fluid erupting from her core and splattering across Thomas's chest, mingling with the blood from the runes.

The mirror pulsed with a sickening light, the grotesque faces seeming to moan in satisfaction. The couple collapsed onto the floor, their bodies entwined and slick with sweat, blood, and the evidence of their lust.

In the silence that followed their cries of dark pleasure's release, they heard it. A deep rumble reverberated not from the mirror but through it. The tarnished silver backing of the mirror dissolved into a black void. They heard the draw of a deep breath; they felt the air around them being drawn into the mirror for only a few seconds before it stopped.

Silence again.

Then a putrid gust of hot, humid air burst into the master bedroom. Candles were extinguished, and the room was swallowed in black.  The gust was hot and thick with what smelled like rotten flesh and acrid sulfur. Thomas and Clara were immediately overcome by nausea. Their heads spun, dizzy in the disorienting darkness and stench that belched from the mirror. They panted, trying to catch a breath of clean air, but only swallowed thick death.

Thomas groaned in dizzying, confused pain. He tried to reach out to her, to Clara. For something to help keep his mind from reeling in horror. But found nothing. He crawled frantically on his hands and knees, reaching out for her between fits of coughing and fighting back the bile that encroached into his mouth. He couldn't find her in the suffocating black pitch.

He collapsed onto his back. Death was not to be his. He felt his body being twisted and contorted in the void. Felt every bone shatter and organ within him explode. The pain within him suffocated his scream.

Then he heard it. Heard it ooze through the black. It moved around him, enveloping him, swallowing him.

"Greater pleasures await…"


AUTHOR’S NOTE

Thank you for reading LUXURIA: Dark Reflections of Decadence - Prologue.

I hope Clara and Thomas’s descent into forbidden pleasures, shadowed desires, and the seductive power of the mirror left you breathless, unsettled, and craving more. This prologue is only the beginning of a much darker and more decadent journey.

If you enjoyed the story (or even if it left you deliciously disturbed), I would be incredibly grateful if you took a moment to leave an honest review on Amazon. Your reviews make a real difference—they help other readers discover the book and let me know what you loved, what chilled you, or what you’d like to see next. Just click the link below and share your thoughts.

[image: ]

And if you’re hungry for more dark, twisted erotica filled with temptation, pain, pleasure, and the supernatural, I’d love to have you join me for the ride. Follow me for updates on future releases, exclusive teasers, and behind-the-scenes glimpses into the shadowy worlds I’m building.
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Thank you again for stepping through the mirror with me. More pleasures—and greater dangers—await…

Until next time,

Rick Belgrin
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