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The femdom Realm

Part Eight

Mirror of Torment and Forbidden Visions


Chapter One

Valira’s chambers were a testament to her dark, sensual nature, a space where indulgence and cruelty coexisted in perfect harmony. The room was vast, its walls made of dark, polished stone, flickering with the light of tall black candles that lined the perimeter. Heavy velvet curtains of deep purple and black framed the tall, arched windows, blocking out any light from the outside world, allowing only the soft glow of the candles to illuminate the room. The air was thick with the scent of incense—musky and intoxicating, wrapping around anyone who entered like a lover’s embrace.

In the center of the room, suspended from the ceiling by chains of polished black iron, hung Ethan. His body was taut, stretched between the bonds that held him to the frame, his arms and legs spread wide, leaving him entirely vulnerable. The frame itself was a cruel device, made of smooth black metal, its shape elegant but its purpose clear—to display its occupant for Valira’s pleasure. The chains rattled softly whenever he moved, a constant reminder of his helplessness.

His body trembled, glistening with a light sheen of sweat from both the strain of his position and the torment Valira had inflicted upon him. His cock was pressed painfully against the confines of the chastity device, the hard metal biting into his flesh with every slight movement. The pain was maddening, a constant, aching reminder of his denied desire.

On the other side of the room, Valira lay sprawled luxuriously on her grand bed, draped in black silk sheets. Her robe was open, revealing the curves of her pale, flawless skin. She wore nothing beneath it, her body on full display, a picture of indulgence and power. Her long, dark hair cascaded over her shoulders, framing her wicked smile as her eyes fixated on Ethan’s trembling form.

Her hand slid lazily between her legs, her fingers moving slowly as she teased herself, her moans soft and breathy as she pleasured herself to the sight of him. Every now and then, her gaze would drift over his body, watching the way his muscles strained against the bonds, how he winced in pain as his cock pressed harder against the unrelenting metal.

“Poor Ethan,” she purred, her voice dripping with amusement as her fingers worked against her own flesh. “Does it hurt? Does it drive you mad, knowing you can’t touch yourself… can’t find release without my permission?”

Her smile widened as she saw him wince again, his face contorting in agony. The chastity device dug into him, preventing him from finding any comfort. It was an exquisite form of torture, one that Valira had perfected. She delighted in his suffering, knowing how much he ached for release and how helpless he was in his current state.

Valira’s fingers stilled for a moment as her eyes gleamed with wicked intent. She leaned over to her bedside table, her hand reaching out to pick up a smooth, polished piece of wood carved into the shape of a cock. The wood gleamed faintly in the candlelight, its shape perfect and deliberately designed to provoke. Valira held it in her hand, turning it slowly so the light caught on the curves and ridges, her eyes never leaving Ethan.

Her lips curled into a sly smile as she licked her lips, and with deliberate slowness, she brought the wooden cock to her mouth. She ran her tongue along its length, moistening the smooth surface, her eyes dark and full of mischief. She held it up for him to see, tilting her head slightly, as if to tease him further with the sight.

“Look at this,” she purred, her voice thick with seduction. “I wonder, Ethan… don’t you wish this was your cock? Don’t you wish it was you inside my mouth?”

Ethan’s breath hitched, his body stiffening as her words sank in. His cock throbbed painfully against the chastity device, the pressure becoming unbearable as his arousal surged. His muscles strained against the bonds that held him, his hands clenching as he fought the waves of frustration and desire that washed over him. The torment of being so close to release, yet so far, was maddening.

Valira smiled at his reaction, her eyes glinting with dark pleasure. She licked the wooden cock again, this time slower, letting her tongue glide along its surface before she brought it to her lips. Then, with a deep, deliberate movement, she slid it into her mouth, her eyes never leaving Ethan’s. She sucked on it, her lips wrapped around the smooth wood, her moans soft and teasing as if she were enjoying it as much as she would a real cock.

Ethan’s body shuddered, a low, desperate whimper escaping his lips as he watched her. The sight of Valira’s mouth working over the wooden cock sent a fresh surge of arousal through him, but the chastity device kept him painfully restrained, the pressure building to an almost unbearable level. His mind raced, torn between the need for release and the agony of knowing it would never come. His breathing quickened, his chest heaving with frustration and helplessness.

Valira pulled the cock from her mouth, a string of saliva connecting her lips to the polished wood, and she laughed softly at the sight of Ethan’s torment. “Mmm,” she murmured, her voice thick with satisfaction. “I can feel how much you want this. You’re throbbing for me, aren’t you?”

Ethan could barely respond, his body trembling with need, his mind fogged with the haze of desire and pain. His lips parted as though to speak, but no words came. He could only watch helplessly as Valira continued to torment him with her cruel, seductive game.

Valira’s smile widened as she saw the desperation in Ethan’s eyes, his body trembling in his restraints. She lifted the wooden cock to her mouth again, her eyes glinting with dark amusement as she licked it, swirling her tongue around the tip with deliberate, slow strokes. The way she moistened it, made it glisten with her saliva, was an act of pure seduction, designed to drive Ethan further into madness.

“Mmm, poor Ethan,” she cooed, her voice a soft purr, dripping with mock sympathy. “I can see how much you want this. I can see how badly you wish it were your cock… pressed up against my lips, sliding into my mouth. Is that what you want?”

She leaned forward slightly, making sure he could see every slow, languid movement as her tongue traced along the length of the wooden cock, wetting it from base to tip. She closed her lips around it again, sucking gently, her cheeks hollowing as she moaned softly, letting the sound wash over him. Her eyes never left his, drinking in his reaction.

Ethan groaned, his body tensing against the chains that bound him. His cock throbbed painfully inside the chastity device, each pulse of arousal a fresh wave of torment. He shifted in his restraints, his muscles flexing as he tried to relieve some of the pressure, but there was no escape. The metal cage bit into his skin, a constant reminder of his helplessness. His breathing grew ragged, shallow gasps as he watched her, unable to tear his eyes away from the obscene, tantalizing display before him.

“Look at you,” Valira whispered, pulling the wooden cock from her mouth, slick with her saliva. “You’re writhing for me. You can’t stand it, can you? Knowing that I’m playing with this… when it should be you. It should be your cock I’m sucking, shouldn’t it, Ethan?”

Ethan’s throat tightened as he swallowed, a low, desperate sound escaping his lips. His body jerked in the chains, his arms pulling at the restraints as he struggled, but it was all in vain. He couldn’t stop the ache between his legs, the unbearable pressure of the chastity device trapping him in this state of constant arousal.

“I bet you can feel it, can’t you?” Valira continued, her voice low and sultry as she licked the cock again, slow and deliberate. “You can imagine how it would feel to have my lips around you. My tongue teasing you, making you harder… making you throb.”

She slid the wooden cock back into her mouth, taking it deeper this time, her moans soft and languid, filling the room. Her eyes fluttered closed for a moment, savoring the feeling of it in her mouth, before she opened them again, locking her gaze onto Ethan’s tortured expression.

“Do you like watching me, Ethan?” she murmured, pulling the cock out of her mouth with a soft pop, a trail of saliva connecting her lips to the tip. “Does it drive you wild, knowing you can’t have this? Knowing that you’ll never feel my mouth on you, no matter how much you beg?”

Ethan let out a strangled moan, his hips jerking involuntarily as he writhed in his restraints. His cock strained painfully against the chastity device, the pressure unbearable. His entire body ached with need, every nerve ending screaming for release, but it was a cruel, impossible desire. His muscles flexed, his arms pulling at the chains as he tried to shift, to move, to do something to ease the torment, but it only made the situation worse.

“Pathetic,” Valira teased, her voice laced with amusement as she watched him struggle. “Look at you, squirming like an animal. Desperate, aren’t you? I wonder how long you can last like this, Ethan. How long can you stay in that cage before you break?”

She slid the cock back into her mouth, moving it slowly in and out, her moans growing louder, more exaggerated, as if she were truly enjoying the act. Her tongue flicked over the tip, her lips tight around it as she sucked deeply, her eyes never leaving his. Each movement of her mouth was calculated to drive him further into madness, to push him closer to the edge of his endurance.

“You want it so badly,” she whispered, pulling the cock from her mouth once more, her lips glistening with saliva. “I can see it in your eyes. You’re dying for release. But here’s the thing, Ethan…”

She leaned in close, her breath warm against his skin as she whispered in his ear, her voice soft and cruel. “You’re never getting it. Not until I decide. And I don’t think you’re ready for that yet.”

Ethan groaned again, louder this time, his body trembling with frustration and desire. His mind was a haze of need, his body aching, every muscle straining as he tried in vain to relieve the unbearable tension. But Valira’s words only deepened the torment, her cruel promises twisting the knife in his already tortured soul.

Valira’s body rocked slowly on the bed, each thrust of the wooden cock pushing her deeper into a haze of lustful ecstasy. Her breath came in short, heavy gasps, her dark hair clinging to her damp skin as her body glistened in the dim candlelight. Every stroke of the cock inside her sent ripples of pleasure through her, but what really heightened her arousal was the sight of Ethan—bound, helpless, and desperate for her touch, his face contorted in agony as he watched her.

She moaned deeply, her voice dripping with satisfaction, but she wasn’t content just to let Ethan suffer in silence. She wanted more—she wanted to hear his voice, to make him beg for something she would never give.

“Beg for me, Ethan,” she gasped, her voice strained with pleasure as she pushed the cock deeper inside herself. “Beg me to fuck you. Tell me how much you want it. Louder.”

Ethan whimpered, his chest heaving with ragged breaths as he tried to find his voice. The pressure in his cock was unbearable, the metal of the chastity device biting into his flesh, keeping him just on the edge of pain and arousal. His muscles strained against the chains, but all he could do was obey.

“P-please, Valira,” he groaned, his voice breaking as he spoke. “Please… fuck me… I can’t… take it anymore. Please…”

Valira’s lips curled into a wicked smile as she thrust the cock into herself harder, her hips rising off the bed with the motion. The sound of his pleading filled the room, and with each broken word, her pleasure mounted.

“Louder,” she commanded, her voice sharp and breathless. “I want to hear you beg for it. Make me believe you need it. Make me feel it.”

Ethan let out a ragged, desperate cry, his body trembling as he struggled to comply. The pain in his cock was unbearable, his arousal so intense it felt like his entire body was aflame. His voice cracked as he spoke, louder this time, each word soaked in agony and desire.

“Please, Valira… please… I’m begging you… fuck me, please… I’ll do anything…”

Valira’s body trembled with pleasure as she ground herself harder against the wooden cock, her fingers working faster against her clit. The sound of his begging was like music to her ears, a symphony of desperation that drove her closer to the edge with every passing moment. She moaned loudly, her body shuddering as the pleasure built inside her, the slow, torturous build-up pushing her closer and closer to release.

“Yes… that’s it…” she purred, her voice thick with desire. “Beg louder. Scream for me. I want to hear you break.”

Ethan’s cries grew louder, his voice raw and broken as he begged, his entire body trembling with the force of his desperation. “Please! Please, Valira! I can’t… I need it… I need you! I can’t stand it… please…”

Valira’s breath hitched as she fucked herself harder, her hips bucking wildly against the cock as his pleading filled the room. Her body was a blur of motion, the slow rhythm she had started with giving way to frenzied, erratic thrusts as she lost herself in the sensation of his suffering. The sound of his voice, the tortured edge of his words, only fueled her desire.

Her moans turned into sharp gasps, her back arching off the bed as she felt the pleasure coiling tight inside her, building with every thrust, every whimper that escaped Ethan’s lips. Her fingers pressed harder against her clit, each movement sending sparks of pleasure through her, driving her closer and closer to the brink.

“Oh, Ethan,” she gasped, her voice trembling with the intensity of her desire. “You sound so pathetic… but I love it. Keep begging for me. Beg louder!”

Ethan’s voice cracked as he screamed out her name, his body shuddering in the chains. “Valira! Please! I’m begging you! Please, just let me—”

But he couldn’t finish his sentence. The pain in his cock, the frustration of being denied release, overwhelmed him, and his voice broke into a series of pitiful, desperate whimpers. He was trembling uncontrollably, his body wracked with sobs as he cried out for her, his words barely intelligible through the agony.

It was the sound she had been waiting for.

With a sharp cry, Valira’s body seized as the pleasure finally overtook her. She thrust the wooden cock deep inside herself, her hips bucking violently as her orgasm ripped through her, wave after wave of ecstasy crashing over her. Her fingers worked furiously against her clit, her entire body shaking with the force of her release.

“Yes!” she cried, her voice echoing through the chamber as her body writhed on the bed. The pleasure was overwhelming, consuming her completely, and she moaned loudly, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps as the orgasm tore through her.

Ethan’s whimpers only added to her pleasure, each broken sob driving her higher as she rode the waves of her climax. She laughed, a sharp, cruel sound that filled the room, her body still trembling with aftershocks as she slowly came down from the high. She turned her head, her eyes locking onto Ethan’s broken form, and a wicked smile curled her lips.

“You poor, pathetic thing,” she whispered, her voice dripping with satisfaction as she watched him shudder, his body spent and trembling in the chains. “Look at you… you’re nothing without me. Nothing.”

Ethan’s body sagged in the restraints, his head hanging low as his sobs echoed softly in the chamber. The pain, the frustration, the overwhelming need—all of it had broken him. He was left trembling and defeated, while Valira, still basking in the afterglow of her orgasm, simply laughed.

And that sound—her cold, mocking laughter—was the last thing Ethan heard before the room fell into a suffocating silence.


Chapter Two

Sofia woke with a soft, satisfied smile on her lips, the warmth of Jonathan’s body wrapped around her, his strong arm draped protectively over her waist. She blinked slowly, adjusting to the dim light of her chambers, where the soft glow of morning filtered through the heavy, dark curtains that hung from the windows. Her bed, large and luxurious, was framed by intricately carved black wood, with dark purple silk sheets that caressed her bare skin, cool and smooth to the touch.

The room reflected her power and authority within the Nocturne Realm. The walls were lined with shelves of ancient tomes, relics, and tokens from her conquests and from the goddesses she served. Rich, dark tapestries, adorned with silver and deep violet thread, depicted stories of dominance and control, their designs twisting and winding like vines across the stone walls. The soft, flickering candlelight cast a warm glow, its reflections dancing in the ornate mirror that stood in one corner, a reminder of the sensual beauty and control she wielded over her world.

Jonathan’s body lay pressed against hers, his solid frame enveloping her small, petite form. His broad, muscled chest rose and fell in a slow, steady rhythm, his breath warm against the back of her neck. His presence was comforting, grounding, as if he was there to serve and protect her even as he slept. Sofia let her eyes flutter closed for a moment, savoring the warmth and strength of his body wrapped around hers. She shifted slightly, pulling the soft silk sheets closer, her mind drifting back to the events of the night before.

Memories flashed vividly in her mind, the raw intensity of the evening filling her thoughts. She could still hear the laughter and cheers of the maidens as she had commanded the slaves to serve her in front of the goddesses. She recalled the power she had felt as she bent those slaves to her will, whispering into their minds, making them beg for her touch while she remained in complete control. Their bodies had responded to her every command, and the rush of power, the knowledge that she held their pleasure and pain in her hands, had been intoxicating.

She remembered standing on the padded table, commanding the slaves to kneel before her as she teased them, each of them aching for release, denied by her whim. Her control over them had grown with each passing moment, and the goddesses had watched with approval, their eyes gleaming as Sofia had displayed her mastery over them. The pleasure of knowing she had impressed even the likes of Obsidiana and Martessa had sent a thrill down her spine.

And then there was the moment she had watched the unveiling of the second table—the moment she had laid eyes on Ethan for the first time since their transformation into this world. Bound, broken, and vulnerable, Ethan’s body had trembled under the weight of the whip that had struck his back, his cries of pain filling the hall. The surge of power she had felt as she commanded him to watch her, to feel her control, had been like nothing she had ever experienced before. His suffering had fueled her own pleasure, each crack of Martessa’s whip sending shudders of ecstasy through her, until she had finally collapsed into the arms of Jonathan, her body trembling from the intensity of her climax.

Now, as she lay wrapped in Jonathan’s strong embrace, his body curled protectively around hers, Sofia couldn’t help but smile. The night before had shown her the depths of her power, her control not just over the slaves, but over herself and those who watched her. She felt a deep, undeniable satisfaction.

Sofia lingered for a few moments more in the warmth of the bed, Jonathan’s muscled arm still draped lazily over her waist. But as her thoughts danced back to the vivid memories of the night before, the intensity of what she had experienced, a familiar heat began to stir within her. Quietly, she slid out from under Jonathan’s grasp, careful not to wake him. Her bare feet touched the cool stone floor, sending a soft shiver up her spine. She stretched, her petite frame illuminated by the dim morning light filtering through the dark curtains that hung heavily over the windows.

The cool air wrapped around her naked skin as she made her way toward the bathroom, her dark hair cascading down her back in soft waves, still slightly tousled from sleep. Her chambers were luxurious and indulgent, and the bathroom was no exception. The stone tiles were smooth beneath her feet, the room illuminated by the flicker of candles that lined the walls, casting a warm glow across the space.

Sofia reached the shower, a large marble enclosure with sleek silver fixtures. She turned the handle, and a stream of hot water poured from the overhead faucet, filling the room with steam. She stepped inside, closing her eyes as the warm water cascaded down her body, the heat instantly soothing her muscles, washing away the remnants of sleep. The soft patter of the water against her skin was comforting, yet it only served to heighten the growing need inside her.

She stood beneath the stream, her hands slowly gliding up her body, starting at her neck, tracing the curves of her shoulders and collarbone. Her skin was slick and wet, the water pooling over her breasts as her fingers trailed lower. She sighed softly, her breath hitching as she felt the warmth of her own touch. Her mind drifted back to the events of the night before, her thoughts consumed by the raw power and control she had wielded.

Her hands moved over her breasts, cupping them gently, her thumbs brushing over her nipples. The sensation sent a ripple of pleasure through her, her breath catching as the memories of last night intensified. She could still hear the moans of the slaves, the way they had responded to her every command, their bodies trembling beneath her as she whispered into their minds.

A soft moan escaped her lips as her fingers trailed down her stomach, the slick heat of the water making her skin feel electric. The memory of Ethan’s suffering played vividly in her mind—his cries, the way his body had bucked under the whip, the raw, unfiltered pain she had seen in his eyes. She could almost hear the crack of the whip again, the way each strike had sent a wave of pleasure coursing through her.

Sofia’s breath quickened as her hands moved lower, her fingers slipping between her legs, teasing herself as the water continued to pour over her. Her hips shifted instinctively, pressing into her own touch, her body responding to the growing desire that pulsed through her. She remembered the way Ethan had watched her, his face twisted in agony as she commanded him to look at her, to feel every bit of her power.

Her fingers moved in slow, deliberate circles, her moans growing louder as the pleasure built. Her free hand reached up, cupping her breast again, pinching her nipple as the memories of last night fueled her arousal. The sight of the other maidens, their eyes gleaming with approval, the sounds of the slaves’ whimpers and moans—all of it combined into a heady mixture of power and pleasure.

The water continued to run over her, the heat amplifying the sensation as her fingers moved faster, pressing against her clit with increasing urgency. Her hips bucked against her hand, her body trembling as the pleasure coiled tighter inside her, each stroke pushing her closer to the edge.

Her mind flickered to that final moment—when she had stood over Ethan, watching him break, the thrill of control so intense that it had sent her spiraling into her own climax. The power she had felt in that moment, the way she had bent him to her will, was intoxicating.

With a sharp gasp, Sofia’s body tensed, her fingers pressing hard against her sensitive flesh as her orgasm washed over her. Her moans echoed softly in the steam-filled bathroom, her body trembling under the warm cascade of water as she rode the waves of pleasure. Her breath came in ragged gasps, her heart racing as the intensity of her release slowly faded.

For a moment, she stood there, letting the water wash over her, her fingers still lingering between her legs as the aftershocks of pleasure rippled through her. Finally, she withdrew her hand, her chest rising and falling with the effort of catching her breath.

Sofia smiled to herself, a deep sense of satisfaction settling over her as the memories of last night blended with the pleasure she had just experienced.

Sofia let the final moments of the shower wash away the lingering pleasure as the warm water cascaded over her skin, cleansing her body and her mind. Slowly, she turned off the faucet, the steam swirling in the air around her. She opened the glass door, stepping out into the cool air of the bathroom, her skin still tingling from the intensity of her self-pleasure.

As she stepped out, she was greeted by the sight of Jonathan, standing tall and waiting for her, a soft white towel folded neatly in his hands. His broad, muscled chest was bare, his body exuding strength and obedience as he stood there, eyes focused on her with a quiet reverence. The muscles of his arms flexed slightly as he held the towel out, his gaze never leaving her.

Sofia smiled softly, feeling the satisfaction of knowing he had been waiting for her, ever attentive to her needs. She stepped closer, her damp skin glistening in the candlelight, as Jonathan gently wrapped the towel around her shoulders, his touch firm yet tender. He began to dry her off with slow, deliberate motions, his large hands carefully smoothing the towel over her back, her arms, and then down the length of her legs. His movements were meticulous, almost worshipful, as though every stroke of the towel was a silent act of devotion.

When he finished drying her, Jonathan placed the towel aside and stepped away briefly, retrieving a clean robe from the wardrobe nearby. The robe was soft and luxurious, made of deep crimson silk that shimmered in the low light. He held it open for her, and Sofia slipped her arms through the sleeves, the silk gliding over her skin like liquid. Jonathan tied the robe at her waist, his fingers brushing lightly against her as he did so, and then he stepped back, bowing his head slightly in deference.

Sofia walked back into her bedroom, her steps slow and deliberate as she enjoyed the feeling of the silk robe flowing around her body. As she entered, the sight that greeted her brought a satisfied smile to her lips. Jonathan had already laid out breakfast for her, the small table near the window carefully arranged with an assortment of delicious foods.

The table was set with a silver tray that gleamed under the candlelight. On the tray, there was a plate of freshly baked croissants, their golden, flaky layers promising warmth and softness. Beside them, a small dish of butter and a pot of dark, rich honey awaited. A bowl of perfectly ripe berries—strawberries, raspberries, and blackberries—sat in the center, their vibrant colors a beautiful contrast to the elegance of the silverware. A steaming pot of fragrant coffee completed the spread, its scent filling the room with warmth and comfort.

Sofia took a seat at the small table, her fingers lightly brushing over the silver tray as she admired the meal Jonathan had prepared. She glanced over at him, standing near the bed, his eyes lowered in silent anticipation of her next command.

“Kneel,” she said softly, her voice commanding yet calm.

Jonathan obeyed immediately, dropping to his knees beside the table, his head bowed in submission. His body, powerful and muscled, was now completely at her mercy, awaiting her every whim. Sofia smiled, knowing the control she had over him extended beyond the physical—it was in the quiet obedience he offered her, in the way he anticipated her desires without needing to be told.

As she reached for a croissant, tearing off a small piece and dipping it into the honey, Sofia’s mind lingered on the pleasures of the morning. The memories of the night before, the taste of power, and now the silent devotion of Jonathan—all of it combined to fill her with a deep, unshakable sense of satisfaction. She ate slowly, savoring each bite, while Jonathan remained on his knees beside her, silently awaiting her next command.


Chapter Three

Ethan was bound tightly over a wooden horse in the dim chamber, his body bent forward in a position that left him entirely exposed and vulnerable. His arms were pulled down to the legs of the horse, leather straps wrapping around his wrists and binding them securely. His legs were spread wide, strapped at the ankles to the rear legs of the horse, leaving his skin stretched and his muscles taut. His naked body was at the mercy of whoever chose to look upon it, every inch of him exposed to the whims of the one who had tied him here.

In front of him, a large, dark mirror stood, its polished surface framed in ornate black iron, twisting in intricate, almost vine-like patterns. The mirror reflected his form back to him, showing his own helplessness—the way his body was bent forward, arms and legs bound, his face twisted with a mix of fear and resignation. The reflection only amplified the sense of his own vulnerability, the stark image of himself a reminder that he was completely at Valira’s mercy.

Soft footsteps echoed through the chamber, slow and deliberate, each step a reminder of her dominance. Valira circled him, her eyes trailing over his bound body with a look of dark satisfaction. She was dressed in a tight leather ensemble, each piece perfectly fitted to her form, accentuating every curve, every line of her powerful, feminine figure. Her armor gleamed faintly in the low light, the dark leather hugging her body like a second skin, sharp metal studs glinting along the edges, adding an aura of danger to her already commanding presence.

As she walked, her fingers trailed over Ethan’s exposed back, her sharp nails grazing his skin with a deliberate cruelty. Each touch left a faint red line, a reminder of her control, and he shivered, his muscles tensing involuntarily under her touch. Her nails slid slowly down his spine, tracing the contours of his body, her movements calculated, lingering, as though she was savoring every inch of his vulnerability.

“Well, well,” she purred, her voice a rich, taunting whisper. “Look at you… all spread out and helpless, just the way I like.”

Ethan’s breath hitched, his body tense as her nails dug slightly into his skin before releasing, a sharp reminder of her control. She leaned in, her breath warm against his ear as she continued, “Last night, I remember you begging me, pleading for me to fuck you.” She chuckled softly, a dark, mocking sound. “Such desperation, such weakness… It was almost pathetic.”

She continued her slow, deliberate circle around him, her fingers dancing over his bare skin, her nails scratching lightly, enough to make him shiver with each touch. She moved with the grace and confidence of a predator, her tight leather armor creaking slightly as she shifted, each piece of it molded to her form, highlighting the strength of her thighs, the curve of her hips, the sharp line of her shoulders.

Ethan kept his gaze locked on his own reflection in the mirror, his eyes filled with a mixture of dread and shame. He could feel the heat of her gaze, the way she relished his exposed form, and he bit down hard, trying to suppress the whimpers that threatened to escape.

Valira finally reached the front of the wooden horse, her dark eyes meeting his reflection in the mirror before she leaned down, lifting his chin with a firm, almost painful grip. Her fingers pressed into his jaw, forcing him to meet her gaze directly, the dark intensity in her eyes filling him with an overwhelming sense of helplessness.

“You begged so nicely,” she murmured, a wicked smile spreading across her lips. “So I thought… why not grant you your wish?”

Ethan’s eyes widened, a flicker of hope mixed with fear flashing across his face. But Valira’s smile only grew sharper, her fingers tightening around his chin as she leaned closer, her voice dropping to a dangerous whisper.

“But not in the way you think.”

Valira’s wicked smile deepened as she saw the flicker of hope in Ethan’s eyes quickly dissolve into confusion and dread. With a slow, deliberate motion, she reached to a nearby table, her gloved hand lifting a carved wooden cock. It was smooth and polished, slightly larger than the one she had taunted him with before, its surface gleaming faintly in the dim light. She held it up for him to see, her fingers curling around it with ease, her eyes gleaming as she traced her tongue slowly along its length, her gaze never leaving his reflection in the mirror.

The sight was cruelly mesmerizing, her lips parting slightly as she ran her tongue over the polished wood, as if savoring every inch. Ethan’s eyes widened, his heart racing as he watched her, his mind spinning with fear and helplessness. She tilted her head, her gaze meeting his in the mirror, an amused glint in her eyes as she saw the terror dawning across his face.

“You like this, don’t you?” she purred, her voice dripping with mock tenderness. “This was what you were begging for, wasn’t it? Well, it seems only fitting that I grant you exactly what you so desperately wanted.”

She straightened, bringing the wooden cock down and fixing it into a strap that lay just between her legs, securing it snugly into the leather. The harness held the polished wood firmly in place, now extending out from her body, making it look all the more intimidating. She adjusted the straps, her fingers quick and practiced, her expression one of satisfaction as she looked down at the instrument of his impending torment.

Ethan’s breath caught in his throat as he stared at her in the mirror, his heart pounding in his chest. He could feel his hands trembling, his muscles tightening involuntarily as the reality of the situation settled over him. The cold leather restraints kept him bound in place, his legs spread wide, leaving him completely vulnerable to whatever she planned. The sight of her with that wooden cock strapped between her legs filled him with a bone-deep fear that twisted his stomach into knots.

“W…what…” he stammered, his voice barely a whisper, thick with panic. “Please, don’t… Valira, please… I didn’t mean… I didn’t want this…”

His voice broke, his pleas slipping out in desperate, trembling whispers as his body tensed, straining against the restraints in a futile attempt to pull away. But .Valira’s laughter echoed through the chamber, rich and mocking, her voice a cruel reminder of his helplessness.

“Oh, Ethan,” she chuckled, her fingers tracing along the base of the wooden cock as she adjusted her stance. “You begged me to fuck you, didn’t you? Well, now I’m going to do exactly that. Isn’t this what you wanted?”

Her laughter grew, filling the room as she leaned forward, her hand reaching out to caress his cheek, her touch deceptively gentle.

Valira’s laughter echoed in the chamber, each note laced with the cruel satisfaction of having complete control over him. She leaned in closer, her fingers brushing his cheek in a mockery of tenderness, her touch deceptively soft as her other hand gripped his jaw, forcing him to look at his own reflection in the mirror. Ethan’s eyes were wide, filled with fear and a pleading desperation as he stared at himself, bound and vulnerable, with Valira standing over him, the wooden cock strapped firmly between her legs, a testament to her dominance.

“Look at yourself, Ethan,” she whispered, her voice smooth and taunting. “All of this… everything about you… it belongs to me now.”

Her fingers traced down his spine, sending a cold shiver through him, her touch both possessive and predatory. She moved with deliberate slowness, savoring the terror that rippled through his body, each subtle flinch and twitch only fueling her pleasure.

“Now, it’s time to accept what you asked for.”

Valira’s voice purred in the candlelit chamber, dripping with mock affection as her hands settled on Ethan’s hips. Her grip was firm, possessive, the leather of her gloves creaking softly as she adjusted him against the wooden horse. Ethan’s breath came in ragged gasps, his muscles taut and trembling, every part of him straining against the straps that bound him.

Then, with a slow, deliberate thrust, Valira pressed the wooden cock between his cheeks and began to push inside. Ethan’s body jolted violently, his cry echoing in the chamber as the wood stretched him, his reflection in the mirror contorting in pain and humiliation.

Valira’s smile widened as she caught his eyes in the dark glass. “There it is,” she whispered, her voice low and sultry, “the moment you realize what it truly means to belong to me.” She leaned forward, her body pressing against his back as she pushed deeper, her breath hot against his ear. “You begged for me to fuck you, Ethan. And now, here I am, granting your wish. You should be thanking me.”

Ethan whimpered, his head shaking weakly, but the straps held him fast. His lips parted in broken pleas. “Please… please stop… I can’t—”

Valira cut him off with a sharp laugh, the sound rich and cruel. “Can’t? Oh, but you can. You will.” Her hips rolled slowly, the wood driving deeper inside him, forcing another cry from his lips. “Look at yourself,” she commanded, one hand sliding up to grip his hair and yank his head toward the mirror. “Look at how pathetic you are. Begging, crying… yet still taking what I give you.”

His eyes, wet and frantic, met hers in the reflection. He saw her wicked smile—sharp, predatory, brimming with dark delight—as she watched his suffering. Her lips parted, a low moan escaping her throat as she drew back and thrust into him again, savoring the way his body convulsed under her control.

“Mmm, do you hear yourself?” she taunted, her words broken by her growing arousal. “Every whimper, every cry… it excites me, Ethan. Gods, the sound of your begging makes me wet.” She ground her hips against him, slow and merciless, her breath quickening. “This is what true power feels like—your body, your pain, feeding my pleasure.”

Ethan’s sobs filled the chamber, mingling with the slap of leather and wood, but beneath it all was Valira’s voice—soft, intimate, and dripping with sadistic satisfaction. “That’s it,” she cooed, her nails digging into his sides as she thrust harder. “Give me more. Let me drink in every sound you make. Your torment… is my ecstasy.”

Her eyes fluttered shut for a moment, her lips parting as another low, hungry moan escaped her. The act itself, his helplessness beneath her, the music of his broken voice—it was intoxicating. Her body trembled with the rising waves of her own arousal, every thrust pushing her closer to that edge, every desperate cry from Ethan driving her deeper into bliss.

“You’ll remember this, Ethan,” she breathed, opening her eyes again to watch his reflection writhe. “The night you begged for me to fuck you… and I did. Not with love, not with mercy—but with power.”

Her wicked smile lingered in the mirror, a dark crown of triumph, as she claimed him with every cruel, deliberate thrust.

Ethan swallowed hard, his throat dry, his voice barely a whisper as he began to beg. “Valira… please, please don’t do this… I didn’t mean it. I’m sorry. I’ll do anything… anything else… just, please…”

But his pleas only made her smile grow colder. She gripped his chin, turning his face toward her as she leaned down, her eyes glinting with amusement as she took in every detail of his fear.

“You already begged for this, Ethan,” she murmured, her voice low and dripping with mock sympathy. “Now, it’s time to accept what you asked for.”

With a final, deliberate motion, she stepped behind him, her movements slow and purposeful. Ethan felt his heart race, each breath shallow and panicked as he realized there was no escape, his pleas dissolving into incoherent whimpers.

“Now, it’s time to accept what you asked for.”

Valira’s voice purred in the candlelit chamber, dripping with mock affection as her hands settled on Ethan’s hips. Her grip was firm, possessive, the leather of her gloves creaking softly as she adjusted him against the wooden horse. Ethan’s breath came in ragged gasps, his muscles taut and trembling, every part of him straining against the straps that bound him.

Then, with a slow, deliberate thrust, Valira pressed the wooden cock between his cheeks and began to push inside. Ethan’s body jolted violently, his cry echoing in the chamber as the wood stretched him, his reflection in the mirror contorting in pain and humiliation.

Valira’s smile widened as she caught his eyes in the dark glass. “There it is,” she whispered, her voice low and sultry, “the moment you realize what it truly means to belong to me.” She leaned forward, her body pressing against his back as she pushed deeper, her breath hot against his ear. “You begged for me to fuck you, Ethan. And now, here I am, granting your wish. You should be thanking me.”

Ethan whimpered, his head shaking weakly, but the straps held him fast. His lips parted in broken pleas. “Please… please stop… I can’t—”

Valira cut him off with a sharp laugh, the sound rich and cruel. “Can’t? Oh, but you can. You will.” Her hips rolled slowly, the wood driving deeper inside him, forcing another cry from his lips. “Look at yourself,” she commanded, one hand sliding up to grip his hair and yank his head toward the mirror. “Look at how pathetic you are. Begging, crying… yet still taking what I give you.”

His eyes, wet and frantic, met hers in the reflection. He saw her wicked smile—sharp, predatory, brimming with dark delight—as she watched his suffering. Her lips parted, a low moan escaping her throat as she drew back and thrust into him again, savoring the way his body convulsed under her control.

“Mmm, do you hear yourself?” she taunted, her words broken by her growing arousal. “Every whimper, every cry… it excites me, Ethan. Gods, the sound of your begging makes me wet.” She ground her hips against him, slow and merciless, her breath quickening. “This is what true power feels like—your body, your pain, feeding my pleasure.”

Ethan’s sobs filled the chamber, mingling with the slap of leather and wood, but beneath it all was Valira’s voice—soft, intimate, and dripping with sadistic satisfaction. “That’s it,” she cooed, her nails digging into his sides as she thrust harder. “Give me more. Let me drink in every sound you make. Your torment… is my ecstasy.”

Her eyes fluttered shut for a moment, her lips parting as another low, hungry moan escaped her. The act itself, his helplessness beneath her, the music of his broken voice—it was intoxicating. Her body trembled with the rising waves of her own arousal, every thrust pushing her closer to that edge, every desperate cry from Ethan driving her deeper into bliss.

“You’ll remember this, Ethan,” she breathed, opening her eyes again to watch his reflection writhe. “The night you begged for me to fuck you… and I did. Not with love, not with mercy—but with power.”

Her wicked smile lingered in the mirror, a dark crown of triumph, as she claimed him with every cruel, deliberate thrust.

Valira’s grip tightened in Ethan’s hair, forcing his face up toward the mirror once more. His reflection stared back at him—naked, bound, humiliated, his body trembling against the wooden horse. But as Valira’s dark eyes gleamed, the surface of the mirror began to shift. Shadows rippled across the glass like water disturbed by a stone, and then images flickered into focus.

Ethan’s breath caught in his throat.

It was Sofia.

But not in the Nocturne Realm. These were scenes from the world he remembered—their world. His heart lurched as he saw her in a dimly lit room, her hair spilling across her shoulders, her face flushed with passion. Only she wasn’t with him. She was with others—men stronger, larger, their hands gripping her waist, their mouths pressed to her skin. Her cries of pleasure echoed faintly, distorted as though carried from another place.

Valira laughed softly, her breath hot against his ear. “Look at what your precious princess really likes,” she purred. “Not you… never you. Stronger men. Powerful men. Men who can take her the way she craves.”

The mirror showed more—Sofia’s body arching beneath one man’s thrusts, her lips parted in a cry as another held her wrists above her head. Her eyes were wild with lust, her voice filled with desire, and Ethan felt as though his heart was being torn from his chest.

“No…” he whispered, his voice broken, his eyes wide with horror. “That’s not… that can’t—”

Valira silenced him with a cruel thrust, driving the wooden cock deeper into him. He gasped sharply, his body jolting as pain and helpless arousal twisted together. Her hand slid down his torso, her nails dragging lightly over his stomach before wrapping around the chastity device that bound his cock. Her fingers curled around the cage, stroking him through the bars, each touch sending an unbearable wave of sensation through his trembling body.

“Watch,” she hissed, her lips brushing his ear. “Every cry, every moan of hers—hear it, Ethan. See it. She doesn’t need you. She never did.”

Ethan’s body betrayed him. Despite the agony of the wooden cock filling him, despite the devastation of the images before him, his shaft swelled helplessly inside the cage. The metal pressed tighter against his straining flesh, the pain mixing with unwanted arousal until he whimpered, his breath breaking against the horse.

“Yesss…” Valira’s voice was a snake’s hiss of delight, her nails tapping lightly against the metal as she pushed harder into him. “You’re getting hard, aren’t you? Watching her, knowing she’s never yours, only theirs. You can’t stop it. You can’t stop me.”

Her tongue flicked against his ear as she thrust again, slow and merciless, her hand stroking the cage in rhythm with her movements. His reflection showed it all—his eyes wet with tears, his body trembling, his cock straining pathetically in the device as Sofia moaned with pleasure in the mirror.

“Pathetic little toy,” Valira whispered, her voice low and thick with arousal. “You’ll get harder and harder for me… all while you watch your beloved whore beg for stronger men. And I’ll make sure every second of it breaks you.”

Ethan’s body trembled violently, his chest heaving as the images on the mirror grew sharper, crueler. Sofia—his Sofia—was shown in the arms of other men, their hands gripping her hips, their mouths devouring her neck, her breasts. The mirror seemed alive, magnifying every cry of pleasure, every arch of her back as they filled her. Her voice was a symphony of desire, echoing around the chamber, a twisted chorus of betrayal.

Ethan shook his head, straining against the straps that bound him. “No… no, it’s not real… she would never…” His voice cracked, choked by both disbelief and the hot sting of tears.

Valira’s wicked laugh filled the room, rich and venomous, her hips grinding forward, pushing the wooden cock deeper into his helpless body. Her hand tightened around his cock cage, stroking it slowly, deliberately, while her words cut into him like knives.

“Oh, Ethan… still clinging to your pathetic little dream?” she purred, her breath brushing against his ear. “Do you really believe she belongs to you? Look at her!”

She yanked his head higher by his hair, forcing his gaze to the mirror. “Look at the way she screams for them. Look at how her body begs for their cocks. That’s what your precious princess wants—real men. Not you.”

The mirror flickered again—Sofia on her knees, her lips wrapped around one man while another thrust into her from behind. Her moans were desperate, greedy, filled with lust. Ethan whimpered, his eyes squeezing shut as tears slid down his cheeks, but Valira’s nails dug into his scalp.

“Don’t you dare close your eyes,” she snarled. “You will watch. Watch her take what you can never give. Watch her become everything you were too weak to satisfy.”

Her hips slammed harder into him, the wooden cock driving deeper, her voice rising with her own arousal. “Begged me to fuck you, didn’t you? And now, here you are, whining like a broken dog while your beloved whore spreads her legs for stronger cocks. Gods, Ethan, you are pathetic.”

He sobbed, his body betraying him as his cock swelled painfully in the cage, each throb only tightening the cruel device around him. Valira laughed again, the sound vibrating through him, feeding on his despair.

“Do you feel that?” she hissed, stroking the cage with cruel precision. “You’re hard. Hard. While you watch her with other men. You’re nothing more than my little toy now. A caged cock, a broken body, and a mind that belongs to me.”

Her thrusts grew faster, harder, her moans mixing with his cries. Her voice dropped to a sultry whisper, her lips brushing his ear. “Say it. Admit it. You’re nothing. Say it for me, Ethan.”

He whimpered, shaking his head. “N-no… I… I can’t…”

“Yes, you can,” she snapped, her hips crashing into him with punishing force. “Say it! Say you’re nothing. Say she’ll never be yours.”

Ethan’s voice broke into a scream as the pain and humiliation crashed over him. “I’m nothing! She’ll never be mine!”

Valira shuddered with pleasure, her moan low and guttural as she thrust harder, savoring the words. “Yes… gods, yes. That’s it. Break for me. Cry for me. Every sound, every tear—it makes me wetter.”

His reflection showed him completely undone—his body trembling, his face wet with tears, his cock straining desperately in the cage as Valira used him mercilessly.

Valira’s laughter rose into a crescendo, echoing through the chamber as she slammed into him one final, brutal time. She clutched his hair, forcing him to watch Sofia’s face in the mirror as she cried out in ecstasy with another man.

“Do you see it, Ethan?” Valira moaned, her voice thick with her own climax. “That is what she wants. And you—broken, caged, pathetic—you will never be enough.”

Her body trembled, her moans spilling into the air as she ground against him, riding the waves of her orgasm while his sobs filled the room.

The mirror flickered once more, Sofia’s moans echoing like cruel applause, while Valira’s laughter crowned the scene.

“Mine,” she whispered, her voice a final dagger. “You belong to me now, Ethan. Forever.”

Valira’s body moved against his with punishing rhythm, her hips grinding down with precise cruelty as the wooden cock stretched him with each thrust. Her breath grew heavier, her moans darker, more guttural, her gloved hands gripping his hips as if she were claiming him one stroke at a time.

But then—like a silk thread sliding into his thoughts—her voice changed. It wasn’t spoken aloud. It was inside him.

“Imagine it, Ethan…” she whispered, her tone sultry, velvet-smooth. “Imagine if I let you cum right now. Imagine your cock swelling, desperate, pulsing in that cage… imagine how hard it would twitch—how you’d spill for me if I let you.”

His eyes widened, his heart pounding in his chest. Her psychic voice wove through his mind like smoke, curling around the last pieces of his resolve.

“You’d explode, wouldn’t you? With me inside you… while watching her…”

In the mirror, the cruel vision of Sofia continued. She was on her back now, legs wrapped around another faceless man, her head tossed back in ecstasy. Her hands gripped his shoulders, her lips parted in a scream of pleasure that echoed faintly in the chamber like a ghost of memory.

“She’s cumming for him, Ethan. Right now. Just imagine if you could feel it—her walls squeezing around you. Her nails in your back. Her breath in your ear whispering your name.”

His cock twitched violently in the cage, a sudden surge of pain and need racing through him as Valira’s psychic fingers twisted deeper into his mind. His breath hitched. His body tensed. He wanted it—so badly, so shamefully, he could taste it.

Out loud now, Valira’s voice sliced through the chamber like a dagger.

“Look at you,” she sneered, her tone venomous, even as her body trembled with growing arousal. “Hard for me while watching your beloved slut fuck a better man. You’re a joke, Ethan. A moaning, chained toy.”

She laughed again, riding him harder, her leather creaking, her breath growing ragged with the nearness of her climax.

“You begged me to fuck you like a man—” Thrust.

“—and now you’re nothing but a hole to fill.” Thrust.

“And you love it.” Thrust.

His sobs turned to whimpers, his body drenched in sweat, his muscles weak and trembling. He couldn’t fight it. Not her words. Not her voice in his mind. Not the image of Sofia surrendering to another man while he remained locked, powerless, broken.

He let out a strangled cry as the psychological weight of it all crashed down on him—the pleasure he couldn’t reach, the humiliation of his position, and the twisted, shameful need that coiled tighter and tighter inside him.

“Now, my sweet little thing,” Valira’s voice whispered into his mind again, slow and decadent, “come with me… not with your body, no. With your mind. Submit to the pleasure you’ll never have.”

She slammed into him one final time, her own climax ripping through her like fire. Her nails dug into his hips, her head thrown back, her cry echoing through the chamber—

“Good boy!”

The words struck him like a brand, searing into his mind as his body shuddered, not with physical orgasm—but something worse.

Ethan’s mouth fell open in a silent moan, his eyes wide and glassy as his cock throbbed uselessly in its prison. His heart raced. His breath came in short, broken gasps.

Something inside him cracked.

And Valira felt it. She felt the subtle shift in the energy around him—the first break. The tiny fracture in his spirit.

She leaned forward, her sweat-slicked body draped over his trembling form, and whispered again:

“That’s it, pet. We’re just getting started.”

The chamber fell silent—save for Ethan’s shallow breathing, and Valira’s satisfied sigh—both of them glowing in the dim candlelight, two figures cast in pain and power.
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