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The Femdom Realm

Part Eight

Prophecies of Tease and Eternal Bonds


Chapter One

The Inner Quadrangle of the Citadel bathed in its usual twilight, the sky above a deep, velvety indigo streaked with ghostly purples and faint silver clouds that never moved, never shifted — frozen in eternal dusk. The soft glow of suspended lanterns floated high above the walkways, casting their flickering lavender light over the stone and shadow, illuminating the carved runes etched into every wall and pillar. A quiet, unspoken stillness hung over the courtyard, as if the air itself obeyed those who ruled here.

Along the upper balcony that encircled the inner ring, Sofia walked in slow, deliberate steps, each movement radiating quiet power. Her robe, a sheer veil of dark sapphire silk, shimmered faintly as it caught the lantern light. It swept the floor behind her like flowing water, cinched at the waist with a narrow black sash, its edges embroidered with silver runes of control and seduction. The fabric clung just enough to reveal the silhouette of her figure beneath, her presence both regal and sensual. She moved like a shadow given grace.

Trailing behind her was Jonathan, her devoted slave, walking in silence. His body was bare, save for the black leather cuffs buckled around his wrists and ankles — marks of his submission and of her claim. His head was bowed slightly, his eyes downcast, but his every movement remained alert to her pace, her rhythm, her needs. Each step he took was in service to her, his body a silent offering.

Sofia’s eyes wandered down into the quadrangle below, where torches burned in tall braziers and other maidens moved with their slaves — training, punishing, teasing. The soft murmurs of whispered commands echoed from the corners, interrupted now and then by the slap of leather or the moan of obedience.

Across the courtyard, her gaze settled on a familiar presence.

Liora.

She stood near one of the stone benches beneath the archways, poised and relaxed, a figure of striking beauty and danger. Her fire-red hair cascaded down her back in waves like molten copper, catching the flickering torchlight and giving the illusion of living flame. She wore a high-collared robe of deep violet trimmed with obsidian beads, open at the front to reveal the smooth curves of her legs.

Kneeling at her feet, obedient and still, was Thomas, his lips pressed to the side of her thigh, his posture one of worship. Liora’s fingers played lazily in his hair, but her eyes — sharp, amused, and aware — lifted to meet Sofia’s gaze.

A smile passed between them — cool, knowing, intimate.

Two maidens of power.

Two women who had nothing to prove — only to enjoy.

Sofia descended the curving black-stone steps with quiet confidence, her bare feet silent against the cold tile. Jonathan followed at a respectful distance, keeping his eyes lowered and his movements fluid and submissive. The hem of Sofia’s robe whispered as it swept behind her, the silver-threaded runes catching the soft torchlight like glints of starlight on water.

Liora looked up as she approached, her fiery red hair falling over one shoulder in a cascade of living flame. A slow, knowing smile tugged at her lips as she drew her fingers gently from Thomas’s hair, letting her hand rest atop his head like a mark of possession.

“Well,” Liora said smoothly, her voice rich and velvety, “I trust you enjoyed your little performance last night?”

Sofia paused before her, cocking her head slightly. “Enjoyed?” she repeated, her tone carefully measured. “It felt like something more than that. More than pleasure. It was… power. Pure and addictive.”

Liora’s smile deepened. “Good. That means you’re beginning to understand.”

Sofia arched a brow and folded her arms loosely across her midsection, intrigued. “Understand what exactly?”

“The true nature of the Nocturne Realm,” Liora said, brushing her robe aside and taking a seat on the curved stone bench behind her. She gestured gracefully for Sofia to join her. “We exist in twilight, Sofia — between the veil of dream and desire. This realm isn’t just a reflection of power… it’s the embodiment of it. Pleasure, pain, control — they aren’t opposites here. They’re tools. Languages. Forms of worship.”

Sofia sat beside her, her eyes thoughtful. Jonathan remained standing a short distance away, kneeling slowly at a gesture from his mistress. He said nothing, watching quietly, his head bowed.

Liora glanced at him, amused, before turning her attention back to Sofia. “Last night,” she said, “you took your first true step. You commanded not just bodies, but wills. You bent slaves to your voice. And Obsidiana… she doesn’t call anyone to perform in the Great Hall lightly.”

Sofia let the compliment hang between them, her fingers tracing idle circles on the silk fabric draped over her thigh. “And Ethan?” she asked, her voice quieter. “That was… unexpected.”

Liora’s lips curled, her expression unreadable. “Ah, yes. The boy. You may not see it yet, but his suffering is a sacred thing. Pain here is more than punishment — it’s transformation.”

Sofia’s brow furrowed. “I saw something in him last night. Something crack.”

Liora nodded. “Good. That means he’s beginning to wake up. In this realm, submission is not weakness — it is evolution. A slave doesn’t just serve the flesh. He serves the will. The Divine Will of the goddesses — and of those chosen to carry it.”

“So we’re not just playing with them,” Sofia said slowly, putting the pieces together. “We’re… changing them.”

“Yes,” Liora said simply. “And in doing so, we change ourselves.”

She leaned forward slightly, her voice lowering to a near whisper. “Most mortals pass through life never understanding the pleasure of true surrender… or the ecstasy of absolute control. Here, we give them both. We awaken the deepest part of them — their desire to belong, to serve, to worship.”

Sofia’s breath caught. A shiver ran through her. “And what about love?” she asked, almost reflexively.

Liora laughed softly, not cruelly, but with the air of someone who had long since passed through that phase of questioning. “Love is just another form of surrender, darling. One of the oldest. But here, it is purified. Stripped of illusion. No lies. No equal ground. Only need… and the one who holds the leash.”

Sofia turned her eyes toward the courtyard. Torches flickered. A faint cry echoed from somewhere deeper in the halls — pleasure or pain, it didn’t matter. Here, they were the same. She let Liora’s words settle, the weight of them pressing deliciously against her chest.

“You’ll grow more powerful, Sofia,” Liora said, her voice like smoke. “If you let go of what you were… and embrace what you are.”

Sofia glanced at her then, her eyes sharper, the goddess-gifted glint of something ancient beginning to gleam beneath the surface.

“I already have.”

Liora smiled — this time, a smile of approval. She reached out and gently lifted Sofia’s chin with two fingers. “Then you’re almost ready.”

Liora’s smile lingered as she observed Sofia’s expression — composed but thoughtful, quietly devouring every word. For a moment, the two maidens sat in a silence laced with meaning, until Liora broke it with a soft chuckle.

“You picked quite the time to awaken your power,” she said. “Do you know what today is?”

Sofia glanced upward at the sky — still painted in eternal twilight, the crescent moon now barely visible behind the glowing haze of purple and black. “I noticed the moon is new,” she said slowly. “But… that seems common here, doesn’t it?”

Liora leaned back against the stone bench, her fire-red hair spilling like liquid flame across her shoulder. “Yes, and yet… the sliver you see now is special. It’s the first crescent — the sign that the old night has passed and a new cycle begins. Tonight is the Crescent Moon Festival.”

Sofia’s brow arched slightly. “Festival?”

Liora’s voice dropped slightly, taking on a more reverent — yet still seductive — tone. “A night of submission, seduction, and control. Held every moon-cycle when the sky is at its darkest and the crescent just reappears. It’s not simply celebration. It’s ritual. Renewal. A reaffirmation of the male slaves’ place beneath our heels.”

Sofia tilted her head. “So it’s more than just… play.”

“Oh, it’s much more,” Liora said, her eyes glinting. “Tonight, every slave in the realm will kneel before his mistress — and offer his submission anew. We collar them with crescent-shaped bands. We make them speak their vows… and beg for the right to serve.”

She paused, running her fingers down the arm of her kneeling slave, Thomas. “Then, once the sunless night deepens, the real fun begins. We tease them, deny them, humiliate them. We show them — and ourselves — that their pleasure is ours to command. Always.”

Sofia leaned forward slightly, intrigued. “So this happens every month?”

“On the cycle of the new moon,” Liora confirmed. “It is sacred to Goddess Sashca and Goddess Obsidiana both. Sashca and her maidens take the lead in teasing — they toy with the slaves, bring them to the edge, make them ache for release… and then laugh as they’re denied. Obsidiana, of course, oversees it all with her chilling grace. Even Martessa and Vespera take part.”

“Martessa,” Sofia said softly, remembering the crack of the whip across Ethan’s back.

Liora nodded, her voice quiet now, more serious. “She ensures discipline. No slave dares act out tonight. Vespera, on the other hand, plays with their minds. She turns their desires into nightmares. Fear and lust become one in her hands.”

“And what’s our role?” Sofia asked, feeling the weight of the moment.

Liora’s gaze locked with hers, her voice low and clear. “We remind them that they are nothing without us. That their only purpose is to serve, obey, and suffer for our amusement. You will be given a ceremony space, a number of slaves — and complete freedom to use them as you please.”

Sofia’s breath caught slightly — not from fear, but anticipation.

Liora smiled knowingly. “You’ve tasted power now, Sofia. Tonight, you’ll use it”

Their conversation drifted into silence again, the weight of what was to come settling between them like a velvet curtain. The torchlight flickered against the black stone columns, casting long shadows across the courtyard. Sofia’s eyes lingered on the horizon of the realm, where the sky deepened into that endless, moonlit dusk.

And then… a hush.

The air shifted.

Even the ambient murmur of the courtyard seemed to still — not by command, but by reverence.

Liora stood. “He’s coming,” she murmured, her tone low and deferential.

A figure approached through the central arch of the quadrangle — tall, bare-chested, his obsidian skin etched with faint silver sigils that pulsed faintly with ancient power. His long, braided hair swung behind his back like a warrior’s banner, and his chiseled form moved with the slow grace of something older than time. Around his neck hung a silver collar etched with markings that predated language — a symbol of service, but not submission. At his wrists and ankles were thick cuffs, each engraved with runes that bound him to the divine.

Tyrus.

The Primordial Slave of Goddess Obsidiana.

A relic of the realm’s birth. The first to kneel — and the only male ever said to have stood beside a goddess in the shaping of night.

As he approached, Sofia felt it — an energy, vast and crushing. A pulse of dark, silent force that rippled against her skin, pressed into her chest, and settled in her belly like a storm. Her breath caught. Her legs tensed. She felt… drawn to him. Not with affection, but with something primal, instinctual. It was like staring into the void and feeling it stare back.

Tyrus stopped several paces before them. His eyes — silver, deep as mirrors — rested on Sofia.

Liora bowed her head, respectfully. “Tyrus.”

But Sofia… did not.

She met his gaze. Her heartbeat thundered in her ears, not with fear, but with command. And she heard a whisper — not from him… but from herself.

“Kneel.”

She didn’t speak it aloud. She didn’t have to.

The word pulsed from her mind like a blade of will — sharp, irresistible, dripping with authority.

Tyrus’s expression did not change.

But he knelt.

One knee to the ground. Head bowed.

The courtyard stilled again.

Sofia’s eyes widened, her lips parting in a stunned breath — and beside her, Liora stiffened.

“That’s… impossible,” she whispered, barely audible. “He kneels only for the goddess…”

But Sofia wasn’t finished.

Her pulse quickened. Her breath grew shallow as she stared down at the Primordial slave — the very embodiment of obedience — and let her power flow nonce more.

“Show me,” she whispered into his mind, her voice slipping through his thoughts like silk.

“Let me see what the goddess sees in you.”

She reached out with her will — a whisper wrapped in temptation and authority — and guided his hand down, lower… to the thick weight of his cock, resting heavy between his thighs. She felt him resist — but only for a moment.

Then, slowly, silently… he obeyed.

His hand gripped the base and began to stroke. The motion was deliberate, slow, and powerful — each pull revealing the growing hardness, the sheer magnitude of him. His cock thickened with each stroke, rising to full strength — a monument to divine devotion.

Liora’s breath hitched beside her. “Sofia…”

Tyrus continued to stroke, his movements slow and deliberate, each motion betraying the iron control forged over centuries of servitude. But beneath the surface — beneath the sculpted stillness of his expression — something stirred.

He had knelt before goddesses. Had stood, unflinching, before Obsidiana’s punishments, had endured the cruel rites of Martessa, and even survived Vespera’s whispered tortures of the mind. His body had known agony. His mind had known darkness. His soul had been shaped and reshaped by the very forces that created the Nocturne Realm.

And yet…

Now, kneeling before this new maiden, her voice wrapping through his thoughts like moonlight through fog, something ancient inside him flickered.

At first, he resisted it — that subtle draw. The way her command had threaded through his mind not with brute force, but with coaxing certainty. She hadn’t demanded. She hadn’t screamed. She had whispered.

And he had obeyed.

He watched her through his silver eyes — still stroking himself, his cock fully hard now, thick and glistening in the torchlight. Each movement sent a jolt through him, not just of sensation, but of awareness. Her power wasn’t chaotic. It was precise. Focused. Natural, in the way gravity is natural — a force that simply cannot be resisted.

His lips parted slightly — not to speak, but to breathe her in.

She stood still, her midnight-blue robes falling around her in shadowy waves, her dark eyes locked onto his. There was no lust in her stare, not the kind men were used to. There was assessment. Control. Hunger with direction.

Tyrus felt a twinge in his chest — something dangerously close to curiosity. Dangerous, because he was not meant to feel curiosity. Not anymore. He had been broken long ago, sculpted into a flawless relic of obedience. But now…

Now there was a ripple.

“She shouldn’t be able to do this,” a quiet voice whispered in the back of his mind — not his own, but a memory of Obsidiana’s ancient warnings. “If ever one arises who can command without asking… kneel without demand… it is no longer the slave who must fear, but the gods themselves.”

Tyrus blinked slowly.

He was still stroking.

And his cock — still hard, heavy, pulsing — was no longer simply performing a ritual act of obedience. It was becoming something more.

Something… dangerous.

His body had responded to thousands of commands, but never before had it felt like it wanted to. Not until now.

And Sofia… she knew. He could see it in her eyes. She saw the tension building in his shoulders, the slight hitch in his breath, the way his hand slowed as his mind fought between instinct and training.

She saw it. And she said nothing.

She simply watched — a silent queen in the making.

And that terrified him more than any whip ever had.

He bowed his head, not in defeat… but in respect.

“You are being summoned,” he said, voice low and steady, though something flickered behind it now — something not even he could fully name.

“By the Goddess Obsidiana herself.”

Sofia didn’t move. Not yet.

But her smile — subtle, restrained, undeniably pleased — told him everything.

She had felt it too.

The crack.


Chapter Two

The antechamber was veiled in half-light, the walls made of smooth black stone that shimmered like starlit obsidian. Delicate runes pulsed faintly along the edges, whispering with the weight of ancient power. The air was thick with the scent of nightflowers — dark, spiced blossoms that bloomed only under the crescent moon — and something more elusive: the cool, commanding essence of shadow itself.

It was a place reserved only for the goddesses — not a throne room, but something far more private. Intimate. A sanctum of watching and weighing, where the movements of their realm unfolded like a performance for divine eyes alone.

A tall window, framed by curtains of translucent midnight silk, opened out over the Inner Quadrangle. Through it, the goddesses could see the stone paths winding between the towers, the flickering torchlight below, and — at this very moment — Sofia, standing before the kneeling form of Tyrus, her power radiating like a star that had just begun to burn.

Two figures stood in front of the window, statuesque and silent.

Goddess Obsidiana — Empress of the Nocturne Realm — was wrapped in a floor-length gown of black glass silk, fitted to her body like poured shadow. The bodice was high and sharp, shaped like an open collar of crescent blades, while the lower half swept behind her in ripples of velvet that never quite touched the floor. Her skin glowed faintly with its own cool luminescence, and her long, ink-black hair flowed down her back in measured waves, crowned by a delicate silver circlet carved from voidstone.

Beside her stood Goddess Sashca, glowing in sharp contrast. Her gown was sheer and deceptively simple — a gossamer white that clung to her petite frame, with hints of gold embroidery curling around her hips and thighs like vines. The off-shoulder cut framed her neck and chest, drawing attention to her every movement. She stood barefoot on the polished black floor, toes painted the color of ripe pomegranate, her aura playful yet seething with layered intent.

Together, they watched in silence as Sofia whispered into Tyrus’s mind — and as the Primordial Slave, bound by no one but Obsidiana herself, knelt.

It was Sashca who finally broke the silence. Her voice, as always, was sweet at first — soft, high, tinged with music — but the words carried venom and knowing beneath their lightness.

“Well, well,” she said, tilting her head, “your little shadow-blooded maiden is proving… surprisingly assertive.”

Obsidiana’s gaze did not shift. “She didn’t just make him kneel,” she murmured. “She made him stroke.”

Sashca laughed, the sound like wind chimes trembling just before a storm. “Mmm… even I haven’t made him do that in a few centuries. You do keep interesting pets, sister.”

Obsidiana’s eyes narrowed. “She is no pet.”

“Oh?” Sashca turned toward her, an eyebrow raised. “She kneels to you.”

“She serves me,” Obsidiana corrected, her tone cool, refined. “She has not yet knelt. And I do not intend to force her.”

Sashca smirked, glancing back at the scene. “She’s awakening quickly. Too quickly. This power… she doesn’t borrow it. She breathes it.”

“She was born for it,” Obsidiana said quietly. “There are echoes of the deep void in her mind — the kind we haven’t seen since before the realms separated.”

“Then perhaps,” Sashca purred, her fingers brushing across the sill, “she is not one of your priestesses at all. Perhaps she is a seed that found its way here, and bloomed under our gaze.”

Obsidiana’s eyes glimmered. “Or perhaps she is something neither of us expected.”

They watched a moment longer — Sofia now turning to Liora, the air around her crackling with quiet authority.

“She made Tyrus kneel,” Sashca whispered, this time softer, more serious. “And not because of fear. He wanted to. Or rather… he had to.”

“She called to the part of him that remembers what it is to be remade,” Obsidiana said. “Even he has forgotten that part of himself. Until now.”

Sashca tilted her head again, considering. “Then… will you test her?”

Obsidiana finally turned from the window, her robes sweeping like shadow across glass. “She is already being tested. The Crescent Moon Festival begins tonight. Let us see how she wields power… when every eye is on her.”

Sashca smiled, her fingers laced together behind her back as she twirled once, her gown floating around her thighs like mist. “And if she loses control?”

Obsidiana’s voice was like a blade sheathed in silk.

“She won’t.”

The tall, rune-carved doors creaked open, spilling a faint, silvery glow from the corridor into the antechamber’s deep twilight.

Sofia entered, her bare feet silent on the obsidian floor, her sapphire robes flowing like liquid dusk around her legs. Her expression was composed, but her eyes shimmered with the heat of the moment just passed — the echo of command, the thrill of obedience. She stepped forward with quiet elegance, the kind that no longer imitated power… but possessed it.

Two figures followed behind her.

Jonathan, her slave, walked a pace behind and to the left, his head bowed, the simple leather cuffs at his wrists a silent reminder of his submission. His bare body moved in fluid reverence, his gaze fixed on the black marble tiles.

And behind him, taller, broader, darker — Tyrus.

The Primordial Slave moved like a silent storm, his body still flushed, his cock still swollen and glistening from the act of forced arousal. The silver sigils carved into his skin pulsed faintly, as if disturbed by something beyond physical touch. He walked behind Sofia not as a prisoner… but as something summoned.

Obsidiana stood in the center of the chamber, her back straight, her presence absolute. She had not turned as the doors opened — but now, as Sofia crossed the threshold, her gaze lifted. A single glance took in everything: the posture, the balance of command, the effect.

Then she turned.

Her robes swirled behind her like smoke as she walked toward Tyrus — not fast, not slow — but with the elegance of inevitability. The room seemed to hush around her as she approached the primordial slave, her gaze fixed on the swollen length between his legs.

Without a word, she extended a single hand, fingers long and pale as moonlight, and ran them slowly along the underside of his cock — from base to tip.

Tyrus flinched.

Not from pain. From the weight of being touched by her.

Her fingers glided back down, then came to rest beneath the heavy shaft. Her eyes never left it. Then she spoke, her voice as soft as it was terrifying.

“What have you done, Sofia?”

It was not accusation.

It was not curiosity.

It was acknowledgement — that something had shifted.

Obsidiana raised her gaze at last, her dark eyes locking with Sofia’s.

“You stirred something in him that I haven’t seen in centuries,” she said. “Even Martessa hasn’t wrung this from him.” She turned back to Tyrus’s cock, stroking it once more with the same detached grace one might show a ceremonial blade. “This is not obedience. It is… awakening.”

A soft, breathy giggle drifted through the room.

Sashca.

She stepped forward from the shadowed window, her white-gold gown clinging to her curves like spun desire, a single hand brushing her own thigh as she observed the scene with sparkling mischief.

“Well…” she purred, “it would be a shame to waste it.”

Her eyes flicked to Sofia, and a slow, wicked smile curled on her lips. “Perhaps the girl should put it to use. She clearly knows how to speak his language.”

Obsidiana tilted her head slightly, considering.

The chamber swelled with tension — not hostility, but charged possibility. Tyrus stood still, muscles tight, his cock still fully hard, his breath low and controlled. Jonathan remained kneeling in quiet reverence, but his eyes flickered up, just once, to watch.

Sofia stood her ground.

She didn’t flinch.

She didn’t bow.

She met Obsidiana’s gaze — not as an equal, but as one becoming something close.

“I didn’t intend to stir him,” she said calmly. “I simply… spoke.” Her eyes shifted to Tyrus, then back. “And he listened.”

Obsidiana’s lips twitched — a movement so small it might have been amusement… or threat. She circled Tyrus slowly, each step deliberate, predatory, her fingers tracing the contours of his carved form. When she reached his side, her hand slid down his flank, over the deep lines of his abdomen, and came to rest just above the base of his engorged cock.

She didn’t touch it.

Not yet.

Instead, she whispered, her voice velvet-edged shadow.

“Do you feel how close he is, Sofia?”

Tyrus remained frozen, every muscle flexed beneath the surface, a statue carved not of stone, but submission. His cock twitched in the cool air, fully erect, pulsing with restrained need — a monument to the unbearable tension within him.

“Hard and ready,” Obsidiana murmured, trailing her fingers in slow circles across his hip. “But not begging. Not pleading. Not broken. That’s because we haven’t touched what matters most…”

She stepped closer, her voice dropping to a near purr as she leaned toward Sofia. “…his mind.”

Across the chamber, Sashca let out a playful hum, twirling once on her bare feet before gracefully lowering herself beside Jonathan, who still knelt silently beside his mistress. Her sheer white gown shimmered as she moved, clinging like a second skin. She crouched, eye-level with him, brushing a single finger beneath his chin, lifting his face.

“Such a pretty thing,” she said sweetly. “So quiet. So obedient.” She leaned in closer. “But I wonder what thoughts are locked away in that thick skull of yours. What ache he hides behind that still tongue.”

Jonathan’s eyes trembled — not from fear, but from restraint. A different kind of tension swam behind his gaze, a mix of worship, arousal, and confusion.

“Let’s show her,” Sashca said, glancing at Sofia, “what they look like… when we don’t touch the cock, but everything around it.”

Obsidiana gave a single nod.

“Sofia,” she said, calm and commanding, “I want you to do something. Look at them — Tyrus and Jonathan. Feel them. Not with your hands. Not with your mouth. With your mind.”

Sofia’s breath caught slightly.

She turned toward Tyrus, then to Jonathan, her gaze drifting between the two bound, bare, beautiful forms before her. She closed her eyes.

And reached.

She sent her mind forward like fingers stretching into the dark — subtle, silk-wrapped tendrils of will that brushed the edges of consciousness. She didn’t speak, but they felt her — both of them — felt her presence slip into their thoughts, their needs, their waiting desperation.

In Tyrus’s mind, she whispered:

“You’ve served goddesses for eons. But none have spoken to this part of you. The part that wants… more.”

And to Jonathan:

“You ache, don’t you? Every breath beside me, every moment you kneel… it builds. You love your cage. You hate it. You need it.”

Their bodies reacted immediately.

Tyrus let out a long, slow breath — the first sign of crack in his unshakable composure — his cock twitching again, harder now, glistening at the tip.

Jonathan shuddered. A quiet, desperate moan escaped his lips as his hips shifted ever so slightly.

“They feel it,” Sashca cooed, biting her lip in delight. “Look at their bodies — barely touched, but aching.”

Obsidiana stepped behind Tyrus again, placing one hand flat on the center of his back, not pushing — just holding. Grounding.

“They don’t need our fingers,” she said to Sofia, her voice low and reverent now. “Not when the mind is already bound. Tease their thoughts, and the body will follow.”

Sofia opened her eyes.

Power hummed at her fingertips — not magic, but will. She stepped forward, one hand lifting, hovering above Jonathan’s cock. She didn’t touch him — but she sent the thought:

“You want my hand. You imagine it every night. But I will never give it freely.”

Jonathan gasped softly. His body responded before he could control it, his cock stiffening, the leather of his chastity cage tightening painfully around the strain of arousal. His breath became shallow.

Tyrus’s breath hitched again — and this time, a low, guttural groan escaped his throat.

Sashca clapped her hands once in delight. “Oh, she understands!”

Obsidiana’s voice came next — slow, cold, absolute.

“Tonight, during the Dance of the Crescent Tease, you will be given a space. An audience. Slaves. You will bring them to the edge — mind, body, and soul. You will torment them, love them, break them. And you will do it without ever giving them release.”

She moved closer, her eyes gleaming. “Can you do that, Sofia?”

Sofia met her gaze without flinching.

“I can do more.”

Obsidiana smiled — and this time, it was not subtle

Obsidiana’s smile was slow, sharpened by the weight of prophecy unspoken. It wasn’t warmth—it was recognition.

Behind her, Sashca’s laughter had faded into something gentler, more measured. She now ran her fingers down Jonathan’s chest, not to arouse, but to feel the tremble beneath his skin—evidence of the torment Sofia had just inflicted without laying a finger.

“Oh, she can do more,” Sashca murmured, her tone velvet-soft. “I felt it the moment she arrived in this realm. Her power isn’t raw. It’s hungry. And hunger, darling…” she turned her gaze on Sofia again, eyes gleaming, “…can be trained.”

Obsidiana stepped closer to Sofia. The room itself seemed to draw tighter around them. Even the flickering torches dimmed in reverence. Tyrus remained kneeling, hard, glistening, trembling with the echo of commands he had not yet been released from. Jonathan’s breathing was still shallow, his cock twitching within the cruel confines of the cage.

And Sofia stood between them all — upright, poised, ready.

Obsidiana lifted a single hand and brushed it along Sofia’s cheek, the gesture intimate yet testing, as though feeling the quality of her flesh beneath the divine pressure of her gaze.

“There’s more than power in you,” the Empress whispered. “There’s something ancient. Something I didn’t shape.”

Her fingers curled softly beneath Sofia’s chin, lifting her gaze toward her own. “And if I didn’t place it in you… then something else did.”

Sofia swallowed slowly. “And if I shape it myself?”

Obsidiana’s smile returned. “Then you are not mine… yet.”

The word hung in the air like perfume. Yet.

Sashca’s bare feet padded softly across the floor until she stood beside them, her white-gold robe shimmering like temptation itself. She gently laid her head on Obsidiana’s shoulder, though her eyes remained fixed on Sofia.

“Shall we show her?” Sashca purred. “What it means to carry power that men ache for, and goddesses respect?”

Obsidiana didn’t answer with words. She turned to Tyrus and snapped her fingers once.

His body froze, every muscle tense, then relaxed — but he didn’t move. He simply remained there, aching, still hard, still kneeling.

Then to Jonathan, Sashca cooed: “Come to me, pet.”

Jonathan hesitated — only for the briefest moment — but that was enough. Sashca’s eyes narrowed, and a rush of invisible will snapped through the room like a whip. Jonathan flinched and crawled forward instantly, dropping to his knees before her.

She turned to Sofia, her voice sweet and poisonous.

“You must learn that the body is only the gate. It’s the mind that binds them to us. Let them believe they’re about to be touched, loved, used… and then steal it away. That’s where the real devotion is born.”

Obsidiana nodded. “This is the essence of the Crescent Moon Festival. To stir them. To ruin them. To leave them with their cocks hard, their minds broken, and their hearts begging to be enslaved.”

Sofia looked at Jonathan, then at Tyrus, both kneeling, trembling, filled with heat and tension. She could feel them. She didn’t need to touch them. They were already responding to her, their arousal now attached to her every breath.

She whispered—quiet, controlled—into both of their minds at once.

“You’ll dream of this moment every time you ache. And I won’t let you forget what it means to want what you’ll never have.”

Both men moaned softly. Both cocks twitched. Neither moved.

The room was silent.

And then Obsidiana’s voice cut through it like silk-wrapped steel.

“You will perform tonight, Sofia.”

Sashca grinned beside her. “Oh yes… in the Circle of Tease. Your own ring. Your own crowd. Your own slaves.”

Obsidiana added, her voice a shadowed promise, “You will not be watched as a student.”

She stepped back, eyes gleaming.

“You will be watched as a goddess in the making.”


Chapter Three

The Stables of Martessa

The skies above the Nocturne Realm remained a swirling tapestry of eternal twilight — a canopy of violet-black clouds lit only by the pale shimmer of the crescent moon and the cold fire of celestial runes carved into the heavens. Beneath that sky, behind the high, iron-clad walls of the Disciplinary Stables, Goddess Martessa moved with unyielding grace across a gravel-lined courtyard, the sharp click of her boots punctuating the silence like ritual drumbeats.

Her figure was a striking force of authority and discipline: tall, broad-shouldered, her athletic form honed like a weapon. She wore tight black trousers tucked into knee-high obsidian boots, their surfaces polished to a mirror finish. A thick, sleeveless leather waistcoat clung to her powerful torso, accentuating her sculpted arms and the silver etchings of rank embedded across her shoulders. A long black bullwhip coiled neatly at her side, swaying like a tail of living authority with each calculated step.

Crawling behind her on all fours, leashed with a thick chain of enchanted iron, was her Valenour, Cerus — a living symbol of what became of unruly men in her dominion.

He was entirely encased in fitted black leather — from his neck to his fingertips and toes — with only his eyes visible through a narrow slit in the full-face mask he wore. A high steel collar, engraved with runes of silence and humility, locked around his neck. He moved silently across the gravel, never standing, never hesitating. The weight of his chains and the constant, degrading posture were reminders of his purpose: to be seen, not heard; displayed, not valued.

As Martessa reached the tall arched door leading into the inner stable, two Domina maidens stepped aside and opened it for her without a word. The door groaned, then gave way to the warm, musky scent of sweat, leather, and controlled suffering. The Stables of Martessa were part barracks, part temple — a place where men were not merely trained, but reshaped into tools of the realm.

Inside, in one of the large, open training stalls, stood Valira, framed in silhouette beneath an arched iron beam. The light of a single overhead lantern spilled across the room, catching the glint of metal restraints and sweat-slick skin.

Ethan was bound there, arms raised high above his head and shackled to a black iron post. His legs were spread and tethered at the ankles to bolts in the floor, leaving his body stretched, exposed, and helpless. His cock remained caged in its cruel metal sheath, still marked with the dried evidence of torment past. His back bore faint red lines, the souvenirs of Valira’s earlier pleasures, and his head hung low, chest heaving with the weight of endurance.

Valira turned as Martessa entered, her expression calm, amused — but respectful. She wore a corseted leather harness, black and form-fitting, with silver buckles running along the sides and across her hips. Her long black gloves were smeared faintly with oil, and a narrow-bladed riding crop hung from a ring at her belt. Her eyes sparkled with sadistic satisfaction.

“Martessa,” she greeted smoothly, inclining her head. “I was just warming him up for you.”

Martessa stepped forward, the sound of her boots echoing sharply on the stone floor as she approached the bound figure. Her presence shifted the air — colder, heavier. Ethan, still shackled to the post, lifted his head just enough to see her, his lips trembling, his eyes wide with dread. He knew her reputation. Everyone in the realm did.

“Is that what you call it now?” Martessa replied, her voice low and calm, yet laced with something unforgiving. She stopped just behind Ethan and looked him up and down like a butcher inspecting a carcass.

“I’ve seen livestock prepared with more dignity,” she added flatly, then circled him.

Her hand rose, not gently, and slapped his flank — hard.

Ethan jerked in his restraints, a startled cry escaping his lips.

Valira chuckled softly. “Oh, don’t be dramatic, pet. That was just a love tap.”

Martessa said nothing at first. She continued to walk around him slowly, her gloved fingers tapping, flicking, occasionally slapping different parts of his body — his ribs, his thighs, his lower back. Each touch carried the cold efficiency of a trainer checking for flaws.

“Soft here,” she muttered, poking just beneath his ribs. “Still resisting here.” She ran her nails down the inside of his thigh. “No visible submission in the hips. And yet…”

She moved in front of him, looking directly into his eyes. “The eyes are starting to go. The confusion is setting in. Good. That’s where it starts.”

Valira leaned against a wooden beam, watching with amusement. “He broke once yesterday. Not completely. But it was his first crack.”

Martessa raised an eyebrow as she stepped back. “Not surprising. The way you used him was… spirited.”

Valira smirked, then crossed her arms. “I was considering a new direction for him.”

Martessa folded her hands behind her back, circling him once more. “Speak.”

Valira’s tone grew more measured. “He still clings to memory. Identity. Not just of Sofia… but of being a man. That won’t last. And when it shatters completely… I believe he would make an excellent Valenour.”

Martessa stopped walking.

The silence that followed was full.

Ethan’s breath caught.

A Valenour. A status lower than slave. A pet. Stripped of language. Of rights. Of name. Only to be displayed, humiliated, and owned.

Martessa slowly turned her head to look at Valira. “You think he deserves that fate?”

Valira’s eyes flicked toward Ethan’s trembling form. “Deserve? That’s irrelevant. It’s about what he could become. His body is pliant. His mind… bruised. He’s emotionally bound to a maiden he may never touch again. All of this makes him ripe for the collar. And more importantly —” she smiled slowly, “—he still fights it. That makes it so much more satisfying when the leash finally clicks closed.”

Martessa looked at Ethan once more. She stepped forward again, this time grabbing his chin and forcing him to look up into her sharp, unblinking gaze.

“You’d look exquisite in leather,” she murmured. “Mouthless. Silenced. Caged, crawling at her feet. Nothing left of who you once were.”

Ethan whimpered, his arms straining in the cuffs above him.

Martessa released his chin and delivered a sudden, stinging slap to his face — not out of anger, but calculation.

“He’s not ready,” she declared flatly. “But he’s close. The decision will be hers, of course,” she added, nodding toward Valira, “or perhaps Sofia’s, if the gods will it.”

“He’s not ready,” Martessa declared flatly. “But he’s close. The decision will be hers, of course,” she added, nodding toward Valira, “or perhaps Sofia’s, if the gods will it.”

Then, without breaking stride or changing tone, she turned toward her crawling pet. “Cerus.”

The leather-bound Valenour perked up at the sound of his name. Though no words could escape from behind the mask that sealed his lower face, he responded instantly, crawling forward on all fours like a trained beast. His limbs moved with silent reverence, the chain from his collar dragging faintly against the floor.

Martessa walked with him to the center of the stall, just beneath where Ethan was bound — naked, stretched, exposed. She stood between them now — one a man still clinging to the last shreds of identity, and the other a creature who had long since surrendered everything.

Ethan’s eyes flicked down to the masked slave moving toward him — crawling, obedient, and completely unashamed. Panic flickered behind his gaze.

Martessa turned her head to him, cool and amused.

“You still believe yourself above him?” she asked, her tone casual. “You still think you’re something more? A man, perhaps? A lover? A partner to one of us?”

Her smile didn’t reach her eyes.

“Then let this be your lesson.”

She gestured, a silent command.

Cerus crawled forward the final steps and knelt between Ethan’s parted legs. Slowly, reverently, the Valenour leaned forward and pressed his masked face to the base of Ethan’s cock cage. Ethan flinched hard, a hoarse sound escaping his throat — a mix of shame, arousal, and denial.

Valira leaned against the stable post, arms folded, smiling darkly. “Oh, gods, look at him…”

“Delightful, isn’t it?” Martessa mused. “A slave tasting a slave. But this one…” she motioned to Cerus, “…knows what he is.”

Ethan shook his head, his arms straining uselessly above him. “Please—don’t—don’t make him…”

Martessa took a step forward and grabbed a fistful of his hair, yanking his head back so he was forced to look straight down at the sight of the Valenour now licking slowly, almost lovingly, along the shaft of his cage.

“Oh, Ethan,” she whispered, right at his ear. “No one’s making him do anything. He wants to. That’s what you don’t understand yet. The lowest among you… aren’t destroyed. They’re freed.”

Her words wrapped around his mind like a collar of smoke and steel.

And then, with perfect, deliberate care, Martessa moved to her Valenour.

Cerus remained kneeling between Ethan’s thighs, obedient and motionless, still licking and kissing along the edges of the iron chastity device, his hands gripping Ethan’s trembling thighs with steady reverence.

Martessa crouched beside him, one gloved hand reaching to the back of the thick black leather mask. A series of silver clasps and hooks shimmered faintly in the low light. She slid her fingers beneath the topmost strap, undoing it with the skill of a handler tending to her finest beast. Slowly, she peeled back the front portion of the mask — just enough to bare Cerus’s mouth.

His lips were flushed, eager. His breath warm and soft, and his tongue immediately darted out, as if tasting freedom… or heat.

Ethan whimpered.

Martessa stood again, towering now above the both of them, her boot heels clicking once as she positioned herself behind Ethan’s body. Then, with a slow, theatrical flourish, she pulled from her belt a black iron key, small and ornate, shaped like a crescent moon pierced with a thorn.

“Do you know what this is?” she asked aloud, though she wasn’t really asking.

Ethan’s head shook in small, panicked movements. His breathing had become erratic, shallow, his bound form trembling under the weight of so much unseen pressure.

“It’s not just a key to your cage,” Martessa said, stepping closer, raising it to eye level. “It’s a key to your self-respect. To your illusions. To everything you think still makes you a man.”

She leaned forward and whispered, “And I’m going to take it all.”

With that, she slid the key into the base of the metal chastity device.

Click.

The lock gave with a mechanical sigh, and she pulled the cage away, letting it fall to the floor with a dull metallic chime.

Ethan’s cock sprang free — red, swollen, glistening, twitching with desperate tension. The sudden exposure made him gasp, the cool air licking over his slick skin like another layer of mockery.

Cerus’s mouth was already moving — wrapping slowly around the now-freed shaft, his tongue lapping eagerly, lips stretching over the head as he began to suck with a practiced, almost devotional rhythm.

Ethan’s body jolted.

His cry was torn from him — not just from pleasure, but from the storm of horror and helplessness crashing down inside him. His cock, freed for the first time in days, was already leaking, throbbing violently with the pressure of denial, and now… now he was being worshipped by a mute, masked creature on his knees.

“Oh gods—p-please—don’t—don’t make me…” Ethan moaned, shame thick in every syllable.

Martessa moved beside him again, watching his expression as Cerus’s mouth slid up and down his shaft, slow and wet, unrelenting.

“No one’s making you, pet,” she said softly. “You’re going to cum because you want to. Because your body belongs to anyone who’s willing to claim it.”

Valira watched from the shadows now, her eyes glittering with arousal and amusement. “He’s shaking already,” she whispered. “He won’t last long.”

Cerus’s head bobbed now with methodical grace, lips tight around Ethan’s shaft, his tongue flicking against the underside with each downward motion. Slurping sounds filled the stable — wet, obscene, and deeply, horribly erotic.

Ethan’s hands clenched into fists above his head, the chains rattling, his entire body pulling taut as his mind screamed no while his body screamed yes.

And Martessa leaned in again, pressing her hand to his chest, feeling his heart race like a caged animal.

“I want you to feel this,” she said. “Feel what it’s like to be used by something you once pitied. To cum not from love, or even lust — but from humiliation.”

Her hand slid down his chest, slowly, until she cupped his balls, squeezing just enough to make his legs quake.

Cerus moaned around his cock now, hungry, submissive, suckling him deeper with each thrust of his mouth.

Ethan sobbed. “P-please… I—I can’t… I’m gonna—”

Martessa pulled his head forward by the hair again and made him look down.

“Then cum for him,” she hissed. “Cum for your better.”

And with a broken, shattering moan, Ethan came.

His hips bucked forward, cock pulsing violently between Cerus’s lips, spilling thick ropes of cum into the Valenour’s eager mouth. Cerus swallowed every drop with quiet obedience, never slowing, never resisting.

Ethan collapsed into his restraints, body twitching, his mind splintering under the pressure of it all.

Martessa stepped back, smirking as she watched the final drops leak from Ethan’s now-limp shaft, smeared along Cerus’s lips and chin.

She turned to Valira. “Now,” she said with crisp authority, “he’s ready to be branded.”

Ethan slumped in his bindings, chest rising and falling in ragged gasps, sweat dripping from his brow and shoulders. His body trembled from release, his cock soft and glistening, still slick from Cerus’s mouth. And yet… there was no peace. No satisfaction. Only an awful hollowness, and the slow-burning sting of shame blossoming across his skin.

He couldn’t meet anyone’s gaze. Not Valira’s. Not Martessa’s. Not even Cerus’, who now knelt quietly beside him, licking his lips clean with practiced obedience before lowering his masked face to the floor in submissive stillness.

Martessa took a step back, her boots crunching softly on the gravel-strewn stable floor. Her expression was unreadable — somewhere between admiration and clinical detachment.

She turned to one of the Domina attendants who had entered during the ritual, holding the branding kit in her arms. Inside was the black crescent-shaped iron sigil, a matching set of restraints, and a vial of glowing oil that shimmered like liquid moonlight.

“Restrain his legs,” Martessa ordered flatly.

Two attendants moved forward. With precise efficiency, they undid the ankle tethers and re-secured Ethan’s legs to a steel triangle brace, forcing his thighs wider apart, angling his hips. He was now stretched almost like an offering — wrists still overhead, back arched slightly, legs open. Vulnerable. Accessible.

Valira approached, her leather harness creaking softly as she walked, eyes fixed on the trembling man before her. Her voice was quiet, but biting.

“Do you know what’s coming, Ethan?”

He didn’t answer. Couldn’t.

His lips parted, but no sound emerged.

Valira leaned in, close enough to brush her breath against his neck. “You came for a crawling pet, and now you’ll be marked as one.”

Martessa returned, holding the crescent-shaped brand between a pair of long-handled iron tongs. The sigil was glowing now — not red, but white-hot, almost ethereal, the heat vibrating in the air like a fevered whisper.

She raised it for him to see.

“This,” she said calmly, “is not the mark of ownership. It is the mark of transition. You are not yet a Valenour. But you will be known — publicly — as a man under observation. A prospect. A creature no longer trusted with identity.”

She stepped forward.

“Breathe,” she said simply.

Ethan’s eyes snapped wide with panic as the hot iron approached his inner thigh — just above the soft flesh near his groin. He tried to pull back, instinctively, but the restraints held him firm.

Martessa pressed the brand into his skin.

The hiss of flesh meeting flame filled the stable, a horrible sound — followed immediately by Ethan’s scream.

His body jerked violently, his muscles seizing, as the pain seared through him like molten metal. Tears welled in his eyes, his scream

cracking midway into a sob. The scent of burned skin filled the air, sharp and acrid, clinging to everything.

Martessa held it for a full second… then two… before pulling away.

The sigil glowed faintly on his thigh — a perfect crescent moon, the edges blistered and red, the skin bubbling from the heat. It was vicious, unmistakable, and permanent.

Martessa stepped back, inspecting her work.

He was still gasping, his arms limp in the cuffs, sweat pouring down his body, his thighs trembling violently.

“Apply the oil,” she said coolly.

One of the attendants knelt and carefully uncorked the vial, dripping the shimmering liquid over the raw brand. Ethan whimpered again, the coolness soothing — but only slightly.

Valira circled him now, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction.

“He’ll be so sensitive now,” she said. “One stroke, one whisper, and he’ll remember this moment for the rest of his days.”

Martessa nodded once.

“Good.”

She turned to her attendants.

“Take him to the Preparation Hall. Keep him bound. He serves tonight — broken, marked, and ruined. Just as the festival demands.”


Chapter Four

Ethan lay on a cold, curved marble bench in the center of the Preparation Hall, his arms restrained above his head with padded leather cuffs, his legs spread and secured at the ankles by black iron hooks bolted into the floor. The position was not painful — not exactly — but designed to keep him vulnerable, stretched, and utterly accessible.

The room was cavernous, built from obsidian and dark veined stone. The floor was polished to a high shine, reflecting the warm purple light of enchanted lanterns that floated in the air like captive stars. Along the walls were rows of wooden cabinets and silver hooks, each displaying instruments of purpose — oils, clamps, shears, brushes, and restraints — arranged with ceremonial precision. There were no windows here. Only heat, scent, and silence.

The air was thick with the smell of scented oils, heated leather, and anticipation.

All around him, other slaves were being readied by silent attendants — not trained mistresses, but priestesses of preparation. Their faces were hidden behind smooth masks of ivory and onyx, their hands quick and precise. They did not speak. They did not touch more than necessary. But their presence radiated authority and ritual significance.

Ethan’s body still trembled from the branding. The crescent mark on his thigh throbbed with deep, aching heat. Even the slightest brush of air made the nerve endings around it scream.

His cock had been washed, dried, and caged once more — now in a tighter sheath of silver and black steel. It pulsed softly against the confinement, still sensitive from the forced orgasm, and made worse by the way his body remembered Cerus’s mouth and the sound of the goddesses laughing as he came.

His mind reeled.

He didn’t know how long he’d been there — minutes, hours, days? Time no longer passed in a way he understood. Everything was a blur of voice, touch, and denial. He couldn’t think straight. He couldn’t believe this was real. That he had fallen this far.

That he might fall even further.

Across the hall, a group of freshly branded slaves were being anointed with oil, their collars polished, their bodies inspected. They moved like animals now — on all fours, or in forced postures of surrender — eyes dazed, cocks caged and twitching. The room pulsed with tension, like a backstage before a grand performance.

He knew this wasn’t the festival.

This was before.

This was the last threshold before they were paraded out — used, displayed, and broken for entertainment, pleasure, and worship.

Ethan let out a low breath, his eyes unfocused, staring up into the endless black ceiling. His skin was slick with sweat. His thighs ached. His wrists burned.

He wanted to scream.

He wanted to run.

He wanted… to kneel.

And that was the worst part.

He was beginning to want it.

Ethan barely registered the sound of footsteps approaching — soft, measured, deliberate. The masked attendants returned, silent in their movements, their faces unreadable behind masks of ivory trimmed in gold. Their black robes brushed the floor as they gathered around him, three in number, moving like priests before a sacrifice.

They said nothing.

They didn’t need to.

The restraints were undone, but he was not freed — merely repositioned. One hand pressed gently to his chest, guiding him to roll over. Another gripped his hair, lifting his head just enough to slide a padded support beneath it. The last unlocked his ankle bindings and shifted his legs apart, widening him further across the marble slab.

Ethan whimpered softly, his body obeying without protest.

A bowl of steaming, dark water was placed beside the bench, perfumed with spiced oils — cedar, crushed nightflower, and something muskier, almost animal. One of the attendants dipped a thick sponge into it and began to wash him.

They started at his neck — slow, circular strokes, tracing along the curve of his throat, down over his collarbones, then further across his chest. The sponge was warm, but not soothing. It reminded him of ceremonial baths he had seen in temples — not a cleansing, but a preparation.

The second attendant followed behind with a cloth dipped in glowing oil, trailing where the water had passed, leaving a faint sheen along his skin. It made his chest gleam, his thighs glisten, his scent change — no longer just the sweat of fear, but the soft perfume of something being presented.

Another sponge found its way to his hips, his belly, moving with the same calculated care. When it reached his cock, still bound tightly in the fresh silver cage, Ethan tensed — not from pain, but from shame.

And yet…

He moaned.

Softly. Barely audible. But real.

The third attendant pressed the sponge between his legs, behind his balls, gently scrubbing the crease of his thighs and the soft, exposed area just beneath them. The touch was precise, impersonal… but Ethan’s hips twitched against it. His breath hitched. His cock throbbed inside its cage.

Why am I reacting like this? he thought, a flicker of defiance rising—only to be crushed again beneath waves of heat, pressure, and humiliation.

He wasn’t being pleasured.

He wasn’t being touched with lust.

He was being prepared.

Like an object.

An animal.

He felt himself slipping again — not physically, but in the core of who he was. Each brush of the sponge, each fresh line of oil drawn across his limbs, was removing another layer of memory. Of manhood. Of Ethan.

When they turned him over and began to wash his back, he didn’t resist. He didn’t even look at them. His arms hung loosely at his sides. His mind floated.

They cleaned the dried sweat from his shoulder blades, the lash marks across his lower back. One paused at the seared, blistered crescent-moon brand still fresh on his inner thigh. They didn’t soothe it — just oiled around it, like caretakers tending to a branded beast.

And when it was done, they collared him.

The collar was heavier than before — wider, thicker, forged of dull, blackened iron and engraved with a single glowing rune: 𐌂, the ancient mark for Pending Assignment. It was not a slave’s collar. It was a creature’s. It had no lock — only a sealed clasp, enchanted and irreversible except by a Domina or Goddess.

Ethan felt it close around his neck with a solid finality.

He trembled. His fingers curled. His cock ached.

They placed a leash through the ring at his throat. Thick, leather-wrapped, unadorned.

And then… he was led.

Down the long corridor of the Preparation Hall, naked, collared, glistening, and fully erect inside his cage. His body was washed and perfumed, but his soul was in tatters.

Other slaves watched from their stations, some kneeling, some still bound to their posts — all knowing exactly what he was now.

Not one of them looked surprised.

The masked attendants did not tug on his leash. They didn’t need to.

He walked.

Head bowed. Muscles tight. Mind screaming.

And deep in the pit of his stomach, curled like smoke, a whisper:

I want more.

He had only just begun to slip into the haze — that dizzy, terrible place where thoughts became fog and submission tasted sweet — when the sound of boots shattered the silence.

A door opened somewhere behind him. Cold air rushed in, followed by the hard stomp of leather soles and the faint jingle of chains. Voices followed — crisp, commanding. Feminine. Familiar.

Domina.

A small group of them entered the Preparation Hall like a pack of wolves surveying a pen of livestock. Their movements were sharp, methodical. They wore deep crimson leather corsets strapped over black uniforms, some marked with the crescent insignia of the goddess Martessa. Each one carried a short-handled whip or a riding crop, and belts lined with polished steel rings that jingled softly as they walked.

They moved from slave to slave, pulling leashes, inspecting bodies, barking short commands.

“Up.”

“Kneel.”

“Open.”

One Domina stopped at Ethan’s marble bench, her boot tapping against the edge with idle irritation. “This one’s for the middle circle,” she muttered. “Marked and soft. Let’s see what he does under torchlight.”

Another Domina approached, grabbing Ethan by the collar. Her gloved hand pulled the leash attached to the iron ring at his throat and yanked him forward roughly.

“Crawl,” she said. “You’re not a man anymore. You crawl now.”

He obeyed.

His limbs ached as he lowered himself to the floor, the weight of the collar dragging against his neck, the leash jerking sharply every time he hesitated. Around him, other slaves were pulled from their stations, forming a line — crawling, collared, washed, and stripped of everything.

One Domina laughed as a slave tripped. She whipped him once across the back, not hard — but just enough to remind everyone watching that the games had already begun.

“Pathetic,” she spat. “I want knees red and backs bowed before we even reach the arena.”

As they moved together, herded like beasts, Ethan caught a glimpse of a mirrored pillar and saw them reflected — a line of naked, glistening bodies crawling forward in silence, every one of them collared and led.

And himself, in the center.

Face flushed.

Eyes distant.

Cock caged.

Thigh branded.

And despite everything, his breath shuddered with each pull of the leash.

He wanted to resist. To scream. To remember who he was.

But all that came instead was the same thought — louder now.

I want more

He had only just begun to slip into the haze — that dizzy, terrible place where thoughts became fog and submission tasted sweet — when the sound of boots shattered the silence.

A door opened somewhere behind him. Cold air rushed in, followed by the hard stomp of leather soles and the faint jingle of chains. Voices followed — crisp, commanding. Feminine. Familiar.

Domina.

A small group of them entered the Preparation Hall like a pack of wolves surveying a pen of livestock. Their movements were sharp, methodical. They wore deep crimson leather corsets strapped over black uniforms, some marked with the crescent insignia of the goddess Martessa. Each one carried a short-handled whip or a riding crop, and belts lined with polished steel rings that jingled softly as they walked.

They moved from slave to slave, pulling leashes, inspecting bodies, barking short commands.

“Up.”

“Kneel.”

“Open.”

One Domina stopped at Ethan’s marble bench, her boot tapping against the edge with idle irritation. “This one’s for the middle circle,” she muttered. “Marked and soft. Let’s see what he does under torchlight.”

Another Domina approached, grabbing Ethan by the collar. Her gloved hand pulled the leash attached to the iron ring at his throat and yanked him forward roughly.

“Crawl,” she said. “You’re not a man anymore. You crawl now.”

He obeyed.

His limbs ached as he lowered himself to the floor, the weight of the collar dragging against his neck, the leash jerking sharply every time he hesitated. Around him, other slaves were pulled from their stations, forming a line — crawling, collared, washed, and stripped of everything.

One Domina laughed as a slave tripped. She whipped him once across the back, not hard — but just enough to remind everyone watching that the games had already begun.

“Pathetic,” she spat. “I want knees red and backs bowed before we even reach the arena.”

As they moved together, herded like beasts, Ethan caught a glimpse of a mirrored pillar and saw them reflected — a line of naked, glistening bodies crawling forward in silence, every one of them collared and led.

And himself, in the center.

Face flushed.

Eyes distant.

Cock caged.

Thigh branded.

And despite everything, his breath shuddered with each pull of the leash.

He wanted to resist. To scream. To remember who he was.

But all that came instead was the same thought — louder now.

I want more.

The corridor opened into a vast, open expanse surrounded by dark columns and veiled archways. This was not the festival’s public amphitheatre, nor the throne hall of the goddesses. This was the Arena of Submission — the private inner circle where slaves were lined, sorted, inspected, and softened before being paraded for the formal rites of the Crescent Moon Festival.

The air here pulsed with anticipation.

A glowing crescent moon sigil floated high overhead, rotating slowly in the air and casting a pale, iridescent sheen across the black marble floor. Thick purple and silver banners hung from the surrounding walls, embroidered with the crests of the ruling goddesses. Between the pillars, ornamental lanterns floated at chest height, shedding flickering lavender fire that danced across the glossy stone. The scent of incense — sharp and musky — hung thick in the air.

Ethan was led in on a leash, crawling on hands and knees, his collar gleaming dully in the light, his thighs slick with oil, his cock still caged but twitching from every jolt of movement.

He wasn’t alone.

Dozens of other male slaves were already being herded into place, each in various stages of arousal and despair. Some wore cages. Some wore masks. Others were gagged, their mouths stuffed with crescent-shaped bits or collars with bells that jingled softly as they moved. All were naked, marked, and owned.

And towering among them were the Domina — the enforcers of the goddesses’ will.

Clad in tight black leather or blood-red corsets, the Domina Maidens strode through the crowd of crawling men with whips coiled at their hips and paddles dangling from gleaming rings on their belts. Their boots rose to their thighs, and every movement they made radiated authority through cruelty.

Some wore polished steel breastplates over sheer mesh bodysuits, others had nothing covering their legs except thigh holsters and etched garters bearing the sigils of Martessa. Their hair was bound tightly — in braids, in buns, or shaved clean — giving them the look of both priestesses and executioners.

One of them grabbed Ethan’s leash, yanking it without warning. “Move, pet,” she snapped. “This isn’t your debut. You’re here to kneel and be silent.”

He gasped and obeyed, crawling forward across the polished floor, his knees squeaking slightly against the oiled stone.

Behind him, another slave let out a sharp yelp as a Domina’s whip cracked against his ass — a clean, practiced stroke that left a crimson stripe behind. The Domina laughed, resting one heeled boot on his lower back and leaning her weight in, grinding him into the floor like discarded parchment.

“You’ll squirm more for the maidens than that,” she teased, reaching down to slap his balls with the flat of her paddle. “And I expect to see tears tonight.”

Another Domina was less cruel and more amused. She dragged one slave to the edge of the formation by his cock, gripping the base tightly and tugging like a leash. “Look at you,” she whispered in his ear. “Still proud? Don’t worry. That’ll be gone by the second denial.”

The air buzzed with tension, leather, arousal, and dread. This wasn’t a punishment chamber. It was a theatre of ritual cruelty, and the stagehands — the Domina — were warming up their instruments before the curtain lifted.

Ethan was pushed roughly into line with the others — positioned near the center of the semicircular space, facing a raised obsidian platform that had not yet been occupied. His breathing was ragged. His knees burned. His heart thudded against his ribs.

All around him, whimpers, cries, and the sharp crack of discipline echoed.

And still, there were no goddesses. No maidens.

Not yet.

Just the Domina.

Enjoying their work.

Preparing the prey.

And somewhere deep in Ethan’s chest — buried beneath the fear and shame — a small, awful part of him ached for more.
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