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The Femdom Realm

Part Ten

Trials in the Hall of Crescent Fire


Chapter One

The doors of the Great Hall groaned open, the sound echoing like a low moan through the vast, vaulted space.

The chamber was enormous — a circular temple of black stone and deep violet marble, lit entirely by floating lanterns filled with crescent-moon fire. Their pale, shimmering glow cast long, curved shadows on the smooth floor, each one dancing like the spirits of forgotten slaves. Above, the ceiling rose into a massive dome where enchanted glass panels revealed the twilight sky of the Nocturne Realm. A thousand stars twinkled through it — too close, too sharp — as if the heavens themselves bent to the will of those gathered here.

The room pulsed with heat and tension. The scent of oil, candle smoke, arousal, and fear drifted through the air like perfume.

All around the circular chamber, maidens and goddesses had begun to gather — reclining on black velvet couches, seated upon curved thrones of obsidian and bone, or standing in regal poses by the tall columns that ringed the room. They were draped in silks, leathers, and sheer veils — garments that clung to their bodies like adoration. Each wore her power differently: some with glittering collars of command, others with blades at their hips or staffs wrapped in silver thorns.

The maidens varied — some young and newly risen, their eyes wide with hunger and promise, while others were seasoned in cruelty, sipping dark wine from carved crescent goblets as they whispered and laughed behind masks of feather and lace.

And seated among them were the goddesses.

Obsidiana, radiant in shadow, with her silver-ringed eyes that saw straight through flesh.

Martessa, towering and silent, the hilt of her whip resting against her thigh.

Sashca, lounging like a predator, fingers lazily stroking her wine glass, her lips curved in private amusement.

And far in the back — only half-visible, as if always part shadow — sat Vespera, her eyes glinting with unknowable darkness.

And then… came Ethan.

Dragged in by a thick leather leash, his body still slick from the oils of the preparation hall, his collar locked, his cage tight, his branded thigh raw and red. His legs trembled with every step as he was forced to crawl across the cold, black marble toward the centre of the circle.

The Domina guiding him walked without effort — tall, powerful, her boots thudding like a heartbeat of command. When they reached the middle of the chamber — the spotlight of flame and silence — she yanked the leash sharply.

Ethan stumbled forward with a gasp, falling to his knees in front of a low, circular platform inlaid with silver runes. Before he could lift his head, the Domina gripped his hair and shoved his face down until his cheek was pressed to the floor.

“Stay down,” she hissed. “Eyes lowered. You are not here to see. You are here to be seen.”

Around the room, the murmur of pleasure and interest rippled through the gathered maidens. Some leaned forward. Others smirked. One let out a soft, mocking whistle.

On a velvet dais along the left curve of the room, Valira sat cross-legged on a high-backed throne, her leather-clad thighs parted lazily, her eyes half-lidded with pleasure. Her presence was relaxed — almost distracted — but her attention was entirely focused on the figure kneeling before her.

Ethan’s head remained down, his breathing shallow, his cock twitching painfully within its cage. Every nerve screamed humiliation. Every inch of skin burned with memory. But somewhere, in the heat of it, there was the familiar ache — the awful, delicious ache — of helpless desire.

Across the room, seated in semi-shadow, Sofia watched.

Her robe was sheer, silver-edged, clinging to the curve of her hips and the line of her legs. Her fingers rested on the stem of a dark glass, and at her feet, Jonathan knelt in silence, his head bowed in deep, reverent stillness.

Beside her, Liora leaned in, her red hair tumbling over one bare shoulder. She whispered into Sofia’s ear with a smile:

“You see how she does it? Valira doesn’t need to move. Her power is already inside him.”

Sofia didn’t answer.

Her eyes stayed on the man kneeling in the circle. Something stirred in her — not recognition, not yet — but a tension. A curiosity.

Valira slowly crossed one leg over the other and raised a single finger.

Ethan flinched at the gesture, though she hadn’t touched him.

Liora smirked. “She’s teasing his mind already. Before the games even begin.”

“Can he feel that?” Sofia asked quietly.

Liora turned to her with approval. “Yes. And by the end of tonight, he’ll beg for her hand the way others beg for air.”

In the center of the room, Ethan remained perfectly still — his face pressed to the floor, his body trembling, and every pair of eyes upon him.

He was not called.

He was not spoken to.

And yet… he felt himself slipping.

Not into fear.

But into need

The coldness of the marble floor seeped into Ethan’s cheek, grounding him. Every breath he took fogged the polished stone beneath his mouth. His arms trembled slightly under his weight, knees aching, thighs still burning from the brand. The iron collar at his neck felt heavier than it had earlier — as if it were no longer forged of metal, but meaning.

He could feel the air above him, thick with presence. Not just eyes, but power — watching him, weighing him, measuring the last scraps of resistance left in him like bones stripped of meat.

His mind was a blur of heat and ache.

He had been paraded. Branded. Sucked. Stripped of his voice, his will, his shape. And now, in front of this vast, cruel theatre, he was being displayed.

But what terrified him more than all of it… was how much of him wanted to please.

Please her.

A boot clicked softly in front of him.

He didn’t look up. He didn’t dare. But he knew it was Valira.

The smell of her leather. The subtle spice of her skin. The silence that followed her arrival — not because the room had hushed, but because the space itself adjusted to accommodate her dominance.

Her voice was a slow purr, barely above a whisper, but every syllable carved into him like a ritual blade.

“Pet,” she said, “do you know why you are here?”

His lips parted. He hesitated.

“I—I… serve…”

Crack.

Her whip sliced the air and kissed the marble just beside his face.

“Try again,” she said softly. “But this time, speak like you know you’re beneath me.”

A flush of heat raced across his skin.

He swallowed hard. “I… I serve you, Domina.”

A pause.

Valira walked slowly around him, her heels clicking in a slow, arousing rhythm. “You don’t serve me yet,” she said. “But tonight, you may earn that privilege.”

She stopped behind him.

“Begin your Oath.”

The hall quieted. Even the low murmur of the maidens above ceased. The torches flickered lower, the silver runes beneath Ethan’s knees glowing with soft, moonlit light.

He breathed.

And then, with voice low, trembling, and filled with shame-tinged reverence… he spoke.

“I kneel under the crescent moon,

stripped of name, stripped of pride.

I offer what remains —

my body, my breath, my will —

to the goddess and her chosen hand.

Use me. Shape me. Break me.

Let me suffer to prove my devotion.

Let my denial be my worship.

Let my obedience be my final freedom.”

As the last words left his mouth, he exhaled — shakily, like something inside him had cracked open. The sound of it reverberated, not through stone or space, but inside him.

Silence.

Then the soft, slow sound of leather gloves tightening.

Valira stepped in front of him again.

She did not speak.

She simply reached down, gripped his chin, and lifted his face — not to look into her eyes… but into her smile.

It was knowing.

It was wicked.

It was… satisfied.

Across the room, Sofia sat still.

But her breath had caught in her throat.

She watched the way Valira controlled him with nothing more than stillness and suggestion. She saw the tears brimming in Ethan’s eyes. The trembling of his lips. The way he whispered his submission like it was the only truth left to him.

And she felt something stir in her belly.

Something warm.

Something dangerous.

Something that scared her — not because it was dark… but because it felt right.

Beside her, Liora smiled without looking.

“You feel it now, don’t you?” she said softly.

Sofia said nothing.

But she did.

And the Oath still echoed inside her.

Use me. Shape me. Break me…

Valira held Ethan’s chin in her gloved hand a moment longer than needed — long enough for him to feel the weight of her gaze, to drown in the silence between her fingers and her command.

Then she released him.

His head dropped back down to the floor like a leaf falling from a dying branch. His breathing was ragged, shallow. His entire body trembled in anticipation… or fear. He could no longer tell the difference.

Valira stepped around him slowly, deliberately — circling his kneeling form as if he were an offering she was deciding whether to accept or throw to the fire.

“You said your Oath,” she said aloud, her voice calm, conversational — as if they were the only two people in the room. And yet, her words echoed across the chamber like a chant, picked up by the walls and bounced into every corner.

The assembled maidens and goddesses leaned forward in interest. Some sipped wine. Others caressed the hair of their own kneeling slaves. A few smirked knowingly.

Valira’s eyes didn’t leave Ethan.

“Tell me, pet…” she purred. “Do you remember how your cock felt… when it was inside a woman who wanted you?”

Ethan flinched.

The shame hit first — sharp, electric. Then came the heat. Not arousal, not yet — just the blood rushing to his face, neck, chest. He didn’t answer.

“Do you remember her?” Valira pressed. “How she kissed you? How she rode you? How she cried out your name?”

He closed his eyes. He saw Sofia — not as she was now, powerful and remote — but as she had once been: warm, laughing, soft against him beneath the sheets.

Valira leaned down, one hand sliding into his hair. She gripped it tight and pulled, forcing his head back once again.

“Open your eyes,” she whispered, just for him.

He obeyed.

“And now…” she continued, louder, for all to hear. “Look at you.”

Her free hand reached down — not to strike, not to whip — but to slowly, softly trace the curve of his cage. Just one gloved finger, teasing the top edge of the metal.

“You’re hard in your little prison,” she said sweetly. “Not for love. Not for romance. But because you were made to crawl. To kneel. To be denied.”

The audience stirred — gasps, chuckles, murmured arousal.

Ethan whimpered — the sound barely human. His cock twitched painfully within the cage, still raw, still sensitive, still so desperately aware of her nearness.

Valira walked behind him again, standing close enough for him to feel the heat of her body. She didn’t touch him.

But he felt touched.

“Do you know what I could do, right here, right now?” she whispered against the back of his ear. “I could unclip this cage, stroke you once… maybe twice… and you’d cum like a pathetic little beast at my feet.”

The room watched.

Sofia watched.

And Ethan — gods, Ethan — wanted it.

He wanted her to do it.

He wanted to be used. Emptied. Humiliated. All of it. Anything that would relieve the ache building in his belly and mind.

But Valira stepped away.

She said nothing more.

Instead, she raised her hand — palm open — and snapped her fingers once.

A silver basin was brought to her by a masked servant. Inside it: a jar of glowing oil, a short brush, and a single black feather.

Valira dipped the feather into the oil, then flicked it toward Ethan’s inner thigh — right next to the brand. The sensation made him shudder. The scent — rich and intoxicating — rose in his lungs and left him light-headed.

“This oil,” she explained calmly, “enhances sensitivity. Every nerve it touches becomes… curious.”

She trailed the feather down the back of his thigh. Across the underside of his caged cock. Between the creases of his thighs, where the oil smeared and shimmered like wet silk.

Ethan moaned — a deep, involuntary sound that echoed across the hall.

The audience applauded — not with hands, but with sighs, raised goblets, soft moans of appreciation. The tension was erotic and heavy, as if the entire room pulsed with restraint.

Valira finally stepped back, feather in hand, her eyes gleaming.

“You’ve been touched, oiled, exposed…” she said, circling him one final time. “But not pleasured.”

She crouched beside him again, her voice now a whisper:

“And that… is your new definition of torment.”

She stood.

“Present him to the Circle.”

Two Domina stepped forward to drag Ethan back by the collar, repositioning him within the glowing circle’s center. His body glistened. His cock twitched. His eyes were glazed.

And still, Sofia watched — silent. Still. But burning inside.

Ethan knelt in the center of the glowing runic circle now — arms behind his back, wrists bound with black silk, his thighs spread wide, the thick iron collar around his neck locked to a short chain bolted to the floor. He could not stand. He could not move. He could barely breathe without feeling the leash tighten.

His cock pulsed inside the cage, still slick from the oil Valira had spread across him. Every inch of skin between his legs felt alive — hot, tight, and treacherously alert to the softest flicker of air.

He wasn’t alone in the circle.

More slaves had been brought forward — crawling, leashed, branded, or gagged — and placed like offerings in a ritual arrangement. Some trembled. Some wept. Others stared ahead, dazed, already broken. Ethan didn’t know which he was. Not anymore.

He could feel eyes on him from every direction.

Above.

Beside.

Behind.

He didn’t need to lift his gaze to know that the goddesses were watching. That the maidens sipped their wine with dark smiles. That the Domina who dragged him in stood just out of reach, her boot resting on the chain at his collar.

He also felt her.

Valira.

Though she’d stepped back now, watching silently from her throne, her presence lingered on him like a scent, like a shadow — her whispers still curled behind his ears, playing over and over in his mind.

I could unclip this cage… stroke you once… and you’d cum like a pathetic little beast at my feet.

Gods. He would have.

And that knowledge — that shameful, arousing truth — clung to him tighter than any chain.

His thighs trembled. His breath shivered. And in that final moment, he surrendered to it all.

Not physically.

Not yet.

But something in his mind tilted. Slipped. Fell.

And he knelt.

Not because he had to.

But because he needed to

Chapter Two

Sofia’s heels clicked softly along the polished obsidian hallway as she walked beside Liora, the low hum of torches casting a violet glow over the smooth, rune-etched walls. Behind them, the muffled sounds of the Great Hall echoed — laughter, soft gasps, the crack of a whip, the slow cadence of a chant. The Crescent Moon Festival was in full motion.

But here, in the private corridors that led to the performance chambers, it was quiet. Almost sacred.

Sofia’s robe — dark sapphire trimmed in silver — clung to her body like a second skin. The fine silk parted at her thighs as she walked, revealing the shimmer of polished skin oiled with nocturne rose. A delicate silver chain ran along her collarbones, adorned with three tiny crescent moons — a symbol that marked her as both chosen and untested.

She wasn’t nervous.

Not exactly.

She was something worse.

She was hungry.

“Are you ready?” Liora asked, glancing sideways at her with that eternal smirk — the kind that knew too much, felt too much, and relished every drop of tension in the air.

Sofia didn’t answer at first. Her steps were slow, measured, intentional.

“I don’t know what I’m going to do,” she said finally.

Liora laughed gently. “Perfect. That’s exactly the right state of mind.”

They reached a tall arched doorway covered by long velvet curtains — midnight black with a glowing crescent moon stitched in thread so fine it seemed to shimmer with its own light. Two Domina stood guard on either side, their gazes forward, faces unreadable.

Liora turned to her, brushing a loose strand of dark hair from Sofia’s temple.

“You don’t need to do anything,” she whispered. “You just need to be. They’ll feel it. In the air. In their blood. In their cocks.”

Sofia inhaled slowly.

“What if I break them too soon?” she asked.

Liora’s eyes gleamed.

“Then they weren’t worthy of kneeling in the first place.”

From beyond the curtain, Sofia heard the soft tolling of silver bells — three in sequence.

Her cue.

Liora stepped back. “Go. Make them ache.”

Sofia parted the curtains and stepped into the dim, glowing arena.

This was her Circle of Tease

Sofia stepped through the curtain and into a space that felt at once vast and intimate — as though the walls expanded only as far as her will allowed.

The chamber was circular, enclosed in smooth obsidian stone. The floor was an inlay of polished black glass, etched with runic sigils that pulsed softly beneath her bare feet as she crossed the threshold. A single large circle marked the center — wide enough to hold a performance… or a reckoning.

Around it, crescent-shaped cushions were arranged in layers, rising in smooth tiers like an amphitheatre built for seduction. Tall silver torches lined the perimeter, each flame flickering a cool lavender-blue, casting rippling shadows against the dark stone. The air was warm, thick with the scent of amber oil, myrrh, and the faint, musky tang of nervous arousal.

Above, the ceiling disappeared into velvety blackness — no stars, no sky — only the illusion that this place floated outside of time.

At the far end of the circle, arranged in a kneeling line, were three male slaves.

Each one was collared and naked, their cocks caged in different metals — one silver, one blackened steel, and one gleaming with mirrored glass that distorted and exaggerated the pressure within. Their hands were bound behind their backs in soft leather cuffs. Each had been washed, perfumed, oiled, and presented — their skin shining, their thighs parted, their eyes cast down in submission.

And yet… their postures varied.

One trembled.

One sat perfectly still — almost trained.

And the third… was already semi-hard inside his cage, his breath shallow, the chain at his neck taut as if even kneeling required effort.

Sofia paused at the edge of the circle.

The room was silent.

There were no Domina here. No other maidens. Only an audience of goddesses watching through enchanted arches above, their forms hidden behind sheer black curtains like divine silhouettes, their whispers carried on shadows.

She stepped into the circle.

The runes beneath her feet brightened, reacting to her presence — not with violence, but with recognition.

She walked slowly.

No rush.

No command.

Just presence.

Her robe flowed around her like silk ink, each movement revealing a little more of her thigh, the elegant rise of her waist, the faint glint of the silver harness beneath. Her bare feet made no sound, but the weight of her arrival shifted the air.

She stopped in front of the three kneeling men.

They didn’t look up. They didn’t move.

But they felt her.

She knelt slowly — not in submission, but in sovereignty — her knees settling before them like a queen descending to examine offerings.

Her fingers hovered just above the first slave’s shoulder.

He trembled.

She didn’t touch him.

Instead, she tilted her head.

“Who told you to kneel like that?” she asked softly.

He flinched. “T-The priestess, Mistress.”

“Did she tell you to shiver?”

“No… Mistress.”

She leaned in, her voice lower now, thick with dark sweetness.

“Then stop. Or I’ll have your cock rung like a bell until you pass out.”

He froze.

Sofia stood again, her posture tall, slow, effortless.

She moved to the second slave.

This one was calm, perfectly composed. His breathing steady. His thighs relaxed.

“Were you trained by a Domina?” she asked.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Name?”

“Domina Kael, Mistress.”

She nodded once.

“Good,” she said. “You will not speak again until you’re told. But you may smile — if it hurts.”

She moved on.

The third slave was already visibly trembling.

His cock strained visibly in the cage, the glass amplifying his shame, and a soft, traitorous moan escaped his throat as Sofia approached.

She said nothing to him.

Instead, she simply circled him once.

Paused.

Then whispered — not with voice, but with mind.

“You want me to touch you.”

The man gasped, back arching.

“But you don’t want release. You want the ache. The denial. You want to be mine in the way that ruins you for anyone else.”

He let out a low, desperate whimper.

Sofia said nothing aloud. Her fingers moved within a hair’s breadth of his neck, his lips, the edge of his cage — never touching.

All three slaves now panted, caught between devotion and desperation, their cocks twitching, their bodies nearly vibrating with tension.

Sofia finally stood in the center of her circle.

She didn’t speak to them again.

She didn’t need to.

They were hers.

Not because she demanded it.

But because she had made them want it.

Sofia stood at the center of her Circle, her body poised in perfect stillness. Her robe shimmered as it settled around her ankles, and the silver-threaded moons across her bodice caught the torchlight like sacred sigils.

The three slaves knelt before her — waiting, straining, hoping. Each bound. Each collared. Each aching from her proximity and the silent, invisible pressure of her power.

She lifted her hand.

Slow. Calm. Measured.

And pointed to the trembling one — the slave with the mirrored cage.

“You,” she said, her voice low but perfectly clear. “Crawl.”

He moved instantly. Awkwardly. The chain at his neck dragged along the runes as he approached, knees sliding across the glass floor, his cock bouncing helplessly in its prison, leaking against the mirrored sheath.

“Stop.”

He froze. Just a few feet from her.

She walked toward him in a slow circle, heels clicking lightly. Each step made him twitch. Her scent — dark jasmine, leather, and salt — wrapped around him like a coil.

“Present.”

He obeyed, opening his mouth without question, sticking out his tongue as if already trained.

But Sofia didn’t offer a taste.

Instead, she stepped closer… and sat.

A silver chair had risen from the stone — shaped by the magic of the room — high-backed, curved like a crescent, the seat of command. She crossed one leg over the other and leaned back, resting her elbow along the arm, fingers curled beneath her chin in quiet amusement.

“You want me to touch you, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said, voice trembling.

“Do you want to cum for me?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Her smile was slight. Almost maternal.

“Then tonight is going to be very painful for you.”

A few soft laughs echoed from above.

High in the goddess balcony, a pair of sheer curtains stirred, and from behind them, Sashca’s voice floated down like perfume.

“She teases like one of mine,” she whispered. “But there’s control. Precision. She denies with affection. That’s dangerous.”

Beside her, Obsidiana did not move — only sipped once from her black glass goblet and murmured, “It means she will be worshipped without mercy.”

In the Circle, Sofia leaned forward.

“You will not be touched tonight,” she said to the slave. “No tongue. No finger. No gloved hand.”

His breath caught.

“You will crawl in a circle around me, slowly, for as long as I command. And with every step, your cage will grow tighter.”

She snapped her fingers once.

The runes beneath him pulsed.

The mirrored cage began to contract, just slightly — tightening around his swollen shaft, squeezing pressure through his core.

He gasped — a cry of pleasure twisted into pain — and began to crawl.

One step.

Then another.

His thighs trembled. His breathing grew heavy. A soft trail of clear pre-cum smeared across the floor beneath him like a mark of devotion.

Sofia didn’t even look at him.

Instead, she turned to the second slave — the trained one.

“You,” she said. “Watch him. If he touches himself, you will bite his thigh.”

The trained slave bowed his head. “Yes, Mistress.”

The third slave — the one who trembled — remained kneeling at the back, his mouth parted in awe. Sweat dripped down his neck.

Sofia rose slowly.

Walked past him.

And whispered into his mind.

“You’re next.”

He let out a broken moan.

From above, Martessa’s voice cut through the haze like iron.

“She doesn’t seduce,” she said. “She disciplines through longing. Even before the strike. Even before the denial.”

Obsidiana’s eyes narrowed.

“She makes them beg to be denied.”

In the Circle, the crawling slave had nearly completed his loop — trembling, whimpering, his cock now fully purple within the mirrored cage, the magic pulsing in time with his breath.

Sofia turned toward him.

“Stop.”

He collapsed at her feet.

She knelt beside him and whispered softly:

“I want you to cum more than anything.”

His eyes lit with hope.

“But you will not.”

And with a gentle stroke, she ran one finger along the outside of the cage — just enough to make him sob.

Above, silence.

Then:

“She’s ready,” said Obsidiana at last

The slave knelt before her, trembling, his forehead slick with sweat. The mirrored cage encasing his cock pulsed softly with the runes now embedded in its steel — responding to Sofia’s command alone.

She stood over him, tall, composed, one bare foot planted just beside his knee, the other resting gently atop the base of his spine. Her robe shimmered faintly as it shifted, exposing one thigh, the silver moons in its embroidery glowing in quiet rhythm with the energy of the room.

He looked up — not to meet her eyes, but just high enough to feel her gaze press him down.

“Do you understand,” she said, voice quiet but resonant, “that wanting me is not the same as deserving me?”

“Yes, Mistress…” he whispered, his voice cracked and hoarse.

“You don’t serve your cock,” she continued. “You serve the ache inside it. The ache I put there.”

She circled him once. Slowly. Each step like a second hand on the edge of an hourglass.

“You will not cum tonight.”

His body jolted.

“You will not be touched.”

Another tremor.

“You will kneel… with a heart full of worship and balls full of pain.”

The audience watching from above — concealed behind veils and enchanted shadow — was silent now, drinking in her words.

Sofia stopped behind him.

She reached down — and without touching his cock — gripped the chain attached to his collar. She tugged once, gently, like a reminder. A promise.

The slave gasped, arching his back as the cage pulsed tighter in response.

From the goddess balcony above, Sashca exhaled slowly.

“Mmm…” she murmured. “The way she controls rhythm. The silence. The stillness. It’s not just denial — it’s seduction as discipline.”

Martessa leaned forward slightly, her iron nails tapping the arm of her throne. “She uses her words like a whip,” she said. “And they ache for more.”

Obsidiana, seated in the central throne, watched without expression — only the faintest glint of silver in her shadow-ringed eyes betraying her interest.

“She has the tone,” she said. “She withholds not out of cruelty — but because she knows they will crawl to deserve the cruelty itself.”

In the circle below, Sofia returned to her throne.

She sat with slow grace, legs crossed, her back straight, her eyes fixed on the slave before her. Her presence radiated confidence, but not vanity. Authority, but not arrogance.

“Now,” she said softly, “you will stay here — hard, dripping, untouched — until the circle ends. If you move, your cage will tighten again. If you cum…” She paused, letting the silence hang.

“You’ll beg me to punish you.”

The slave moaned aloud, and a small smile flickered at the corner of her lips.

Across the circle, the other two slaves watched with wide eyes. The trained one shifted subtly in his posture, his breath quickening — as if eager to be next. The shaking one was now openly panting, his cock already twitching in anticipation.

Sofia’s gaze drifted toward him — the weakest of the three — and simply lingered.

He whimpered.

The effect was immediate.

From above, Vespera — silent until now — let out a breathy chuckle. Her voice, soft and eerie, echoed from her shadowy perch.

“She breaks them with stillness,” the Goddess of Nightmares whispered. “And they dream of it… even while awake.”

Sofia looked up.

She could feel their eyes.

She didn’t bow.

She didn’t smile.

She only sat back — her fingers resting loosely on the arm of her throne — and waited.

Already, they were begging in silence.

Already, the room was hers

Sofia rose from her throne.

Her movements were smooth, slow — like drifting smoke curling around heat. She descended the steps of her crescent dais and approached the third slave — the one who trembled before she’d ever spoken to him.

He looked up just slightly as she neared. Not in defiance. In helpless, instinctive need. His breath hitched. His thighs trembled.

She said nothing at first.

Just stood in front of him.

He was younger than the others. Untrained, uncertain. The shine of oil still fresh on his skin. His cage was thin — ceremonial — as if placed to shame rather than protect. It barely contained him. His cock twitched with every breath.

And Sofia could feel it — the raw, open place in his mind. The door not yet guarded. The fantasy just beneath the surface.

She stepped inside.

Not physically.

Not even magically.

But with her will.

She entered his mind like slipping through a silken curtain — not forcing, not breaking — just… becoming the thing he already feared he craved.

To him, nothing changed.

Not at first.

But then… his eyes fluttered.

His breath caught.

And he began to twitch.

One hand clenched into a fist behind his back. His hips began to move. Barely at first — just a shift, a little tremor, like the beginning of something forbidden.

Then…

A gasp.

His mouth opened.

A moan tore from his throat.

From Sofia’s vantage, he was still kneeling — eyes wide, mouth slack, body trembling. But in his mind…

She was on her knees before him.

Her mouth — warm, wet, wrapping around him, tongue flicking along the underside of his cock.

Her hands — gripping his thighs. Her voice — humming softly around him, whispering his name.

She looked up at him with perfect eyes, swallowing him deeper and deeper until he was arching, groaning, begging.

His body convulsed. His knees slid apart. His hips thrust forward into empty air.

He moaned louder now — desperate, broken.

“Please—Mistress—please, I-I can’t—I’m going to—”

His head whipped side to side. His breath turned to sobs.

“I need to cum—please, let me—oh gods, please—”

The room watched in fascination. Some maidens laughed softly. Others leaned forward with wicked curiosity.

Above, Sashca whispered, breathless with delight. “She’s inside him. She’s controlling his pleasure without even touching him.”

Obsidiana remained silent.

But her fingers tapped her throne once… slowly.

Below, the slave’s body began to buck — sweat pouring down his back, cock twitching violently inside the thin cage.

And then —

Snap.

Sofia raised her hand and snapped her fingers once.

The sound rang like a crack of thunder across the circle.

The slave collapsed.

All movement ceased.

His eyes shot open, wide and wild. He gasped for air, his mouth opening in stunned confusion. His cock throbbed, caged and untouched. A single bead of pre-cum leaked down the steel, dripping to the floor beneath him.

He looked up at her — not with desire.

With fear.

Because she hadn’t just denied his body.

She had given him the fantasy of release — the warmth, the mouth, the moment — and then ripped it away.

“You don’t need touch to cum,” she said calmly. “You only need me to think it.”

And now, you’ll never trust your own body again.

The slave shuddered.

And Sofia turned her back.

She walked away slowly, her robe swaying around her calves, her bare shoulders gleaming in the crescent firelight.

The room was silent.

Even the goddesses.

Because no one — not even a trained Domina — had teased a man’s mind to the brink of orgasm with illusion alone.

Until now.

Sofia returned to the center of her circle. The glass floor shimmered beneath her bare feet, the runes glowing softly now — no longer from the room’s enchantment, but from her. From her presence.

She stood still.

Every slave in the chamber — hers or not — turned slightly toward her, bodies unconsciously drawn like flowers to heat. Even those across the arena, kneeling under the leashes of other maidens, felt her. The air around her had become dense — a storm held in breathless pause.

She looked at all three of her chosen men — each one sweating, panting, trembling. All three painfully hard. All three untouched.

She walked back to the slave she had just broken — the one still dazed, his cock twitching in its cage, his mind a fog of pleasure that had never arrived.

Sofia didn’t kneel.

She didn’t speak.

She only stared down at him with eyes like silver-tipped flame.

Then — slowly — she began to undress.

The audience inhaled.

Her fingers moved to the silver clasps at the top of her robe. One by one, she unfastened them — not with performance, not like a maiden showing flesh for entertainment — but like a queen peeling away ceremony to reveal power.

Her robe slid down her shoulders, whispering against her skin, falling to her elbows, then her waist… then gone.

She stood before them in a black-silver harness that wrapped around her breasts and waist like a ritual of ownership — not of her… but of them.

Her body was flawless.

Not because it was perfect.

But because it was commanding.

Smooth skin. Subtle muscle. The line of her throat elongated as she tilted her head back — one hand rising to run along her own collarbone, then down to her chest.

The slaves gasped — their cocks jerking visibly in their cages.

And still — she said nothing.

She turned in a slow circle, letting the gathered eyes of slaves, maidens, and goddesses drink her in.

Her hand dropped to her thigh, fingers trailing softly over her skin, teasing along the edge of her inner thigh, almost — almost — between her legs.

A wave of moans echoed from the kneeling slaves — her own and those belonging to others. One began to whimper, softly, as if the very sight of her was pushing him closer to climax.

Sofia turned toward him — not with pity, but precision.

“You want to cum from the sight of me?”

The slave nodded, desperate.

She stepped closer.

Bent slightly.

Her breasts hung heavy within the harness as she leaned toward him.

“Do you think you deserve that?”

“N-no… Mistress. But I—”

“Then you’ll remember what almost feels like.”

And with one sharp slap, she struck the cage between his legs — not hard, but perfectly placed.

The slave screamed — a broken, strangled sound that echoed across the Circle as his cock throbbed violently, caged and burning.

He didn’t cum.

He only shook.

Collapsed forward. Shattered. Worshipping.

Sofia rose to her full height, lifted her arms, and let her robe fall fully away.

Naked now.

Unashamed.

Untouchable.

She looked at all three of them — each one barely breathing, their bodies trembling on the edge of ruin.

And then she whispered into all three minds at once:

“You will remember the smell of me…

the heat of me…

the echo of my breath in your mind…”

“But you will never again be certain if it was real… or just another ache I left inside you.”

Then, with a single snap of her fingers, she silenced them all.

No release. No contact. No command.

Just need.

Searing. Raw. Worshipful.

The torches around the Circle flared once, pulsing as if the room itself climaxed for them.

And above, the goddesses leaned forward in unison.

Even Obsidiana smiled

Chapter Three

The Great Hall had changed.

It was no longer merely a stage — it was a sanctuary of denial.

All around its vast, circular walls, naked slaves had been bound and arranged into a living constellation of tension and suffering. Arms pulled high above their heads. Legs spread and tethered to silver floor rings. Cocks caged, bodies glistening, mouths parted in breathless, hopeless arousal.

Ethan was among them.

His arms were tied with black silk rope to a thick obsidian post, just right of center — his body upright, exposed, glowing under the flickering firelight. His legs were spread, ankles locked into crescent-shaped iron braces that forced his balance forward. His cock was still caged, still pulsing, still wet with pre-cum that had nowhere to go.

His branded thigh ached.

His mouth was dry.

His mind… was not his own.

He could feel it — the rhythm building in the room.

The music had begun softly. A pulse, deep and slow, like a heartbeat beneath stone. No drums. No melody. Just pressure. Echoing through the marble. Through the flesh.

Above, the goddesses had taken their seats again — their silhouettes framed behind gauze curtains and silver haze. The maidens — now changed into ritual silks or skin-tight leather — began to dance between the bound slaves, trailing their fingers across bodies, whispering into ears, licking tears from trembling cheeks.

It wasn’t performance.

It was ritual.

This was the Dance of the Crescent Tease — and it had only just begun.

Ethan struggled to stay still, though every muscle in his body wanted to move. His cock throbbed inside the cage, harder than it had ever been, the pulse now beginning to align with the music. Every time the beat hit, a Maiden passed near him. Not touching. Just breathing past his skin.

His head dropped.

His body twitched.

And then — a soft voice near his ear.

“You’re beautiful when you suffer,” a maiden whispered, trailing her nail down his chest, just enough to make him moan. “But not beautiful enough to be touched.”

The room echoed with similar torments.

A slave to his left was trembling, his cock leaking steadily as a Maiden pressed her lips to his ear and whispered a denial over and over again.

Another, gagged and masked, was weeping — not from pain, but from the unbearable pressure of pleasure withheld.

And Ethan…

He was becoming one of them.

He moaned.

He wanted to be touched.

He wanted her. Valira. Or perhaps… someone else.

But then something changed.

The air shifted.

The music changed key — subtly — the pressure twisting.

And a new presence entered the hall.

Sofia

The music pulsed.

The flames danced.

And the room breathed with denial.

Ethan’s head hung low, sweat dripping from his brow to the floor. His arms ached. His thighs burned. Every inch of skin felt like it had been rubbed raw with lust and shame.

The Domina who had tied him returned now and then — brushing her gloved fingers along his inner thigh or tugging sharply on his collar just to make him grunt. But she said nothing more. The teasing had passed into ritual, and the words were no longer needed.

And yet… something shifted.

Not in the room.

In him.

He felt it before anyone else.

A ripple under the skin. A prickle behind the neck. A shift in the temperature of the very air. The flickering torches didn’t dim — but their light seemed to bend, ever so slightly, toward the great archway at the rear of the chamber.

Something — someone — had arrived.

But they had not announced themselves.

No whip.

No laughter.

No chain dragged across the floor.

Only silence.

Yet it was the loudest thing in the room.

Above, the Goddesses stirred. Sashca’s wineglass paused mid-air. Martessa turned her head. Even Obsidiana straightened in her seat, her expression unreadable — but attentive.

From the shadows of the rear archway, Sofia stepped into the Great Hall.

She was barefoot.

Naked, but not exposed — wrapped in a sheer veil of silver mist, conjured to cling only where it flattered and tempt where it didn’t. Her hair was unbound, cascading down her back like a dark river. At her neck, a new collar — not one of ownership, but of ascendancy — marked her status: no longer a maiden in training, but one who had claimed the ache of others as her own.

She said nothing.

She made no gesture.

She simply walked.

And the room shifted for her.

The music softened.

The flames leaned in.

And across the hall, Ethan flinched.

He didn’t know why.

Didn’t see her.

Didn’t hear her.

But something in his chest — that place just behind the ribs where memory becomes instinct — pulled.

His breath caught.

His heart stuttered.

For a moment, the cage around his cock felt tighter. Not because of any touch… but because something in him wanted to kneel.

Not for the Domina.

Not for Valira.

Not even for the pain.

But for something else.

Someone.

A silhouette of want that lived in the part of him that still remembered what it meant to love.

But he couldn’t name it.

He only groaned — quietly — and shifted in his bonds, his head still bowed.

And Sofia… passed by him.

She didn’t look down.

She didn’t stop.

But as she crossed the central ring of the hall, the runes beneath her lit — not just from magic, but as if the stone itself remembered her.

The Goddesses watched.

The music shifted once more.

And the Dance of the Crescent Tease truly began

Sofia moved like moonlight.

Each step was deliberate, unhurried, yet pulsing with invisible command. The veil clinging to her body caught the flicker of violet torchlight and shifted in waves, revealing just enough skin to make the air around her ache. No one spoke. Not a goddess. Not a maiden. Not a slave.

She didn’t need permission.

She didn’t need a guide.

The Circle accepted her.

At the edge of the Great Hall, opposite the central crescent dais, a wide circular platform rose slowly from the stone. Runes ignited along its outer rim — not white like the others, but a deep, blushing blue. It was untouched. Reserved.

Hers.

She stepped onto it in silence, her bare feet glowing softly against the polished obsidian.

The room reacted like breath held.

Above, Sashca whispered, voice dreamy and dangerous. “She walks like she’s always belonged to the moon.”

Martessa, watching closely, said nothing — but her lips curled faintly, the smile of a warrior seeing a younger blade sharpen to purpose.

Across the circle, Valira stood from her own throne.

The two women locked eyes for the first time that night.

No hostility.

No words.

Only mutual recognition.

Two Maidens — one seasoned in cruelty, the other newly awakened to power — staring across a battlefield of worshippers, aching and bound.

Ethan still knelt at the center.

Still bound.

Still leaking.

Still trembling.

He didn’t lift his head. He wasn’t permitted to.

But as Sofia stepped onto her platform… his body reacted.

His spine straightened slightly.

His breath stilled.

His cock — already caged and aching — twitched violently as if it recognized something his mind had forgotten.

Sofia lowered herself onto her crescent seat, one leg crossed over the other, her hands resting in her lap.

And then — finally — she spoke.

Not to Ethan. Not to Valira.

But to the room.

“Let them ache.”

Her voice was not loud. It didn’t need to be.

It rippled.

And at that single sentence, a wave passed through the chamber. Dozens of cocks throbbed. Slaves moaned. Maidens leaned forward, whispering new commands into their servants’ ears. Chains clinked softly. A whip cracked in the distance, not in violence, but in rhythm.

The music returned.

Low. Slow. Erotic.

The Dance of the Crescent Tease began in full.

Valira moved first — walking toward her own kneeling slave, one hand sliding a silver blade along the edge of his inner thigh, just enough to make him beg.

Sofia stayed still.

She didn’t touch.

She only thought.

And across the circle, Ethan moaned — his head still bowed, body tense, as if someone had just whispered his name in a voice he couldn’t quite remember.

Sofia tilted her head.

She felt it.

She didn’t know him yet.

But she knew the pull.

And when the time came — she would follow it.

Chapter Four

The rhythm in the Great Hall had changed.

What began as ceremony had become something slower… darker. The music pulsed like breath beneath velvet, a slow undulation of percussion that echoed off black stone and moonlit runes. Everywhere, the Dance of the Crescent Tease was in motion — but not through chaos. Through discipline. Through control.

Ethan knelt at the center of it all.

His body was still bound — arms behind his back, knees wide, neck chained low to the floor. The cage around his cock was painfully tight now, the mirrored surface fogged from heat, streaked from precum, glowing with the silver pulses of the hall’s enchantment.

And in front of him… Valira.

She didn’t speak.

She circled.

Slow. Silent. Scented in leather and something colder.

Ethan tried not to breathe too deeply, because even the scent of her — that warm note of flesh and iron and wickedness — was enough to make his cock twitch violently within its cage.

She stopped behind him. He felt her presence — like heat at his back.

Then — nothing.

He waited. Held his breath. Listened.

And then— touch.

Only a single finger.

It dragged from the base of his neck down along his spine — barely there — but so devastatingly precise that he gasped. His shoulders jerked. His thighs tensed.

Valira’s voice finally came, soft as shadow.

“Still so eager. You’d think you hadn’t just been used like a toy in front of the entire realm.”

He moaned — a low, desperate sound — and didn’t dare speak.

She moved again, her heels clicking around him as she passed before his bowed head.

“Look at you,” she said. “Already soaked again. And we’re only halfway through the dance.”

She crouched in front of him now, her gloved fingers resting under his chin, lifting it slightly. His eyes met hers — wide, dazed, wet.

She didn’t kiss him.

She only breathed against his lips. A ghost of a touch. A cruel promise.

Then she leaned to his ear and whispered.

“If I gave you even one stroke…

you’d cum in seconds.

Not because you’re weak…

But because I made you this way.”

His body trembled violently.

Then she stood again.

But instead of walking away, she reached for the chain attached to his collar… and tugged.

Just enough to lift his head.

She placed a single, low silver bowl on the floor between his knees. It was shallow. Empty. Polished to a perfect reflective surface — and angled just enough to reflect his face… and the swollen cage between his legs.

“Look,” she whispered.

He did.

And what he saw broke something inside him.

He looked humiliated. Beautiful. Helpless.

And worst of all… he looked aroused.

So aroused that he wanted to cry.

Valira’s voice cut through him like velvet over glass.

“You want release?” she asked.

He nodded, choking on the sob that came with it. “Y-yes… please…”

She tilted her head.

“Then beg.”

Ethan trembled before her.

The mirrored bowl reflected his face — flushed and contorted — his mouth trembling, his caged cock glistening with precum, twitching in time with every pulse of the music. He could see it all: his posture, his submission, his need.

Valira stood above him like a shadow of desire. Her leather harness framed her body with effortless cruelty, her gloved hands resting on her hips as she looked down at him — not with pity… but possession.

“I said beg,” she repeated, her voice low and cool.

Ethan swallowed, but his throat was dry. His jaw clenched. Every part of him wanted to resist — to hold on to some sliver of dignity — but there was nothing left. No name. No past. No pride.

Only the ache.

And her.

He opened his mouth, and it began.

“P-please…” he whispered. “Please, Domina… I-I need to cum…”

His words were small. Fragile.

Valira said nothing.

So he kept going.

“Please… I can’t— I can’t take it anymore… it hurts… it’s too tight…”

A soft moan escaped him as he shifted, the cage pressing against his swollen flesh. His head fell forward in shame, and still he continued.

“I’ll do anything,” he said, louder now. “I’ll crawl. I’ll serve. I’ll beg in front of every goddess in this hall — just… just touch me. Just once. Let me cum. Please…”

Valira stepped closer, placing the toe of her boot beneath his chin and lifting his face again.

The room had quieted around them. Other maidens paused in their dance. A few Domina leaned forward in interest. Even some of the goddesses above tilted their heads — amused. Intrigued.

But across the chamber, on the far edge of the ritual floor, Sofia watched.

She hadn’t moved from her throne.

Her posture was composed — the veil around her body still glimmering — but her eyes were locked on him. She couldn’t see his face clearly. Couldn’t recognize him.

But she felt him.

The sound of his voice struck something in her chest — low and hollow. Not memory. Not recognition. Just a quiet, vibrating pull, as if the note of his suffering had been tuned precisely to her bones.

Liora leaned toward her.

“That’s Valira’s favorite,” she murmured. “He breaks so beautifully.”

Sofia didn’t reply.

Her gaze never left him.

In the circle, Ethan’s voice broke into a sob. His cock throbbed violently inside the cage, leaking onto the polished floor.

“Please, Domina,” he whispered. “I-I’ll be your pet… your toy… I don’t care anymore. I just need it… I need to cum so badly—please—”

Valira crouched in front of him.

One hand cupped his cheek. The other reached for the base of the cage.

He moaned — desperate, on the edge of losing his mind — as her gloved fingers brushed the very tip of his cock through the metal.

He gasped.

His body jolted.

The room held its breath.

And then…

She withdrew her hand.

Stood.

Turned away.

“You’ll beg again,” she said, walking back toward her throne. “When you’re truly ready to understand what it means to be owned.”

Behind her, Ethan collapsed forward — forehead against the floor, shoulders shaking, the mirrored bowl beneath him now streaked with sweat and precum.

From across the room, Sofia’s fingers tightened on the arm of her throne.

She didn’t know his name.

Didn’t see his face.

But her pulse had quickened.

And in the silence between his broken sobs and the pounding of her own heart, she whispered into her own mind:

Why does he feel like mine?

Chapter Five

He didn’t remember being moved.

One moment, Ethan was still kneeling in the center of the Great Hall, his cries for release echoing in his own ears like someone else’s shame. The next — he was in a side chamber, kneeling once more, but this time alone.

Well, not quite.

The Domina had returned. The same one who had dragged him into the hall, who had pushed his face to the floor like a dog. She circled him now like a wolf that had grown bored of the chase, but not the feast.

He knelt obediently, head bowed, his breathing unsteady. His cock was still caged, painfully hard, and every shift of his thighs pressed the metal against sore, swollen flesh. His shoulders drooped. His body shuddered with exhaustion.

And yet…

His mouth was open.

Not to speak.

But to receive.

“Do you know what you’re becoming?” the Domina asked, voice low, amused.

Ethan didn’t answer.

He couldn’t.

He was too far gone.

Too filled with it now — the need. The ache to disappear. To become less. Less than a man. Less than a slave. Just a thing. A body. A purpose. A toy.

And the worst part — the truth he could no longer fight — was that he wanted it.

Gods help him, he wanted it.

“Say it,” she hissed, stepping in front of him. Her gloved hand tangled in his hair, pulling his head back so he was forced to look up at her. “Say what you are.”

“I…” he gasped, “I’m nothing. I’m not a man. I… please—”

She released his hair and stepped back.

“You’re not even a slave anymore,” she said, reaching to the nearby table. “You’re something beneath that.”

Ethan’s breath caught as she retrieved it.

A hood.

Not just leather — sculpted, oiled black, gleaming under the torchlight. The kind of mask that covered everything: the head, the mouth, the neck. It had no eye holes. No expression. Just a seamless shape that erased identity. There were no embellishments save for a silver ring at the collar and a mouth opening in the shape of a thick, round circle.

It wasn’t empty.

From within protruded a cock-shaped gag — thick, curved slightly upward, veined like the real thing, but firm. Its base was ringed in polished steel to anchor it to the mask and press down against the lips when worn.

And it was long enough to hold a tongue down completely.

Ethan moaned.

Not in fear.

Not in resistance.

But in desperate anticipation.

“I’ll be good,” he whispered. “Please… I want it. I want to be that. I don’t want to speak again. Just… please put it on me.”

The Domina raised one brow.

“Beg properly.”

His body trembled.

“Please, Domina,” he cried. “Mask me. Make me your thing. Gag me. I don’t want to talk, or be seen. Just… use me. Please—please—lock me in it.”

The Domina didn’t smile. But her silence crackled with satisfaction.

She approached.

Took the hood in both hands.

“Open your mouth,” she commanded.

He obeyed instantly.

The gag slid in slowly, stretching his jaw wide. The rubbery shaft pressed firmly against his tongue, flattening it down, rendering speech impossible. It curved along the roof of his mouth, making him groan as his throat fought the urge to swallow. His lips stretched around the base, the steel collar at its edge pressing into the corners of his mouth like a claim.

And then — she pulled the hood down.

It slid over his head in one smooth motion, tight but seamless, encasing him in blackness. His world vanished. No sight. No air except what filtered through tiny nostril holes. His ears muffled. His mouth full. His identity gone.

The Domina buckled the collar at the base of the hood, sealing it in place.

He was no longer Ethan.

He wasn’t anything.

He was hooded. Gagged. Erased.

He moaned softly into the cock, the sound pathetic and raw — the noise of something that no longer needed language to communicate its worship.

The Domina stepped back, admiring her work.

“Now look at you,” she said, circling him once. “You’re perfect. A body without a name. A cock without a thought. My little Valenour in training.”

Ethan whimpered again, his cock pulsing in its cage. He shifted slightly, adjusting to the feeling of the gag as drool began to drip from the corners of the mask, slicking down his chin to the floor.

“I think you’ll stay this way,” the Domina said. “For the rest of the festival. Hidden. Silenced. Owned.”

He nodded.

He wanted that.

He wanted nothing else.

He couldn’t see it, but behind him, she unlocked the chain from the floor and clipped it to the front of his collar. With a sharp tug, she led him toward the hall once more — crawling.

Caged.

Masked.

Gagged.

And completely willing.

He didn’t see the eyes that followed him now.

Didn’t know that Sofia would return to the Great Hall soon.

Didn’t know that when she saw him next, it would be not as the man she once knew — but as the anonymous, nameless creature she was meant to own.

The Great Hall shimmered under its canopy of flame and shadow, the Dance of the Crescent Tease still unfolding in waves of whispered torment and sacred denial. Maidens moved like ghosts through fields of bound slaves, and the goddesses watched with idle power from behind silver-veiled thrones.

The music had softened again — now nothing more than a rhythmic throb beneath the stone. A heartbeat. A breath. A chain dragging across the floor.

Ethan crawled.

Mask tight.

Gag buried in his mouth.

Hood locked.

Tongue pinned.

Silent.

Blind.

Each movement was guided not by sight or command, but by the pull of the leash in the Domina’s hand.

Except it wasn’t the same Domina who had masked him.

Valira had taken his lead now.

Her fingers wrapped in the leash like silk around bone, she walked at a slow, confident pace — leading her newly bound creature through the center of the hall like a prize. The crowd parted for her. Maidens stepped back. Slaves whimpered.

Ethan’s body was slick with sweat and oil. His knees scraped against the stone. His cock twitched in its cage, the stimulation of crawling pulling on his swollen tip. He moaned around the gag — a thick, wet sound that echoed only inside the hood.

But when she turned… when Valira changed direction…

He felt it.

He knew.

He didn’t need to see.

Didn’t need to hear.

He could smell her.

He could feel her.

The air changed. The very space bent.

She was here.

Sofia.

She was right there.

He felt the presence of her the way a man in a nightmare feels the edge of light. Somewhere inside the black leather walls of his hood, a memory ignited. The scent of jasmine and twilight. The sound of her voice saying his name. The shape of her breath as it curved down his chest.

He knew her.

And she was only feet away.

His body bucked.

He screamed into the gag — not with rage or pain, but with recognition. With need.

A raw, muffled cry erupted from his masked mouth, soaked in spit and gagged air. His fingers clawed at the floor. He turned his head blindly toward her.

He tried to crawl to her.

But Valira stopped.

The whip cracked before the sound reached his ears.

THWACK!

A sharp, clean line of leather struck across his back, causing his entire body to collapse flat to the floor. His masked face hit the stone. Drool spilled from beneath the gag. His cock twitched violently in its cage.

“Stay down,” Valira commanded, her voice cool and low. “No one gave you permission to speak.”

Another whip stroke — this time not for punishment, but for reinforcement. A reminder of his status.

You are not a man.

You are not a slave.

You are a creature.

At her feet, Ethan whimpered — the sound a soft gurgle around the cock-shaped gag pressing into the back of his throat.

He felt the leash tug once more. Valira led him again — crawling, panting, broken — the leather hood glistening with sweat.

They stopped.

Before a throne.

Sofia’s.

She sat above, legs crossed, robe parted just enough to reveal the shimmer of her thighs. Her fingers were laced loosely in her lap, her gaze calm — regal, even. She tilted her head slightly, intrigued by the spectacle.

“Valira,” she said, voice smooth, “what is this one?”

Valira smiled. “A gift,” she said. “Not mine. Not yours. Not anyone’s. Not yet.”

She yanked the leash once, forcing Ethan to sit up on his knees, head bowed low.

Sofia watched the creature below her — hooded, gagged, trembling.

She leaned forward ever so slightly, watching the way the muscles in his thighs twitched, the way his caged cock throbbed with impossible frustration.

“Does he speak?” she asked.

“No,” Valira answered. “And I don’t believe he wants to.”

Sofia rose slowly, circling him once. Her bare feet padded against the stone as she passed behind him, examining the way his body bowed under the pressure of his own need.

She didn’t recognize him.

Not like this.

But she felt something.

A vibration in the air. A note just out of tune.

She came to a stop behind him and whispered — not into his mind, but into the room:

“Perhaps he needs… reminding.”

And Ethan… within the mask, in the dark, in the silence… shuddered.

Because though he could no longer see her…

He still knew her voice.

And it was killing him

Sofia paced slowly in front of the masked slave — her silk robe now loose at the shoulders, her bare feet silent on the polished floor. Around them, the low drums of the Crescent Moon Festival pulsed like a second heartbeat, but here, inside her growing circle of influence, there was only breath, heat… and control.

The slave — Ethan, though no one knew it — knelt in the center of her space.

He was a creature now.

Caged. Hooded. Gagged with a rubber cock that pinned his tongue to the base of his throat. His jaw had long since ached into numbness. His arms were bound behind his back, and his leash trailed from the front of his collar to the base of her throne.

He couldn’t see her.

Couldn’t speak.

Could barely breathe through the perforated slits near his nose.

But he felt her.

Like gravity.

Every step she took across the stone floor sent his cock twitching inside the cage. Every whispered breath above him caused his body to stiffen, to lean toward her, as though magnetized to her will.

Sofia didn’t speak.

She didn’t need to.

Instead, she lowered herself into a kneel — her thighs folding beneath her, her hands gliding down the slave’s slick chest as she came to rest in front of him.

She leaned in close.

And whispered, not aloud, but directly into his mind:

“You want to be used, don’t you?”

His body jolted.

A muffled moan escaped the gag — desperate, helpless.

“You want me to forget you were ever a man.”

Another cry. His shoulders shook. His cage dripped against the stone.

“You want to be my toy. My pet. My thing.”

He bucked in place, the muscles of his legs straining against invisible resistance. But Sofia reached out with one hand and pressed her fingertips against his chest, steadying him.

The moment she touched him — truly touched him — a pulse of heat surged through her.

She gasped softly.

Not from surprise… but from recognition. Not of him — no, his face was hidden, his voice swallowed by rubber and silence — but of something deeper.

His obedience fed her.

His need awakened her.

She dragged her fingers down his torso, watching the muscles quiver beneath the slick, oiled skin. The power in her touch wasn’t just physical — it was ritual. Claiming.

She reached his thigh and hovered there — not touching the cage, not yet — letting the tension build.

“Stay still,” she said softly, now aloud. Her voice was low. Steady. Wet with arousal.

Ethan froze.

The drool from his gag dripped freely now, falling in rhythmic beads to the floor as he breathed heavily through his nose. His back arched instinctively, chest pushed forward in silent offering.

She smiled.

“You’ll beg to be used,” she whispered. “And when I allow it… you’ll beg even harder for me to stop.”

She circled behind him now, trailing her nails lightly over the curve of his spine. She let her fingernails rake softly across the small of his back, then down to the base of his cage — but didn’t touch it.

Not yet.

Instead, she whispered again:

“You exist to be denied. Your purpose is to ache for me.”

The masked slave trembled.

His knees spread wider.

And Sofia… shuddered.

Her thighs were slick. Her nipples were hard. Her breath was shallow.

She reached forward and placed her palm flat on the top of his head — the black leather smooth and warm beneath her skin — and she pushed him down, guiding him until his face was on the floor.

“Lower,” she breathed. “Deeper.”

He obeyed without resistance, dropping to his elbows, ass raised, face pressed into the cold stone.

Sofia sat behind him.

Watched.

Waited.

And then she reached between his legs and traced a single finger under the base of the cage, along the stretch of skin just beyond the shaft. He groaned into the floor — loud, pathetic, raw.

She felt his body tremble. His breathing falter.

And she moaned.

Her hand reached between her own thighs — not because she needed to… but because she couldn’t not. Her fingers brushed her wetness, and she gasped softly at her own sensitivity.

She leaned forward, her lips brushing the masked slave’s ear.

“You’ll never be allowed to cum,” she whispered. “But I will.”

And she did.

Quietly.

Powerfully.

Fingers slow and deliberate between her legs as she watched his cock twitch in vain, his body arch for permission that would never come.

When it was done — when her thighs trembled, and her slick fingers glistened in the torchlight — she stood.

Above him.

Commanding.

Complete.

She looked down at the hooded, gagged, caged slave, still panting, still desperate.

And whispered a final word into his mind.

“Mine.”
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