

Chapter One

Sofia felt refreshed, her steps light as she walked beside Ethan, a small, satisfied smile tugging at her lips. Her body hummed with pleasure, her mind still basking in the afterglow of their time at the ruins. Ethan, on the other hand, trailed a step behind, his frustration still palpable. He was flushed, his jaw clenched slightly as he followed her, the weight of his unfulfilled desire gnawing at him.

Sofia, always in tune with his mood, shot him a quick, playful glance but said nothing. She seemed to be reveling in his frustration, her control over him only making her feel more powerful.

As they entered the front hall of the cottage, they were greeted by one of the waitresses—the same one who had served them breakfast that morning. She looked up from where she was setting a vase of flowers on a side table, her eyes flicking between the couple with a knowing smile.

“I hope we’re not late for dinner,” Sofia said lightly, her tone casual as she exchanged a brief glance with the waitress.

“Oh, don’t worry, you have plenty of time,” the waitress replied with a soft, reassuring tone. “You can go and freshen up and take your time. No rush at all.”

As they spoke, Mrs. Thorne descended the staircase, her elegant figure moving gracefully. She smiled warmly as she approached them, her hands clasped in front of her. “I was just explaining to this lovely couple that they’re not late,” the waitress said with a quick glance at Mrs. Thorne.

“Of course,” Mrs. Thorne replied with a nod. “There’s no hurry. We only have two couples dining with us tonight, so everything will be perfectly relaxed.” She gave them both a warm smile. “In fact, we do a rather elegant meal on special nights like this.”

“Special?” Ethan asked, his brows furrowing with curiosity.

Mrs. Thorne’s smile deepened, her eyes gleaming. “It’s the Crescent Moon tonight,” she explained, her voice taking on a slightly more mystical tone. “A rather special occasion. And as it happens, we have another young couple joining us—one who has been here before. Would you like to join them for dinner?”

Sofia’s face lit up with excitement. “That sounds lovely,” she said, her enthusiasm bubbling to the surface.

Ethan nodded in agreement, though a part of him wished for some more time alone with Sofia. His desire for her was still at the forefront of his mind, and the idea of sharing her attention with others didn’t exactly thrill him. But he didn’t want to dampen her excitement, so he kept his frustrations to himself.

Mrs. Thorne seemed to sense his unspoken feelings. She turned her sharp gaze toward him, and for a brief moment, it felt as if she was staring directly into his soul. Her lips curved into a small, knowing smile. “Patience... Ethan,” she said, her voice low and soothing, but the way she said his name sent a shiver down his spine. It was almost as if the word had been whispered directly into his mind, a gentle but firm reminder of his place.

Ethan blinked, confused, unsure of how to respond.

Sofia leaned in close to one of the waitresses, whispering something in her ear. The waitress giggled softly, her eyes drifting over to Ethan as she looked him up and down, her gaze lingering a little too long. “Patience... Mmm, yes. He needs more time to learn,” the waitress replied with a teasing smile, her words dripping with hidden meaning.

Sofia’s lips curled into a wicked grin, her eyes gleaming with amusement. Whatever the waitress had said seemed to delight her, and she cast Ethan a mischievous glance.

Ethan felt a flicker of confusion and, admittedly, some arousal. What were they whispering about? Before he could ask, Sofia took his hand and pulled him gently but firmly toward the staircase.

“Come on,” she said, her voice light and playful. “Let’s go freshen up before dinner.”

He followed her, still dazed by the strange exchange that had just taken place, his mind spinning with questions. As they climbed the stairs to their room, Ethan couldn't shake the feeling that whatever was coming next would only draw him further into the mystery that was slowly unfolding around them.

*****

Sofia was in the shower, the sound of the water running a soothing backdrop to the stillness of the room. Ethan lay on the bed, his body draped in a soft bathrobe, his hand absently resting on the leather-bound book he had bought earlier. The book, Nocturne, had captivated him from the moment he first laid eyes on it, and now, as he thumbed through its pages, he felt something… stirring.

He found a passage detailing the origins of the realm, the Primordial Night, and how it all came to be. The images accompanying the text seemed to pulse with life, as though the ink itself was shifting and breathing. Beautiful goddesses, their forms ethereal, stared back at him from the pages, their eyes dark and alluring.

Beneath one of the images—an intricate depiction of a goddess, her hands stretched out as if in invitation—was a prayer. Ethan’s gaze lingered on the words, his eyes drawn to the elegant script. He began to read the prayer softly, his voice barely a whisper.

“Guide me to the edge of my desire, let me feel your presence in the heat of my longing. Let me drift closer to the precipice, where the pleasure is endless, and I am lost to your will. Take me, deeper and deeper, until I am yours… until I surrender…”

Ethan’s heart quickened as the words fell from his lips, over and over. His voice became a soft chant, a rhythmic repetition that filled the room. Each time he spoke the words, the air seemed to grow heavier, the shadows in the room darkening, stretching toward him.

Without realizing it, his hand slipped inside his bathrobe, his fingers brushing against his already hardened cock. The arousal that had been simmering since the ruins had never fully dissipated, and now, with the prayer on his lips and the images swirling in his mind, it flared back to life.

His hand began to move, slowly at first, stroking himself as he repeated the prayer again and again, each word pushing him deeper into the sensation. His cock throbbed beneath his touch, the heat of his desire growing more intense with every stroke.

The images in the book seemed to blur and shift, the goddess on the page appearing to move, her eyes following him, her lips parting as if to speak. But it wasn’t her voice he heard—it was the whispers.

“Good boy… so close… keep going…”

The voices were soft, almost imperceptible, but they wrapped around his thoughts like a velvet chain. They coaxed him, teased him, their words filled with promises of pleasure beyond his understanding.

“Stroke for us… let us feel you… deeper, deeper…”

Ethan’s breathing quickened, his strokes becoming more urgent as the whispers filled his mind. His body responded to their commands without question, each whisper urging him closer to the edge of his pleasure. His cock pulsed beneath his hand, the heat in his blood rising with each passing second.

The shadows in the room began to move, stretching across the floor and creeping up his legs, their dark tendrils wrapping around him like a lover’s embrace. The mirror on the wall seemed to come alive, its surface shimmering as if it were liquid, reflecting not just his body, but something else—something darker, something filled with desire.

The whispers grew louder.

“Let go… surrender… feel us… feel the pleasure… submit…”

Ethan’s mind swam in the overwhelming sensation. His body felt electric, his cock throbbing in his hand as he neared the point of no return. The voices in his head were intoxicating, pulling him deeper into their grasp, making him forget everything but the need to release. His entire body felt like it was on fire, his blood boiling with the heat of his growing desire.

The shadows around him thickened, their darkness pressing against his skin, pulling him closer to the precipice. His breath hitched, his body shaking as he felt the first tremors of his impending climax.

“Good boy… so close… so close…” the voices urged, their tone sweet and commanding all at once.

He was almost there. Almost—

Suddenly, there was a sharp knock at the door.

Ethan’s eyes snapped open, the spell broken in an instant. His hand stilled, his heart racing as the whispers faded, leaving only the echo of their words in his mind.

The knock came again, louder this time.

Ethan sat up quickly, adjusting his bathrobe, the lingering heat from moments ago still tingling through his body. He shook his head, trying to clear his thoughts before moving toward the door. With a deep breath, he opened it.

Standing on the other side was the waiter from the night before, dressed impeccably in a sharp black uniform. Draped across both his arms were two garment bags, their rich fabric gleaming slightly in the light of the hallway.

“My lady thought you might like to wear this tonight for dinner,” the waiter said in a smooth, measured voice, his eyes betraying nothing but professionalism.

Ethan blinked, still feeling the lingering confusion from the whispers in his mind. He looked at the garment bags, hesitated for a moment, then reached out and took them. “Thank you,” he mumbled, his voice a little hoarse, as though he had just woken from a deep dream.

The waiter gave a small nod, his expression neutral. Without another word, he turned and walked away down the hall, his footsteps echoing softly on the wooden floor.

Ethan closed the door behind him, turning to look at the garment bags in his hands, still trying to process the sudden turn of events.

Just then, the sound of the shower turned off, and Sofia’s voice floated through the bathroom door. “How was that?” she called, her tone light and carefree.

Ethan glanced back at the door. “A man bearing gifts,” he replied, the confusion still evident in his voice.

“Eh?” Sofia’s voice came again, this time with a laugh as she stepped out of the bathroom, her body wrapped in nothing but a towel. She was rubbing her dark hair dry with another towel, her skin glistening from the shower.

Ethan stood for a moment, taking in the sight of her. Her long dark hair, still damp, clung to her shoulders, and her petite frame seemed almost ethereal in the soft glow of the room. Her skin was smooth and flushed, a perfect contrast to the white towel wrapped around her body.

Sofia’s eyes sparkled with curiosity as she noticed the garment bags in his hands. “What have we got there?” she asked with a playful grin, dropping the towel she had been using to dry her hair onto the chair.

Ethan moved toward the bed, laying the garment bags down gently. “Let’s find out,” he said, unzipping the first bag. Inside, neatly folded and pressed, was a perfectly tailored evening suit for him. The material was dark, rich, and luxurious to the touch. He ran his fingers over the smooth fabric, impressed by its quality. The jacket, shirt, and trousers were all there, perfectly matched.

Sofia stepped closer, her eyes wide with excitement as she reached for the second garment bag. She unzipped it slowly, revealing a beautiful dark emerald green dress. It was stunning—a gown with a fitted bodice that hugged the curves of her waist, accentuating her slender frame. The skirt flowed elegantly, long and graceful, with a subtle shimmer that caught the light.

She held it up against herself, her face lighting up with pure delight. “This is beautiful,” she whispered, her fingers tracing the delicate stitching along the bodice.

Ethan stared at her, momentarily captivated by how the dress seemed to belong to her, as though it had been made specifically for her and only her. The rich green contrasted perfectly with her dark hair and pale skin, giving her an almost regal appearance.

“Impressive,” Sofia murmured, her eyes still fixed on the dress.

Ethan nodded, running his hand along the sleeve of his suit. “Yeah… very.”

Sofia glanced up at him, her lips curling into a playful smile. “Well, you better get dressed then,” she teased, before turning toward the dressing table to dry her hair and begin her makeup. As she sat down, she angled the mirror just enough to watch him as he undressed.

Ethan moved across the room to where the suit was laid out, slowly removing his bathrobe. He didn’t notice Sofia’s gaze at first, too focused on the feel of the fine clothing. But as he began to dress, her eyes stayed fixed on him, watching every movement in the reflection of the mirror.

His muscular frame moved with natural ease, his broad shoulders and defined arms standing out as he pulled the shirt over his torso, the fabric stretching slightly against the well-toned muscles of his back. Sofia’s gaze lingered on his chest, admiring the way his skin flexed as he buttoned the shirt, his hands moving slowly and deliberately. The way the light hit his blonde hair, casting a soft glow across his features, made him look almost statuesque.

Her lips parted slightly as she watched him tuck in the shirt, his strong hands slipping the buttons of the trousers into place. His body was lean, powerful, every movement a testament to the time he spent taking care of it. As he slipped on the jacket, she felt a small rush of heat rise to her cheeks.

Sofia’s gaze flicked down to his boxers, and she couldn’t help but bite her lip. “Lucky me,” she thought with a small grin.

Once Ethan was finished, he turned around, catching her gaze in the mirror. She was still watching him, the towel that had been wrapped around her body now lying on the floor behind her. Her bare skin glowed under the soft light, her naked form as perfect as ever. Her petite frame was delicate yet strong, her curves soft and inviting, her dark hair cascading down her back like a waterfall of night.

She smiled, turning to face him fully. “You look so handsome,” she said softly, her eyes lingering on him as she stepped closer.

Ethan smiled back, his heart racing slightly at the sight of her. “Thanks,” he replied, his voice a little breathless.

Sofia reached out, her fingers trailing lightly across his chest, feeling the warmth of his skin through the fabric of the suit. She leaned in, kissing him softly on the lips, the brief contact leaving him wanting more.

But just as he was about to pull her closer, she pulled away with a playful grin. “You should go downstairs,” she teased, turning back toward the mirror. “See if you can get us a drink while I finish getting ready.”

Ethan laughed softly, knowing there was no point in arguing. “Alright,” he said, heading for the door. “I’ll see you downstairs.”

As he left the room, Sofia glanced at him one last time in the mirror, her lips curling into a wicked smile as she watched him go.

As the door clicked shut behind Ethan, Sofia stood in the middle of the room, her body still bare, the cool air of the evening brushing softly against her skin. She caught her reflection in the mirror, her lips curling into a knowing smile as she admired the curve of her body, the way her petite frame was illuminated by the soft candlelight that flickered around the room.

A slow, rising heat began to spread through her, deep inside, stirring with an intensity that she couldn’t quite explain. Tonight was different, she could feel it in the way the air felt against her skin, the way her body seemed to hum with a primal energy. She had always felt beautiful, but now—tonight—she felt like more. Like a goddess preparing for a ritual, ready to be worshiped.

Her gaze flicked to the jar of cream on the dresser, and with deliberate slowness, she opened it, dipping her fingers into the soft, velvety lotion. The scent of lavender and vanilla filled the air as she began to apply the cream to her skin, starting at her neck and shoulders, working it in with slow, sensual movements. Her fingers glided over her body, spreading the lotion across her arms, down to her breasts, where she paused, closing her eyes for a moment as the touch sent a wave of pleasure through her.

The heat inside her began to grow, her breath quickening slightly as she continued, her hands sliding down her sides, over her hips, and onto her thighs. She could feel the rising passion with each movement, the cream glistening on her skin, leaving it soft and radiant in the dim light. Every touch felt intimate, every caress sending sparks of desire rippling through her body.

Sofia’s fingers lingered on her thighs for a moment, her breath catching in her throat as she imagined Ethan’s hands there instead—strong, eager, worshipping her body. A wicked smile tugged at the corners of her lips. She knew what she was doing to him, how he couldn’t resist her. The thought only made the heat inside her burn hotter, the slow, sensual fire building within her.

Satisfied with the way her skin gleamed under the candlelight, she turned back to the mirror and reached for her makeup. She traced her fingers lightly over the small collection of cosmetics, choosing a deep red lipstick that she knew would make her lips stand out. As she applied it, she moved slowly, deliberately, savoring each stroke of the brush across her lips.

The red of the lipstick was bold, powerful—just like her. She leaned closer to the mirror, her eyes gleaming as she examined her reflection. Her lips looked full and inviting, a weapon as much as a statement. She parted them slightly, running her tongue across the soft curve of her lower lip, feeling the sultry power that the color gave her.

She set the lipstick down and turned her attention to the dress—the stunning dark emerald gown that had been gifted to her that evening. The fabric was rich, luxurious, and as she slid it over her body, she felt the material cling to her curves in all the right places. The fitted bodice hugged her waist, accentuating her shape, while the skirt flowed gracefully, pooling around her feet like liquid silk.

Sofia stood up straight, running her hands down the length of her body, smoothing the fabric over her hips. The dress fit like a second skin, the deep green making her look even more alluring, more powerful. She took a moment to admire herself, feeling the way the dress enhanced her presence, making her feel like a queen preparing for a hunt—her prey waiting below.

Finally, her eyes fell on the pendant she had purchased earlier that day. It rested on the dresser, its gold chain catching the light, the small stone at its center gleaming with a soft, ethereal glow. She picked it up, holding it in her palm for a moment, feeling the weight of it—the power that seemed to radiate from within.

As she fastened the pendant around her neck, the stone seemed to warm against her skin, sending a wave of energy coursing through her body. It wasn’t just an accessory—it was a symbol of something deeper, something ancient, as if the pendant was a conduit, connecting her to something far beyond the world she knew.

Her heart quickened as she felt the pendant’s power pulse softly against her chest, the warmth spreading through her, heightening the already burning desire within. Her body felt alive, sensual, more connected to the primal energy that had been stirring inside her all day. The whispers from the previous night began to return, faint but clear, telling her to take what was hers, to command, to dominate.

She turned back to the mirror one last time, her eyes dark and full of intent. Her transformation was complete. She was no longer just Sofia—tonight, she was a goddess, a huntress ready to claim her prey. Her body hummed with power, with passion, her every move filled with purpose.

With a final glance, she smiled at her reflection, her lips curling into a satisfied, wicked grin. The heat inside her was raging now, the fire of desire ready to consume her—and anyone who stood in her way.

Chapter Two

Ethan descended the grand staircase, his fingers lightly grazing the polished wood of the banister. His mind was still swirling from the strange day, the whispers, and the intoxicating sensations that had clung to him since their arrival. Reaching the bottom, he spotted a small brass bell perched on a delicate side table in the hall.

He reached out and gave it a soft ring. Moments later, a waitress appeared, her smile polite, almost too knowing.

“Sorry, I was wondering if I could get a drink while I wait for Sofia to get ready?” he asked, trying to shake off the strange energy still lingering in his bones.

The waitress nodded. “If you’d like to take a seat in the parlour, I’ll be right along.”

“Thank you.”

Ethan turned and made his way through the open doorway into the parlour. The room was bathed in the warm glow of candlelight, the flickering flames casting long shadows on the walls. Bookshelves lined one side of the room, filled with old leather-bound volumes whose spines were worn with age. In the center stood two inviting red sofas, the fabric rich and luxurious. Between them was a satinwood table, on which sat a large fruit bowl, its contents a mixture of deep reds, purples, and oranges that seemed to gleam in the firelight.

A log fire crackled in the hearth, its soft, rhythmic pop adding to the cozy atmosphere of the room. The scent of burning wood mingled with the faint aroma of spices—cinnamon and clove, perhaps—which seemed to linger in the air.

Ethan walked slowly around the room, his eyes wandering over the books and objects displayed on the shelves. Some were familiar—a few local history books, collections of poetry, and novels from classic authors. But there were other items that caught his eye—things he couldn’t quite place. A small carved statue of a woman, her features smooth and sensual, with a mysterious smile on her lips. Her eyes seemed to follow him as he moved.

He picked up one of the books from the shelf, running his fingers along the leather cover. It felt ancient, the pages brittle beneath his touch. He glanced at the title embossed in faded gold—The Twilight Rites. Ethan frowned. He’d never heard of it before. Flicking through the pages, he saw sketches of symbols and ceremonies, strange figures that sent a faint shiver down his spine. There was something oddly familiar about them, but he couldn’t place why.

He put the book down and turned his attention to the photographs on the wall. They depicted images of the local landscape—rolling hills, old cottages, and ancient ruins—but there was a subtle strangeness to the images, as if the shadows in the photographs were more alive than they should have been.

As Ethan stood there, studying the details, the waiter entered the room.

“What drink would you like, sir?” the waiter asked, his voice calm and measured.

Ethan glanced over his shoulder. “A beer, if you have one.”

“Certainly, sir. One moment.” The waiter nodded and left the room as quietly as he had entered.

Ethan sighed, turning back to the room and lowering himself onto one of the red sofas. The fabric was soft and comfortable, the warmth from the fire seeping into his bones. He leaned back and picked up a photograph book from the table in front of him. It was a collection of images of the local area—black and white photos of the village, the surrounding countryside, and a few notable landmarks.

He absentmindedly flipped through the pages, but his mind kept drifting back to the strange carvings and books on the shelves. There was something about them—something that made the room feel more… alive.

Just then, the waiter returned, a tall glass of amber beer in his hand.

“Your drink, sir,” the waiter said, setting it down on the small table beside Ethan.

“Thanks,” Ethan replied, his voice a little distant as he stared into the fire, still trying to make sense of the strange atmosphere that clung to this place.

The waiter turned to leave, but just as he reached the door, it opened, and another couple entered the room.

The woman stepped in first, her presence commanding the space the moment she crossed the threshold. The waiter quickly apologized and stepped aside, but there was something strange about his reaction—an instinctive deference that made Ethan raise an eyebrow. It was almost as though the waiter was… afraid of her.

The woman, Liora, was stunning. Her fiery red hair cascaded in soft waves down her back, the rich color glowing in the dim light of the parlour. She wore a satin red dress that clung to her voluptuous curves like liquid, the fabric sliding over her body with every graceful movement. The light straps of the dress draped elegantly over her bare shoulders, the plunging neckline drawing attention to her perfect breasts. Nestled in her cleavage was a pendant, not unlike the one Sofia had purchased earlier that day, though more elaborate, the gemstone glimmering in the firelight.

Her lips, painted a bright, seductive red, curled into a faint smile as she stepped further into the room. Her eyes—dark, emerald green pools—held an intensity that made Ethan’s breath catch for a moment. Everything about her was poised, sensual, and powerful. She moved with the kind of elegant grace that made it impossible not to watch her.

Behind her was Tomas, tall and broad-shouldered, with dark hair and intense eyes. He was wearing a suit nearly identical to Ethan’s, though it seemed to fit him in a way that suggested a natural ease with formality. Tomas stood slightly behind Liora, his posture calm but watchful, like a shadow at her side.

Ethan quickly stood, offering a smile to the newcomers. “Hi,” he greeted them, though his voice sounded smaller in the presence of this striking couple.

Liora’s lips parted into a sultry smile as she tilted her head slightly, regarding Ethan with an unreadable expression. “Good evening,” she said, her voice rich and smooth. “I’m Liora, and this is Tomas.”

Ethan nodded, trying to hide his sudden nervousness. There was something about the way she spoke—her tone was so calm, so certain, it almost felt like every word was a command. “Ethan,” he said, offering his hand to shake.

When Liora took his hand, her grip was firm—more powerful than he had expected. As their hands touched, a sudden tingling sensation shot through Ethan’s body, like a current of electricity. He looked up into her eyes, and for a moment, he felt as though he was falling into them—dark green pools, endless and deep.

Ethan swallowed hard as he pulled his hand away, quickly turning to Tomas. He shook his hand as well, though the handshake was more subdued, polite but lacking the same charge that he had felt with Liora.

As Liora sat down on the sofa opposite him, Ethan couldn’t stop his eyes from wandering over her body. The way her dress clung to her curves, the way her legs crossed so elegantly, revealing the smooth line of her thigh… He felt a stirring in his gut, a slow burn of desire that he tried to push down. But it was hard—nearly impossible—to look away.

Her lips curved into a knowing smile as she caught him watching. She moved with a slow, deliberate grace, every action as if calculated to draw attention. As she settled onto the sofa, her legs crossed, and the dress slid higher, revealing more of her pale, flawless skin. Ethan’s heart raced as he took another sip of his drink, trying to steady himself.

“You’ve been here before, right?” Ethan asked, clearing his throat to break the tension that had settled over him. He wanted to sound casual, but his voice came out a little too nervous.

Liora tilted her head slightly, her smile deepening as she regarded him. “Yes, we have,” she said, her tone as smooth as silk. “It’s a… special place.”

Ethan couldn’t help but feel that there was a hidden meaning in her words, something he didn’t quite understand but could sense. “It’s… nice,” he replied awkwardly, feeling the conversation slipping from his control.

Liora’s gaze was sharp, as if she could see right through him. “Nice? Is that all?” she asked, her voice soft but teasing, as if she was daring him to say more.

Ethan shifted uncomfortably. “I mean, it’s… different. In a good way,” he stumbled, feeling foolish under her scrutiny. He noticed that Tomas, sitting quietly beside her, had not said a word, only speaking when directly addressed. His eyes flickered briefly in Ethan’s direction but then returned to Liora, as if awaiting her next command.

Liora leaned back against the sofa, her dark eyes never leaving Ethan. “Different, indeed,” she mused, her fingers lightly brushing against the pendant at her throat. “This place has a way of… revealing things. You’ll see soon enough.”

Her words sent a shiver down Ethan’s spine, though he couldn’t understand why. He sipped his beer again, trying to focus on something else, but his gaze kept drifting back to her. Her legs, now crossed in front of her, were impossibly long and elegant, her bare skin glistening in the soft candlelight. He watched the way her hand slid down her thigh as she crossed her legs again, every movement so deliberate, so… enticing.

Ethan glanced at Tomas, who remained perfectly still, almost statuesque, his hands resting on his knees. There was a strange dynamic between them—Liora was clearly in control, and Tomas was… something else. There was strength in him, but it was restrained, almost subdued.

“We arrived last night,” Ethan said, trying to make conversation, though his voice was filled with nervous energy. “It’s been… interesting so far.”

Liora smiled at his attempt to speak. “I’m sure it has,” she replied, her tone low and inviting, like a secret being shared between lovers. “There’s more to discover, Ethan… much more.”

Her words hung in the air, thick with promise and mystery. Ethan shifted on the sofa, his mind swirling with confusion, desire, and an unshakable sense that there was something much larger at play here.

The waiter entered once again, breaking the moment, though the tension in the room remained. “Can I get you anything?” he asked, looking toward Liora.

"Not now," Liora said softly, but firmly, dismissing the waiter as her gaze flicked

back to Ethan. Her eyes were still lingering on him when the door to the parlor

opened once more.

Sofia entered the room, and for a moment, time seemed to stop. She was

breathtaking-the emerald green gown she wore hugged her body perfectly, the

fitted bodice accentuating her slender waist, and the flowing fabric cascading

around her like liquid silk. Her hair, dark and glossy, fell in soft waves around her

shoulders, framing her radiant face. The pendant she had bought earlier that day rested gently against her chest, glowing faintly against her skin.

Ethan's breath caught in his throat, and he immediately stood, nearly tripping over the table as he hurried to her side. His hands slid naturally to her hips, pulling her close as he gazed at her, completely entranced.

"You look amazing," he whispered, his voice filled with awe. Without thinking, he

leaned in and kissed her passionately, his fingers gripping her waist as though afraid she might slip away.

From the sofa, Liora let out a soft moan of approval, her lips curling into a sly smile as she watched them.

"Careful," Sofia teased as she gently pushed him back with her hand on his chest, her touch light but firm. "You might smudge my lipstick."

Ethan chuckled, still caught in the haze of his attraction to her. "Sorry," he mumbled, his eyes tracing the curve of her lips, still tempted to kiss her again. "Are you going to introduce me?"

He blinked, momentarily disoriented before realizing she was referring to their

company. "Oh, right," he said, turning back to Liora and Tomas. "Sofia, this is Liora and Tomas. They're staying here too."

The atmosphere in the room shifted instantly. The tension from earlier seemed to dissolve into something lighter, more familiar, as Sofia moved forward and

embraced Liora with a kiss on each cheek.

"It's so nice to meet you," Sofia said warmly, her eyes sparkling.

"Likewise," Liora replied, her smile widening. There was a certain knowingness in her gaze as she looked Sofia up and down, but it wasn't judgmentalit was as if she were appraising her, appreciating her beauty. "We were just talking about how lovely this place is. It's so... enchanting."

Liora raised a hand, beckoning the waiter. "Could we have some wine, please?

Bring it through here." She turned to Tomas, waving her hand dismissively. "Stand up, Tomas. Let Sofia sit down."

Tomas obeyed immediately, standing with a swift, graceful motion, his eyes never leaving Liora as he stepped aside to allow Sofia to sit on the sofa beside her.

Ethan took his seat again, feeling a mix of relief and something else--an

undercurrent of arousal-as he watched Sofia and Liora together. The two women began to talk, their voices soft and melodic, as if they were sharing some secret only they knew.

Their conversation was lighthearted at first, filled with teasing remarks and laughter. Liora asked Sofia about her gown, complimenting her on the emerald green fabric and how it highlighted her dark hair and pale skin. Sofia, in turn, admired Liora's red satin dress, and the way it clung to her curves so perfectly.

"You must tell me where you found it," Sofia said, her eyes drifting down Liora's

body with a hint of envy.

"Oh, it's something of a... specialty," Liora replied with a mysterious smile. "You

could say it's tailored just for me."

Ethan watched the two women closely, unable to tear his gaze away. There was

something so... mesmerizing about the way they interacted. Every word, every

gesture felt charged, as though there was an invisible current of energy between

them that he couldn't quite grasp. His body reacted instinctively, his arousal

simmering just beneath the surface.

The waiter returned with the wine, setting the glasses down with precision. Ethan took a long sip of his beer, grateful for the distraction as his pulse quickened. Across the room, Tomas sat quietly, his expression unreadable as he observed the Scene. Ethan caught his eye and nodded toward the women.

"We're lucky men, aren't we?" Ethan said, attempting to break the tension with

casual conversation.

Tomas nodded, his voice low. "Very lucky indeed."

Sofia, catching the exchange, turned her gaze to Tomas. Her eyes danced with

playful curiosity as she studied him. "He's quite handsome," she remarked to Liora, her tone light but with a subtle edge of desire.

Liora smiled, a slow, sensual smile that made Ethan's pulse race. "He's mine," she said softly, her words dripping with possession. "At least, until I decide otherwise."

Sofia laughed, and Liora joined her, their laughter melodic and intoxicating. The

sOund filled the room, and Ethan found himself smiling despite his growing

nervousness. There was something about the way they spoke, the way they looked at each other--it felt like a game, one that he wasn't quite sure how to play.

Liora's gaze shifted to Ethan, and she raised an eyebrow. "What do you think,

Ethan? Don't you think Tomas is handsome?"

Ethan squirmed in his seat, unsure how to answer. He glanced at Tomas, who

remained silent, his eyes fixed on Liora. "Uh... sure" Ethan replied awkwardly,

feeling the heat rise in his cheeks. "I mean, he's... yeah." Liora chuckled softly, her dark eyes glinting with mischief. "You're adorable when you're flustered," she teased, her voice a sultry purr.

Sofia leaned over, her hand resting lightly on Ethan's knee as she joined in the

teasing. "Liora's right, you know. You do get so cute when you're nervous."

Ethan shifted again, trying to hide his discomfort. But there was something about their words, their tone-the way they spoke to him-that sent a thrill of excitement through him. He was supposed to feel embarrassed, but instead, he felt... aroused.

His body was reacting in ways he didn't fully understand, his mind swirling with

conflicting emotions.

Liora crossed her legs again, and Ethan's eyes couldn't help but follow the

movement, the way the red satin dress slid higher up her thigh. Sofia noticed his

gaze and gave him a sly smile, her hand still resting on his knee, squeezing gently.

"Don't be shy, Ethan," Liora said, her voice low and inviting. "We're just having a

little fun." Sofia leaned in closer, her lips brushing against Ethan's ear. "You like looking at her, don't you?" she whispered, her voice soft but commanding. "You're getting all worked up, aren't you?"

Ethan swallowed hard, his heart pounding in his chest. He didn't know how to

respond, the sensation of both women's attention on him overwhelming. He could feel his arousal growing, his body betraying him even as he tried to remain

Composed.

Liora's eyes gleamed as she watched him squirm, clearly enjoying his discomfort.

"Maybe l'Il let you play with him later" she said, her tone teasing but laced with

suggestion. "Would you like that, Sofia?"

Sofia giggled softly, her fingers trailing lightly up Ethan's thigh. "I think l'd enjoy

that," she replied, her voice filled with mischief.

Ethan's mind was spinning, his body tense with a mixture of excitement and

nervous energy. He had never been in a situation like this before, and the more they teased him, the more he found himself losing control. The laughter, the sensual Words, the way they looked at him--it was all too much, and yet, he didn't want it to stop.

Just as the tension in the room reached its peak, the door opened, and Mrs. Thorne stepped inside.

Ethan let out a breath he didn't realize he had been holding, the spell broken by the announcement. He glanced at Sofia, who smiled at him, her eyes gleaming with unspoken promises. Liora rose gracefully from her seat, her movements as fluid as ever.

"Shall we?" Liora said, gesturing toward the dining room. Ethan nodded, standing up on unsteady legs as the group made their way to the door.

The dining room was opulent, much like the previous night, but tonight it felt more intimate. A single round table dominated the center of the room, surrounded by the warm glow of candlelight. The flickering flames cast dancing shadows across the richly adorned walls, and the light reflected off the crystal glasses and silverware with a soft gleam. A log fire crackled gently in the hearth, adding to the atmosphere of quiet luxury. The air was heavy with the scent of roasted meats, spices, and the faint undertone of the deep red wine that filled their glasses.

Ethan sat opposite Liora, while Sofia was to her right and Tomas to her left. The seating arrangement felt deliberate, almost too perfect. It gave Liora full control of the room—her presence commanding, yet subtle.

The waiter stood to the side, holding a bottle of red wine, ready to refill their glasses. His posture was attentive but deferential, as though waiting for a signal from Liora.

Liora raised her glass, her lips curling into a sly smile as she took a sip of the wine. She turned her attention to Sofia. “So, how were the ruins?” she asked, her voice rich and smooth.

Sofia’s eyes lit up. “Amazing,” she said enthusiastically, her tone filled with excitement. She smiled at Ethan, though her smile hinted at something more than just a pleasant afternoon.

Liora’s gaze shifted to Ethan. “And you, Ethan?”

Ethan hesitated, glancing at Sofia, unsure how much to say. He felt a strange mixture of pride and embarrassment, but before he could respond, Sofia cut in.

“I don’t think he enjoyed it as much as I did.” Her tone was teasing, playful, but laced with a subtle edge of power. She was in control of the conversation now.

Liora tilted her head, her dark eyes gleaming with mischief. “I’m not so sure,” she said softly, her gaze fixed on Ethan with an intensity that made his heart race.

Ethan flushed, feeling the heat rise to his cheeks. He took a quick sip of his wine, trying to compose himself. But just as the glass touched his lips, he felt something unexpected—Liora’s foot sliding slowly up the inside of his thigh under the table.

He nearly choked on his wine, the sensation startling him. He glanced at Liora, but she was calm, composed, as though nothing had happened. Her eyes, however, held a knowing gleam.

“A little frustration, perhaps?” Liora purred, her voice low, meant only for Ethan to hear.

Ethan shifted uncomfortably in his seat, his body reacting instinctively to the soft stroke of her foot. He felt his arousal grow, his heart beating faster as she continued to tease him, her foot pressing lightly against the growing bulge in his pants.

Sofia, oblivious to the game under the table, continued speaking, her tone light and filled with mischief as she recounted the events at the ruins. “You should have seen him,” she said, her eyes gleaming with amusement. “He was so eager at first, but by the end… well, let’s just say I had all the fun.”

Liora smiled knowingly. “Do tell.”

Sofia leaned back in her chair, sipping her wine with a wicked grin. “I made him kneel,” she said, her voice soft but deliberate. “Right there in the middle of the ruins, on that old stone floor. He was… eager to please.”

Ethan shifted again, feeling the heat rise in his face as Liora’s foot pressed more firmly against his thigh, moving higher with every passing second. His cock strained against the fabric of his suit pants, and he struggled to keep his composure as Sofia’s words—and Liora’s touch—drove him mad with arousal.

“I bet he was,” Liora murmured, her voice low and sultry. She met Ethan’s gaze, her eyes dark and intense, as though she could see right through him. She slid her foot higher, her toes brushing against the hardness between his legs, sending a jolt of pleasure through him.

Ethan bit his lip, trying to focus on Sofia’s words, but it was nearly impossible. The room seemed to blur around him, the candlelight flickering softly as the waitress moved silently around the table, clearing away the plates and leaving only the wine. The air felt heavy, the scent of wine and woodsmoke filling his senses, intoxicating him further.

“He was good at first,” Sofia continued, her voice soft and teasing. “But when I started to take control, when I made him work for it… well, let’s just say he got a little… overwhelmed.” She smiled, clearly enjoying the memory.

Liora’s foot slid back down Ethan’s leg, only to move up again, this time pressing harder against his throbbing cock. He swallowed hard, trying not to make a sound as the pressure built inside him.

Liora’s voice filled his mind, whispering softly, almost as if she were right beside him. “You like this, don’t you? The way she took control of you… you’re still thinking about it, aren’t you?” Her words were like velvet, caressing his thoughts, making it impossible to resist.

Ethan nodded slightly, his breath coming in short, shallow bursts. He could feel Sofia’s eyes on him now, watching him closely, and it only made his arousal grow stronger.

Liora leaned back in her chair, her hand brushing lightly against Tomas’s arm as she spoke to Sofia. “Men do tend to get overwhelmed when we take control, don’t they?” Her eyes flicked briefly to Ethan, a sly smile playing at her lips.

Sofia laughed, her hand reaching out to stroke Ethan’s arm as she leaned in closer. “Oh, absolutely. But that’s part of the fun, isn’t it?”

Liora’s foot moved again, this time more insistently, pressing directly against the aching hardness in Ethan’s pants. He bit back a moan, his body trembling with need as the two women continued to tease him, their words mingling with the soft whispers in his mind.

The waitress returned once more, her movements silent as she cleared the last of the dishes from the table. Ethan barely noticed her presence, his focus entirely on the sensations coursing through his body—the soft, teasing touches, the whispered words, the scent of wine and desire that filled the air.

Liora’s voice slipped into his thoughts again, whispering in his mind. “You’re close, aren’t you? So close… but not yet. You’re not allowed.”

Sofia smiled, leaning closer to Ethan, her hand trailing lightly across his chest, feeling the rapid beat of his heart beneath the fabric of his shirt. “Poor Ethan,” she said softly, her voice filled with false sympathy. “You look like you’re about to burst.”

Liora chuckled softly, her eyes gleaming as she watched Ethan squirm in his seat. “Let’s not be too cruel, Sofia. He’s trying his best.”

Ethan could barely breathe, his mind a swirling haze of arousal and frustration. The combination of Sofia’s explicit description of the afternoon and Liora’s relentless teasing was driving him mad, pushing him closer and closer to the edge, but never quite letting him fall.

Liora leaned forward slightly, her hand resting on Tomas’s shoulder as she whispered softly to Ethan. “You’ve been a good boy, Ethan. But patience… it’s an important lesson. Don’t you think?”

Ethan nodded, his body trembling with need as Liora’s foot pressed harder against him. He could feel his arousal building to an unbearable level, the soft whispers in his mind growing louder, urging him on. Every breath he took was shallow, every muscle in his body taut with the tension Liora’s teasing touch had created.

Liora leaned forward slightly, her smile turning more wicked by the second. “Tonight is going to be special,” she purred, her eyes locking onto Sofia’s. “It’s the Crescent Moon.”

Sofia’s brow furrowed in curiosity, but there was a gleam in her eyes that suggested she was more intrigued than confused. “The Crescent Moon? What’s that?”

Liora took another slow sip of her wine, her foot never stopping its slow torment against Ethan’s straining cock. “It’s a sacred night in the Nocturne Realm,” she explained, her voice like silk as she spoke. “A night when desires are unleashed, and the goddess’s power is at its peak. Ceremonies take place, rituals that… explore the balance between control and surrender.”

Sofia raised an eyebrow, her curiosity piqued. “The Nocturne Realm… you’ve mentioned that before. What exactly is it? Is it… real?”

Liora smiled, her eyes glinting with a mix of mystery and amusement. “Real is a relative term, Sofia. It’s more than a place. It’s… a state of being. The Nocturne Realm exists beyond the veil, a world where the goddesses reign supreme, where pleasure and power intertwine, and where those who submit find their true purpose.” Her foot pressed harder against Ethan’s cock as she spoke, making him stifle a groan.

Sofia’s eyes widened slightly, her mind racing with the possibilities. “That sounds… intoxicating,” she murmured, her voice hushed with awe. “And these ceremonies… what happens during them?”

Liora chuckled softly, her gaze slipping briefly to Ethan, who was struggling to maintain control under her foot’s relentless pressure. “The ceremonies are different each time, but they always involve devotion. Devotion to the goddesses, devotion to pleasure. Men are given roles… roles that test their limits.” She smiled wickedly as she added, “And women… well, we take what we want.”

Sofia’s lips parted in a soft gasp, her pulse quickening at Liora’s words. She could feel the power in what Liora was describing, the seductive allure of the Nocturne Realm calling to her. The idea of it, of being part of something so mysterious and powerful, sent a thrill of excitement through her.

“Do you… think we could be part of it?” Sofia asked, her voice breathless with anticipation.

Liora’s eyes gleamed with approval. “Of course, my dear. The veil between worlds is thinner tonight, on the Crescent Moon. Those who are worthy can cross into the Nocturne Realm… if they are willing to submit.”

As she spoke, her foot slid up Ethan’s thigh again, her toes brushing against his aching cock through his pants. Ethan let out a soft groan, his head spinning from both the conversation and the physical torment. The whispers in his mind grew louder, more insistent, coaxing him closer to the edge.

Sofia smiled at Liora’s explanation, her mind racing with the possibilities. “I like the sound of that,” she said softly, her voice dripping with desire. She stood up from her seat, moving gracefully behind Ethan, her fingers sliding into his hair, tugging gently. He groaned as his head fell back, his body already primed from the endless teasing.

“Would you like that?” Sofia whispered, her breath hot against his ear as her fingers tightened in his hair. Her free hand slid down to his chest, stroking his muscular frame as she leaned over him. Ethan’s mind was a haze of arousal and submission, the constant teasing from both women driving him to the brink.

Liora’s foot pressed more firmly against him, and she smiled, her voice slipping into his thoughts. “You’re close, aren’t you? So close to giving in… but not yet.”

Ethan let out a soft whimper, his mind flooded with images of submission, of giving in to the overwhelming sensations that coursed through his body. He wanted to surrender, to let go, but something kept pulling him back—Liora’s control, Sofia’s firm grip on his hair.

Sofia leaned closer, her lips brushing against his as she whispered, “Would you like to be part of that world, Ethan? The Nocturne Realm?” Her lips teased his, barely touching, before she pulled away slightly, letting her words sink in. “Would you like to be part of that ceremony tonight… to feel what it’s like to submit?”

Ethan’s breath hitched, his mind swirling with confusion and desire. “Yes,” he breathed, his voice barely above a whisper.

Sofia smiled triumphantly and kissed him deeply, her tongue teasing his as her hands stroked his body. Her kiss was slow, sensual, filled with unspoken promises of what was to come. Ethan’s mind spun as he melted into the kiss, his arousal growing even more unbearable.

Liora watched with a satisfied smile, her whispers still echoing in his mind, keeping him teetering on the edge of submission. Her foot slid one last time against his cock, pressing firmly as she whispered, “Good boy.”

Chapter Three

The room seemed to spin, the warm glow of the candles flickering as the atmosphere shifted. A darker, more foreboding energy filled the space, and the air grew thick with tension. The once-opulent dining room now felt like a place of control and submission, where power hung heavy in the air.

Liora’s voice sliced through the silence. “Remove the table,” she commanded, her tone firm. Both Thomas and the waiter moved swiftly, lifting the table as if it weighed nothing. They carried it away without a word, leaving only the candles casting flickering shadows across the room.

Liora stood gracefully, her satin red dress flowing like liquid fire as she moved. Her eyes glinted with a dangerous allure as she turned to Ethan. “Stand up,” she ordered, her voice calm but edged with dominance.

Ethan’s legs trembled as he stood, Sofia still by his side, her hand gently stroking his hair as if soothing a pet.

With the table gone, Liora stepped closer, her presence commanding as she circled around him, her eyes never leaving his face. “I am a Domina Maiden of the Realm,” she began, her voice low and powerful. “And you will follow my every instruction. Do you understand?”

Her words echoed in Ethan’s mind, wrapping around his thoughts like a vice. He swallowed hard, his voice barely audible. “Yes.”

Liora’s eyes darkened with displeasure, and before Ethan could process it, a long cane appeared in her hand, its sleek surface catching the candlelight. With a swift motion, she whipped him across the back, the sharp crack of the cane making him gasp in pain.

“Yes what?” she demanded, her voice cutting through the air.

Ethan winced, his body tense as he stammered. “Yes, Miss Liora.”

Liora’s eyes narrowed, and with a flick of her wrist, the cane struck him again, harder this time. “Wrong,” she hissed, her words biting into him. “Yes, Domina Maiden.”

Ethan’s voice shook as he corrected himself. “Yes, Domina Maiden.”

Liora’s lips curled into a wicked smile as she circled him again. “Good. You will refer to me, to Sofia, and to any woman here as Domina. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Domina Maiden,” Ethan replied, his voice small but obedient.

Liora’s smile widened as she turned to Sofia, her gaze brimming with approval. “Come, Sofia. Take this.” She handed the cane to Sofia, who accepted it with a gleam of anticipation in her eyes.

Sofia’s fingers curled around the cane, and a wicked smile spread across her face as she looked down at Ethan. “It’s to keep him—or any male—in check,” Liora explained with a soft chuckle, her tone almost playful.

Liora stepped in front of Ethan, her eyes boring into his soul. “Tonight is not about you, Ethan. It is not about your pleasure—unless you are chosen. Tonight is about our pleasure, and our pleasure alone.”

As her words settled into the room, Thomas and the waiter reappeared, standing to the side, awaiting their next instruction.

Liora turned to the two men, her eyes filled with authority. “You are all here to serve us. Now… strip.”

The command hung in the air, heavy and undeniable. Without hesitation, Thomas and the waiter began to undress, their movements swift and precise. As they removed their clothes, their muscular bodies were revealed, the candlelight casting shadows over their defined forms.

Sofia’s eyes widened as she watched Thomas, her gaze drawn to his large, powerful body. Her breath hitched in her throat as she took in his imposing form, her eyes lingering on his large, swinging cock.

A gasp of delight escaped Sofia’s lips, her body tingling with excitement as she watched the men disrobe.

As their clothes hit the floor, they seemed to vanish, leaving no trace behind. The men stood naked before them, silent and ready to serve.

Sofia’s eyes were locked on Thomas, her lips parting in admiration. “Am I allowed to touch?” she asked, her voice breathless with anticipation.

Liora smiled, her tone teasing. “Of course. They’re here for our pleasure.”

Ethan’s heart raced as he looked at Sofia, a flicker of hope sparking within him. But before he could say anything, Sofia walked past him, her eyes focused solely on Thomas. Her hand reached out, sliding over Thomas’s rippling muscles, her fingers tracing the contours of his chest and shoulders.

Ethan’s stomach churned with jealousy as he watched, his mouth opening to protest. “What?” he exclaimed, the words slipping out before he could stop them.

Without warning, Sofia turned and struck him across the bottom with the cane, the sharp sting of it making him yelp in surprise. “Quiet,” she commanded, her voice firm. “You haven’t been told to speak.”

Ethan’s heart pounded as he stood frozen, the stinging sensation still fresh on his skin. “But—” he began to protest again, but the cane came down harder this time, silencing him with another sharp strike.

Sofia’s attention returned to Thomas, her hands sliding over his rock-solid body as her eyes sparkled with desire.

“You learn fast,” Liora remarked, her tone dripping with approval as she watched Sofia. “Good. I thought you would.”

Ethan could barely breathe, his frustration and desperation growing as he stood there, watching Sofia touch another man. Every nerve in his body screamed for release, but he knew better than to say anything now. He was no longer in control—they were.

Three young waitresses entered the room, each carrying trays. They moved silently, their eyes flicking briefly toward the scene unfolding before them. The trays were set down on the table by the wall, but it was clear that their attention was focused on the women, their postures reverent.

Liora motioned for Sofia to come closer. “Sofia, come here and watch,” she said, her voice filled with amusement. “You’re going to like this.”

Sofia stepped away from Thomas, her hand lingering on his chest for a moment before she moved toward Liora. Her eyes were wide with anticipation, her excitement palpable as she joined Liora at the table.

“What’s going to happen?” Sofia asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Liora smiled, her eyes glinting with dark mischief as she turned toward the trays the waitresses had brought in. “You’ll see, my dear. You’ll see.”

She waved a hand, gesturing toward the waitresses who stood poised, waiting for her command. “You may begin,” she ordered. The waitresses immediately sprang into action, moving gracefully yet with intent.

As they began to move, Liora leaned toward Sofia, her voice low and filled with authority. “These women, Sofia,” she began, nodding toward the waitresses, “are not ordinary servers. They are Maidens of the Realm, enchantresses of the Goddess Sashca, the Seed Catcher. They ensnare men, just as we do.”

Sofia’s gaze slid toward the three naked men standing before them, her eyes glinting with desire. “Very sexy,” she whispered, her lips curling into a smile. The sight of the men, their bodies glistening in the low candlelight, drove her arousal higher. She felt a stirring within, a burning heat rising as her eyes wandered over their muscular frames.

The Maidens moved with fluid precision, each one taking a length of red rope from the trays, the bright crimson glowing in the flickering candlelight. They approached the men, their movements slow and deliberate. Whispers filled the room as they began their work, the soft sound of their voices teasing and seducing, filling the air with a palpable sense of tension.

One Maiden stepped behind Thomas, her hands skilled and sure as she took his wrists and pulled them together behind his back. “You will serve us,” she whispered, her breath warm against his ear. The rope coiled around his wrists, binding him with a firm yet sensual touch. “You are ours now. Every part of you.”

Thomas’s breath hitched, his chest rising and falling more quickly as his erection grew even harder, the rope tightening around him with every loop.

Another Maiden moved toward the waiter, her fingers brushing against his skin as she tied the rope around his broad shoulders. “You exist to please us,” she whispered, her lips brushing his ear. “And you will suffer for our pleasure.” The waiter’s cock throbbed, his body responding to the whispered promises and the firm tug of the ropes binding him. His arousal grew, and he trembled beneath the Maiden’s touch.

Finally, the last Maiden approached Ethan, her gaze dark and filled with unspoken desires. She stood behind him, her hands moving with practiced ease as she pulled his arms behind him, the rope sliding against his skin like a lover’s caress. “You are bound to us now,” she whispered, her lips close to his ear. “You belong to us.” Ethan’s breath quickened, his cock swelling with every whispered word. The binding filled him with both fear and excitement, his mind a haze of arousal and submission.

Once the men were bound, the Maidens reached for the collars—thick bands of black leather adorned with shining silver rings. One by one, they fastened the collars around the men’s necks, the cool leather pressing against their skin. The leashes followed, the Maidens holding them tightly, their eyes gleaming with satisfaction as they completed the ritual.

Sofia’s arousal grew, her breath quickening as she watched the men kneel, each one bound and collared, their cocks throbbing in anticipation. She couldn’t take her eyes off Thomas, his powerful body now at her mercy. Her pulse raced, the heat within her growing hotter as she felt the control and power surge through her.

Liora watched Sofia with a wicked smile. “Tonight, they exist solely for our pleasure, Sofia. Every man here will serve us.” She turned to Sofia, her hand sliding over the curve of her breast, her fingers brushing lightly against the silk of her dress. “Do you feel it?” she whispered. “The power that courses through you?”

Sofia nodded, her lips parted in breathless anticipation. She could feel it—the heat of control, the burning desire to command these men, to make them kneel before her and worship her. Her hand instinctively reached for her chest, her fingertips grazing the silk that now felt almost too tight against her breasts.

Without warning, Liora leaned in and pressed her lips to Sofia’s in a deep, passionate kiss. Their bodies molded together as the kiss deepened, and Sofia’s knees weakened, her heart pounding in her chest. Her body responded to the kiss with burning desire, her lips parting as Liora’s tongue explored her mouth.

As they kissed, the men watched, their erections twitching with desire. Ethan’s breathing grew ragged, his body straining against the ropes that bound him. His cock throbbed painfully, desperate for release, but he knew better than to beg. He was theirs to command.

Liora broke the kiss, her lips curling into a satisfied smile. She nodded toward the Maidens, who pulled gently on the leashes, guiding the men to kneel before their goddesses.

Thomas was the first to kneel before Sofia, his head bowed in submission. The Maiden holding his leash stepped back, allowing him to speak. His voice was deep and reverent as he recited the oath:

“O Goddess, I kneel before you in humble submission. As the crescent moon rises, I renew my oath to serve you, to obey your every command, and to exist only for your pleasure. My body is yours, my will is yours, and my desire is nothing.”

Sofia’s breath caught in her throat as she watched Thomas kneel before her, his powerful body bent low in reverence. She could feel the heat radiating off him, his submission fueling her own pleasure. The sight of him, his cock rock hard and at her mercy, sent a surge of desire through her.

Next, the waiter knelt, his voice steady as he repeated the words of the oath. His collar gleamed in the candlelight, and the leash tugged at his neck as the Maiden held him firmly in place. His erection stood tall, his body trembling with arousal as he gave himself over to the women.

Finally, it was Ethan’s turn. The Maiden holding his leash handed him a small card, the words of the oath printed on it. His hands shook as he took the card, his voice quivering as he read the words:

“O Goddess, I kneel before you in humble submission. As the crescent moon rises, I renew my oath to serve you, to obey your every command, and to exist only for your pleasure. My body is yours, my will is yours, and my desire is nothing.”

Sofia’s eyes gleamed with satisfaction as she looked down at Ethan kneeling before her, his body tense with arousal and submission. The power she felt was almost overwhelming, her control over him absolute. She could feel the heat building inside her, a slow burn that spread through her body like wildfire.

Her gaze flickered between Thomas and Ethan, both of them kneeling at her feet, their cocks throbbing, their voices trembling with desire. She could feel their need, their longing to serve, to be commanded, to be used for her pleasure.

The power surged through her, intoxicating and undeniable. She was in control, and she loved every second of it.

“This is the part I love the most,” Liora explained, her voice low and smooth. “This is ‘The Dance of the Crescent Tease.’”

Ethan, still kneeling, looked up at Sofia, his eyes wide with uncertainty. “Sofia…” he started to say, his voice trembling, but before he could finish, the Maiden behind him seized the back of his collar and yanked his head back sharply. “Please… I’m not sure,” he gasped.

The Maiden’s voice was cold and firm. “Silence before your Domina.” Her grip on the collar tightened, making Ethan gasp for air. “You took the oath,” she reminded him, her voice dripping with authority.

Liora’s gaze flickered to Sofia, a knowing smile playing on her lips. “This one will need more training,” she said softly, her eyes gleaming with wicked delight.

Ethan tried to speak again, but before he could get another word out, Sofia struck him across the chest with the cane, the sound of the impact echoing through the room. Ethan cried out in pain, his body jerking from the sharp sting of the blow.

The Maidens laughed, their voices filled with amusement, and Liora chuckled softly at the scene.

Sofia smiled, her confidence swelling as she saw the effect of her actions. The power she wielded over Ethan made her pulse race with excitement. She leaned closer to him, her voice firm yet seductive. “Silence,” she commanded.

Ethan whimpered softly, his body trembling as he knelt before her, helpless and at her mercy. The room seemed to buzz with energy, and Sofia could feel the eyes of the others on her, watching with approval.

Liora stepped forward, her hand gliding along Sofia’s arm in a slow, sensual caress. “Poison them,” she commanded, her voice filled with dark promise. The Maidens moved swiftly, guiding the three men to stand in a circle in the center of the room, their bodies tense with anticipation.

As the men were positioned, Liora turned to Sofia, her eyes gleaming with excitement. “This part of the ceremony,” she began, her voice rich with authority, “is where we watch as the men suffer. Some will even beg.”

Sofia’s eyes sparkled with curiosity and desire. “Beg for what?” she asked, her gaze lingering on Thomas, who stood before her, his body trembling with arousal.

“For climax, release, to cum and feel the ultimate pleasure,” Liora replied, her smile widening.

Sofia’s breath hitched at the thought, her body humming with arousal. “What happens when they do?” she asked, her voice soft and filled with anticipation.

Liora’s smile turned darker. “They can’t,” she said simply, her eyes glinting with mischief. “I have control of it.”

Sofia’s eyebrows lifted in surprise. “Like a spell?”

“In a way,” Liora said with a soft laugh. “It’s a skill you’ll learn in time, along with many other skills. You’ll learn to control them, to keep them at the edge of pleasure, forever denied the release they crave.”

Sofia’s body thrummed with excitement at the thought. She could feel her passion growing, rolling inside her like a wave ready to crash. The sight of the men standing before her, bound and trembling with need, only fueled her desire further. Her eyes lingered on Thomas, his powerful body standing tall despite the tension in his muscles.

The air in the room grew heavier, and suddenly, music began to fill the space, soft and sensual, its rhythm slow and intoxicating. The sound seemed to come from nowhere, wrapping itself around the room like a lover’s embrace.

The Maidens began to move, circling the men like predators stalking their prey, their movements slow and deliberate. They whispered as they walked, their voices soft and filled with dark promises. The men’s cocks throbbed in response, their bodies trembling as they fought to remain still, their eyes filled with desperation and need.

Sofia watched with rapt attention, her own arousal growing with every passing second. She could feel the power surging through her veins, the control she held over these men intoxicating her.

Liora’s voice broke through her thoughts, soft and commanding. “Enjoy this, Sofia,” she whispered. “This is what true power feels like. Watch as they suffer for us, as they beg for release that will never come.”

Sofia’s lips curled into a smile as she watched the scene unfold before her, the burning desire inside her growing hotter with every whispered word, every tremble of the men’s bodies.

The Maidens moved with slow, deliberate steps, their bare feet brushing against the smooth stone floor as they circled the men. Their bodies were lithe and perfect, sculpted by the gods themselves—each one more breathtaking than the next. Their skin shimmered like polished marble in the candlelight, and their hair—flowing in waves of gold, midnight black, and fiery red—cascaded down their backs, swaying with each sensual movement. The way they carried themselves, with a silent grace and a feline allure, commanded the attention of every man in the room.

The men’s eyes were wide, filled with awe and an undercurrent of fear as the Maidens closed in, their gazes dripping with intent. Ethan, Thomas, and the waiter all trembled under their scrutiny, their bodies straining with the tension of desire and fear. The Maidens’ hands, elegant and skilled, reached out to caress the men’s chests, their fingertips brushing over the hard ridges of muscle. The touch was almost too soft at first, maddening in its gentleness, but with every stroke, the heat in the men’s bodies grew, their skin prickling with arousal.

Ethan gasped as one Maiden slid her hand across his broad chest, her touch sending shivers through him. His skin tingled under her fingers as they traced the hard lines of his abs, dipping lower, teasingly, before stopping just above his erection. He let out a low groan, his breath catching in his throat as she leaned in, her breath warm against his ear. “You belong to us now,” she whispered, her voice a sultry caress. “Your pleasure is ours to control.”

Across the circle, a raven-haired Maiden approached Thomas. She moved with an air of authority, her hips swaying hypnotically as she closed the distance between them. Her hands were sure, confident, as they ran over his sculpted chest, her fingers grazing the deep valleys of his muscles. “Such power,” she murmured, her lips brushing the edge of his jaw. She let her hand slide lower, tracing the line of his abs before wrapping her fingers around his thick, throbbing cock. She could barely encircle his girth with her hand, but she squeezed him firmly, her touch sending a jolt of pleasure through him.

Thomas let out a low, rumbling groan, his voice deep and primal. His hips jerked forward involuntarily as she began to stroke him, slow and deliberate, each movement driving him closer to the edge. Sofia’s eyes widened, fixated on the sight of Thomas, his massive erection pulsing in the Maiden’s hand. “It’s so big,” she whispered, her breath coming in shallow bursts.

Liora stood beside her, her gaze flicking between the men and Sofia. Her lips curled into a wicked smile as she leaned closer to whisper in Sofia’s ear. “I know,” she purred, her voice thick with rising passion. “It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” Her eyes gleamed with dark delight as she watched Thomas writhe under the Maiden’s touch, his moans growing louder with each passing second.

Sofia’s body responded to the sight, her pulse quickening, her arousal burning hotter with every moment. She could feel the heat between her legs, the slow throb of desire as she watched the men suffer, their cocks throbbing with need. Liora’s hand slid across her back, a comforting yet controlling gesture. “Which one do you think will beg first?” Liora asked, her voice a playful taunt.

Sofia’s gaze flickered between the men, her eyes lingering on Thomas before moving to Ethan, whose muscles were trembling under the Maiden’s teasing touch. “I don’t care,” Sofia breathed, her voice low and thick with lust. “I just want to watch them suffer.”

Liora laughed softly, her hand squeezing Sofia’s shoulder. “Good,” she whispered. “That’s the spirit.” She turned her attention back to the men, her eyes gleaming with delight as the Maidens began to undress.

One by one, the Maidens peeled away their garments, revealing perfect bodies—soft, supple skin, breasts full and round, and curves that seemed to defy gravity. Their movements were slow, sensual, designed to drive the men mad with longing. As they discarded the last of their clothes, they approached the men, their hands sliding over taut muscles, their breasts brushing against the men’s skin, igniting a fire that burned through the men’s bodies.

One Maiden knelt in front of Thomas, her fingers wrapping around his cock, stroking him with practiced skill. His low groans filled the room, his body jerking with every stroke. Another Maiden leaned into Ethan, her hands gliding over his chest, teasing the sensitive skin above his cock. Ethan’s eyes squeezed shut, his breath coming in short, ragged bursts as he fought to control himself.

The room was alive with the sound of moans, the men’s voices trembling with pleasure. The Maidens continued their torment, their hands sliding over the men’s bodies with the precision of predators toying with their prey. Every touch was deliberate, calculated to push the men closer to the edge, but never quite enough to give them release.

Liora turned toward Sofia, her eyes dark with desire. “Feel it, Sofia,” she whispered, her breath warm against Sofia’s lips. “Feel the power we hold over them.”

Sofia nodded, her pulse racing as Liora’s lips met hers in a deep, passionate kiss. Their bodies pressed together, and Sofia’s hands found their way to Liora’s hips, pulling her closer. The heat between them ignited, and their kiss deepened, their tongues intertwining as their lust for power and control consumed them.

The men groaned louder, their cocks throbbing, aching for release as they watched the women kiss. Ethan’s mind swirled with confusion and desire. The whispers had grown louder, insistent. “Watch them,” they commanded. “Feel the power they hold. You are nothing.” The words echoed in his head, seeping into his thoughts, until he could no longer distinguish between his own desires and the ones being forced upon him.

The Maidens’ hands moved faster now, their fingers stroking, teasing, pushing the men closer and closer to the edge. Ethan gasped as the Maiden’s hand slid lower, her fingers grazing the sensitive head of his cock. His body jerked violently, his breath catching in his throat as he teetered on the brink of climax.

Thomas’s voice rumbled with barely contained need, his body trembling as the Maiden’s hand worked him with deliberate precision. The waiter, whose name was Simon, let out a low groan, his face twisted in desperate pleasure as another Maiden knelt before him, her mouth hovering just above his aching cock, her breath hot against his skin.

The room was filled with the sounds of pleasure—the men’s moans growing louder, more desperate with each passing second. Their bodies were taut with tension, their cocks twitching as they teetered on the edge of release. They were so close, so painfully close, but they knew—deep down—that release was not something they could claim. Not without permission. Not without suffering.

And then, it happened.

Simon, his face contorted in a mixture of pleasure and pain, let out a choked cry. “Please!” he begged, his voice breaking under the weight of his need. “Please… let me cum!” His body convulsed, his cock throbbing, desperate for the release he so desperately craved.

The room fell silent for a brief moment, the tension thick enough to choke on. And then, a cheer went up from the women, their laughter ringing through the air as they celebrated his defeat.

Liora grinned, her eyes gleaming with triumph. “There it is,” she said softly, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “The first to beg.”

Sofia turned toward her, her curiosity piqued. “What happens to him now?” she asked, her voice soft but tinged with excitement.

Liora chuckled, a low, knowing sound. “Nothing… he just gets to stand there and whimper.” She paused, her eyes locking onto Sofia’s, the weight of the moment hanging between them. “But you, my dear, you get to choose who will pleasure you for the final part of the ceremony.”

Sofia’s eyes widened with surprise. “Choose?”

Liora nodded, her smile widening as her gaze shifted to the men. “Of course. You get to choose the one who will bring you pleasure. The others…” She smirked, her eyes dark with amusement. “They will watch. They will suffer.”

Sofia’s heart raced, her excitement growing. The power in her hands, the choice she had, ignited something deep within her. Her gaze flickered over the men, their naked bodies trembling with a mixture of desire and anticipation. Ethan’s eyes lit up with hope, his muscles tense, his body leaning forward ever so slightly as if to will her into choosing him. The pleading look on his face made Sofia pause for a moment, the weight of his longing hanging heavily between them.

But then, Liora’s voice slid into his mind, teasing, seductive. “Are you hoping it’s you?” The words curled through his thoughts like smoke, sending a shiver down his spine. He couldn’t respond, his throat dry, but his body answered for him. Yes, he was hoping. He needed this. He craved it.

Liora moved with fluid grace, her fingers sliding the thin straps of her red dress off her shoulders. The fabric cascaded to the floor, pooling at her feet, revealing her naked body, her curves illuminated by the flickering candlelight. “I choose Simon,” she said, her voice rich with desire. “I want to hear him beg more while he fucks me.” Her gaze locked onto Simon, whose body trembled with a mix of terror and lust. His cock throbbed, desperate for the release he had begged for, yet still denied.

Sofia, meanwhile, felt her own pulse quicken. She walked slowly, deliberately, around the men, her fingers trailing across their skin. Her touch was light, teasing, as she moved from one to the next, their bodies quivering under her fingertips. Ethan watched her, his breath shallow, his eyes burning with need. He could feel his cock throbbing, desperate for her touch, for her choice.

But she didn’t stop.

Her hand slid over Thomas’s chest, down his muscular abdomen, and lower, until she wrapped her fingers around his thick cock. A slow smile spread across her lips as she felt the power of him, his strength, his sheer size. She bent forward, her lips grazing the tip of his cock, her tongue circling the head in a slow, deliberate tease. Thomas groaned, a deep, primal sound escaping his lips, his muscles flexing as she worked her mouth over him.

Sofia straightened, her hand still wrapped around Thomas’s cock. She turned to face the others, her eyes gleaming with wicked delight. “I choose him,” she said softly, her voice carrying the weight of her decision.

Ethan’s heart sank. He felt the hope drain out of him like a deflated balloon, replaced by a growing mixture of frustration, anger, and overwhelming desire. His hands clenched into fists by his sides, his knuckles white. The maidens around him giggled softly, their eyes filled with mock sympathy.

One of the maidens, her hand soft and teasing, reached out to stroke his chest. “Oh, never mind,” she whispered sweetly, her lips brushing against his ear. “At least you get to watch.” She leaned closer, pressing her lips softly to his cheek, a mocking kiss that only deepened his sense of helplessness.

Ethan’s mind was a whirlwind of emotions—jealousy, frustration, and an undeniable surge of lust. The sight of Sofia’s hand on Thomas, the sound of his low groans, the way her eyes sparkled with anticipation as she touched him—it all sent a wave of heat through his body. He wanted to look away, to close his eyes, but the whispers in his mind kept him locked in place. “Watch her. Watch your goddess.”

The maidens continued to tease him, their hands grazing his skin, their whispers filling his mind. Ethan’s body trembled, his cock throbbing, but he knew—deep down—that this was not his moment. Sofia had chosen another, and he was left to suffer in silence, his desire burning within him, unfulfilled.

Chapter Four

Sofia stood before Ethan, her eyes locked onto his with a gaze that was both playful and commanding. The tension between them had built to an unbearable height, and she could see the desire written all over his face—the need, the hunger. With slow, deliberate movements, her hands slid to the straps of her emerald green dress, teasing the fabric down her shoulders. The soft material slipped over her skin, revealing the curve of her breasts, still covered by the lacy black bra she wore beneath. She paused, her lips curling into a mischievous smile.

“You want to see this, don’t you?” Sofia’s voice was sultry, each word dripping with anticipation. She took a step closer to Ethan, her fingers playing with the edge of her dress, sliding it ever so slowly down her body. “Tell me how much you want to see it. How much you want me.”

Ethan’s breath hitched, his eyes locked on her every movement. His body trembled with frustration and arousal, his cock aching with desire. “I… I want it,” he stammered, his voice low and rough. “I want to see you. I need to see you.”

Sofia laughed softly, a teasing sound that sent a shiver down his spine. “Not enough, darling,” she whispered, her voice like silk. “Beg me. Tell me just how much you want this. Tell me how much you want to watch me with him.” Her hands slid lower, taking the dress with them, revealing the smooth skin of her stomach, her hips, and finally, the lacy black panties that barely covered her.

“Please,” Ethan gasped, his voice filled with need. “Please, Sofia… I want this. I want to see you. I want to see everything.” His eyes were wide, his chest rising and falling with each ragged breath. He could feel his cock straining against his pants, desperate for release, but all he could do was stand there and watch, helpless to do anything else.

Sofia grinned, satisfied with his response. “Good boy,” she purred. “Now, stand there and enjoy the show.” With a final, teasing tug, her dress fell to the floor, leaving her in nothing but her bra and panties. She stepped out of the discarded fabric, her body moving with a feline grace as she circled Ethan, her fingers trailing along his arm, his chest.

Ethan could hardly breathe. His eyes roamed over her body, drinking in every inch of her—the way her hips swayed, the smooth curve of her thighs, the soft swell of her breasts. He wanted to touch her, to feel her, but he knew he couldn’t. Not yet.

Sofia stepped back, positioning herself in front of one of the two leather armchairs that sat facing each other. Liora stood beside her, her fiery red hair cascading over her shoulders, her eyes filled with dark amusement. “We’re going to have fun tonight,” Liora said, her voice thick with promise. “But remember, Ethan, this isn’t about your pleasure. It’s about ours.”

Ethan swallowed hard, his heart pounding in his chest. He glanced over at Thomas and Simon, who were both standing behind the women, their cocks hard and ready. The room was thick with anticipation, the air heavy with lust. Ethan felt like he was drowning in it, his own arousal almost too much to bear.

Liora gave a soft laugh, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “Thomas, Simon—get into position.”

With a graceful, practiced ease, the two men moved forward, each standing behind one of the women. Thomas positioned himself behind Sofia, while Simon stood behind Liora. The women leaned forward, placing their hands on the backs of the armchairs, their perfect asses presented to the men behind them. Liora turned her head slightly, her gaze locking onto Ethan’s. “Watch closely, Ethan. Watch as we take our pleasure.”

Sofia turned her head to look at him, her eyes smoldering with desire. “Keep your eyes on me, Ethan,” she purred, her voice a command that left no room for argument. “I want you to watch every second of this.”

Ethan stood frozen, his breath shallow, as Liora’s whispers slid into his mind. “You’ll watch, but you won’t touch. Not yet.” Her voice was a soft caress, winding around his thoughts, twisting them until all he could focus on was the sight in front of him.

Thomas moved closer, his hands sliding down Sofia’s back before gripping her hips, positioning himself behind her. Sofia’s breathing quickened as she felt the tip of Thomas’s cock press against her entrance, and she let out a soft moan, her eyes never leaving Ethan’s. “He’s so big, Ethan,” she whispered, her voice trembling with pleasure. “He feels incredible.”

Thomas pushed into her, slow and deliberate, and Sofia’s moan deepened, her body arching as she took him in. “Oh god,” she gasped, her hands gripping the armchair tighter. “Ethan, he’s so big… It feels amazing.” Her words were a mixture of pleasure and tease, designed to drive Ethan wild with frustration.

Ethan could only watch, his body trembling, his mind a swirl of desire and torment. He could feel the whispers growing louder in his mind, urging him to watch, to listen, to suffer through every moment of it. His cock throbbed painfully as he watched Thomas thrust into Sofia, her moans growing louder with each movement. He wanted to touch her, to feel her, but he knew he couldn’t. Not yet.

Across the room, Liora’s hands slid between her legs, her fingers moving in slow, teasing circles as she pleasured herself. Her eyes were locked onto Ethan’s, her lips curling into a wicked smile as she moaned softly. “This is just the beginning, Ethan,” she whispered, her voice dripping with promise. “You’ll watch us take our pleasure, and you’ll suffer for it.”

The maidens surrounding them were no different, their hands sliding between their legs as they watched the scene unfold. Their moans echoed through the room, adding to the already overwhelming atmosphere of lust and desire. Their fingers moved faster, their bodies trembling with pleasure as they pleasured themselves, their eyes filled with the same dark hunger that filled the room.

Sofia’s moans grew louder as Thomas’s thrusts quickened, her body rocking with each movement. “He feels so good, Ethan,” she gasped, her eyes rolling back in her head. “So big, so hard… I’m so close.” Her voice was a mix of pleasure and tease, each word designed to drive Ethan closer to the edge.

But Ethan knew—he wouldn’t be allowed to release. Not yet. Liora’s whispers echoed in his mind, taunting him, reminding him that his pleasure wasn’t the priority. Not now. Not ever. All he could do was watch, his body trembling with need, as Sofia and Thomas continued to move together, their moans filling the room.

Ethan stood there, completely naked, his body trembling with arousal, his cock

throbbing painfully, the scene before him overwhelming every sense.

Sofia's moans echoed through the room, raw and unfiltered, as Thomas thrust deeper into her, his powerful movements making her body tremble. Liora, on the other hand, had Simon buried deep inside her, her back arched, and her hands gripping the armchair as her voluptuous body shook with pleasure.

The room was alive with the sound of pleasure--moans, gasps, and cries of ecstasy. The maidens, who had been teasing the men earlier, were now on the floor, their hands between their legs, fingers moving frantically as they pleasured themselves. Their moans were almost as loud as Sofia's and Liora's, their bodies writhing as they approached their own climaxes. One by one, they began to cum uncontrollably, their bodies shuddering as they fell to the floor at Ethan's feet, lost in their own pleasure.

Sofia's voice cut through the haze, her words barely coherent between her moans. "More... harder... please!" she gasped, her fingers digging into the leather of the chair, her body arching as Thomas thrust into her with raw power. "I need more!"

Her screams of pleasure filled the room, echoing off the walls as her orgasms tore through her one after the other. Her body convulsed with each wave of pleasure, her moans turning into cries for more. "Harder, Thomas!" she begged, her voice hoarse from the intensity of it all. "Don't stop! I need it!"

Liora's body shook with her own orgasms, her head thrown back, her red hair

cascading over her shoulders as she rode Simon with the same fiery intensity.

"Yes... yes... more!" she screamed, her voice thick with lust. "Harder, Simon, don't you dare stop!" Each thrust sent her spiraling into another orgasm, her body trembling as she came again and again. "Oh, yes!" Her eyes locked onto Ethan, a wicked smile spreading across her lips. "Isn't she beautiful, Ethan? Watch her, watch your Sofia take it."

Ethan's mind spun, the sight before him almost too much to bear. His cock

throbbed, the need for release almost unbearable, but the whispers in his mind kept him frozen in place, helpless to do anything but watch. Sofia's body shook, her legs trembling as she took Thomas's cock, her eyes wild with pleasure. Her breasts bounced with each thrust, her face flushed, her lips parted as she screamed for more. "Yes, Thomas, yes!" she cried, her hands gripping the back of the chair so hard her knuckles turned white. "Fuck me harder, please!"

The maidens on the floor at Ethan's feet moaned in unison, their bodies writhing a they came over and over, their eyes glazed with pleasure. Their fingers moved

frantically, unable to stop as they screamed in ecstasy, their own pleasure spilling out of them in uncontrollable waves. The room was filled with the sound of their moans, their bodies shaking with the intensity of it all. Liora turned to Ethan, her eyes gleaming with mischief, her body still rocking with

pleasure as she rode Simon. "Doesn't she look beautiful?" Liora asked, her voice dripping with satisfaction as she gazed at Sofia's trembling body, her own pleasure evident in every word. "Tell him, Ethan. Tell Thomas and Simon to fuck us harder."

Ethan swallowed hard, his mouth dry, his body trembling with the overwhelming

desire coursing through him. The whispers in his mind grew louder, pushing him to obey, to follow her command. He could barely form the words, his voice shaky with arousal. "Fuck them harder," he managed to say, his voice thick with need. "Don't stop. Fuck them both harder."

Liora moaned in approval, her body shuddering as she felt Simon respond to

Ethan's words. "Good boy," she whispered into his mind, her voice soft and teasing, a wicked smile playing on her lips. "Watch us, Ethan. Watch us cum over and over again while you stand there and suffer."

Sofia's head rolled back, her body arching as she felt Thomas's cock driving into

her harder, deeper, just as she had begged for. "Oh god, yes!" she screamed, her body trembling as another wave of orgasms ripped through her. "Fuck me harder, Thomas, don't you stop!"

Liora turned, her eyes gleaming with mischief as she locked onto Ethan’s trembling form. “I’m going to let you do something you won’t get to do for a very long time…” she said softly, her voice dripping with amusement. She pushed Simon back, her fingers grazing over his chest as she commanded him to kneel before her. With a slow, graceful movement, she sank back into her chair, spreading her legs, giving him an unobstructed view of her glistening folds. “Eat me out,” she ordered, her eyes never leaving Ethan’s.

Simon obeyed immediately, his mouth finding its way to her core, and Liora’s soft moans echoed in the room as he began to pleasure her. But her focus was still on Ethan, her gaze burning into his as she savored the control she had over him. Behind her, Thomas’s rhythmic thrusts into Sofia continued, each one deeper and more powerful, driving Sofia into a frenzy of pleasure. Her moans, already loud, were now screams of ecstasy.

“I’m going to let him cum inside her,” Liora announced casually, as though it was the simplest decision in the world. Ethan’s eyes widened, disbelief etched into every line of his face. He couldn’t believe what he was hearing, couldn’t believe the scene unfolding before him.

“Not many slaves… and not very often… are they granted this kind of pleasure,” Liora continued, her words slow and deliberate, each one driving the point home. “Should you like that, Thomas?” she asked, her voice sultry and teasing.

Thomas growled between thrusts, his voice thick with desire. “Yes, Domina! Please… please let me cum!” His thrusts grew more desperate, his body trembling with the need for release. He was so close, the tension coiling tightly within him as he buried himself deeper into Sofia, her moans fueling his own pleasure.

Liora’s gaze shifted back to Ethan. “Now, you… you’re going to beg me to let him cum.”

Ethan’s body shook with the overwhelming mixture of arousal and frustration, his cock throbbing painfully. His mind was a blur of emotions—desire, jealousy, need—and he could barely form the words. But he knew he had no choice. “Please, Domina… please let him cum,” Ethan whispered, his voice barely audible.

Liora laughed, a dark, rich sound that made Ethan’s stomach twist. “Louder,” she commanded, her voice firm.

Ethan swallowed hard, his pride and desperation battling within him. He raised his voice, his words more frantic now. “Please, Domina… please let him cum!” His body trembled with the weight of his request, his heart pounding in his chest.

Sofia’s screams of pleasure filled the room, her body quaking with orgasm after orgasm. Her voice raw with ecstasy, she called out to him. “Do it, Ethan… please… beg her to let him cum… beg her harder!” Her body shook uncontrollably, her moans growing louder as Thomas drove into her, harder and faster.

Ethan’s voice rose again, desperation dripping from every word. “Please, Domina! Please let him cum!” he begged, his voice cracking under the pressure. His heart pounded in his chest as he looked at Liora, his eyes pleading.

Liora smiled wickedly. “Good boy.” She turned her attention back to Thomas, who was barely holding himself together, his entire body trembling with the need for release. “Cum inside her, Thomas,” she purred, her voice like honey. “Fill her up.”

Thomas groaned, his body stiffening as he finally let go. With one final, deep thrust, he exploded inside Sofia, his entire body shuddering as he released everything he had. Sofia screamed in ecstasy, her body writhing as she felt him fill her, the sensation pushing her over the edge once again. Her final orgasm tore through her like a storm, her voice raw and hoarse from the intensity of it all.

Thomas collapsed, his chest heaving as he fell forward, his body spent. He rested his head against Sofia’s back, both of them trembling from the sheer force of their shared pleasure. Slowly, he withdrew from her, his cock still dripping as he knelt beside her, his head bowed in exhaustion.

Sofia lay limp across the armchair, her body still quivering with the aftershocks of her multiple orgasms. Her chest rose and fell rapidly, her hair plastered to her forehead, her legs weak and trembling. She could barely catch her breath, but the satisfied smile on her lips said it all—she had gotten exactly what she wanted.

Liora, still lounging in her chair, looked over at Ethan, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “See, Ethan?” she said softly. “That’s what it looks like when you beg… when you’re a good boy.” She tilted her head, watching him closely, her legs still spread as Simon continued to pleasure her. “But don’t worry, darling… your turn will come. Eventually.”

Liora pushed Simon away, her fingers brushing him off as though he were nothing more than an afterthought. “Take him back to Mrs. Thorne,” she ordered the maidens, and with that, Simon was swiftly escorted out of the room. Sofia lay draped over the armchair, her body limp, her chest rising and falling heavily as she basked in the afterglow. Her smile was soft, her eyes half-closed, the flickers of pleasure still dancing in her body as she panted softly.

Liora stood tall, exuding the same dominant power that had been present the entire evening, and she slowly walked over to where Ethan stood, his body trembling with a mixture of arousal and unease. She looked him up and down, taking in his vulnerable, exposed form.

“You’ve served us well tonight,” Liora said, her voice smooth and predatory. “But this was only a taste of what’s to come, Ethan. A sample of your purpose.” She circled around him, her presence almost suffocating as she continued, “You see, you’re meant for something greater. The pleasure you witnessed tonight? The power? You’re going to help us attain that… over and over again. You will serve the goddesses, the maidens, in ways you can’t yet imagine. But first…” her lips curled into a wicked smile, “you’ll have to be trained.”

Ethan’s heart raced, his pulse pounding in his ears as he stood there, uncertain and overwhelmed. Something about all of this felt wrong, twisted. He looked toward Sofia, hoping she could provide some grounding, some reassurance.

“Sofia?” he called out softly, but she didn’t respond.

Liora laughed, the sound dark and dripping with satisfaction. “She can’t hear you, darling.” She ran her hand through Sofia’s hair, stroking it softly. “She’s lost in ecstasy. She’s already embraced her power, her role. She’s where she needs to be.”

Ethan’s unease deepened. He called out to her again, “Sofia!” but all she offered in return were soft moans, her lips parted in a dreamy expression as she remained engulfed in the afterglow of what had just transpired. The room around him darkened, the atmosphere shifting once more.

From the corners of the room, figures began to move. At first, they were just shadows, creeping along the walls, but as they approached, their forms became clearer. Domina maidens of the Goddess Martessa, their presence terrifying in their intensity. They wore dark leather armor, straps crisscrossing their powerful, muscular bodies. Their faces were sharp, their eyes glowing with predatory hunger, and in their hands, they held whips and chains that jingled ominously as they moved.

Ethan’s heart pounded in his chest. Panic gripped him as the maidens drew nearer, their footsteps echoing in the dimly lit room. Their faces were stoic, unfeeling, as though they were born for this—born to break men like him.

Liora smiled, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction as the Domina maidens approached. “You have nothing to fear, Ethan,” she said softly, her voice almost soothing. “You’ve taken the oath. You’ve chosen to serve. And now, you must be trained. The stables of the Goddess Martessa await you.”

Ethan’s eyes widened. “No…” he whispered, shaking his head. “I didn’t… I didn’t sign up for this.”

“Didn’t you?” Liora stepped closer, her fingers gently stroking his chest. “You gave your body, your will, your very soul. And now, you will endure the pain… the suffering… and, eventually, the power that comes with serving the goddesses of the Nocturne Realm.” Her lips curled into a cruel smile. “Only through pain will you learn to give pleasure. Only by being broken will you understand what it means to serve.”

Ethan tried to back away, his body trembling, but the Domina maidens were upon him, their strong hands gripping his arms and legs, holding him in place as they bound him with leather straps. He struggled, his heart racing, his mind filled with panic. “No! Sofia! Sofia, help me!” he screamed, but Sofia only moaned, her body still limp, her mind lost in the haze of pleasure.

The maidens began to drag him backward, their powerful grips unrelenting as they pulled him toward the shadows. Liora watched, her arms crossed, a satisfied look on her face. “Don’t fight it, Ethan,” she called out as he was pulled further into the darkness. “You’ve been chosen. You’ll serve us well, once Martessa’s maidens have finished with you. The Nocturne Realm has claimed you.”

Ethan’s cries filled the room, but they fell on deaf ears. Liora laughed softly, her voice filled with wicked delight as she turned back toward Sofia, who lay draped across the chair, a blissful smile on her lips. “There, there, my dear,” Liora cooed, stroking Sofia’s hair gently. “He’ll be fine… eventually.”

Ethan’s voice grew fainter, his protests echoing in the distance as the Domina maidens dragged him away, disappearing into the shadows. His final, desperate cry of “Sofia!” lingered in the air before being swallowed by the darkness.

Liora knelt beside Sofia, her hand still gently stroking her hair. “Rest, my dear,” she whispered, her smile soft and warm now, though her eyes still gleamed with the power she wielded. “You’ve earned this. Soon, you’ll understand just how much power you truly hold.”

And with that, the room grew quiet, save for the soft crackling of the fire and the gentle sound of Sofia’s breathing, lost in the afterglow of pleasure.
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