
        
            
                
            
        

    


The Bought Bride: A Dark Age Gap Breeding Romance




Sold to a ruthless older man, Aria thought she could rebel.

But spankings, chains, and forbidden pleasure will bind her forever.




Introduction










The wedding ring bit into her finger like a shackle.










Heavy.




Cold.




Inescapable.










Aria stood frozen in the center of the grand hall, the thick velvet dress suffocating her, the stifling weight of a hundred watching eyes pressing down on her trembling body.










She didn’t dare look up at him yet.




Not at the man she had been sold to.










She could feel his presence though — a wall of heat and power just inches away, radiating dominance so thick it made her knees weak.










Lord Damon.










Her new husband.










Her new master.










Twice her age.




Twice her size.




The man her parents had traded her to for a lifetime of riches and power.










Her throat burned with unshed tears.










She hadn’t even been given a choice.




The contract was signed before she even knew her fate.










One look at Lord Damon — cruel mouth, scarred hands, thick silver at his temples — and she had realized she wasn’t a bride.










She was property.










She dared a glance up through her lashes.










He was staring at her.




Not with the lust of a young husband eager for a wedding night.




But with cold calculation.




Like a man inspecting a new mare before breaking her to the saddle.










A shiver raked down her spine.










The officiant droned on about vows and loyalty and duty, but Aria barely heard a word.










All she could focus on was the leash tucked into Lord Damon’s belt.










Yes. A leash.










She hadn’t believed it when the whispers had started — that he kept his wives like pets, collared and trained, punished into obedience.










But now, seeing the thick strip of black leather coiled casually at his waist, she knew.










The vows ended.










The officiant said the words.










"You may kiss the bride."










Her heart slammed against her ribs.










She expected him to grab her. Force her mouth open. Show everyone that she belonged to him now.










Instead, he only smiled — dark, knowing — and dragged the cold band of gold higher on her finger until she winced.










Then he leaned down, his mouth brushing her ear in a whisper no one else could hear.










"You’ll beg for my kiss, little wife," he murmured. "You'll crawl for it. You'll earn it."










She shuddered, shame and fury and forbidden heat pooling between her thighs.










The guests erupted into polite applause as the union was sealed.










She barely noticed.










Her mind was spinning.










Beg?










Crawl?










Over her dead fucking body.














The first spanking came that night.










It didn’t take long.










The moment he escorted her — no, dragged her — into his private chambers, she exploded.










"You can’t make me!" she shouted, ripping the veil from her hair and throwing it at him. "You can’t fucking own me like some kind of animal!"










His smile was slow.




Cruel.




Certain.










"No?" he said, voice like velvet wrapping around a blade.




"Then I suppose we'll begin your education."










Before she could bolt, he grabbed her.










One hand tangled in her hair.




The other yanked her dress up around her hips, baring her ass to the cold air.










She shrieked, kicking, cursing, fighting him like a wild thing.










It didn’t matter.










He was too strong.










She was nothing but a trembling handful of silk and flesh in his iron grip.










The first slap cracked across her bare ass, making her jolt in shock.










The second made her cry out.










By the third, she was sobbing into the sheets, her body betraying her, her core slick with forbidden need.










He spanked her until her ass blazed, until she was panting and broken and silent beneath him.










Then he bent low, his breath hot against her ear.










"You’ll thank me for every stripe one day, pet," he whispered.




"And you’ll beg me for more."










He released her then, letting her crumple onto the bed.










She didn’t move.










Couldn’t.










Her body was on fire, her mind a swirling mess of rage and confusion and something far more dangerous.










Desire.










God help her.










She was wet.










Soaking.










From being spanked like a naughty child.










She bit her lip hard enough to draw blood, shame flooding her cheeks.










He saw it.










Of course he did.










He laughed low and dark.










"You like it," he said, amusement thick in his voice. "Good. It'll make what comes next so much easier."










She expected him to take her then.




Force her open.




Ravage her.










But he didn’t.










He simply stood, undressing at his leisure, baring a body hard and powerful and scarred.










Then he slid into bed beside her, dragging her limp body against his chest, trapping her there with an arm like iron across her waist.










"You’ll stay like this," he said, voice like a command written into her bones. "Until you learn to obey."










She lay there trembling, the sting of his hand still burning in her skin, the wetness between her thighs soaking her ruined wedding dress.










Sleep claimed her eventually — but not before she promised herself one thing:










She would never let him break her.














She broke the next day.










And the day after that.










Each act of defiance earned her another spanking, another punishment.










Corner time.




Kneeling naked for hours.




Crawling at his feet like a trained pet.










Each time, she swore she hated it.










Each time, she swore she hated him.










Each time, she came undone the moment she was alone, panting into the furs, slick and desperate and furious at herself.














It was Selene who saved her.










Or damned her.










Selene — another sold bride.




Trapped in the same hell.




A beauty with wicked eyes and a mouth that tasted like sin.










They found each other in the dark corners of the house, sneaking touches, stolen kisses.










Selene taught her how to take pleasure back into her own hands — or into Selene’s hands.










Or into the black leather strap-on Selene smuggled under her gowns.










The first time Selene bent her over and slid inside her, Aria sobbed with relief.




Sobbed with shame.




Sobbed with pleasure so violent it stole the breath from her lungs.










For the first time since being sold, she chose her own surrender.










But forbidden pleasure came with a price.










And Lord Damon never stayed blind for long.









Chapter 1: Sold to the Highest Bidder














The hall was a shrine to greed.










Gold dripped from every chandelier, every goblet, every glittering necklace hung around fat merchant necks.




The air was thick with the stench of perfume, wine, and something uglier — power.










Aria sat at the front of the room, perched like a doll on a gilded chair, the heavy white dress weighing her down like chains.




The thin veil over her face couldn’t hide her scowl.










She hadn't smiled once.










Not when the marriage contract was read aloud.




Not when her father's hand tightened painfully on her shoulder as if daring her to embarrass him.




Not when the crowd roared their approval after the winning bid.











Lord Damon.











The man who had offered the most gold, the richest lands, the largest power grab for her ambitious family.










The man now seated calmly beside her, sipping wine as if he hadn't just bought himself a living, breathing wife.










She snuck a glance at him.










God, he was enormous.










Broad shoulders. Scarred hands. A thick silver streak in his dark hair that should have made him look older but only made him look more dangerous.










He wore a black suit, simple but brutally elegant, with a gold pin in the shape of a wolf’s head on his lapel.










And at his hip — tucked casually like a decoration — hung the thick black leather leash she had spotted before.










Aria curled her fingers into her skirts to hide her trembling.










This wasn't marriage.




This was ownership.










She shifted her legs slightly, the movement pulling the tight silk higher over her calves.




She knew exactly what she was doing — the veil might hide her glare, but not the flash of smooth, bare skin.










Sure enough, she saw Lord Damon's eyes flick down, tracking the movement, his jaw tightening almost imperceptibly.










Aria smirked beneath the veil.










Good.




Let him look.




Let him want.










He might have bought her body, but he would never own her soul.










Not if she could help it.










The ceremony was quick.










No declarations of love.




No sweet words.










Just contracts signed, gold exchanged, property transferred.










When it ended, Lord Damon stood and offered her his arm.










She stared at it.










The crowd watched.










Her father hissed something desperate and sharp behind her.










She ignored them all.










Instead, she rose slowly, smoothing her skirts with exaggerated grace — and deliberately brushed past Lord Damon without taking his arm.










The hall went silent.










For a heartbeat, she wondered if she'd gone too far.




If he would strike her down in front of everyone.




Drag her away like a disobedient child.










Instead, he only laughed — a low, dangerous sound that sent goosebumps racing down her spine.










He caught her chin between two rough fingers as she passed, forcing her to meet his eyes through the veil.










His voice was soft.




Almost tender.










"I look forward to taming you, little wife."










She wrenched her face away, hatred — and something far more dangerous — burning through her veins.










Without a word, he followed her out of the hall.










The guests clapped politely as they passed, but Aria barely heard them.










Her pulse roared in her ears.










The grand doors closed behind them with a heavy thud.










And just like that — she was alone with him.














The carriage ride to his estate was silent.










She refused to look at him, staring stubbornly out the window as the city gave way to wild, empty countryside.










She pulled her skirts higher as she sat, baring her feet just enough to be scandalous.










The delicate silver anklet she wore caught the lamplight, drawing attention to her smooth skin.










She flexed her toes slowly, sensually, sliding her foot up and down the leather seat.










Out of the corner of her eye, she saw his knuckles tighten around the carriage door.










Good.










Let him suffer.










She would torment him any way she could.










Her body might belong to him now — legally, contractually — but she could still deny him what he truly wanted.










Her obedience.










Her surrender.










Her pleasure.










The carriage jostled over a rough patch of road, and she "accidentally" let her foot brush against his shin.










He didn’t flinch.










Didn’t react.










But she felt the heat rolling off him in waves.










He was furious.










And aroused.










Aria bit her lip to keep from smiling.










When they finally arrived, he climbed out first, turning to offer her his hand.










Again, she ignored it, gathering her skirts and leaping lightly from the carriage herself.










The corner of his mouth twitched — a muscle jerking in his jaw.










Without a word, he seized her wrist in one hand and dragged her up the steps into the massive stone house.










The door slammed shut behind them with a boom that echoed through the cavernous halls.










The servants disappeared like smoke.










They were alone.










Finally.










He turned to face her.










Slowly.










Deliberately.










Aria tipped her chin up, daring him with her silence.










The moment stretched taut between them, electric and dangerous.










"You’re very brave, little wife," he said finally, voice like a velvet blade.










She bared her teeth in a smile.










"Or very stupid," she shot back.










His hand shot out, fisting in her veil.










With a savage yank, he ripped it away, baring her flushed face to him.










He tossed the torn fabric aside like trash.










His gaze burned over her — from the messy tumble of her dark hair, to the angry glitter in her eyes, to the bare feet peeking out beneath her expensive gown.










"You think your rebellion makes you powerful," he said, circling her like a predator.










"It does," she snapped.










He laughed low in his throat.










"You'll learn soon enough," he murmured, stepping behind her, his breath hot against her ear.










"Here," he growled, sliding the thick leather collar from his belt.










"Power," he whispered, fastening it around her throat with a brutal, final click, "belongs to the one strong enough to take it."










Her heart slammed against her ribs.










The collar was heavy.










Inescapable.










Aria opened her mouth to scream at him — to spit curses and threats and fury.










But before she could speak, he grabbed her wrist and spun her around, bending her roughly over the nearest table.










The cold wood pressed into her belly, stealing her breath.










Her skirts flipped up around her waist, baring her ass to the room.










She shrieked and kicked, but it was useless.










He caught both her wrists in one hand, pinning them to the small of her back.










The first slap cracked through the room like thunder.










She gasped.










The second landed harder — a deep, punishing blow that made her moan despite herself.










He spanked her mercilessly — over and over — until tears burned her eyes and slickness soaked her thighs.










She bit her lip hard enough to draw blood, praying he wouldn't notice.










But he did.










Of course he did.










His hand smoothed over her burning skin, possessive and knowing.










"You like it," he murmured against her ear.




"You like being punished. Being owned."










She sobbed in shame — because it was true.










She was wet.










Dripping.










And he hadn't even touched her where she needed it most.










He released her abruptly, letting her crumple against the table.










"You'll sleep in the marriage bed tonight," he said casually, adjusting his cuffs.




"But not as my wife."










He yanked the leash attached to her collar, jerking her to her feet.










"You'll sleep at the foot of the bed," he growled.




"Like the pet you are."









Chapter 2: Brat Punished














The leash burned against her throat.










Aria stumbled as he dragged her through the dim corridors of the estate, her bare feet slapping softly against the cold stone floors.










Lord Damon moved with silent purpose, not sparing her a single glance.










Her skirts dragged behind her, torn and dirty from the struggle, exposing the welts beginning to bloom across her thighs and ass.










She should have been terrified.










She should have been furious.










Instead, her heart pounded with a dangerous, delicious excitement she couldn’t smother.










The collar.




The leash.




The sting of his palm still burning in her skin.










She hated him.




She needed him.










God help her, she was soaked.










He led her into a massive bedroom — cavernous, all dark wood and cold marble, a fire crackling low in the hearth.










At the foot of the enormous bed was a thick fur rug.










Without a word, he yanked her leash down and forced her onto her knees atop it.










She glared up at him, panting, the collar heavy around her throat.










He stared down at her like a man assessing a new piece of property.










"You are nothing now," he said, voice soft and brutal. "Nothing but my pet."










She bared her teeth at him in a mockery of a smile.










"Then maybe you should find yourself a new pet," she spat.










He smiled — slow, dangerous, dark.










He crouched in front of her, one large hand wrapping around the leash so tight it pulled the collar snug against her throat.










"You'll break," he promised, his voice low and terrifying. "And when you do, you'll thank me for every second."










She laughed in his face.










Or tried to.










The sound choked off as he jerked the leash, yanking her forward until her face was nearly pressed to his boot.










"Since you refuse to act like a wife," he said, calm and cold, "you will learn to act like a pet first."










He pressed the toe of his boot against her mouth.










"Lick."










Aria froze.










Her face burned with humiliation.










She wanted to scream, to spit, to slap that smug look right off his handsome face.










Instead, she met his eyes — and slowly, defiantly, slid her tongue across the polished leather.










The taste was clean and cold and humiliating.










He watched her like a hawk, his breathing slow, his hand never loosening its grip on her leash.










"Good," he said when she finished. "Again."










She did.










Slower this time.










A long, deliberate lick from toe to ankle, leaving a wet trail behind.










She hated him.










She hated herself more.










She could feel her own wetness dripping down her thighs, the shame of it making her clench her eyes shut.










When she finished, he tugged the leash higher until she was forced to sit back on her heels, looking up at him.










"You want to be a brat?" he said. "Fine."










He grabbed her foot — bare, delicate, soft — and lifted it up between them.










"You like teasing me with these pretty little feet?" he murmured, running his thumb slowly across her arch, making her shiver.










"I saw you in the carriage," he said. "Flashing them at me like a whore."










She whimpered — not from fear — but from the way his rough fingers teased the sensitive skin, sliding down to her toes.










"Good girls get kissed," he said, voice rough.










"Brats get punished."










Without warning, he brought her foot to his mouth — and bit down, hard, on the ball of her foot.










She screamed, half in pain, half in shock, her body jolting against the leash.










He licked the spot after, soothing the sting with his tongue.










Then he dropped her foot and stood.










"Strip," he commanded.










Aria hesitated — and earned a savage yank of the leash for her trouble.










"Now."










Hands shaking, she peeled the tattered remains of her wedding dress off, baring her flushed, marked skin to the cold air and his brutal gaze.










When she was naked, he turned and walked toward a low, heavy wooden bench at the foot of the bed.










"Over," he said, pointing.










Trembling, she crawled forward, obeying.










She bent over the bench, presenting her ass instinctively.










Part of her burned with humiliation.










The other part — the darker part — pulsed with filthy excitement.










She barely had time to brace herself before the first blow landed.










The leather strap cracked across her ass, making her cry out.










Another.










And another.










Each stroke blazed across her skin, layering fire over fire.










Her hands clawed at the bench, her breath sobbing in her throat.










Her thighs trembled, slick with forbidden need.










"You like this," he growled between blows. "You fucking love it."










She shook her head frantically, sobbing.










"Don't lie to me, pet," he snarled. "Your pussy's dripping onto my floor."










She screamed as another lash landed, arching into the blow despite herself.










He whipped her until her legs gave out, until she was a wreck of bruised flesh and sobbing, shameful pleasure.










When he finally stopped, she collapsed against the bench, panting.










Lord Damon crouched behind her, running his rough hand up her trembling thigh.










"Next time you flash your feet at me like a slut," he said, "you'll find yourself gagged and tied to my boots for hours."










She sobbed, shivering.










He stood and left her there, bound and broken.














Later that night, after he chained her to a post at the foot of the bed and climbed between his own sheets, Aria lay trembling in the dark.










Her skin stung.










Her pussy throbbed.










She pressed her thighs together desperately, trying to find some kind of friction, some kind of relief.










Nothing.










He had stolen even that from her.










She whimpered, biting her lip.










There had to be another way.










Some way to take control back.




To have pleasure on her own terms.










Her mind spun.










And then she remembered.










Selene.










Another bought bride.




Another girl trapped in this hell.










Aria smiled in the dark, a wicked plan forming.










If she couldn't find freedom here...










She'd find it in Selene’s arms.









Chapter 3: Secret Lips














The rain came down in sheets, drowning the world outside in a heavy, furious storm.










Thunder rattled the windows of the estate.




Lightning turned the halls to brief flashes of gold and shadow.










It was perfect.










Aria crouched low in the dark, heart hammering, soaked to the skin from slipping out one of the kitchen doors when the guards weren’t looking.










Lord Damon thought he could chain her to his bed like a pet.










Thought he could break her with collars and leashes and the brutal sting of his belt.










He didn’t know her at all.










She would never belong to him.




Not really.










She pulled the hood of her cloak tighter, shivering as she darted along the outer walls.










The secret door was exactly where Selene had said it would be — hidden behind a crumbling ivy curtain, half-swallowed by years of neglect.










Her hands fumbled with the rusted latch, cursing softly under her breath as it stuck.










Another flash of lightning.




Another rumble of thunder.










Finally, the door gave.










She slipped inside, heart hammering.










The air was thick with dust and old wood.




The narrow staircase spiraled down into the dark.










She could barely see — only the faint glow of a candle further below, flickering like a promise.










And standing at the bottom of the stairs, holding that candle, was Selene.














Selene.










Everything about her was wrong.










And everything about her was perfect.










She wore no cloak.




No shoes.




Only a thin linen shift that clung to every curve, leaving nothing to the imagination.










Her hair was wet from the storm, plastered to her cheeks and shoulders, her skin glowing in the candlelight.










She looked like a fallen angel.




Or maybe a devil.










Aria stopped halfway down the stairs, breath caught in her throat.










Selene smiled — slow, wicked, knowing.










"I was beginning to think you wouldn’t come," she whispered.










Aria's throat was dry.










She swallowed hard.










"I shouldn’t be here," she whispered back.










Selene tilted her head.










"And yet you are."










The candle flickered wildly as Selene moved closer, climbing a few steps until she stood just below Aria.










Close enough to touch.










Close enough to taste.










Aria’s heart pounded against her ribs like a war drum.










She should turn back.










She should run.










She should remember the collar still locked around her throat, the leash dangling down her back like a brand.










Instead, she stayed frozen — trembling, shivering, soaking wet and desperate for something she couldn't name.










Selene reached up, trailing her fingers lightly over Aria’s bare ankle.










"You’re barefoot," she said softly, amusement dancing in her voice.










Aria shivered.










"Lord Damon didn’t want you to run?"










Aria's cheeks burned.










"Maybe he likes seeing me crawl," she snapped.










Selene laughed — low and wicked.










"You are dangerous," she murmured.










Then — before Aria could react — Selene slid her hand up her calf, her palm rough and warm against chilled skin.










Aria gasped.










Selene smiled.










"Let me guess," she whispered. "He punishes you when you misbehave."










Aria stiffened.










Selene's hand rose higher, fingers brushing the sensitive back of her knee.










"You pretend you hate it," she murmured. "But you get wet when he spanks you."










Aria whined low in her throat, mortified.










Selene's eyes darkened.










"Poor thing," she purred. "No wonder you came running to me."










Aria opened her mouth to deny it — to curse her, shove her away, spit out all the anger and shame knotting inside her.










But Selene didn't give her the chance.










She surged up the last few stairs, grabbed Aria’s face between both hands — and kissed her.














The world exploded.










Aria froze.










Selene's mouth was hot and soft and demanding, lips sliding against hers in a kiss that wasn't gentle, wasn't sweet.










It was claiming.










Taking.










Owning.










Just like Lord Damon.










But so different.










Softer.




Wilder.




Free.










Selene’s body pressed flush against hers, bare toes curling against the wet stone, fingers tangling in Aria’s hair.










Aria whimpered into the kiss, clutching desperately at Selene’s arms, her body sparking alive under the rough touch.










Selene's teeth scraped Aria’s bottom lip, making her shiver.










Then Selene pulled back just enough to whisper against her mouth:










"You’re mine now too."










Aria whimpered.










Selene kissed her again — deeper this time, rougher — grinding her thigh between Aria's soaked, trembling legs.










Aria sobbed into her mouth, her body betraying her once again.










She was wet.




Dripping.










Not from fear.




Not from pain.










From this.










From the forbidden.




From the wild, reckless, beautiful wrongness of it all.










Selene slid a hand under the edge of her ruined dress, fingers stroking lightly up the inside of her thigh.










"You’re soaked," she whispered, laughing softly against her mouth.










"Is it for him?" she teased. "Or for me?"










Aria didn’t answer.










Couldn’t.










Her head was spinning, her heart pounding, her body desperate for more.










Selene didn’t need words.










She pushed Aria back against the wall, pinning her with her body, mouth devouring hers.










Her fingers slid higher, stroking, teasing, until Aria was shaking, sobbing, clutching at her shoulders.










Selene broke the kiss, breathing hard.










"You want more?" she whispered.










Aria nodded frantically, tears slipping down her cheeks.










Selene smiled — wicked and beautiful.










"Then you’ll have to earn it," she said.










She kissed Aria once more — slow and devastating — and then slipped back down the stairs, candle flickering wildly in her hand.










Aria stood there panting, trembling, heart torn in two.










She was supposed to belong to Lord Damon.










But now...




Now, she wasn’t sure she could belong to anyone but Selene.









Chapter 4: Strapped and Spread














The next night, Aria returned to the secret staircase.










No hesitation.




No fear.










Only hunger.










Selene was waiting for her.










This time, she wasn’t holding a candle.




This time, she was holding a length of black leather in one hand — thick, coiled, gleaming under the torchlight.










Aria froze at the sight of it, her heart hammering.










Selene smiled — slow, wicked, patient.










"You came back," she murmured, stepping closer.










Aria swallowed hard.










"I shouldn’t have," she whispered.










Selene only laughed.










"You want to be punished for it?" she teased, dragging the leather slowly through her fingers.










Aria shivered, her body already responding, her thighs clenching around forbidden heat.










Selene closed the distance between them, one hand fisting in Aria's hair, yanking her head back to bare her throat.










"You're already collared for me, pretty pet," she whispered against her ear, tugging lightly on the thick leather Lord Damon had locked around her neck.




"You might as well surrender properly."










Aria whimpered, torn between shame and need.










Selene kissed her — rough and hungry — devouring her mouth, stealing her breath.










Aria melted against her, helpless.










When Selene finally pulled back, she dropped the leather strap onto the ground.










Instead, she reached under the hem of her simple dress — and pulled something from beneath the folds of fabric.










A harness.










Black leather.




Strap-on cock glinting wickedly in the torchlight.










Aria gasped, stumbling back a step.










Selene laughed, low and dark.










"You’re going to take it," she said, buckling the harness around her hips with slow, deliberate movements.




"You’re going to spread those pretty legs for me and let me fuck you like you should have been fucked the night you were bought."










Aria's knees buckled.










She should say no.










She should run.










Instead, she nodded — tiny, desperate.










Selene grinned.










"Good girl," she purred.










She grabbed Aria by the hair again, dragging her deeper into the hidden chamber, tossing her onto a pile of soft, threadbare furs.










"On your back," she ordered.










Aria obeyed, heart hammering, skin burning.










Selene straddled her easily, the leather of the strap-on slick against Aria’s trembling inner thighs.










"Look at you," Selene murmured, sliding the tip of the cock up and down Aria's soaked slit.




"Already dripping for me."










Aria whimpered, hips bucking helplessly.










Selene smirked.










"Not yet, pet."










She teased her mercilessly — rubbing the head of the cock against her swollen clit, dragging it slowly through her slick folds, tapping it lightly against her throbbing entrance without ever pushing inside.










Aria sobbed, clutching at the furs, hips lifting shamelessly.










"Please," she gasped. "Please, Selene..."










Selene leaned down, her breath hot against Aria’s mouth.










"You’ll take it when I say," she whispered.




"You’ll come when I allow it."










Aria nodded frantically, tears slipping from the corners of her eyes.










Selene grinned and finally — finally — pressed the cock inside.










Slow.










Relentless.










Stretching her open inch by inch, filling her until she was gasping and sobbing and clinging to Selene’s shoulders.










"Fuck," Selene breathed against her throat. "You’re so tight. So perfect."










Aria whimpered, overwhelmed by the sensation — so different from fingers, so much more brutal and intimate.










Selene withdrew almost completely — and then slammed back in with a rough, punishing thrust.










Aria screamed, the sound echoing off the stone walls.










Selene set a brutal rhythm, fucking her hard and deep, grinding the strap-on against her clit with every savage thrust.










"You should have been mine from the beginning," Selene growled.




"Not some old bastard’s pet."










Aria sobbed, hips jerking, pleasure building like a firestorm inside her.










"You want to come?" Selene snapped, slapping her ass hard enough to make her cry out.










"Yes!" Aria gasped. "Please, Selene, please!"










Selene drove into her harder.










"Then beg properly."










Aria writhed under her, reduced to a begging, broken, soaked mess.










"Please fuck me," she sobbed. "Please make me yours."










Selene laughed — dark and victorious.










She reached between them, rubbing Aria’s swollen clit in tight, brutal circles as she pounded into her.










Aria shattered.










Her orgasm ripped through her with the force of a thunderclap, her body seizing, her thighs shaking, her cries echoing through the hidden chamber.










Selene didn't stop.










She fucked her through it — driving her into a second orgasm almost immediately, leaving her a boneless, sobbing wreck beneath her.










When she finally collapsed beside her, panting, she pulled Aria into her arms, cradling her against her chest.










"You’re mine now," she whispered into Aria’s tangled hair.










"Even if he thinks he owns you."










Aria buried her face in Selene’s neck, tears slipping silently down her cheeks.










Because for the first time since her life had been sold to the highest bidder...




She felt free.










And for the first time, she wasn’t afraid of the chains around her throat.










She wanted them — as long as it was Selene holding the leash.









Chapter 5: Dripping for Daddy














The punishment came the next morning.










Aria knew it would.




She could feel it in the cold way Lord Damon stared at her across the breakfast table, his jaw clenched, his hands curled into fists on the arms of his chair.










He knew.










He didn’t know the details.




Not yet.










But he could smell it on her.




The defiance.




The disobedience.




The betrayal.










She toyed with her breakfast — delicate fruits, rich bread, sweet preserves — pretending she didn’t feel the weight of his gaze like a collar around her throat.










Pretending she wasn’t still sore between her legs from Selene’s rough, relentless fucking the night before.










Pretending she wasn’t dripping wet under the sheer silk gown he’d dressed her in — no underthings, nothing to hide how easily she was soaked.










Waiting.










Begging.










Begging for what she knew was coming.










The command came quietly.










"Stand up."










Aria froze, her fork clattering to the plate.










The servants scattered like frightened birds.










She pushed back her chair with trembling hands, rising slowly to her feet.










"Come here."










His voice was low. Calm. Deadly.










She moved around the table, bare feet silent against the cold stone floor.










When she reached him, he grabbed her wrist and yanked her down across his lap in one brutal motion.










She gasped, the silk gown riding up over her hips, baring her ass to the cool air.










He didn’t speak.










He didn’t need to.










The first slap landed hard.










Sharp.




Precise.










She jolted, a gasp tearing from her lips.










Another slap.




And another.










Building a fire across her skin.










Each blow echoed through the hall, mingling with her breathless cries.










And with every savage strike, her body betrayed her more.










She could feel it — the heat flooding her cheeks wasn’t just from shame.










It was arousal.










Raw.




Filthy.




Undeniable.










The wetness slicking her thighs was obscene.










She bit her lip hard, trying to smother the sobs — the needy, desperate sounds rising from her throat.










But he knew.










Of course he knew.










His hand slid between her legs after the tenth blow, fingers finding her soaked folds with brutal ease.










He growled low in his throat.










"Look at you," he said, voice rough with disgust and dark pleasure. "Dripping like a whore from a punishment."










She whimpered, hiding her face against his thigh.










"You pretend to hate it," he snarled, fingers spreading her open, rubbing the slick mess between her legs.




"You pretend to fight me."










He thrust two fingers inside her without warning, making her jerk and sob.










"But your cunt tells the truth."










She sobbed, trembling against him, the shame burning hotter than the pain.










He pumped his fingers ruthlessly, working her higher, faster, harder.










"You want this," he growled. "You fucking love it."










"No," she gasped, shaking her head wildly.










Another brutal slap to her ass.










"Lie to me again," he snarled, "and I'll spank you until you can't walk for a week."










She cried out, clenching around his fingers.










He leaned down, his mouth hot against her ear.










"You want to come, pet?" he whispered.










"Yes," she sobbed.










"You want to come on the hand of the man you hate?"










"Yes," she cried.










"You want to come for your Master?"










She froze.










He had never used that word before.










Master.










It hung between them, heavy and brutal and devastating.










She whimpered.










He stilled his fingers inside her, waiting.










Say it.










Or be left aching.




Needy.




Broken.










She choked on a sob.










"Yes, Master," she whispered.










The words tasted like sin.










They tasted like home.










He growled low in his throat — a sound of savage, triumphant possession.










And then he fucked her with his fingers mercilessly, grinding the heel of his palm against her swollen clit until she was writhing, gasping, breaking.










She came with a scream, her body locking up, her slickness pouring down his hand.










He let her ride it out, his hand never leaving her, dragging every drop of pleasure from her trembling, ruined body.










When she collapsed against him, boneless and sobbing, he finally withdrew his fingers.










He wiped them casually on her thigh, marking her with her own shame.










Then he yanked the leash at her collar, forcing her to her knees before him.










"Open your mouth," he ordered.










Tears streaming down her face, she obeyed.










He pushed his slick fingers between her lips, making her taste herself — her humiliation, her surrender, her pleasure.










"Lick them clean," he snarled.










She did, sucking his fingers desperately, her heart breaking and mending all at once.










When he was satisfied, he dragged her into his lap again, cradling her against his chest.










She expected cruelty.










Mockery.










Punishment.










Instead, he stroked her hair slowly, murmuring low, filthy praises into her ear.










"My good girl," he whispered.




"My perfect, filthy little pet."










She sobbed against his chest, clinging to him.










Because she knew the truth now.










No matter how much she rebelled.




No matter how many stolen kisses she shared with Selene.










At the end of the day...










She was his.










And she always would be.









Chapter 6: Foot Fetish Games














Aria lay sprawled across the thick furs at the foot of Lord Damon’s bed, her bare feet dangling lazily in the air, her delicate toes curling and flexing with every lazy shift of her body.










She was supposed to be punished.










Supposed to be kneeling in perfect silence, awaiting his next command.










Instead, she teased him.










Every slow stretch of her legs.




Every tilt of her foot to catch the flickering firelight.




Every sultry, bratty smirk she threw over her shoulder.










She could feel his eyes on her.










Burning.










Hunting.










Wanting.










The knowledge sent a wicked thrill skittering down her spine.










She wiggled her toes again, slow and deliberate, letting her heel brush along the cool stone.










She stretched her legs wide, making a show of flexing the arches of her feet, the soft pads of her soles exposed to him like an invitation and a challenge.










The growl he let out was low and dangerous.










She bit her lip to hide her grin.










She was playing a dangerous game.










But she loved it.










She lived for it.










It was the only control she had left — the only weapon she could wield against the man who had bought her, collared her, tamed her.










Her body.










Her bratty rebellion.










And right now, it was working.










Lord Damon rose from his chair slowly, like a predator stalking wounded prey.










The heavy tread of his boots echoed through the chamber, each step deliberate, measured.










Aria kept her back to him, stretching again, flexing her toes in the air, pretending not to notice.










The leash at her collar jerked suddenly, violently, yanking her head back.










She gasped, her heart hammering.










"You think you're clever, little slut?" he growled, his mouth hot against her ear.










She whimpered, more in arousal than fear.










He dragged her to her feet by the leash, towering over her, his body radiating fury and hunger.










He pointed to the bed with one commanding hand.










"On your back. Now."










Aria scurried to obey, her heart pounding.










She climbed onto the bed, laying flat, her legs spread slightly, her bare feet dangling off the edge — another deliberate, bratty invitation.










Lord Damon grabbed her ankles and dragged her closer to the edge, forcing her feet up onto his thighs.










He stared down at them — at her perfect, spoiled little toes, her soft arches, her delicate heels.










"You've been flashing these at me like a whore since the day you were sold," he snarled.










She smirked up at him, daring him.










"And you've been drooling over them since the day you bought me," she shot back.










The crack of his hand across the sole of her foot made her scream.










Not from pain.










From the shock of it.




The humiliation.




The filthy thrill.










He slapped her foot again, harder, the sting sharp and shameful.










"You will not tease what you cannot handle, pet," he growled.










She whimpered, struggling in his grip, but he only laughed — dark and savage.










He bent down, grabbing her left foot in both hands.










He kissed her arch roughly, biting lightly at the soft skin.










She gasped, jerking in his grip.










"You think you can tempt me with these filthy little feet?" he snarled, licking a rough stripe up the sole of her foot.




"You think you can control me?"










He bit her big toe, hard enough to make her yelp.










"You’re wrong, pet," he whispered against her skin.










"So very wrong."










He spread her toes apart, licking between them slowly, degradingly.










Aria sobbed, humiliated and soaked and desperate.










He switched feet, repeating the same brutal worship — licking, sucking, biting, spanking the soft soles until she was writhing, her body a slick mess of shameful arousal.










"You’re going to learn," he murmured, sliding the tip of his tongue along her arch.




"You’re going to learn what happens when you tease your Master."










He let go of her ankles abruptly, yanking her down further on the bed.










He flipped her onto her stomach, dragging her hips up so her ass was in the air, bare and waiting.










Without warning, the first blow landed.










The leather belt he always kept nearby slashed across her ass with a vicious crack.











She screamed, clenching the sheets in her fists.










Another blow.










And another.










Each one sharper, harder, layering heat and fire across her skin.










She sobbed, her body rocking with each brutal strike.










Between her thighs, she was dripping.










Slippery. Needy. Shameful.










Lord Damon tossed the belt aside and grabbed her hips roughly.










He spread her cheeks, exposing her soaked, glistening cunt to the cold air.










"Look at you," he growled. "Dripping all over my bed from nothing but a few licks and a spanking."










She whimpered, burying her face in the sheets.










He slid two fingers inside her with brutal ease, thrusting hard enough to make her scream again.










"So wet," he mocked.




"So ready to be fucked."










She shook her head frantically, gasping.










He pulled his fingers out and slapped her pussy sharply, making her jolt.










"You’ll take what I give you," he said.




"And you’ll thank me for it."










He shoved his fingers back inside her, pumping mercilessly, grinding his palm against her swollen clit.










Aria sobbed, helpless against the brutal pleasure.










"You wanted attention, pet," he growled, fucking her harder with his fingers.




"You got it."










She climaxed with a scream, her body locking up, her juices spilling down her thighs.










He didn’t stop.










He kept thrusting, dragging her through a second orgasm — harder, rougher, crueler — until she was shaking, crying, broken.










When he finally pulled away, she collapsed onto the bed, limp and wrecked.










He knelt beside her, stroking her hair roughly.










"You’re mine," he whispered.




"Every inch. Every filthy little part of you."










She nodded through her tears, too broken to deny it anymore.










He lifted her by the leash, dragging her into his lap.










He pressed her face against his chest, cradling her.










Soft now.










Gentle.










Brutal only in how much he claimed her without words.










"You’ll never tease me again," he murmured against her hair.










"You’ll beg."










She nodded again, sobbing against him.










And she knew — deep in her bones — that it was true.










She would beg.










She would obey.










Because she belonged to him.










Body.










Heart.










Soul.










And not even Selene’s sweet lips or secret touches could change that.









Chapter 7: Tamed by the Strap














The bruises from Lord Damon’s hand hadn’t faded yet.










They bloomed across Aria’s thighs and ass like dark, shameful roses — a map of every place he had touched, claimed, broken.










She loved them.










She hated herself for loving them.










And that was why she found herself slipping into the secret passage again, her heart pounding wildly, her body aching for more.










For something she couldn't name.










Something only Selene could give her.










The door creaked open.










The scent of smoke and sweat and forbidden promises filled her lungs.










Selene stood waiting, as always, like a devil summoned from the dark.










This time, she didn’t smile.










This time, she didn’t say a word.










She only beckoned with one finger.










Aria obeyed.










Like a good girl.










Like a pet.














The chamber was lit by a dozen thick candles, their flames guttering in the heavy, humid air.










The stone walls seemed to close in around them, trapping the heat, the smell of sweat, the sharp tang of arousal.










Selene wore nothing but a loose shift, barely clinging to her flushed skin.










And the harness.










Always the harness.










The black leather gleamed in the low light, the strap-on jutting proudly between her thighs — longer, thicker than before.










Aria swallowed hard.










"You know why you’re here," Selene said, her voice low and rough.










Aria nodded.










Selene crossed the room slowly, every step measured, deliberate.










She circled Aria once, twice, the way a predator sizes up prey.










"You let him touch you," she murmured against Aria’s ear.










Aria shivered.










"You let him break you."










She opened her mouth to deny it — to protest — but Selene silenced her with a sharp slap across her ass.










Aria gasped, stumbling forward.










"No lies," Selene said, grabbing a fistful of her hair.




"Not here."










She dragged Aria to the center of the chamber, forcing her onto her knees.










"Strip."










Aria obeyed, trembling, peeling off her thin gown until she was naked and shivering under Selene’s hungry gaze.










"Hands behind your back."










She did.










Selene tied her wrists swiftly with a length of soft rope, binding her elbows together until her chest was thrust forward, her back arched.










Aria whimpered, the helplessness sparking a flood of wetness between her thighs.










"On the bench," Selene ordered.










Aria crawled forward awkwardly, climbing onto the low padded bench in the center of the room.










Selene pushed her down, forcing her chest against the bench, spreading her knees wide apart.










The leather straps secured her ankles and thighs, leaving her utterly open and exposed.










Vulnerable.










Selene stood behind her, dragging the thick strap-on up and down her soaked folds, teasing her mercilessly.










"You're dripping," she said, laughing softly.










"Maybe he taught you something useful after all."










Aria sobbed, humiliated and desperate.










Selene didn’t wait.










She thrust inside with one brutal stroke.










Aria screamed, her body arching, fighting the sudden, overwhelming fullness.










Selene gave her no time to adjust.










She pulled back and slammed in again, harder, deeper.










The bench creaked under the force of it.










Aria sobbed, the rough thrusts driving all thought from her mind.










"You need to learn," Selene growled, grabbing her hips and driving into her with savage force.










"You need to remember who you belong to."










Aria’s body betrayed her.










She rocked back against Selene’s thrusts, desperate for more.










Desperate to be filled, used, owned.










"You’re just a hole," Selene snarled.




"A wet, needy little cunt begging to be stuffed."










Aria cried out, trembling.










"You think he owns you?" Selene hissed, thrusting harder.










"You think that fucking leash around your throat makes you his?"










Another brutal thrust.










"No, pet."










Another.










"I own you."










Another.










"And you're going to prove it."










Selene reached around, slapping Aria’s swollen clit hard enough to make her shriek.










"You come when I say," Selene growled.










"You breathe when I allow it."










She fucked her faster, the brutal rhythm shoving Aria over the edge again and again.










Her body locked up, trembling.










She was so close.




So desperate.










"Beg," Selene snapped, slamming into her.




"Beg me to let you come."










Aria sobbed, broken.










"Please," she gasped. "Please, Selene, please let me—"










A sharp slap to her clit silenced her.










"Louder."










"Please!" she screamed. "Please, Mistress, please let me come!"










Selene chuckled darkly.










"Good girl."










She fucked her harder, grinding the strap-on against her g-spot, slapping her ass with one hand.










Aria shattered.










Her orgasm tore through her, violent and endless, wringing screams from her throat, soaking the bench under her.










Selene didn’t stop.










She fucked her through it, forcing a second orgasm, and a third, until Aria was a sobbing, limp, broken thing bound to the bench.










When she finally stopped, Selene pulled out slowly, admiring the slick, dripping mess she had made of her.










She untied Aria’s wrists, dragging her into her lap.










She cradled her gently, stroking her hair, kissing her sweaty forehead.










"My good girl," she whispered.










"My sweet, ruined little pet."










Aria sobbed against her, clinging desperately to the one person who made her feel alive.










And for a moment, she forgot the leash around her throat.










Forgot the husband waiting for her return.










Forgot everything except the brutal, beautiful pleasure burning through her veins.









Chapter 8: Bent Over for Discipline














The heavy doors slammed behind her with a deafening boom.










Aria flinched, her heart hammering against her ribs as she stood trembling in the center of Lord Damon’s private chambers.










She didn’t have to look to know he was furious.










She could feel it in the air — thick and heavy, like a coming storm.










He sat in his high-backed chair, elbows resting casually on the armrests, fingers steepled beneath his chin.










Watching her.










Waiting.










Judging.










The leash attached to her collar trailed across the floor, a silent reminder of her place.










The bruises from Selene’s rough handling were still fresh on her thighs.










The soreness between her legs betrayed her with every step.










And she knew.










She knew he could smell it on her.










The scent of another.










The scent of betrayal.










He rose slowly, moving with a lethal grace that made her blood run cold.










He circled her once — twice — saying nothing, letting the silence press down on her until she could barely breathe.










Finally, he stopped behind her.










"You stink of disobedience," he said softly, voice like velvet over a blade.










Aria bit her lip hard, staring at the floor.










"I should whip you bloody," he mused. "I should tie you to the gates and let the servants see what happens to a traitorous little slut."










She trembled, shame burning through her.










"But not yet," he whispered against her ear, making her shiver.










"First, you’ll beg."










Before she could react, he seized her by the hair and dragged her across the room to the heavy wooden table.










He bent her over it roughly, yanking her arms behind her back and binding her wrists with a strip of black leather.










Her bare feet scraped uselessly against the floor.










She was trapped.










Helpless.










Completely at his mercy.










And the worst part?










She was wet.










Already.










Shame pooled low in her belly, slicking her thighs.










She hated herself for it.










Loved it.










Craved it.














The first blow came without warning.










The leather strap cracked across her ass, the impact making her jolt and cry out.










Another.










And another.










Each strike harder than the last, painting her skin in bruises and heat.










"You think I don't know where you've been?" he growled between blows.




"You think I don't know what you've done?"










She sobbed, her body shaking under the relentless punishment.










"You are mine," he snarled, punctuating each word with a savage lash.




"Mine to command.




Mine to punish.




Mine to fuck."










Aria whimpered, grinding her forehead into the cold wood, her body betraying her completely.










Her thighs were soaked.










Her clit throbbed with need.










She craved more.










Craved everything.










Another brutal strike made her scream.










"You let someone else touch what's mine," he hissed.










"You let someone else fuck my cunt."










She sobbed harder, shame and guilt and desperate arousal tangling inside her until she couldn't tell them apart.










He dropped the strap with a heavy thud.










Grabbed her hips.










Spread her open roughly.










"Look at you," he growled. "Dripping like a fucking whore."










He slid two fingers into her without warning — deep, rough, merciless.










She screamed, clenching around him.










"Soaking wet from being beaten," he sneered.




"From being humiliated."










He finger-fucked her viciously, slapping her ass with his free hand until she was a sobbing, shuddering mess pinned against the table.










"You want to come, pet?" he growled.




"You want to soak my hand like the filthy slut you are?"










She sobbed a broken "yes," trembling.










"Then beg."










She hesitated — and earned a sharp slap to her pussy that made her jerk violently.










"Beg," he snapped again.










"Please!" she screamed. "Please, Master, please let me come!"










He chuckled darkly.










"Good girl."










He thrust harder, grinding the heel of his palm against her swollen clit until she shattered, her orgasm tearing through her in brutal, humiliating waves.










She screamed his name, soaking his hand, collapsing against the table.










He pulled away slowly, wiping her slick across her bruised ass.










He untied her wrists, dragging her to her knees before him.










"You’ll learn, pet," he said, grabbing a fistful of her hair and forcing her to look up at him.










"You’ll learn who you belong to."










She nodded through her tears, broken.










And deep inside — buried under shame, under guilt, under forbidden pleasure — a terrifying truth bloomed.










She wanted to belong to him.










Wanted to be broken completely.










Wanted to be ruined so utterly that there was no Selene, no rebellion, no past.










Only him.










Only her Master.














Later that night, after he had cuffed her to the foot of the bed with thick chains, after he had fucked her mouth until she was sobbing, after he had left her dripping and humiliated at his feet —










Aria lay curled on the floor, trembling.










Her body ached.










Her throat was raw.










Her heart was shattered.










And still...










Still she dreamed of Selene's mouth on her skin.










Still she dreamed of Lord Damon's belt against her thighs.










Still she dreamed of being filled.




Used.




Owned.










She was torn between them.










Two different kinds of chains.




Two different kinds of prisons.










And the terrifying part was —










She didn't know which one she craved more.









Chapter 9: Caught Between Them














It started the same way it always did.










A secret glance.




A lingering touch.




A desperate, shameful need too big to hide.










Aria slipped through the winding back halls, barefoot and breathless, the leash dangling from her collar, tucked under her loose dress.










Her body still ached from Lord Damon’s punishments — the belt marks across her ass, the raw burn between her legs from his rough claiming.










And still, she wanted more.










She wanted Selene.










She needed Selene’s mouth on her thighs.




Selene’s hands between her legs.




Selene’s wicked laughter when Aria sobbed and begged for mercy that never came.










The hidden door creaked open.










Selene was waiting, sprawled lazily across the furs, naked except for the black leather strap-on gleaming between her thighs.










Aria froze at the sight of her.










So beautiful.




So dangerous.










Selene smiled — slow and knowing.










"Come here, pet," she purred, crooking a finger.










Aria dropped to her knees without thinking.










Without hesitating.










She crawled across the stone floor, heart pounding, shame burning her skin.










But she didn’t care anymore.










She only cared about the way Selene looked at her.










Wanted her.










Took her.










Owned her.










Selene grabbed her by the hair and dragged her into a rough, devouring kiss.










Aria whimpered, opening for her, melting into the brutal affection.










Selene pushed her down onto the furs, straddling her easily, the tip of the strap-on pressing against her soaked, swollen entrance.










"Look at you," Selene murmured, stroking Aria’s bruised thighs.




"Still leaking from your Master’s belt, aren’t you?"










Aria sobbed, nodding.










Selene leaned down, biting her shoulder sharply.










"You’re so filthy," she whispered.




"So fucking perfect."










Aria writhed beneath her, desperate, aching.










"Please," she gasped. "Please fuck me—"










Selene grinned.










"Good girl."










She shoved inside with one brutal thrust.










Aria screamed, clutching at the furs, her body arching into the invasion.










Selene set a punishing rhythm, fucking her hard and deep, grinding the strap-on against Aria’s clit with every savage thrust.










"You belong to me," she growled against Aria’s throat.




"Say it."










"I—" Aria gasped, the words catching on a sob.










Another brutal thrust.










"Say it," Selene snapped.










"I belong to you!" Aria screamed.










The door slammed open.














The world froze.










Selene jerked back, still buried deep inside Aria.










Aria twisted her head, heart stopping.










Lord Damon stood in the doorway.










His face was blank.










Too blank.










That was worse than rage.










He took one slow step into the room.










Another.










The leash at Aria’s collar dragged behind her like a trail of blood.










Selene recovered first.










She smirked — defiant, proud.










"Looks like you’re too late, Master," she said sweetly.










Lord Damon didn’t speak.










He didn’t have to.










The fury rolling off him was a living thing, thick and choking.










Selene pulled out of Aria slowly, deliberately, making her whimper and sob.










She stood, facing him fully, naked and unashamed.










Aria tried to rise — to crawl, to flee — but her legs wouldn’t move.










Terror and guilt pinned her to the floor.










Lord Damon stopped in front of Selene.










For one heartbeat, nothing happened.










Then he backhanded her across the face.










The crack echoed through the room like a gunshot.










Selene stumbled back, blood blooming on her lip.










She laughed.










"Hit me again, old man," she hissed, baring her teeth.




"See what it gets you."










He grabbed her by the throat and slammed her against the wall.










Selene gasped, struggling — but she was smaller, weaker.










Nothing compared to his strength.










He leaned down, his mouth inches from hers.










"You’ll get what's coming to you," he growled.










Then he released her — letting her crumple to the floor.










He turned to Aria.










She whimpered, pressing herself into the furs, trying to hide.










"Did you think you could betray me and get away with it, pet?" he said, voice low and terrifying.










She sobbed, shaking her head.










He knelt in front of her, grabbing her by the leash, dragging her upright.










"You let another touch what belongs to me," he snarled.




"You let another fuck my cunt."










She whimpered, tears pouring down her cheeks.










He yanked the leash hard, forcing her to crawl after him.










He dragged her to the center of the room, throwing her over a low table.










Her ass was bare, bruised, leaking.










Waiting.










"Both of you," he growled.




"Over the table."










Selene spat blood onto the floor — but obeyed.










She knelt beside Aria, face flushed, eyes bright with defiance.










Lord Damon grabbed the thick black strap from the wall — the punishment strap he reserved for the worst offenses.










He tested it once, twice, making it crack through the air.










Aria sobbed.










Selene smiled.










The first blow landed across Aria’s ass.










She screamed.










The second landed across Selene’s.










She grunted — but didn’t cry out.










He whipped them both in turn, merciless and brutal, leaving no inch of skin untouched.










Aria collapsed against the table, sobbing, her body shaking with every savage blow.










She was dripping.




Soaked.




Utterly broken.










Selene bore it in silence — until finally, even she broke, gasping and whimpering under the relentless onslaught.










When he finished, both girls were wrecked — bruised, sobbing, trembling.










He dropped the strap onto the floor with a heavy thud.










He grabbed Aria by the hair, forcing her to look up at him.










"You are mine," he said, voice shaking with fury and something worse — something raw and broken.










"You will never be anyone else’s."










He turned to Selene.










"And neither will you."










Selene stared up at him — and for the first time, her smile cracked.










She nodded.










Silent.










Broken.










He yanked Aria upright, dragging her into his arms, crushing her against his chest.










"You’re mine," he whispered again.










And Aria — sobbing, shattered, soaking wet with shame and need — whispered back:










"Yours, Master."










Forever.









Chapter 10: Punished Together














The chains clinked softly in the dark, a cruel lullaby of ownership.










Aria knelt beside Selene at the foot of Lord Damon’s bed, both of them collared, both of them leashed, both stripped bare of clothes and pride.










Their wrists were cuffed behind their backs.




Their ankles bound wide apart with thick leather straps bolted to the floor.










Helpless.




Exposed.




Owned.










Lord Damon sat back in his chair, one hand idly stroking the thick leather crop across his palm as he studied them.










Silent.










Patient.










Waiting for the fear to seep deep enough into their bones.










Aria trembled, the bruises on her thighs and ass still raw and burning from the whipping he'd delivered.










Selene knelt just as still, her mouth swollen from his backhanded slap, her eyes glittering with defiance barely smothered by exhaustion.










Neither spoke.










There was no point.










They both knew words wouldn’t save them now.










Only obedience.










Only surrender.










Lord Damon rose slowly.










The leash attached to Aria’s collar jerked taut, dragging her forward onto her hands and knees.










She gasped, struggling to balance with her wrists cuffed, her ass lifting high in the air in a posture of humiliating submission.










He circled her once, twice, dragging the end of the leash across her back, her thighs, her dripping folds.










"You thought you could betray me," he said softly.




"Take pleasure into your own hands."










The crop cracked sharply across her ass.










She screamed, collapsing forward, tears blurring her vision.










"You thought you could lie with another," he growled, slashing the crop across Selene's thighs next.










Selene grunted, jerking against her bonds, her body shuddering.










"You forgot who owns you."










Another blow.




And another.










Aria sobbed, shame and filthy arousal tangling inside her until she didn’t know which was which anymore.










He dropped the crop and grabbed her hair, yanking her head back brutally.










"Open your mouth," he ordered.










She obeyed instantly, her lips parting, her tongue flickering out.










He unzipped his trousers, freeing his cock — already hard, already pulsing with the same fury boiling under his skin.










"Show me you remember who you serve."










He shoved his cock into her mouth without mercy, making her gag around the thick length.










He held her there, one hand fisted in her hair, hips thrusting shallowly.










"Good pet," he growled.




"Take it."










He used her mouth brutally, forcing her to choke, to drool, to sob around his cock.










When he finally pulled out, she was a wreck — gasping, trembling, humiliated.










He dragged Selene forward next, forcing her to take his cock between her lips, too.










She obeyed, gritting her teeth, her pride burning in her blood.










He fucked her mouth rougher, punishing her with every savage thrust.










"You both belong to me," he snarled.




"You'll come when I allow it.




You'll breathe when I command it."










He released Selene with a shove.










She collapsed onto the floor, panting, saliva dripping from her chin.










He stepped back, admiring the two ruined women kneeling before him.










"You'll learn to serve together," he said, his voice low and vicious.










"You'll learn to please me together."










He grabbed Aria by the leash again, dragging her to Selene's side.










"Lie down," he ordered.










They obeyed, their bodies pressing together on the cold stone floor.










He watched them for a long, tense moment.










Then he crouched over them, grabbing Aria's ankle and dragging her leg wide.










He did the same to Selene, positioning them so their soaked, needy cunts were exposed — inches apart.










"Touch each other," he commanded.




"Make each other come."










Aria froze, her heart slamming against her ribs.










Selene looked at her — wide-eyed, furious, desperate.










But neither dared disobey.










Aria shifted closer, brushing her knee against Selene's thigh.










Selene whimpered, hips jerking.










Aria leaned in, sliding her fingers over Selene’s slick folds.










Selene gasped, bucking against her hand.










Lord Damon growled low in his throat.










"Faster."










Aria obeyed, stroking Selene faster, rubbing her clit in tight, desperate circles.










Selene sobbed, her hands still cuffed behind her back, her body straining toward release.










Lord Damon crouched beside Aria, one hand sliding between her own thighs, thrusting two fingers inside her dripping cunt.










She screamed, clenching around him, her body rocking helplessly between Selene’s wetness and Damon’s brutal invasion.










"You’ll come together," he snarled.




"You'll scream for me together."










He finger-fucked Aria harder, slapping her clit with his palm between thrusts.










Selene writhed against her hand, gasping, begging.










"Please," she sobbed. "Please, Master—"










"Please!" Aria echoed, tears streaming down her cheeks.










He grinned, dark and savage.










"Now," he ordered.










And they shattered.










Aria screamed, her orgasm ripping through her, her body convulsing around his fingers.










Selene screamed with her, her hips jerking wildly as she soaked Aria’s hand with her release.










They collapsed together, a heap of trembling, broken flesh.










Lord Damon stood over them, satisfaction gleaming in his cold eyes.










He yanked their leashes tight, forcing them upright again, their bodies pressed together, slick and shaking.










"You belong to me," he said softly.










They nodded — broken, obedient, drenched in their own shame and pleasure.










"And you always will."









Chapter 11: Owned Inside and Out














The chains fell away one by one.










The cuffs.




The straps.




The leashes.










All gone.










But Aria didn't move.










She couldn't.










She knelt in the center of Lord Damon’s massive bed, naked, bruised, dripping — waiting.










Waiting for him to take what he had spent weeks breaking her for.










Waiting for the final surrender.










Her heart pounded so loudly she could barely hear the crackle of the fire in the hearth.










The room smelled of sex and sweat and leather.










And him.










Always him.










Lord Damon stood at the edge of the bed, stripping away his clothes piece by piece.










Slowly.










Methodically.










His eyes never left her.










When he was naked, he prowled onto the bed, climbing over her like a stormcloud swallowing the sun.










He grabbed her chin roughly, forcing her to look up at him.










"You know what comes next," he said, voice dark and rough.










She whimpered.










Nodded.










He smirked.










"Good girl."










He pushed her down onto her back, spreading her legs wide with his knees.










She gasped, exposed, trembling.










His cock was heavy and hard, leaking against her thigh.










He ran it along her folds, dragging the thick length up and down her dripping slit without entering her.










Teasing.




Tormenting.










"You're going to take it all," he murmured, voice like gravel against silk.




"Every inch. Every brutal fucking inch."










She whimpered, nodding frantically.










He gripped her hips, lining himself up with her soaked entrance.










And then — with one brutal thrust — he buried himself inside her.










Aria screamed.










The stretch was unbearable — thick, brutal, overwhelming.










Her body fought it.










Clenched around him, desperate and terrified.










He held her down easily, giving her no choice but to take him.










He didn’t pause.










He didn’t give her time.










He set a savage rhythm from the first thrust — pounding into her with brutal, claiming force.










"You’re mine," he snarled against her throat, his teeth scraping her skin.










"Say it."










She sobbed, clinging to his shoulders, her nails digging into his flesh.










"Yours, Master," she gasped.




"Yours."










He slammed deeper.










"Again."










"Yours! Always yours!"










He grunted, driving into her harder, the sound of their bodies slapping together echoing off the stone walls.










He fucked her like he was trying to erase everything that had come before — Selene’s hands, Selene’s mouth, Selene’s betrayal.










And Aria wanted him to.










She wanted to be wiped clean.




Remade.










Ruined.










He grabbed the collar still locked around her throat, using it like a handle, yanking her up to meet his thrusts.










She sobbed, the shame and filth and twisted pleasure overwhelming her.










"Look at you," he growled.




"My perfect little hole.




My perfect little whore."










She came hard, screaming his name, her body clenching around him like a vice.










He didn’t stop.










He fucked her through it, dragging a second, brutal orgasm from her broken body.










When he finally let go of the collar, she collapsed onto the bed, boneless and wrecked.










He flipped her onto her stomach without warning, dragging her hips up.










She barely had time to catch her breath before he was inside her again — rougher, deeper, harder.










He grabbed a handful of her hair, yanking her head back as he pounded into her from behind.










"You’re never leaving," he snarled against her ear.




"You’re mine forever."










"Yes, Master!" she sobbed.




"Yes!"










He slapped her ass hard enough to make her jolt.










"You’ll carry my children," he growled.




"You'll be bred, stuffed full of my seed until you can't think of anything but serving me."










"Yes," she gasped, shame and heat flooding her body.




"Yes, Master, please—"










He thrust harder, faster, his breath ragged.










"You'll crawl at my feet," he snarled.




"You'll beg for my cock, for my leash, for my fucking attention."










"Please," she cried.




"Please, I want it! I want it all!"










He grunted, hips slamming into her with brutal force.










And then — with a deep, guttural roar — he spilled inside her, flooding her womb with heat, claiming her utterly.










He stayed buried deep inside her, his arms wrapping around her trembling body, his chest pressing against her back.










For a long, heavy moment, there was nothing but the sound of their ragged breathing.










No rebellion.




No betrayal.




No past.










Only this.










Only now.










Only belonging.










He pulled her into his lap, cradling her like something precious and ruined.










He kissed the side of her head, his lips rough but tender.










"You’re mine," he whispered again.










She nodded against him, tears slipping down her cheeks.










"Yours," she whispered back.




"Always."










He reached down, dragging his hand across her belly, pressing his palm against her womb.










"You'll carry my legacy," he said.




"My future."










She whimpered, nodding.










And deep inside, she knew:










There was no escaping him now.










No escaping herself.










She belonged to Lord Damon.










Body.










Heart.










Soul.










Forever.









Chapter 12: A Family of Sins














The summer heat pressed down like a heavy hand, thick and smothering.










Aria shifted uncomfortably in Lord Damon’s lap, her swollen belly brushing against his bare chest, the soft leather leash trailing lazily from her collar to his wrist.










He held her easily, possessively, one hand resting over the curve of her belly — his child growing inside her, proof of her complete surrender.










She whimpered softly, her thighs sticky with need, her body flushed and aching.










She was always aching now.










Always desperate.










Always wet.










It was the way he had trained her.










The way he had remade her.










At his feet, Selene knelt obediently, her head bowed, her naked body glistening with sweat.










Her own collar gleamed around her throat, a perfect twin to Aria’s.










Property.










Belonging.










Theirs.










Forever.














Lord Damon traced slow, lazy circles across Aria’s belly, feeling the life stirring beneath his hand.










"You carry my future, pet," he murmured against her hair.




"My legacy."










Aria whimpered, pressing closer to him, her body craving his touch, his praise, his ownership.










He chuckled low in his throat.










"So needy," he teased.










"You’re lucky I have enough patience to breed you properly."










He reached down, sliding his hand between her trembling thighs, cupping her soaked cunt.










She sobbed softly, her hips jerking against his palm.










Selene shifted at his feet, her breath catching.










Lord Damon smiled.










"You miss my touch too, little slut?" he said, amusement dripping from his voice.










Selene nodded, cheeks flushing.










He snapped his fingers once.










"Up."










Selene rose gracefully to her knees, crawling onto the bed beside them.










He pushed Aria back against the pillows, spreading her thighs wide.










"Serve your sister, pet," he ordered.










Selene didn’t hesitate.










She ducked her head between Aria’s legs, her tongue sliding across the swollen, dripping folds with practiced skill.










Aria cried out, her body arching, her hands fisting in the sheets.










Lord Damon sat back, watching with dark, greedy eyes as one pet worshiped the other.










He stroked his cock lazily, the thick length hard and leaking.










Aria writhed against Selene’s mouth, sobbing, desperate, overwhelmed.










Selene licked her with slow, deliberate strokes, teasing her clit, thrusting her tongue deep inside her, drinking down every drop of slick.










Lord Damon growled low in his throat.










"Such good girls," he murmured.




"Such perfect, filthy little pets."










He let them continue until Aria was sobbing, her body trembling on the edge of orgasm.










Then he grabbed Selene’s hair and yanked her back.










Selene gasped, her lips glistening with Aria’s wetness.










Lord Damon smirked.










"No coming yet," he said.




"Not until I give permission."










He pushed Selene down onto her stomach beside Aria, pinning both girls to the bed with his body.










He pressed the head of his cock against Aria’s soaked entrance, teasing her, making her whimper.










"You’re going to take me like a good girl," he growled.




"While your sister watches."










Aria sobbed, nodding frantically.










"Please, Master," she gasped.




"Please fuck me."










He chuckled — dark, cruel, pleased.










He pushed inside her slowly, inch by devastating inch, until he was fully seated in her tight, slick heat.










Aria screamed, her body stretching to accommodate him, her belly pressing against his chest.










He fucked her slow and deep, each thrust dragging a broken sob from her throat.










He gripped Selene’s hair, forcing her to watch, forcing her to see how thoroughly he owned them both.










"Look at her," he snarled.




"Look at my perfect little breeder."










Selene whimpered, her hips grinding into the mattress.










Lord Damon fucked Aria harder, faster, the sound of skin slapping against skin filling the room.










"You’ll give me another after this," he growled.




"And another.




And another."










"Yes, Master," Aria cried, tears streaming down her cheeks.










"I'll give you everything."










He slammed into her harder, feeling her clamp around him, her body desperate for release.










He leaned down, his mouth hot against her ear.










"Come, pet," he whispered.










And she did.










She shattered around him, screaming his name, her body locking up, her walls milking him.










He grunted, thrusting deep, filling her with his seed again, claiming her womb all over again.










He collapsed over her, pinning her to the bed, both of them panting, shaking, broken.










Selene curled up beside them, nuzzling against his thigh like a loyal dog.










Lord Damon gathered them both into his arms, cradling them against his chest.










His pets.




His breeders.




His forever.














The fire crackled softly in the hearth.










Outside, the storm raged.










Inside, there was only warmth.










Only ownership.










Only love.










Dark and brutal and perfect.










And Aria knew — as she drifted into sleep, cradled against the man who had bought her, broken her, bred her —










She was exactly where she belonged.










At his feet.










In his bed.










In his heart.










Forever.
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