
        
            
                
            
        

    


Bound to My Father's Enemy: A Dark Age Gap Breeding Romance




She was meant to hate him.

Instead, she was bred, owned, and loved into submission by the one man she was forbidden to touch.




Introduction










The door slammed behind her with a crack like a whip.










She whirled around, heart thundering against her ribs — but it was too late.










He was already there.




Blocking the exit.




Broad shoulders framed by the heavy oak door, cold eyes fixed on her like a predator sizing up easy prey.










"You really thought you could sneak into my house and get away with it?"




His voice was low. Almost amused. Dangerous.










She backed up instinctively, but there was nowhere to go.




The walls pressed in on her, thick with the scent of leather, old wood, and something darker she couldn’t name.










In two strides, he was on her.










One hand fisted in her hair, the other snatching her wrists and yanking them behind her back.




She struggled, bucking against his iron grip, but it was useless.




He was too strong.










She gasped as she felt the cold bite of leather around her wrists.




Cuffs.




Thick. Unforgiving.










The click of a lock sealing her fate.










"Let me go!" she spat, thrashing in his hold.










He laughed.




A deep, cruel sound that scraped down her spine like rough rope.










"Oh no, princess," he growled. "You came looking for trouble. You found it."










She tried to kick him, to scream — but he spun her, shoving her face-first against the wall.




His body pinned hers with brutal ease, his heat sinking through her clothes, branding her.










"I should drag you to your father," he murmured against her ear. "Show him what a pathetic little spy he raised."










She shuddered, trying to jerk away. His hand slid down her side, rough fingers skimming her ribs, her waist, her hips.










"But where's the fun in that?" he whispered.










He hauled her back, forcing her to stumble along with him down the dark hallway.










The heavy silence was deafening.










Every step pounded in her ears.










He kicked open a door and shoved her inside.










The room was bare.




Concrete floors.




A heavy bed bolted to the ground.




Thick chains bolted into the walls. Hooks in the ceiling.










A chill raked her skin.










He locked the door behind them with a heavy, metallic clang.










When he turned to face her, there was a coil of rope in his hand — and a darkness in his eyes that made her blood run cold.










"Strip," he ordered.










She stared at him, shaking her head, her voice catching.










"No."










He closed the distance between them in a blink.










A sharp crack filled the room as his palm connected with her ass.




Hard.




Merciless.










She yelped, stumbling forward.










"I wasn't asking," he growled.










Tears burned her eyes, but her fingers trembled to her hem.




She peeled her clothes off, one by one — cheeks flaming with humiliation.










Shirt.




Bra.




Jeans.




Panties.










When she stood naked before him, cuffed, vulnerable, he circled her like a wolf.










"Beautiful," he murmured. "Wasted on your pathetic family."










He dragged the rope across her bare skin, slow, deliberate.










She flinched.










"Don't worry," he said, voice almost tender. "I'm going to make good use of you."










He pushed her onto the bed, forcing her knees apart.










The rope wrapped around her ankles, her thighs, her hips, her waist — tight, rough, inescapable.










She was tied open, helpless.










When he finished, he stepped back to admire his work.










She glared at him, breathing hard, wrists straining against the cuffs.










He smiled.










"Defiant little slut," he said, reaching into a drawer. "We'll fix that."










He pulled out a string of anal beads, glossy and black.










Her stomach twisted.










"No," she whimpered.










He only chuckled.










"Oh, princess," he said, kneeling between her trembling legs. "You’re going to learn."










The first bead slid against her tight, virgin entrance, and she cried out, thrashing against the ropes.










He held her down easily, working it in — slow, relentless inches.










"Every lesson," he murmured. "Every punishment. Every filthy little act."










The beads sank deeper with every thrust of his fingers.










"Until you’re broken," he whispered against her ear. "Until you’re begging for more."










When he finally finished, he leaned back to look at her.










Nude.




Bound.




Plugged.










Perfect.










He cupped her flushed cheek.










"Welcome home, pet," he said. "Your training starts now."











He was twice her age.






Her father's bitter enemy.






And the only man who could ever truly own her.











When she dares to trespass into his domain, she expects punishment. She doesn't expect to be bound, bred, and worshiped.










Stripped of her freedom.




Claimed in body and soul.




Broken until she begged for the life she swore she would never want.










As her belly swells with his child, she learns that love isn't always tender.




Sometimes, it’s savage.




Sometimes, it’s forever.











Bound to My Father's Enemy


 
is a dark, forbidden age gap romance filled with heavy BDSM, possessive alpha love, brutal tenderness, breeding, and the kind of twisted devotion that leaves no escape.











Warning: Contains graphic dark content, intense domination, age gap themes, and explicit breeding elements.










Chapter 1: The First Lesson










She didn’t sleep that night.










The beads stayed inside her, a cruel, constant reminder with every twitch and movement. The rope chafed her skin, the cuffs dug deep into her wrists. Her muscles ached, her body burned, but he made no move to untie her.










He sat in the corner of the room, watching.










Silent.




Patient.










She twisted against the restraints, whimpering softly. Her thighs trembled from the strain of being held open so long, her core clenching helplessly around the intrusion he’d left inside her.










"Hurts, doesn't it?" he said at last, voice a slow drawl.










She didn’t answer. Pride kept her mouth shut.










He stood, walking toward her with heavy, measured steps.










"You’re going to learn," he murmured, crouching beside her. "Pain is a teacher."










He traced a fingertip along her thigh, just barely brushing her.










"And obedience," he added, voice dropping to a growl, "is the only way to make it stop."










Without warning, he flipped her onto her stomach. She gasped at the sudden shift, the pressure of the beads inside her shifting painfully.










He adjusted the ropes expertly, binding her thighs wider apart, exposing her fully.










His palm slammed down against her ass, hard.










She cried out, the sound muffled by the mattress.










Another slap. Then another. Building heat. Building pain.










Her body jerked with every blow. He didn’t stop.




Didn't soften.




Only drove the lesson in, one savage smack at a time.










When he finally paused, she was sobbing into the sheets, her ass burning hot.










"Good girl," he said, voice dark and satisfied. "That's the sound I want."










He dragged a finger between her legs, feeling the wetness slick against her skin.










"Look at you," he murmured, almost tender. "Body’s already learning."










Shame burned hotter than the spanking.










He leaned down, his breath hot against her ear.










"But you don't get to come yet," he whispered. "You haven’t earned it."










His fingers teased her, slow, relentless strokes that drove her insane with need. Her hips bucked, desperate, chasing his touch.










He pulled away.










She sobbed, shaking, aching.










He laughed low in his throat.










"Not yet, pet," he said. "You’re going to beg for it."










The night stretched on, endless and cruel.










Touch. Tease. Deny.










Each time she grew close, he pulled away. Each time she thought she’d shatter, he left her trembling on the edge.










By dawn, she was broken. A wreck of need and shame.










He finally untied the ropes but left the cuffs and beads in place.










He lifted her into his arms, carrying her to a heavy steel chair bolted to the corner.










He strapped her down. Ankles. Wrists. Thighs. Chest.










Now she couldn’t even wriggle.










He sat across from her, arms folded, watching.










"Today," he said, "you’ll sit there. Leaking. Aching. Remembering who owns you now."










She sobbed again, helpless, bound, filled.










He smiled.










"Good girl," he said, voice like a rough caress. "We’re just getting started."









Chapter 2: Submission Drilled Deep










Hours passed.










Every minute stretched like a blade under her skin. The beads inside her throbbed with each tiny movement, cruel and insistent. The ropes binding her to the chair were merciless, cutting into her skin, forcing her thighs wide, her back arched painfully.










He watched her from his seat across the room.




Silent.




Patient.










She tried not to squirm.




Every movement sent fresh humiliation washing over her, the wetness between her thighs an open, shameful wound.










Finally, he stood.




His heavy boots echoed against the floor as he crossed to her.










"You've been good," he said, trailing a rough finger down her cheek. "But not good enough."










He knelt before her, hands moving between her legs.










She stiffened as he tugged the beads free, slow, deliberate. Each pop sent a jolt of sharp, aching pleasure through her trembling body.










When he finished, he held the glistening beads up to her mouth.










"Open."










Tears welled in her eyes, but she obeyed, parting her lips.










He slid them past her teeth, forcing her to taste herself. Her cheeks burned with shame.










"Good girl," he murmured, patting her head like a pet.










Then he produced something new: a larger set of beads, thicker, heavier.










Her heart slammed into her ribs.










"This," he said, voice dark with promise, "is your next lesson."










He unstrapped her from the chair, dragging her to the bed by her bound wrists.










He bent her over the edge, forcing her face into the mattress.










Without warning, his palm cracked against her ass again, eliciting a helpless sob.










"Beg for it," he growled.










She whimpered, shaking her head.










Another brutal slap.










"Beg, slut. Or I make it worse."










She choked on a sob, pride warring with desperation.










"P-please," she whispered.










Another slap.










"Louder."










"Please!" she cried out. "Please… put them in…"










He chuckled, dark and victorious.










"That's my good little slut."










He worked the first bead against her tight entrance, relentless and slow.










She gasped, sobbed, trembled.










He pushed deeper, taking his time, forcing her to feel every filthy, humiliating inch.










"You're mine," he growled. "Every hole. Every inch. Mine."










When he finished, he flipped her onto her back, looming over her.










"Say it," he demanded, his voice a whip crack in the heavy air.










She sobbed, tears streaking her cheeks.










"I'm yours," she whispered.










"Again."










"I'm yours!"










He smiled, dark and cruel and pleased.










He leaned down, his lips brushing her ear.










"Good girl," he murmured. "Now… I'm going to make you prove it."









Chapter 3: Owned Body, Owned Mind










By the second day, her mind was unraveling.










He woke her with a sharp tug to her hair, dragging her off the bed onto the cold floor.










"Crawl," he ordered.










Her body protested, sore and weak, but she obeyed, knees scraping against the rough floor.










"Slower," he snapped. "Back arched. Eyes down."










She adjusted, trembling with humiliation.










He circled her like a predator, boots thudding as he tapped the whip against his palm.










"You want to be treated like a good pet? Act like one."










The first crack of the whip across her thighs made her scream.










The second broke something inside her.










Tears blurred her vision as she crawled in a circle around him, her body shaking, the heavy plug still buried inside her from the night before.










"Good slut," he growled, watching her every move.










He forced her to sit on her knees before him, back perfectly straight, hands resting on her thighs.










"Presentation," he murmured approvingly, running his thumb along her trembling lip.










"You're getting better."










She flushed with a shameful, desperate kind of pride.










He leaned down, close enough that his breath warmed her ear.










"Beg me to let you come," he whispered.










Her stomach twisted.










She shook her head, refusing.










A brutal slap to her cheek made her cry out.










"Beg," he hissed. "Or I'll edge you all night again."










Her pride crumbled.










"Please," she whispered, voice hoarse. "Please let me come."










He smiled darkly.










"Good girl."










He shoved her down onto her back, tearing her legs apart with rough hands.










His fingers were merciless, dragging her higher and higher until she was sobbing, trembling, desperate for release.










And then he stopped.










She screamed in frustration, thrashing in the ropes.










He laughed low, dark and satisfied.










"You're not ready yet," he said. "Not until you break for me completely."










He pulled a small vibrator from the drawer, pressing it against her aching clit.










Relentless. Cruel.










"Count," he ordered.










"One," she gasped. "Two… three…"










Each wave of pleasure built higher, sharper, more unbearable.










"You come without permission," he said, "and you'll be punished."










Her body quaked, sweat dripping from her skin as she fought against the overwhelming need.










"Ten," she sobbed.










He pulled the vibrator away, leaving her empty, wrecked, sobbing.










He unstrapped her, dragging her to sit on his lap.










He cradled her there, petting her hair, whispering soft, filthy praises.










"Good girl," he murmured. "You're mine now."










For the first time, she didn’t fight the tears that fell against his chest.










She let herself sink into the warmth of his arms, into the terrifying comfort of belonging.










Into being owned.









Chapter 4: Claimed Forever










The world outside the room might as well have ceased to exist.










She lived by the rhythm he set: pain and reward, denial and permission, humiliation and the rare, aching sweetness of his hand in her hair.










This night was different.










He woke her by unlatching the collar around her throat, only to replace it with a heavier one, cold iron against her flushed skin.










"Tonight," he said, fastening it with a heavy click, "you earn your release."










Her heart stumbled in her chest.










He pulled her up to her knees, binding her wrists in front of her for once instead of behind.










"You'll work for it."










He tossed a soft fur blanket over the stone floor. A small mercy.










Then he pointed at it.










"Crawl."










She crawled, trembling, the plug shifting inside her with every motion.










"Slower," he snapped.










When she reached the center of the fur, he knelt behind her, his hands rough and sure as they skimmed over her bound body.










"Perfect little pet," he murmured.










He pulled the plug free in one slow, endless stroke, and she sobbed at the loss and the shame.










His fingers replaced it, pushing into her slick, needy hole.










"So wet for me," he said, voice thick with approval. "Good girl."










He slid two fingers deep inside her pussy, teasing her mercilessly until she was rocking her hips back against him without thinking.










"Beg."










She whimpered, shaking.










"Please," she whispered. "Please let me..."










He added a third finger, stretching her, filling her.










"Say it."










"Please let me come," she sobbed.










He pulled away.










She let out a broken sound, a plea without words.










He turned her onto her back, staring down at her wrecked, trembling body.










"One more thing," he said, reaching for the anal beads again. A thicker, heavier set than before.










Her eyes widened in fear and desperate, aching need.










He pushed the first bead against her stretched, used entrance.










"Take them," he ordered.










She obeyed, panting, sobbing, her body yielding to his will.










When he finished, he positioned himself between her thighs.










"Now," he said, voice rough, almost tender. "Now you come."










His mouth sealed over her clit, sucking hard, relentless.










She screamed, the orgasm ripping through her like a tidal wave.










Her muscles seized, her body thrashing against the restraints, the beads shifting inside her with every spasm.










He didn’t stop.










He dragged every ounce of pleasure from her body until she was sobbing, begging, lost.










Only then did he lift his head.










He gathered her broken, shaking body into his arms, wrapping the fur blanket around her.










"Mine," he whispered against her hair. "All mine."










She buried her face against his chest, trembling.










And for the first time, she clung to him willingly.










In the wreckage of her pride, something new bloomed.










Something terrifying.










Something sweet.










Love.









Chapter 5: A Collar for His Pet










She woke to the weight of him beside her, the warmth of his body seeping into hers even as the heavy collar dug into her neck.










She didn’t pull away.










For the first time, she leaned into it, into him.










His hand slid into her hair, rough and possessive, tilting her head back so he could look into her eyes.










"You're mine," he said, voice low and certain.










She nodded, trembling.










It wasn't fear that made her shake this time.










It was something else. Something deeper.










Love.










Dark. Twisted. Inescapable.










He sat up, pulling her to kneel between his legs.










"Today," he said, fastening a heavy leather leash to her collar, "we make it permanent."










He led her across the room like an obedient pet, every step a humiliation and a thrill.










In the center of the room, he fastened the leash to a ring bolted to the floor.










She knelt, head bowed, waiting.










He returned with something new: a wide, thick collar made of dark leather, engraved with his initials.










He unfastened the iron training collar, replacing it with the new one.










It locked with a click that echoed through the silent room.










She felt it settle around her throat, heavy and inescapable.










"Mine," he repeated, his voice thick with emotion.










Tears welled in her eyes.










She didn't fight them.










He lifted her chin, forcing her to meet his gaze.










"Say it."










"I'm yours," she whispered.










"Louder."










"I'm yours!"










He smiled, dark and savage and pleased.










"Good girl."










He unfastened the leash but left the collar locked in place.










He stripped off his shirt, his pants, standing before her naked and hard.










"Show me," he ordered.










She crawled to him, hands shaking, lips parting.










She took him into her mouth, awkward and clumsy at first, but he was patient, guiding her with rough hands, teaching her how to please him.










"Good girl," he murmured every time she got it right.










He pulled her up, lifting her easily and tossing her onto the bed.










He spread her legs wide, tying her wrists to the headboard.










"Now," he said, voice rough. "Now I take what’s mine."










He drove into her with a brutal thrust, stealing the breath from her lungs.










She screamed, but it wasn't pain that tore the sound from her throat.










It was need.










Raw. Ferocious. Consuming.










He fucked her hard and deep, claiming every inch of her body with relentless thrusts.










"Mine," he growled with every movement. "Mine. Mine."










She sobbed, clinging to him, her body breaking apart around him.










When she came, it was a violent, shattering thing that left her wrecked and whimpering beneath him.










He followed a heartbeat later, spilling inside her with a roar that echoed off the stone walls.










He collapsed over her, his weight grounding her, his arms caging her in.










He pressed a kiss to her temple, a rough, broken thing.










"Good girl," he whispered against her skin.










She smiled through her tears, wrapping her bound wrists around his neck as best she could.










For the first time, she knew she was exactly where she belonged.










Owned.










Loved.










Home.









Chapter 6: Tamed and Worshiped










She woke to the slow, rhythmic stroke of his hand down her spine.










Not a spanking. Not a punishment.




A touch of possession. A touch of care.










She was still tied to the bed — wrists cuffed above her head, legs parted wide — but the tension was different now.




Her body sagged into the restraints, soft and pliant, no longer fighting.










His mouth found the nape of her neck, pressing a kiss so tender it made her chest ache.










"You belong to me," he murmured against her skin.




A promise. A brand. A vow.










She closed her eyes and nodded.










He untied her wrists slowly, as if savoring each second.




When he gathered her into his arms, she melted against him without hesitation.










"You did well, pet," he whispered. "Better than I ever imagined."










His fingers threaded through her hair, tugging gently, a constant reminder of his control even in tenderness.










He laid her across his lap like a doll, her body still aching, still flushed from the night before.










"Time for your reward," he said, voice dark and low.










She shivered.










His hands explored her slowly, worshipping every inch of skin he'd marked, every bruise he'd given.




He touched her as if he owned her down to the blood in her veins — and he did.




She'd given it to him. All of it.










He spread her thighs, stroking her with a feather-light touch, teasing her back to desperate need.










"You don't get to ask tonight," he said, smirking. "I'll decide when you come."










She whimpered, hips lifting, chasing his hand.










He chuckled, deep and rough.










"So needy," he mocked softly. "So desperate to be used."










His fingers worked her open slowly, carefully — two fingers, then three, stretching her, filling her, preparing her.










She sobbed into his chest, helpless and overwhelmed by how much she needed him.










When he finally pressed inside her again, it wasn't brutal like before.




It was slow. Deep. Possessive.










Every thrust was a claim, every whispered praise a chain wrapping tighter around her heart.










"My good girl," he breathed into her hair. "My perfect pet."










She cried out when he hit the perfect spot inside her, stars bursting behind her eyes.










He didn't stop.




He rocked into her, over and over, pulling her higher and higher until she was a mess of tears and gasps.










"You feel it, don't you?" he growled. "Feel who you belong to?"










"Y-yes," she sobbed. "Yours... only yours."










He wrapped his hand around her throat, not choking, just holding. Possessing.










"Say it," he demanded.










"I'm yours," she cried out. "Only yours! Forever!"










He groaned, driving into her harder, losing control in a way he never had before.










Her orgasm shattered her, ripped her apart.




She screamed his name, clinging to him as if he'd anchored her to life itself.










He followed, roaring his release into her neck, his body shaking with the force of it.










When they finally collapsed together, he didn't let go.










He pulled her tighter into his arms, tucking her head under his chin, one hand stroking lazily over her back.










For a long time, there were no words.










Just breathing.




Just heartbeats.




Just the heavy, trembling bond between them.










Finally, he spoke.










Rough. Low.




Almost like a confession torn from somewhere too deep to reach.










"I love you," he whispered against her hair. "God help me, I love you."










She froze, her breath hitching.










Tears flooded her eyes — not from fear this time, not from pain.










From something far more dangerous.










Hope.










"I love you too," she whispered back, so soft it was almost a prayer.










He tightened his arms around her, pulling her even closer.










There was no escape anymore.




No fight left.




No walls.










Only raw, brutal, beautiful surrender.










Only them.










Together.










Forever.









Chapter 7: Paraded and Possessed










Morning light bled through the high windows, dust motes floating like lazy ghosts in the still air.










She shifted against the sheets, the soreness between her legs a fierce reminder of what had happened — of what she had become.










His.










Completely.




Willingly.










The heavy leather collar still circled her throat, a physical mark of her surrender.




It didn't feel like a burden anymore.










It felt like belonging.










She heard him move before she saw him — the slow, purposeful sound of his boots against the stone floor.










"Awake, pet," he said, voice dark with approval.










She forced herself up onto her knees on the bed, head bowed low.










Good pets didn’t meet their Master’s eyes unless given permission.










He approached, dragging the leash across her cheek.




Teasing her.




Reminding her.










"Today you serve me in front of others," he said.










Her heart stumbled.










Others?










She trembled but nodded.










"I will not share you," he said, tilting her chin up with two fingers. "But they will see who you belong to."










He fastened the leash to her collar, giving it a sharp tug that made her stumble off the bed and onto her knees at his feet.










"Good girl," he said, smirking. "So eager to obey."










He dressed her in next to nothing — a thin, sheer scrap of fabric that barely hid her breasts, left her ass completely bare, and showed the heavy anal plug he'd pushed into her again that morning without warning.










The shame of being exposed like this made her cheeks burn, but she didn't resist.




She couldn't.










She wanted to please him more than she wanted to hide.










He led her through a maze of corridors, the leash short and taut, forcing her to crawl beside him or be choked.










The heavy doors at the end of the hall opened to reveal a small gathering — a few men and women in dark clothes, lounging with the easy arrogance of predators.










She felt their eyes on her immediately — greedy, curious, amused.










Her skin prickled with humiliation.










He pulled her in front of them, making her kneel at his feet like a trained animal.










"This," he said, resting his hand possessively on her head, "is my pet."










She heard the approval in their murmurs, the respect.










He tugged on her leash, forcing her to arch her back and lift her chin so they could all see the collar around her throat.










"So obedient already," one of the men said, his voice dripping with dark amusement.










"Trained well," another murmured.










She flushed deeper, but she stayed still, remembering his earlier words.










Good pets obey.










He fed her from his hand, one piece of meat at a time, forcing her to take it from his fingers while the others watched.










Each morsel was a fresh humiliation — but also a reward.










Because every time she obeyed without hesitation, he stroked her hair, whispered a quiet "good girl" that made her heart swell.










When the gathering ended, he led her back to their room without a word.










Once inside, he turned on her, his eyes burning with a hunger so fierce it stole her breath.










"Strip," he growled.










She tore the sheer garment away without hesitation, kneeling naked before him.










He stepped closer, towering over her, his body radiating heat and dominance.










"You made me proud today, pet," he said, voice rough.










She smiled, a small, broken thing, but so full of pride it almost hurt.










He dragged her onto the bed, flipping her onto her stomach, spreading her legs wide.










Without warning, he drove into her, hard and deep.










She cried out, pleasure and pain twisting together, beautiful and savage.










He fucked her like he owned her — because he did.










Every thrust drove the truth deeper into her soul:










She wasn't just his pet.




She wasn't just his possession.










She was his everything.










And he was hers.










When she came, it was a violent, desperate thing, her body convulsing around him, sobs tearing from her throat.










He followed a moment later, filling her with a brutal, claiming thrust.










They collapsed together, a tangled wreck of sweat and bruises and fierce, tangled love.










He didn’t untie her.










He didn't pull out.










He stayed buried inside her, arms locked around her trembling body.










"You did so well, little one," he whispered into her ear. "I'm never letting you go."










She smiled through her tears, her heart finally, completely broken and rebuilt in his hands.










"I don't want you to," she whispered back.










And she meant every word.









Chapter 8: Pleasing Her Master










The air was thick with the scent of sex, sweat, and surrender.










She stirred beneath him, the soreness a constant reminder of who she belonged to.




Every breath, every heartbeat, every ache whispered the same truth.










His.




Only his.










He shifted, finally pulling out of her with a low groan, his hands stroking down her sides as if savoring the feel of her ruined, obedient body.










She whimpered at the loss, already aching for more.










He chuckled darkly.










"Greedy little thing," he murmured, rolling her onto her back.










Her legs fell open instinctively, offering herself without thought.










His eyes darkened with approval.










"You'll learn to please me even when you're wrung out and wrecked," he said. "Especially then."










He dragged her onto the floor by the leash still attached to her collar, making her crawl after him to a padded bench in the center of the room.










"Up," he ordered.










She clambered onto it, knees wide, wrists and ankles secured in padded cuffs attached to chains.










Spread wide.




Exposed.




Completely helpless.










He circled her slowly, his gaze devouring her.










"You need to understand something, pet," he said, voice low and dangerous. "Pleasure is not yours to take."










He stepped between her thighs, his hand wrapping around the thick plug nestled deep inside her.










"It's a gift I decide to give."










He pulled the plug free in one slow, torturous stroke, and she sobbed at the raw, aching emptiness it left behind.










He replaced it with something larger — a thick, weighted plug that made her gasp and shudder.










"Perfect," he murmured.










He moved to the front, grabbing a fistful of her hair and forcing her to look up at him.










"You want to make me proud?" he asked.










She nodded frantically, tears shining in her wide eyes.










"Use your mouth, slut," he growled. "Show me you deserve your next reward."










He pressed his cock against her lips, smearing her own taste across them.










She opened eagerly, taking him deep, gagging slightly but fighting through it.










He held her head, setting a brutal pace, fucking her mouth like he owned it — because he did.










Tears streamed down her cheeks, spit dripping from her chin, but she didn’t stop.










She wanted to please him more than she wanted to breathe.










"Good girl," he rasped, hips snapping harder. "Take it all. That's it."










He groaned as he came, spilling down her throat, forcing her to swallow every drop.










She choked, coughed, but didn't pull away until he allowed it.










When he finally let her go, she slumped in her restraints, panting and wrecked.










He cupped her cheek, his thumb wiping a tear from her face.










"So fucking perfect," he said, voice rough with emotion.










He moved behind her again, his hand sliding between her legs, teasing her soaked folds.










"You earned it," he murmured. "You get to come for me now."










He worked her relentlessly, fingers circling her clit, driving her higher and higher.










She sobbed, grinding against his hand, desperate, broken, begging without words.










"That's it," he growled. "Come for me, pet. Show me who owns you."










Her orgasm ripped through her like a storm, her screams filling the room.










Her body convulsed in the restraints, every muscle straining, every nerve ending exploding.










When it finally ended, she collapsed against the bench, boneless and trembling.










He released her from the chains, gathering her limp body into his arms.










He carried her to the bed, laying her down gently, covering her with a thick blanket.










He climbed in beside her, pulling her against his chest, his arms a cage and a shelter.










For a long time, they just lay there, breathing together.










Finally, he spoke.










Soft.




Fierce.










"I will never let you go," he said.










She smiled against his skin.










"I don't want you to."










He kissed the top of her head, his hand stroking down her back.










"You’re mine," he said again, as if carving it into her very soul.










"And you're mine," she whispered back.










And in the dark, wrapped in his arms and his dominance, she knew it was true.










There was no more running.




No more fear.




No more walls.










Only him.




Only them.










Forever.









Chapter 9: Paraded for His Pleasure










The next morning, the leash waited at the foot of the bed.










Coiled like a serpent.




Silent.




Demanding.










She sat up slowly, her body aching, the thick collar still snug around her throat.




The memory of his hands, his body, his voice filled every broken, beautiful corner of her mind.










She belonged to him.




Utterly.










And today, she would prove it.










He entered the room like a storm contained in flesh — tall, commanding, dangerous.










Without a word, he fastened the leash to her collar and gave it a sharp tug, pulling her to her knees at the edge of the bed.










"You’ve pleased me, pet," he said, voice rough. "But today you prove yourself before others."










Her stomach twisted with fear and shame — and anticipation.










He dressed her not in clothing, but in submission.










A wide belt cinched tight around her waist, attached to cuffs at her thighs and ankles, keeping her posture perfect — back arched, chest thrust out, legs slightly parted at all times.










She couldn’t even close her legs without feeling the restraint tug and tighten.










He placed a sleek black gag in her mouth — not to silence her, but to mark her: mute, helpless, obedient.










When he finished, he stepped back to admire his work.










"Perfect," he said.










He attached a slim silver chain to her nipple clamps, tugging gently until she whimpered around the gag.










He laughed low in his throat.










"So sensitive already. My sweet little toy."










He led her down the hallway, the leash taut, forcing her to crawl in perfect submission behind him.










The heavy door opened, revealing a larger crowd this time — a gathering of men and women dressed in dark, expensive clothing, lounging on velvet chairs and leather couches.










All eyes turned to them as they entered.










She felt the heat of their stares slide over her exposed body — the clamps on her nipples, the glistening wetness between her thighs, the heavy collar locked around her throat.










Humiliation burned through her veins, but she kept her head bowed, crawling obediently behind her Master.










He led her to the center of the room and forced her into a deep kneel at his feet.










The chain attached to her clamps jingled softly as she moved, drawing more attention.










He sat in a high-backed chair like a king, resting one booted foot lightly against her bare thigh.










"My pet," he said, addressing the room, "has been broken. Tamed. Owned."










He yanked her leash, forcing her to look up.










"Show them, little one," he ordered. "Show them who you belong to."










Tears burned her eyes as she leaned forward, pressing soft, reverent kisses to the toe of his boot.










Gasps and low murmurs filled the room.










Pride flared in his gaze.










He reached down, unfastening the gag and letting it drop to the floor.










"Speak," he commanded.










She swallowed hard, her voice shaking but clear.










"I belong to you, Master," she whispered. "Only you."










The room fell silent.










Her words hung in the air, thick and heavy and final.










He smiled — dark, possessive, victorious.










He reached down, stroking her hair like she was a prized possession, a trophy he had won and would never relinquish.










"Good girl," he said.










The others nodded approvingly, murmuring words of respect and envy.










He tugged her onto his lap, spreading her thighs wide for them all to see.










"You exist for my pleasure," he said, fingers sliding between her legs.










She whimpered, trembling as he toyed with her in front of everyone, shameless and cruel and so deeply loving in his own savage way.










"You will come when I allow it," he growled. "And only then."










She nodded frantically, desperate to please, desperate for his approval.










He worked her higher, stroking her clit with expert, devastating precision, his free hand fisting in her hair.










"You’re mine," he growled. "Say it."










"I'm yours!" she cried out, voice cracking with need.










"Again."










"I'm yours, Master! Yours!"










He stopped just before she could fall over the edge, pulling his hand away, leaving her sobbing and shaking in his arms.










The audience laughed low and dark, amused at her desperation.










He kissed her temple roughly, possessively.










"You’re beautiful when you’re broken," he whispered.










He shifted her so she sat sideways across his lap, exposed and wrecked but cradled in his arms like something precious.










He fed her little bites of fruit from his fingers, praising her softly with each obedient swallow.










"You please me, pet," he said. "More than you know."










Tears streamed down her face, but she smiled through them.










She wanted this.




She wanted him.




She wanted to be his good girl.










Forever.










When the gathering ended, he carried her back to their room, ignoring her wrecked sobs and desperate clinging.










He set her gently on the bed and stripped away the clamps, the belt, the restraints — leaving only the collar.










Always the collar.










He climbed into bed beside her, pulling her into his arms, her head tucked under his chin, his hand stroking her hair in slow, soothing motions.










"You’re mine," he said again, softer this time, as if speaking to a part of her no one else could ever reach.










"And you’re everything I never knew I needed."










She pressed closer to him, clinging to the safety of his embrace, her heart overflowing with love and devotion so fierce it hurt.










"I love you," she whispered.










"I know," he said, voice rough. "I love you too, pet."










And she knew, without a doubt, that no matter how dark the path that had led them here —




this was where she was always meant to be.










Owned.




Loved.




Home.









Chapter 10: Marked as His Forever










The fire crackled low in the hearth, casting flickering shadows over the stone walls.










She knelt naked on the rug, the collar snug around her throat, the leash coiled neatly beside her like a waiting promise.










Her heart pounded in her chest.










Tonight felt different.




Important.




Final.










He stood before her, stripped to the waist, the firelight painting his body in dark gold and sharp shadows.










In his hand, he held something small — something that made her breath catch in her throat.










A branding iron.










Not the crude, brutal tool she'd seen in old movies, but a delicate, custom-forged brand — a simple, elegant symbol: his initials intertwined in an endless loop.










She swallowed hard, her body trembling.










He knelt in front of her, tilting her chin up so she had no choice but to meet his gaze.










"Tonight," he said, voice low and rough, "I make you mine forever."










Tears filled her eyes.










She nodded, unable to speak.










He kissed her — a bruising, possessive kiss that stole her breath and left her dazed.










Then he rose and moved to the fire, holding the brand carefully into the hottest part of the flames.










The metal began to glow, red and furious.










She stayed perfectly still, heart hammering, skin prickling with anticipation and fear.










He returned, the brand in one hand, a thick leather gag in the other.










"This will hurt, pet," he said, voice almost gentle. "But you'll take it for me. You'll wear my mark with pride."










She opened her mouth obediently, allowing him to fit the gag between her teeth.










He stroked her hair once, a rare tenderness.










Then he moved behind her, positioning her on all fours.










She felt the heat of the brand even before it touched her.










She braced herself — and then the pain hit, a white-hot explosion that stole her breath and sent her vision spinning.










She screamed around the gag, tears streaming down her cheeks.










But she didn't move.




Didn't fight.




Didn't resist.










She took it for him.










When it was done, he dropped the brand into a bucket of water with a furious hiss.










He turned back to her, kneeling, gathering her into his arms.










He pulled the gag from her mouth and kissed her tears away, whispering rough praises into her hair.










"You did so good, little one," he murmured. "So fucking perfect."










She sobbed against him, clinging to him, her heart breaking open wider than ever before.










He laid her carefully on the bed, tending the fresh mark with gentle hands.










When he finished, he lay beside her, pulling her into his arms.










"You’re mine," he said again, his voice raw with emotion. "Now and forever."










She smiled through her tears, her heart so full it hurt.










"Forever," she whispered back.










He kissed her forehead, his arms locking around her like steel.










"Sleep, my pet," he said. "You’re safe. You’re loved. You’re home."










And for the first time in her life, she believed it with all her soul.









Chapter 11: Life on Her Knees










The days blurred together after the branding.










A new rhythm took hold — steady, absolute, inescapable.










She woke every morning with his mark burning into her skin, a constant reminder of who she was.




Of what she was.










His.










Completely.




Permanently.










There was no more hesitation in her anymore, no more fear.




Only devotion.










She lived to serve him now — and every breath she took was a silent vow of obedience.










He trained her relentlessly.










Her days were spent crawling at his feet, wearing nothing but the heavy collar and whatever restraints he chose for her.










She wasn’t permitted to walk upright anymore unless he commanded it.




Kneeling, crawling, bending — these were her natural states now.










And she loved it.










He taught her how to serve him meals on her knees, head bowed, arms trembling as she offered each plate with perfect reverence.










He taught her how to bathe him, hands gentle but trembling with adoration, washing every inch of his body with slow, worshipful care.










He taught her how to speak to him — soft, submissive words that dripped from her lips like prayers.










And he taught her how to beg.










God, how he taught her to beg.










It wasn’t just about words anymore — it was about breaking open her soul, offering it up with every desperate plea.










Sometimes he would tie her to the foot of the bed for hours, plugged and gagged, her body slick with need, until she shook with desperation.










Only then would he unfasten the gag, crouch beside her, and whisper,




"Beg for it, pet."










And she would.










Raw.




Broken.




Hungry for him in ways she couldn’t even put into words.










Sometimes he let her come.




Sometimes he didn't.










But every time, he praised her — rough, filthy praises that made her heart swell and her body ache all over again.










"You’re perfect," he would growl against her skin.




"My good girl."




"My beautiful little pet."










She lived for those words.




Breathed for them.










One night, after a long, brutal session of denial and obedience training, he carried her to the mirror.










He stood behind her, holding her shaking body up so she could see herself.










The collar locked tight around her throat.




The faint bruises of his hands on her hips and thighs.




The brand — his mark — glowing against her skin.










"Look at you," he murmured against her ear. "Look at my perfect little pet."










She cried softly, overwhelmed by the sight.










She had never looked more ruined.










She had never looked more beautiful.










"Mine," he whispered.










"Yours," she whispered back.










He turned her to face him, cradling her face between his rough hands.










"I love you," he said, voice raw, almost broken.










Tears spilled down her cheeks.










"I love you too," she whispered.










He kissed her then — a kiss so deep, so consuming, it felt like it reached down into her soul and branded her all over again.










That night, he made love to her slowly.










No bondage.




No restraints.




No gags.










Just skin to skin.




Heart to heart.










He worshiped her body with his mouth, his hands, his voice — whispering filthy, beautiful things against her skin until she was a sobbing, trembling mess of love and need.










He fucked her with slow, deliberate strokes, dragging every ounce of pleasure from her broken, willing body.










When she came, she screamed his name like a prayer.










When he came, he buried his face in her neck, groaning her name like a vow.










They collapsed together, tangled in the sheets, in each other.










He held her through the night, one hand resting possessively over the brand he had burned into her skin.










She fell asleep like that — wrapped in his arms, his scent, his love.










Safe.




Owned.




Home.










Forever.









Chapter 12: Bound Before the World










The invitation had gone out in secret.










No grand announcements.




No flashing lights.




Only whispered words passed from hand to hand among those who understood the meaning of true ownership.










Tonight was not a wedding.




It was something older.




Darker.




More sacred.










Tonight, he would bind her to him forever.










Body.




Mind.




Soul.










She sat on her knees in the center of the great hall, head bowed, trembling.










The heavy collar hugged her throat.




Golden cuffs gleamed around her wrists and ankles, connected by thin chains that forced her to move slowly, reverently.










A simple white ribbon was tied around her waist — the only thing she wore.










It wasn’t modesty.




It was presentation.










The perfect gift, wrapped and waiting.










The room filled slowly with his chosen — the few men and women trusted enough to witness the final claiming of his pet.










They lined the edges of the hall, silent, watching.










No one spoke.




No one dared.










The doors opened.










He entered.










Every inch of him radiated control, power, possession.










He wore black — simple, devastating — and in his hand, he carried a second collar.










Thicker.




Heavier.




Adorned with his insignia burned into the leather.










The final collar.




The last chain she would ever wear.










He crossed the room without hurry, each step measured, deliberate, devastating.










He stopped in front of her, towering over her bowed form.










"Look at me," he commanded.










She lifted her head, tears blurring her vision.










The firelight gleamed in his dark eyes — fierce, possessive, utterly in love.










He circled her slowly, dragging the tip of a riding crop across her bare skin as he spoke.










"You came to me defiant," he said, voice carrying through the hall. "Proud. Wild. Lost."










He flicked the crop against her inner thigh, making her gasp.










"And I broke you."










Another flick, higher, crueler, making her whimper.










"I tamed you."










A soft, stinging lash across her ass, a mark of ownership.










"I claimed you."










He stopped in front of her again, crouching down until their faces were level.










"And you chose to stay."










Tears slipped down her cheeks. She nodded.










He reached out, brushing them away with a tenderness that broke her heart all over again.










"Speak, pet," he commanded. "Speak your truth before those who would witness it."










She swallowed hard, voice shaking but clear.










"I am yours," she whispered. "Broken. Tamed. Owned."










Louder now, her voice growing stronger with every word:










"I exist for your pleasure.




I live for your command.




I breathe for your praise.




I belong to you.




Forever."










The room held its breath.










He smiled — a dark, devastating thing — and pulled the final collar from its velvet pouch.










He unfastened the old one from her neck, letting it fall away.










For a brief moment, she was unbound.










Vulnerable.










Untethered.










He held her gaze as he fastened the new collar around her throat — thicker, heavier, final.










The lock clicked shut with a sharp metallic snap.










The room exhaled.










It was done.










She was his.




In a way that no law, no priest, no god could ever undo.










He rose to his full height, tugging on the attached chain and pulling her to her feet.










The chains between her wrists and ankles jingled softly, a symphony of surrender.










He turned her to face the crowd, one hand fisted tightly in her hair, holding her head high so they could all see his mark on her body, his collar around her throat, the love and devotion shining in her tear-filled eyes.










"Mine," he declared.










The witnesses bowed their heads in silent respect.










No applause.




No cheers.










Just the heavy, sacred silence of something real, something eternal.










He led her from the hall, the chain taut, her body aching, her heart full to bursting.










Back in their private chambers, he stripped the chains from her body but left the collar locked tight.










He laid her on the bed, stretched out and waiting.










He undressed slowly, his gaze never leaving hers.










When he joined her, it wasn't rough.










It wasn't brutal.










It was worship.










He kissed every mark he'd left on her skin, every bruise, every scar, every sacred reminder of their journey together.










He whispered praises into her skin, into her soul.










"My perfect girl."




"My good pet."




"My everything."










When he entered her, it was slow, deep, devastating.










Each thrust was a vow.










Each kiss was a promise.










Each whispered word was a chain stronger than any metal.










"I love you," he breathed against her mouth.










"I love you," she whispered back, wrapping her arms and legs around him, taking him deeper, welcoming him home.










They moved together slowly, savagely, beautifully — two broken, perfect souls bound together by pain, love, and the dark, brutal beauty of surrender.










When they came, it wasn’t just their bodies that shattered.










It was everything.










Walls.




Fears.




Doubts.










Everything burned away until there was only them.










Only love.










Only forever.









Chapter 13: Begging for Forever










The morning after the ceremony, she woke tangled in his arms.










The heavy collar still circled her throat, warm against her skin.




The mark on her body still throbbed with pride and devotion.










He stirred beside her, his hand slipping instinctively to her hip, dragging her closer without even waking fully.










His grip was possessive even in sleep.










She smiled against his chest, nuzzling into his warmth, her body aching with a hunger she hadn’t fully understood until now.










It wasn’t just need.




It wasn’t just desire.










It was something deeper.




Something primal.










She wanted to be his in every possible way.










Not just in soul.




Not just in heart.










In blood.




In life.










In the creation of something that would bind them together forever.










Her body ached for it.










She pressed herself closer, her fingers trailing lightly over his chest, down his stomach, until he shifted and growled low in his throat.










"You’re playing a dangerous game, pet," he rumbled, voice thick with sleep and warning.










She whimpered, nuzzling lower, pressing soft kisses to his skin, worshipping him.










He opened his eyes, catching her wrists in a brutal grip, flipping her onto her back in one easy movement.










"What do you want?" he growled, looming over her, his body a wall of heat and dominance.










She trembled beneath him, heart pounding.










"Say it," he ordered.










Tears welled in her eyes — not from fear, but from the sheer, overwhelming force of her need.










"I want..." she whispered, voice shaking.










He tightened his grip on her wrists, pinning them above her head.










"Say it, pet."










"I want you to..." she choked on the words, then forced them out, broken and desperate.










"I want you to breed me."










The words hung heavy between them, electrifying the air.










He stilled, his eyes going darker, hotter, something primal and possessive roaring to life inside him.










"You want me to put my child inside you," he growled. "Mark you from the inside out."










She nodded, tears streaming down her face, body trembling.










"Please," she whispered. "Please, Master. Make me yours forever."










He stared down at her for a long moment, the battle raging inside him visible in every tight line of his body.










Then he snapped.










With a brutal growl, he tore the covers away and pinned her body beneath his.










He didn't prepare her.




He didn't ease her into it.










He drove into her in one savage thrust, seating himself so deep she cried out, her body arching under his.










"You're mine," he snarled against her throat. "Every fucking inch."










He moved inside her with brutal, punishing thrusts, his hands fisting in her hair, his teeth scraping against her skin.










She sobbed, overwhelmed by the force of it, the sheer, violent love pouring out of him.










He grabbed her hips, angling her just right, slamming deeper, harder, claiming her from the inside out.










"I’ll fill you," he growled. "Stuff you so full of me you’ll never forget who you belong to."










"Please," she sobbed. "Please, Master. I want it. I want you."










He rammed into her harder, the bed shaking beneath them, the headboard slamming into the wall.










Her orgasm hit her like a freight train — sharp, violent, all-consuming.










She screamed his name, her body clamping down around him, milking him.










He roared, his thrusts turning desperate, brutal.










And then he spilled inside her, hot and thick, emptying himself deep into her womb with a groan that sounded like a prayer and a curse all at once.










He stayed buried inside her, panting, his body shaking with the force of it.










When he could finally move, he kissed her — savage, claiming, tender.










He pulled her into his arms, keeping himself inside her, keeping every drop locked inside her body.










"My pet," he whispered against her mouth. "My woman. My everything."










She clung to him, sobbing with happiness, feeling his seed settle deep inside her, marking her in a way no collar, no brand, no ceremony ever could.










They lay tangled together, still connected, still trembling.










And she knew — without doubt, without fear — that she was his forever.










Body.




Heart.




Soul.










And soon, maybe even life growing inside her, a perfect, twisted, beautiful proof of their love.









Chapter 14: A New Life Between Them










The days after he bred her passed in a haze of tenderness and fierce possession.










He barely let her out of his sight.




Everywhere she went — crawling, kneeling, obeying — he was there, a dark shadow looming protectively over her.










She loved it.




Craved it.




Needed it.










He fed her by hand.




Bathed her slowly, worshipfully.




Tied her to his bed each night, wrapping the leash around his wrist as he slept, keeping her tethered to him even in dreams.










"You’re mine," he would growl against her skin when he fucked her slow and deep in the dark.




"My little breeder. My good girl."










She bloomed under his attention, her body softening, her spirit soaring.










And then — it happened.










The first sign.










It was small at first: a wave of nausea that hit her out of nowhere as she knelt to serve his breakfast.










She swayed, her head spinning, her stomach twisting violently.










He caught her before she could fall, strong arms scooping her up effortlessly.










"What’s wrong, pet?" he growled, voice sharp with fear he barely tried to hide.










She clung to him, trembling.










"I-I don't know," she whispered.










He carried her to the bed, laying her down carefully, his hands stroking her face, her hair, her trembling body.










And then she said it.










Soft.




Broken.




Hopeful.










"Master... do you think... could it be?"










His entire body went rigid.










He stared down at her, eyes dark and wild.










"Pregnant," he said, the word rough and raw on his tongue.










She nodded, tears welling in her eyes.










A sound ripped from his throat — half growl, half groan — as he pulled her into his arms, crushing her against his chest.










"My good girl," he whispered fiercely. "My perfect little breeder."










He kissed her everywhere — her forehead, her cheeks, her mouth, her throat — rough, desperate kisses that left her gasping and sobbing in his arms.










"You gave me everything," he whispered into her hair. "Everything."










He slid down her body, pressing his mouth against her still-flat belly, worshipping the new life growing inside her.










"I’ll protect you," he vowed. "Both of you. With my life."










Tears poured down her cheeks, but she didn’t try to stop them.










She had never been so happy.




So full.




So complete.










He climbed back up her body, settling between her legs, his cock already hard and heavy against her thigh.










"Mine," he growled. "All mine."










He took her slowly, reverently, claiming her again and again, as if sealing the life inside her with every deep, grinding thrust.










She sobbed his name, clinging to him, her body trembling, her heart overflowing.










When they came, it wasn’t savage or brutal.










It was tender.




Sacred.










The final binding of two souls that had found their home in each other.










Afterward, he curled around her protectively, one hand splayed over her belly.










"From now on," he said, voice dark and serious, "you don't kneel unless I command it. You don't crawl unless I carry you."










She smiled sleepily against his chest.










"Yes, Master."










"You eat," he said. "You rest. You stay safe."










"Yes, Master," she whispered again.










"And you never," he growled, voice fierce, "ever doubt that you are the most precious thing in this world to me."










She pressed a kiss to his chest, right over his racing heart.










"I know," she whispered. "I love you."










He tightened his arms around her, tucking her closer.










"I love you too, my perfect little pet," he said.










"And I always will."









Chapter 15: Worshiping His Creation










Weeks passed, and her body began to change.










Slowly at first — a soft rounding of her belly, a fullness to her breasts, a glow to her skin that no amount of darkness could hide.










He noticed everything.










Every shift.




Every curve.




Every sigh.










His obsession deepened with every passing day.










He treated her like something sacred now — fragile and precious, a living, breathing altar to the life they had created together.










She was still his pet, his toy, his good girl.










But now she was something even more.










She was the mother of his child.




His future.




His legacy.










He couldn’t keep his hands off her.










Every chance he got, he touched her — stroking the growing swell of her belly, pressing soft, reverent kisses to her skin, murmuring dark, filthy praises against her flesh.










"My perfect little breeder," he whispered.




"My good girl."




"My life."










She lived wrapped in his devotion.










He fed her by hand, sitting her on his lap like a doll, forcing her to eat bite after bite while he murmured praises against her ear.










He bathed her slowly, carefully, washing every inch of her body with his strong hands.










He refused to let her walk now — he carried her everywhere, cradled against his chest like the most precious treasure in the world.










"You don’t lift a finger," he growled whenever she tried.




"You don’t strain. You don’t suffer. You belong to me — and I take care of what's mine."










At night, he tied her to the bed with silken ropes — not tight enough to hurt, just enough to remind her.










She was owned.




Loved.




Protected.










He would spend hours worshipping her body — mouth, hands, cock — driving her to pleasure over and over until she was sobbing and wrecked and glowing with happiness.










He adored the way her body yielded to him now — softer, fuller, more perfect.










"You were made for this," he would growl against her skin. "Made to be mine. Made to carry my children."










She would sob and cling to him, desperate for more, desperate for his love.










One night, as a storm raged outside, he wrapped her in furs and laid her across his lap, stroking her swollen belly with reverent hands.










He kissed the soft curve gently, his voice rough with emotion.










"You're carrying my future," he whispered. "My legacy. My everything."










She smiled through her tears, stroking his hair, her heart so full it felt ready to burst.










"I want more," she whispered, her voice shaking. "After this one... I want more, Master. I want to be full of your children. Forever."










He growled low in his throat, his body trembling with restrained need.










"You greedy little pet," he said, voice thick with love and hunger. "You want me to keep you pregnant. Keep you swollen and bred and marked as mine."










She nodded, tears spilling down her cheeks.










"Please," she whispered. "Please, Master. I want to be yours. Only yours. Always."










He lifted her carefully, carrying her to the bed.










He stripped her bare, undressing her like a fragile gift, kissing every inch of exposed skin.










He laid her down gently, kneeling between her trembling thighs.










"You are mine," he whispered against her belly. "You are everything."










He entered her slowly, carefully, worshipfully.










Every thrust was slow and deep, dragging moans from her lips and sobs from her throat.










He held her belly with one hand, cradling the life growing inside her as he fucked her, as he claimed her, as he poured every ounce of his love and possession into her body.










"You’ll never be free," he whispered against her mouth. "Never. You’re mine until the day you die. And beyond."










"Yes," she sobbed. "Yes, Master. Always. Always."










When they came, it was slow and devastating — a shattering, beautiful collapse into each other.










He stayed inside her afterward, his cock softening but never leaving her body, anchoring her to him.










He pulled her close, wrapping his arms around her, burying his face in her hair.










"You’re my world," he whispered. "My everything."










She smiled against his chest, tears slipping down her cheeks.










"And you’re mine," she whispered back.










Outside, the storm raged.










Inside, there was only love.




Dark.




Twisted.




Perfect.










Forever.









Chapter 16: Heavy with His Legacy










By the time the next month passed, her body had changed completely.










She was heavy now.




Full.




Radiant.










The swell of her belly was impossible to miss — round and taut, the perfect, beautiful proof of his dominance, his love, his legacy.










And he worshiped her for it.










He couldn’t keep his hands off her.




Couldn’t stop touching, kissing, claiming every swollen, stretched inch of her.










Every time she shifted or winced, he was there — hands smoothing over her belly, mouth murmuring rough, filthy, tender things against her skin.










"You’re perfect, pet," he would growl.




"Built to carry me. Built to breed for me."










She lived now completely under his rule.










She didn’t walk anymore — he carried her everywhere.










She didn’t serve meals anymore — he fed her, slowly, one bite at a time, with dark eyes never leaving her lips.










She didn’t speak unless spoken to — except to beg.










Begging had become her second language.










Begging for his touch.




Begging for his cock.




Begging for his love.










And he gave it to her.




All of it.










Every dark, filthy, beautiful part of him.










One evening, as the sun bled orange across the heavy sky, he led her — crawling, heavy-bellied, collared and leashed — into the ceremonial chamber.










The same place where he had first claimed her.










Now she was even more beautiful — swollen with his seed, leaking with need, her body marked by his love.










He placed her carefully on the padded bench in the center of the room, spreading her thighs wide, tying her ankles apart with soft, silken ropes.










He knelt in front of her, worshipping the sight.










"You’re the most perfect thing I’ve ever made," he said, voice shaking with raw emotion.










He ran his hands over her belly, her thighs, her soaked folds.










She whimpered, arching into his touch.










"Please, Master," she whispered, her voice broken and beautiful. "Please use me."










He smiled darkly.










"My greedy little pet," he murmured. "So eager. So beautiful. So fucking mine."










He spread her open wider, baring her soaked, trembling core.










He didn’t take her immediately.










No.










First he kissed her.










Everywhere.










Her thighs.




Her belly.




The soft, aching swell of her breasts.










He licked and sucked and bit gentle marks into her skin, leaving trails of devotion across her body.










By the time he finally stood and freed his cock, she was shaking with need, tears pouring down her cheeks.










"Please," she sobbed. "Please, Master. I need you."










He entered her in one long, slow, devastating thrust.










She screamed, her body overwhelmed, her belly straining between them as he filled her completely.










He moved inside her with a brutal tenderness, fucking her deep and slow, his hands never leaving her belly.










"You feel this?" he growled against her ear. "This is our future."










She sobbed, clinging to the ropes that bound her, her body shattering under his touch.










He fucked her until she was mindless, until there was no space left in her body or soul for anything but him.










Until she was nothing but his — pregnant, owned, loved.










When she came, it was explosive, violent — her body seizing around him, milking him.










He roared her name, burying himself deep inside her as he spilled into her, claiming her all over again.










Afterward, he untied her carefully, cradling her heavy body against his chest.










He carried her back to their bed, wrapping her in furs, pressing his body to hers, one hand resting protectively over her belly.










"You’re everything," he whispered into her hair. "Everything I ever wanted. Everything I never deserved."










She smiled, pressing soft kisses to his chest.










"I’m yours," she whispered back. "Always."










And as she drifted to sleep in his arms, with his seed inside her and his mark on her skin, she knew:










There was no life but this.




No future but his.




No love but the dark, brutal, beautiful love they shared.










Forever.









Chapter 17: The Birth of Their Legacy










The first pain struck in the middle of the night.










Sharp.




Deep.




Undeniable.










She woke with a gasp, clutching the furs tangled around her body, her belly tight and heavy with strain.










A second wave hit, stronger this time — and she whimpered, curling instinctively toward the heat of his body beside her.










He was awake instantly.










One look at her face and he knew.










"It's time," he growled, voice low, deadly calm.










He lifted her into his arms without hesitation, cradling her against his chest as he carried her across the room to the heavy birthing bed he'd had built for her — thick cushions, reinforced frame, leather straps at the posts for her to cling to if needed.










She clung to him, breathing hard, tears slipping down her cheeks.










"I’m scared," she whispered.










He kissed her forehead, his arms tightening around her.










"You’re strong," he said, voice rough with love. "You’re mine. You can do this."










He laid her carefully on the bed, positioning her just how he wanted — on her back, legs spread, wrists bound gently to the posts above her head, grounding her in submission and trust.










The symbolism wasn’t lost on either of them.










Even in this, she belonged to him.










He stripped down quickly, baring his body to her, making sure she saw it — his strength, his power, his devotion.










"You’re not alone, pet," he said. "I’m here. Always."










The contractions came faster now, ripping through her body like fire.










She screamed, twisting in the bonds, and he was there — holding her hands, stroking her hair, murmuring dark, loving words against her skin.










"Good girl," he whispered after every contraction.




"My brave girl. My perfect pet."










Hours passed in a haze of pain and love and raw survival.










She sobbed, begged, cursed — and he never left her side.










When it was time to push, he moved between her trembling thighs, his hands steady, his voice rough and commanding.










"Push for me, pet," he ordered. "Push for our legacy."










She obeyed, straining against the ropes, screaming his name as she bore down with everything she had.










"You’re almost there," he growled. "Almost there. Bring our child into the world, my good girl."










One final, shattering push — and then she heard it.










The sharp, furious wail of their child, filling the room like a battle cry.










She sobbed, collapsing back against the bed, her body wrecked and trembling.










He caught the baby in his hands, his strong fingers cradling the slippery, squalling bundle with a reverence that made her heart break.










"A boy," he whispered, awe thick in his voice. "Our son."










Tears blurred her vision as he cut the cord with a swift, practiced movement.










He cleaned the child quickly, wrapping him in a soft fur before laying him gently against her chest.










She sobbed harder, clutching the tiny, squirming life against her heart.










He climbed onto the bed beside them, wrapping his arms around both of them, cocooning them in his strength.










"You did it, pet," he whispered against her hair. "You made us a family."










She laughed through her tears, overwhelmed with love and exhaustion.










"You did it too," she whispered back. "Master."










He tilted her face up and kissed her — a deep, slow kiss that tasted of tears and devotion and the start of forever.










He shifted, pulling the fur tighter around all three of them, one hand stroking their son's tiny head, the other cradling her against his chest.










"Our son will know," he said, voice dark with promise.




"He will know he was born of love.




Born of strength.




Born of devotion."










She smiled, tears slipping down her cheeks.










"And he will know he is loved," she whispered.










"Fiercely," he growled. "Without end."










He kissed her again, softer this time, as their son settled between them, his tiny cries fading into sleepy grumbles.










The storm outside raged on.










But inside, there was only warmth.




Only love.




Only forever.










She drifted into sleep cradled between the two beings who owned her heart completely.










And she knew — without fear, without doubt — that this was only the beginning.










Their family.




Their legacy.




Their forever.









Chapter 18: Forever His










Years passed, but the collar never left her throat.










It was the same one he had locked there during their claiming ceremony — thick, heavy, engraved with his mark.




An unbreakable symbol of who she was.




Who she would always be.










His.










Completely.




Eternally.










She knelt in the center of their great hall, head bowed, hands resting gracefully on her thighs, body relaxed but poised in perfect submission.










At her feet, two small figures played — giggling, tumbling, their dark hair and sharp smiles a mirror of their father.










Their son — the first proof of their love — had grown into a wild, fierce little thing, bold and proud.










Their daughter — born two years later — was softer, quieter, but just as dangerous.










Both wore tiny silver cuffs around their wrists — a symbol of who they belonged to, of the legacy he had built with his own hands.










She smiled as she watched them, her heart full to bursting.










Heavy footsteps echoed down the hall.










She stiffened instinctively, spine straightening, thighs pressing together, every nerve in her body attuned to the sound of him.










Master.










He entered like a storm barely contained, tall and broad and terrifyingly beautiful.










The children ran to him, squealing with delight.










He scooped them both up effortlessly, one under each arm, pressing rough kisses to their hair.










He set them down with a gentle growl.










"Go play," he said, his voice low and commanding.










They scampered away, leaving her alone in the center of the room, trembling with need and love.










He approached her slowly, the leash coiled in one hand, the brand of ownership still burning in his gaze.










He stopped in front of her, towering over her kneeling form.










"Look at me," he commanded.










She lifted her head, her eyes shining with tears.










"My beautiful pet," he murmured, reaching down to stroke her hair.










"My good girl."










She shivered under his touch, pressing her cheek into his palm.










He clipped the leash to her collar with a sharp metallic snap, tugging gently until she rose onto her knees and crawled after him.










He led her to their private chambers — a place thick with memories, soaked in sweat and sex and love.










He sat on the edge of the bed, tugging her onto his lap.










She straddled him carefully, her swollen belly pressing against his chest.










Their third child grew inside her now, a living testament to the life he had built inside her over and over again.










He cupped her belly reverently, pressing a kiss to the taut, stretched skin.










"You carry my future," he whispered. "My legacy. My heart."










Tears slipped down her cheeks as she clung to him.










"I live for you," she whispered. "I exist for you. I love you."










He growled low in his throat, his arms tightening around her.










"And I will love you," he said, voice rough and raw, "until the stars burn out."










He stripped her slowly, savoring every inch of revealed skin.










He worshiped her body with his mouth, his hands, his cock — owning her, loving her, remaking her over and over again in his image.










He moved inside her slowly, rocking into her with devastating tenderness, his hands cradling her belly, his forehead resting against hers.










"You are mine," he whispered with every thrust.










"My pet."




"My wife."




"My everything."










She sobbed his name, her body breaking apart around him, her heart soaring.










When they came, it was quiet.




Sacred.




Perfect.










He stayed buried inside her, holding her close, breathing her in.










They lay together in the aftermath, the leash still wrapped around his wrist, the collar still locked tight around her throat, the child growing inside her cradled between them.










Their legacy.










Their love.










Their forever.










He brushed his lips across her temple, his voice a dark, beautiful promise.










"You're mine," he whispered. "And you always will be."










And she smiled through her tears, through her bruises, through her broken, beautiful soul.










Because she knew the truth better than she knew her own name.










She was his.










Forever.










And she wouldn’t have it any other way.
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