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A hot preview…

Cedric couldn't believe it. He'd come three times, and he was still rock hard. It felt like he could fuck all night long, and they wanted more.

The blonde slid onto his cock again, rocking her hips back and forth as she rode him. He groaned, his hands grabbing her hips and forcing her down harder on his shaft.

She gasped, her eyes fluttering shut as he pumped up into her. She leaned forward, her lips brushing against his neck.

He bit her earlobe, his teeth scraping against her skin. She cried out as he slammed into her, his cock hitting her G-spot over and over again.

The other two girls knelt at his sides, their tongues teasing his chest and nipples. They ran their hands over his shoulders and neck, sending shivers through his body.

Gods, it was amazing. He was surrounded by these beautiful women, all willing to take care of his needs and give him pleasure.

Conquering Tiriene: Part I

Chapter 1

Isadora and James rushed through the woods, Isabella the servant girl running along with them. They hurried as fast as they could to escape Tiriene, which was now burning and in ruins - due to Lilea and Rinaya's takeover of the castle.

Had Cedric, Madeia, and Theodric managed to escape? Or had they perished?

Isadora didn't know.

But one thing she did know was that they needed to put as much distance as possible between them and the castle.

"We have to figure out what their plan is," she said, as the three paused for a breath in the woods. "Will they come after us?"

James shook his head. "I don't know."

"Is there any way you can speak with Cedric?"

"Across this far a distance, only with the aid of a mage."

Isadora frowned. She didn't like the idea of having to seek out a mage. She hardly trusted the ones her husband kept in his employ, much less a strange on they would have to hire.

"Isabella," she said, turning to the servant girl. "Do you know of any mages in the area?"

Isabella hesitated, her eyes darting nervously. "I... I might know of one, my lady. But he's not exactly the most trustworthy fellow."

"That doesn't matter," James spoke up. "We need to find him. Can you take us to him?"

Isabella nodded, her expression resigned. "Yes, my lord. But we'll have to be careful. He has a reputation for selling his services to the highest bidder."

They set off again, with Isabella leading them through the forest. Isadora couldn't shake off the feeling of unease that clung to her. She couldn't

believe that Lilea and Rinaya had taken over the castle so easily. Cedric was one of the strongest warriors she knew and he wouldn't go down without a fight. But something had happened, something that had made it impossible for them to win.

As they walked, the trees grew thicker and the underbrush denser. They had to slow down to avoid tripping over roots and fallen branches. Isabella paused at a clearing, her hand held up in warning.

"We're close," she whispered. "But we have to be careful. He's not fond of unexpected visitors."

Isadora nodded, tucking her hair behind her ear. She was tense, her mind racing with all the possibilities. What if the mage refused to help them? What if he was in league with Lilea and Rinaya? She shook her head, trying to push those thoughts aside. She had to stay focused.

Isabella led them to a nondescript cottage hidden behind a thicket of bushes. It was dark and silent, but Isabella pressed forward, her footsteps light.

She glanced over her shoulder and motioned for them to follow her. They slipped through the bushes, the branches snagging at their clothes. Isadora tried to breathe quietly, but the air was thick with the scent of must and rot. She wrinkled her nose, struggling to keep the urge to cough at bay.

Isabella stopped at the door, hesitating. She turned to James and Isadora, her eyes wide.

"Are you sure this is wise?" she whispered.

"Do we have a choice?" James replied grimly.

Isabella sighed and knocked softly on the door. There was no response and she reached for the handle, slowly pushing it open. They filed inside, the darkness wrapping around them like a shroud. Isadora's eyes darted around the room, taking in the empty chairs and dusty surfaces. Where was the mage? Was he hiding somewhere? She shivered and rubbed her arms, wishing she had brought a cloak with her.

A low growl sounded from the corner and they spun around, Isadora gasping when she saw a massive black dog, its teeth bared and ears pricked.

Isabella placed a hand on Isadora's arm, reassuring her. "It's all right. It's only Shadow."

The dog snarled as Isabella stepped forward, its eyes glowing red. It stalked toward her and she stopped, holding her hands out. "I'm here to see your master," she said calmly.

The dog didn't move, but a moment later, a figure materialized beside it.

"What business do you have here?" the figure asked in a low voice.

"We need your help," Isabella replied. "We must know what happened at Tiriene. If you will help us, I'm willing to pay whatever price you ask."

The figure came into focus, revealing an older man, his hair white with age. His eyes were sharp and piercing, studying each of them intently. "A dangerous request," he said after a long pause. "You put my life in danger, too."

"You are not a prisoner," Isadora snapped, impatience flaring in her chest. "You have a choice - help us or send us on our way."

The mage raised a bushy eyebrow. "So eager, are you?"

Isadora bit back a retort. The mage knew something; she could tell by the way his eyes flickered away from her own, as if trying to avoid her gaze. She stepped closer to him, forcing him to look at her.

"Please," she said, her voice softening. "We need your help. We need to know what happened to Cedric and the others. We need to know how to defeat Lilea and Rinaya."

The mage studied her for a moment longer before nodding. "Very well," he said. "But I require a sacrifice."

Isadora's heart sank. She had feared as much.

"What kind of sacrifice?" she asked.

"A life for a life," the mage replied cryptically. "One of you must offer up your own life for the knowledge I possess."

Isabella gasped, horror etched on her face. James stepped forward, his hand on his sword. "We won't do it. We won't put ourselves in danger for your knowledge."

The mage chuckled. "Ah, but you already are in danger, my young lord. And the sacrifice must be made willingly, or the knowledge will be lost."

Isadora felt a chill run down her spine.

After a moment, Isabella bravely stepped forward. "I will do it," she said. "Take me so the others can save Cedric."

The mage shook his head. "It is not you I need," he said, his eyes boring into Isadora's.

She looked around, then stepped closer to the mage. "I'll do it," she whispered.

"It's true you're not who I would expect, but you will have to do," the mage said and stepped aside. "Come, make your way to my scrying pool."

James shook his head again. "You're asking too much. Surely, there has to be some other way."

Isadora turned to James, cupping his face with her hands. "I must do this," she said softly. "For Cedric... for Tiriene."

James shook his head, his eyes clouded with tears. "No," he said. "There has to be another way."

Isadora reached for one of James's hands, holding it to her heart. "I love you," she said. "I always have, and I always will."

"I love you, too," James replied, pulling her close. "That's why I can't lose you again."

Isadora held onto him for a moment longer, then gently pushed him away. "Goodbye, James," she said before following the mage into the shadows.

***

Isadora and the mage stood beside the still waters of the scrying pool. As Isadora peered into it, her reflection became more and more distorted until she could no longer make out her face. It was replaced by a murky image of Cedric, Madeia and Theodric - trapped in the cell of the castle. She couldn't see the details, just shapes and movement. But it was enough to know that they were alive.

And now, so was she.

"Cedric!" she yelled into the waters, her voice echoing across time and space.

The scene changed to that of Rinaya and Lilea in the throne room at Tiriene, speaking in hushed tones. They were planning something, but Isadora couldn't hear them. They seemed intent on some great plot, as though there wasn't anything else they wanted but their own ends. She listened closely, trying to make out the words.

The mage stepped beside Isadora, raising his hands. He chanted words that made no sense to her, yet she found herself repeating them. His eyes flashed red, the water swirled and the scene shifted. The walls of Tiriene crumbled before them, the stone shattering and flying outward. It fell slowly, in an ever-growing cascade of dust and debris.

Then, amidst the wreckage, she saw Lilea and Rinaya laughing as Cedric knelt in front of them, defeated. They stood over him triumphant, as if they'd achieved all their dreams. A terrible thought crept into her mind, a possibility that filled her with dread: what if she was wrong? What if this future could not be altered? What if their sacrifices were meaningless?

As she watched, the vision faded. And then everything went black.

She lay in silence, waiting for the darkness to dissipate. Her breathing slowed and the sound of dripping water echoed throughout the cavernous room. A chill ran down her spine when she heard footsteps approaching her from behind. She sat up slowly, turning around to see the old mage.

He held out his hand, offering it to her.

She took it without hesitation and allowed him to pull her to her feet. He placed a finger under her chin, lifting her face to his.

"You did well," he said.

Isadora blushed under his gaze. "I don't feel like I accomplished anything," she said. "What happened? What did I learn?"

The mage smiled knowingly. "You learned how to defeat Lilea and Rinaya once and for all. It was all in your mind."

Isadora stared at him blankly for a moment as his words sank in. "My... my mind? How?

The mage chuckled. "Lilea has powers that transcend those of mere mortals; but they are limited by what her imagination can conjure. You just gave her something to dream about."

Isadora nodded, understanding dawning on her face. "So, that's what I saw in the scrying pool," she said. "The future."

The mage inclined his head slightly.

Isadora turned towards the dark pool once more and stared into its depths. "The future isn't set in stone," she whispered. "It can change. We can change it."

The mage laid a gentle hand upon her shoulder. "Indeed we can," he said.

Isadora set her face grimly. "You said you needed a sacrifice, so I assume you mean to kill me now."

"Oh, no, no," the mage responded. "What I needed was for you to willingly offer up your own life. I could never ask you to do such a thing; I am merely a humble sorcerer seeking to undo a great evil in this world."

Isadora raised an eyebrow at that last statement. "And what if I hadn't been willing?"

"Then I would have to come back to collect my payment in a different form - and I doubt you would like that."

Isadora shuddered as she recalled the fate she had foreseen for herself in the scrying pool. "But I'm still alive, so what happens now?" she asked.

The mage laughed softly, "Don't worry. I know someone who will want to meet you and thank you for giving us this new chance at victory. They should arrive very soon."

***

James paced back and forth outside the entrance to the cave as Isabella sat, resting on the cold, hard ground.

"I can't believe we let her go in there alone with that strange man," James complained to Isabella.

Isabella shook her head. "I don't think you could stop her," she said. "But I agree, it is odd. Where do you think he went?"

James stopped pacing and looked at Isabella. "Who knows? Perhaps he's preparing some sort of elaborate sacrifice for her? Who can say?"

Isabella laughed lightly. "Well, if you're worried about it, why don't you go inside and make sure everything's all right?"

"You couldn't stop me if you tried," James responded before running into the dark cave.

As he hurried along the twisting passageways, he found himself growing increasingly concerned about Isadora's safety. If anything happened to her, he'd never forgive himself. He ran faster, pushing his body to its limits until he burst into a large chamber illuminated by glowing orbs hovering near the ceiling.

Isadora and the mage stood beside the still waters of the scrying pool. As he watched, Isadora leaned forward, gazing intently at the water. The surface shimmered and rippled, forming images before their eyes. Isadora gasped, stepping back. She turned to face him.

"James," she said. "I've seen terrible things."

"Isadora!" he gasped. "You're...alive? I thought you were going to be sacrificed?"

Isadora blinked, then laughed. "Oh, no! That was just the illusion. The mage merely wanted me to show willingness to sacrifice my life for the cause. There was nothing in it for him - save an end to the tyranny of Lilea."

James frowned, confused.

The mage cleared his throat loudly. "Ahem! May I continue with the ritual? Or do you two need to catch up on your relationship?"

They both flushed a deep crimson, then glanced away from each other sheepishly. Isadora gave an embarrassed laugh. "Sorry. Please proceed, sir Mage."

"It is as you have seen," he continued. "Lilea's power comes not solely from her magic; it also arises from a combination of ambition, desire and greed. She wants everything for herself, and will stop at nothing until she has achieved her goal. Her weakness is that she does not realize she can be defeated. But once this truth is revealed, she can be beaten."

James's brow furrowed in confusion. "But how? How can we defeat such a powerful opponent? We only managed to hold our own against her last time because of the element of surprise. This time she knows we are coming for her and will surely be prepared."

Isadora nodded along with his words. "Indeed. We cannot hope to succeed unless we use our wits against her rather than force."

"Precisely," the mage said. "You must find a way to make Lilea believe she is stronger than you and therefore invincible. Once she thinks this, she will begin to underestimate you. Then, when she least expects it, you strike."

Isadora looked to the mage, then James. "Our mage friend says he knows someone who can help us."

James raised an eyebrow. "Who is this mysterious helper?"

The mage smiled slightly. "Let us call him a...business associate. A man with connections to some of Lilea's most trusted advisors."

Isadora nodded thoughtfully. "And how can we be sure he won't betray us to Lilea?"

The mage's expression grew serious. "You cannot be sure of anything in this world. But I have dealt with this man before, and he has proven himself to be...reliable."

James frowned. "I don't like the sound of that. What kind of dealings have you had with him?"

The mage shrugged. "Nothing...nefarious, I assure you. He simply has access to information that I require from time to time."

Isadora spoke up then. "Well, it sounds like we don't have much of a choice. If we want to defeat Lilea, we'll need all the help we can get."

James nodded reluctantly. "Very well. But if we end up in an ambush, I'm holding you responsible."

The mage waved a hand dismissively. "We won't come to any harm from this arrangement. As I said, my friend has proven himself trustworthy."

"And who exactly is he?"

The mage moved past them, walking back towards the cottage outside. "He is a powerful warrior of the north, a man known as the Wolf Lord."

"A northern warrior, here?" James questioned. "What could he possibly want in these parts? They never stray far from the cold mountains."

"Like me, he seeks answers about the great war that took place during Alaric I's reign and left the world in tatters." The mage looked at each of them gravely.

James scoffed. "And why does it matter now? King Cedric did fine once he took over Tiriene."

"Not for everyone," the mage replied grimly. "The north has suffered greatly since the war ended. Resources dwindle; there isn't enough food to feed the people."

James felt a twinge of guilt as he recalled all the times he had complained about going hungry during the winter months. In comparison, his own family had lived quite comfortably.

"Then let us speak with the Wolf Lord," he said. "If we succeed in defeating Lilea, perhaps we will find a way to restore peace across the land."

The mage bowed his head in gratitude. "Thank you, young lord."

James shrugged off the thanks. "It's just James, mage. Let's go before my doubts turn into something bigger."

***

James and Isadora set out for a nearby city, where the mage said they would find - hopefully - the trail of the Wolf Lord. After only half a day of riding, they entered a small village tucked between two hills.

"Where are we supposed to find someone named the Wolf Lord in a place like this?" Isadora asked in a hushed voice, looking around nervously.

James frowned. "I have no idea. Let's ask someone."

Before anyone could say anything, a cloaked figure approached them from behind.

The cloaked figure cleared his throat, causing James and Isadora to turn around. He was tall and broad-shouldered, with a thick beard covering the lower half of his face. His eyes were piercing and seemed to stare directly into their souls.

"I couldn't help but overhear your conversation," he said in a low, gravelly voice. "I might be able to help you with your little problem."

James and Isadora exchanged a wary glance, unsure if they could trust this stranger. But they had come too far to turn back now.

"What do you know about the Wolf Lord?" James asked cautiously.

The stranger chuckled. "More than you might think. But first, I have a proposition for you. I need someone to take care of a certain problem for me, and in return, I will give you the information you seek."

Isadora raised an eyebrow. "And what problem is that?"

The stranger leaned in closer, his breath hot on her neck. "There's a big, hard problem in m'pants, Missy," he grunted. "Here, feel it."

The man put her hand on his huge cock in his trousers. Isadora gasped, instinctively squeezing his thick member through his clothing. It pulsated in her grasp. She licked her lips, imagining what it must look like fully erect.

The stranger nodded approvingly. "That's right, baby. Now you understand the size of the task in front of you. You gonna suck it or not?"

Isadora paused, thinking the proposition over. On one hand, she knew there was a good chance they were being tricked and led into some sort of trap by this man. But on the other... she couldn't deny the way her pussy ached as she held onto his stiff member. It would be so easy to just slide her hand inside his pants, wrap her fingers around his shaft, and pull him out. Then she could get a better feel of its size before making up her mind.

"You're right, we'll help," she agreed finally.

James shot a concerned glance in her direction. "Are you sure? We don't know anything about him. And why should we have to pay for information?"

Isadora winked at him. "Trust me, it's a small price to pay for answers about the Wolf Lord."

She got off her horse and approached the stranger. The man smiled lecherously as she stopped in front of him, dropping to her knees. Her fingers reached for the waistband of his pants.

Isadora pulled down the stranger's trousers and revealed the biggest cock she'd ever seen. It was thick and long, with veins bulging from the sides. The tip glistened with pre-cum, a drop slowly dripping down his shaft.

"Wow," she whispered softly. "It looks so big."

The man nodded proudly. "Yup, it's all mine. Now suck it!"

He grabbed Isadora roughly by the hair, guiding her head towards his cock. She opened her mouth obediently as the man shoved his shaft between her lips, filling her completely. He groaned loudly as she began bobbing her head back and forth, slurping hungrily. His eyes rolled back in ecstasy as his hips rocked forward, pumping into her face. She gagged slightly, but managed to take his full length.

"Good lass," he grunted, fucking her throat. "I'm gonna cum in yer throat."

"Mm mmphh..." she mumbled through his meat.

He sped up his thrusts, his grip tightening on her hair. "Ye are such a fine lass, taking my cock like this! Such a naughty little whore!"

Isadora braced herself against the man's thighs and forced his shaft deeper into her throat. The stranger bucked his hips wildly, his balls slapping against her chin as he neared orgasm. She felt a hot blast of seed shoot into the back of her mouth, then another, and another. She moaned and struggled as he forced her to drink every drop.

When the stranger finally finished, he pulled away and zipped up his pants. Isadora fell backward onto the ground, panting heavily.

James rushed over to her. "Are you alright?"

"Fine," she replied weakly. "Just give me a moment."

He offered her his arm, which she took gratefully.

"Now," she said, glaring at the man. "Are you going to tell us where the Wolf King is?"

"That I will," he replied casually. "After all, a deal's a deal. And it looks like you enjoyed that little transaction as much as I did."

Isadora's cheeks burned scarlet. "What do you mean? It was nothing but business."

The man grinned wickedly, revealing a set of gleaming white teeth. "If you say so, lassie."

"Tell me! Tell me now or else!"

"Or else what?"

Isadora reached down to grab her knife. But before she could even touch its hilt, the man's hand shot out and caught her wrist in an iron grip. He pulled her close and whispered in her ear.

"There'll be plenty o' time fer tha' later, lass." He released her with a laugh. "Th' Wolf Lord travels south, t'wards the lands o' yon Tiriene."

"Tiriene Castle?" she asked hesitantly.

The stranger nodded gravely.

"But why would the Wolf King want anything to do with Cedric's castle?" James mused aloud. "He hasn't gone that far from the cold mountainous range of the north for many years. He doesn't involve himself in the affairs of those far below him."

"I have no idea why he would do so, young lordling. All I know is that he travels south and there can only be one reason for that - trouble."

Isadora frowned. "I think we're already in trouble here." She glanced at James. "We'd best get going if we want to catch up with him."

"Yes, yes of course," agreed James hurriedly. He paused, biting his lip nervously. "Do you suppose that your 'friend' might be able to help us along our journey? A wagon wouldn't be too much of a burden?"

Chapter 2

Isadora raised an eyebrow skeptically. "Perhaps," she said carefully. "We'll just have to wait and see how nice he is feeling after having his cock sucked."

With that said, they went back to their horses to find that the man had been kind enough to leave them with some provisions including food and water, and most importantly - directions to follow to where the Wolf Lord would hopefully be headed. Isadora and James left the little village, eager to make progress on their mission.

"Are you sure this is the way he meant?" asked James uncertainly, as they rode out through a field towards a forested area.

"Well," Isadora replied, peering down at the directions written down on parchment by their benefactor. "It seems clear enough; he told us to go past two fields and over the ridge of that hill, then turn right at the fork in the road." She turned around to glance behind her.

"I just have a feeling that we should be cautious, James. I can't put my finger on it, but something doesn't feel right."

Sure enough, as they rounded the corner of the hill and made their way towards the fork in the road, Isadora's intuition was proven right. They were ambushed by bandits.

Isadora and James had no idea how many there were - all they knew was that they were vastly outnumbered. The bandits were armed with swords and crossbows, and they seemed to be prepared for a fight. Isadora quickly grabbed her bow from her horse's saddlebag, quietly loading an arrow in preparation for battle. There was a moment of tense silence before one of the bandits stepped forward, his voice ringing out over the field.

"You two are trespassing in our territory," he snarled menacingly. "Now hand over your possessions or else!"

Isadora didn't hesitate; she drew her bow and fired at the bandit. The arrow struck home, embedding itself deep within his chest. He collapsed to the ground, gasping in shock and pain.

His companions weren't impressed though, they charged forward en masse, yelling wildly as they did so. Isadora loosed another arrow, but missed completely. James cursed under his breath and drew his sword.

As the first wave of bandits approached, Isadora readied herself for combat, keeping her balance firm and steady as she nocked another arrow. However, a sudden shout came from behind her: "LOOK OUT!"

She turned around instinctively just in time to see a massive axe flying straight at her head. Isadora ducked beneath its blade, narrowly avoiding decapitation, and fired another shot into the throat of one of her attackers.

James, meanwhile, parried and fought, blocking blow after blow from two different bandits. His body ached from fatigue and exhaustion, but he couldn't stop fighting yet. Not now when they were so close to discovering where the Wolf Lord was headed! With renewed determination, he stabbed at one attacker while deflecting another's attack with his shield. Then, he lunged forward and drove his sword deep into his opponent's stomach.

Withdrawing his blade, he whirled around to face his final adversary. But the man wasn't moving anymore; instead, he was staring up at the sky with glazed eyes and gurgling sounds coming from his mouth. It took James several seconds to realize that the noise was caused by blood bubbling out between his teeth. Then, after a final gasp of air, the bandit collapsed onto the dirt road.

Silence fell across the field and forest. As she scanned the area, Isadora noticed that there were no other signs of life.

"They're all dead," said James quietly, looking at the bodies strewn about on the ground around them. He knelt down next to the corpse of their leader - the one who had threatened them earlier - and began searching through his belongings. "Let's see if he has anything useful."

He found a few gold coins and a handful of silver ones, along with some pieces of jewelry. Nothing particularly valuable, except maybe the ring with a large diamond set in it which he slipped into his pocket for safekeeping. After collecting these treasures, he stood up and walked over to where Isadora was standing.

"We'll take what we need," she declared. "Then leave the rest here for others to pick through. Hopefully someone will find something else worthwhile too."

"Agreed," he nodded. "Do you think those two would've minded very much if I'd left them their horses? No, no I guess not; they won't miss 'em. Shall we then?"

James took hold of Isadora's hand and led her toward the two horses grazing nearby. Climbing onto one, they sped off along the road once more.

***

Isadora was surprised to discover that the road seemed to be growing wider the further south they traveled, until eventually it became wide enough for three wagons to travel side by side. It also looked like a well-travelled path, with fresh wagon ruts gouging deep into the mud and tracks showing many horse hooves trotting back and forth. And everywhere she glanced, trees, bushes, rocks, shrubs - everything seemed to have been cut away to make room for this vast thoroughfare.

"Whatever this road leads to," she said under her breath, "they certainly want visitors arriving at it fast!"

When they finally reached the top of a rise, they spotted something in the distance that made Isadora stop cold: the smoke of a campfire.

James paused and studied it closely before turning back towards her. "It's not very big. Maybe it's just some travelers stopping here for the night."

She shrugged. "Could be. But let's be careful. This seems awfully strange; why would someone build such a large road just to go somewhere that's so remote?"

He nodded, and together they made their way toward the camp. It wasn't long before they heard the sound of voices.

"Do you think they're talking about the Wolf Lord?" Isadora asked James. "Maybe they know where he is."

James paused. "We can't be sure," he replied. "But if they're planning to travel through the woods, then they could be in the same direction as us. Perhaps we should ask them."

Isadora glanced around nervously. "It's too risky," she said. "What if they don't take kindly to strangers?"

James thought for a moment. "I'll go ahead and ask them," he said at last. "You stay back here and keep an eye out for us."

Isadora nodded, and with that, James stepped forward into the clearing where the camp was located. At first glance, it seemed like any other camp: a fire burning in the center surrounded by tents and horses tethered nearby. But as James approached closer he could see that these men were not merely travelers – they were armed soldiers!

As James stepped forward into the clearing, he found himself being grabbed by two soldiers with sharp swords. They pushed him down onto the ground and tied his hands tightly behind his back before searching him for any weapons.

"We caught this one spying on our camp," one of the soldiers sneered, shoving him down onto the dirt road once again.

Isadora watched from behind the bushes, her heart in her throat. She couldn't believe that her plan had gone so wrong - so horribly wrong! She struggled to come up with a way out of this mess. But then, a group of men stepped out of one of the tents and approached the soldiers.

"What's going on?" asked the man in the lead, his voice deep and commanding.

One of the soldiers turned to face him, bowing his head in respect. "We caught a spy, sir."

The man, who Isadora now saw was wearing the leather armor of a leader, stepped forward and studied James closely. "Where did you come by this one?" he asked, his voice cold.

"He was snooping around the edge of the clearing," the soldier replied, pointing towards the bushes where Isadora was hiding. "We were going to question him when you arrived."

Isadora held her breath as the man glanced in her direction, but then he looked back at James and nodded.

"Take him and interrogate him," he ordered. "Then dispose of him."

"But what about her?" asked the soldier. "We thought you'd like to speak with her, sir."

The leader paused for a moment. "No, she's too dangerous," he replied, his voice soft but firm. "She must die."

"No!" Isadora yelled from her hiding place, emerging from the bushes. "Please, you mustn't kill me! I am innocent!"

The man raised his eyebrows in surprise. "So you know of my order then, eh? I'd expect no less from a spy."

Isadora bit her lip and shook her head. "No," she said. "I am not a spy."

He snorted in response, a look of disbelief in his eyes. "What would a girl such as yourself be doing out here in the middle of the wilderness then?"

She looked him straight in the eyes. "We are travelers," she said. "And we have come to seek the Wolf Lord."

"The Wolf Lord?" he asked, surprised. "What business do you have with him?"

"It is a long story," she replied, glancing at the men standing behind him. "But it is one that I think he would rather hear for himself."

The leader studied her for a moment, then nodded. "Very well. Bring the man over here. We'll take care of his wife."

James watched as they dragged Isadora toward the fire pit. He could hear her screaming as they shoved her down onto her knees, her hair pulled back roughly so she could look straight ahead at the leader of these soldiers.

"You've got some balls, little lady," the man said. "Coming here all by yourself, trying to fool us into thinking that you're an innocent traveler." He glanced around at his men. "She thinks we're all idiots. And if we just let her go, she'll tell her friends all about it. The Wolf Lord won't like that."

He pulled down his trousers and revealed his engorged cock. Isadora looked at it, her eyes wide. It was big, so big! The tip was already dripping with precum, making it shiny and wet.

The man laughed and pulled her head forward, forcing her lips onto his dick. "You know what to do, lassie," he grunted. "Suck it. Suck my cock."

Isadora fought against him, but his grip was like iron. She felt his hands in her hair, pulling her head down onto his shaft. She gagged, struggling to breathe. But the man was insistent, forcing her to take all of him into her throat.

Isadora felt her body begin to respond as he fucked her face, her nipples hardening under her tunic. She couldn't help but be turned on by the feel of his cock pushing deep inside her.

"Oh yes, that's it," he grunted. "Suck it, you whore."

She felt a tingling sensation in her core and squeezed her thighs together, trying to ease the ache between her legs. But it was no use - her pussy was so wet she could feel her panties getting damp.

The man pulled her hair again, forcing her to take more of his cock into her mouth. Isadora's eyes rolled back into her head as she gagged once again. Her lips slid up and down his shaft, her tongue flicking over his sensitive head.

"That's right," the man groaned. "You like that don't you? You like the taste of my dick in your mouth."

Isadora moaned in response, taking him as deep into her mouth as she could. He felt so good, so hard and thick. It was almost as though he were a part of her.

The man let go of her hair and stepped back, grinning as Isadora fell forward onto her hands and knees. He kicked her legs apart, his gaze roaming hungrily over her body.

"Turn around," he ordered. "Let me see that pretty little ass."

Isadora shivered, her face flushed as she obeyed his command. The men gathered around her, their eyes gleaming with anticipation as she presented her butt to them.

"What a beautiful ass," the leader whispered. "Such a shame to have to fuck it."

"No," Isadora whined. "Please don't do that. You can't!"

He laughed. "I think I'll enjoy this even more."

He tugged down her trousers and panties, revealing her creamy white butt cheeks. Isadora closed her eyes tightly as he began to spank her, his palm coming down with a sharp smack on each side of her ass.

"You like that, don't you?" he teased.

"Yes," Isadora gasped. "It hurts so bad!"

"And that's what makes it so good," he replied.

She cried out as he spanked her harder, her body jerking from side to side as he beat her bottom raw. Isadora moaned and squirmed, the sensation of his handprint burning on her ass turning her on more than she'd ever felt before.

He stopped abruptly and grabbed her by the waist, pulling her up onto her hands and knees again. Then, he shoved his cock into her wet pussy from behind.

"Ooooohhhhh!" Isadora screamed. "Gods, it's so big!"

The man began pumping his hips into hers, his balls slapping loudly against her pussy lips with every thrust.

Chapter 3

"You're so fucking wet," he growled. "I'm gonna cum."

"Me too," she moaned. "I'm going to cum on your cock."

He groaned, burying his face in her shoulder as he felt her pussy tighten around him. His hands dug into her hips as he thrust his cock into her over and over again, bringing them both to climax.

Isadora's eyes rolled back in her head as she felt her pussy squeezing around his shaft. He pushed his cock deep inside her, groaning as he filled her up with his cum. It was hot and sticky, dripping down her thighs as they collapsed onto the ground together.

Isadora's breathing was ragged as she lay on the grass, her eyes closed. She didn't even have the energy to open them, so she just focused on taking deep breaths.

Another soldier came up to her, his big dick in hand.

She didn't even feel him lift up her skirt until he was already rubbing his hard cock between her ass cheeks, lubing it up with her own wetness.

"Ooooooooohhh!" she groaned, as his dick slipped into her pussy easily, her walls slick with arousal and the last soldier's cum. "Yes," she whimpered. "Fuck me, please."

"Of course, baby," he growled, his hands on her hips as he pumped in and out of her.

Her legs spread wide as he fucked her, his body pounding into hers over and over.

"Oh god," she groaned. "I'm gonna cum again."

The man continued pumping into her, his balls slapping against her clit as he brought her to orgasm again.

She closed her eyes and fell into bliss, her mind going blank as the orgasm washed over her. But as she lay there in the post-orgasmic haze, she could feel the soldier's dick slipping out of her pussy. And then, she felt him push himself into her ass.

"Aaaaahhh!" she yelled.

It hurt so good, but she was too far gone to tell him to stop. Her mind went blank again, and she could no longer think about anything except the cock stretching her ass as he fucked her.

"Yes, baby, take it," the man growled as he pounded into her.

Isadora closed her eyes and let the sensations wash over her. She was on fire, her entire body aching as he fucked her ass.

And then suddenly, he came.

He let out a low groan, his body trembling as he shot his load deep inside her ass. Isadora cried out, her legs jerking wildly as she felt his hot cum coating her insides. She was completely filled up by him now, his cock buried deep inside her pussy and ass.

Isadora lay there for a moment before she felt him pulling out of her. She looked down between her legs and saw his dick dripping cum onto the ground.

James watched from the bushes as his Queen was mercilessly used by the rough soldiers again and again that night, coming so many times he couldn't keep track...

***

In the morning, the soldier's leader came to Isadora with a grim smile.

"Well, you did real nice last night lass, taking all our dicks. So in return, I'll give you some information." He told her where the Wolf King was.

"Thank you for telling me," she said weakly. "Where is he? Where do we need to go?"

"Locanthe," the man replied. "He is heading for the castle that bears that name."

Isadora struggled to walk straight after having taken so many cocks the night before. Her pussy was sore and tingly, and her ass as well, and her throat too.

But it was a good ache - a reminder of the men she'd serviced.

"I need some rest first," she told him. "And water."

The man nodded and ordered the soldiers to give her some time to recover.

While they were gone, James came to Isadora's side.

"My Queen," he whispered, taking her hand in his own. "I can't believe how bravely you performed for those men. You may have saved our lives."

Isadora gave him a weak smile. "They gave me no choice," she said. "I had to do what they wanted to find out where he is."

James nodded. "We have to ride fast, catch the Wolf King before he reaches Locanthe."

She squeezed his hand tightly. "And then what? What do we do if we manage to find him?"

"We'll ask him for help," James said, sounding more confident than he felt. "He might even be able to use his influence over the king to stop the fighting."

Isadora stared down at her feet, her body still sore and aching from last night's activities. "All right, let's go then."

***

They reached the castle that very evening, and once inside the gates, they made their way straight to the throne room. It was deserted when they arrived, but after a few moments, the King of Locanthe came in through one of the side doors. He was followed by his entourage of soldiers.

"Your Majesty," Isadora bowed.

"What are you doing here, woman?" he asked, annoyed.

"We're looking for the Wolf King. We need to speak with him."

"Oh?" the king asked, raising an eyebrow. "Why do you want to speak with him? Are you going to threaten me with your little band of misfits?"

James stepped forward. "No," he said. "We've come to warn you that Lilea is planning an attack against this castle. She has an army of her own. She already controls Tiriene, and the lands of Madeia to the north."

"That's not possible," the king argued. "Theodric rules Tiriene. Does he not?"

Isadora realized he was long out of touch. "No, Cedric took control. But Lilea has taken him prisoner. She holds the city of Tiriene in her hands."

The king laughed, but there was no humor in his voice. "If this is some kind of trick, you won't get away with it. I will send you to your deaths. My soldiers will have your heads before nightfall."

"But we're telling the truth," James replied. "We are on your side. We came to ask for your help. But we know you have no reason to believe us. So we ask that you just let us stay here tonight and give us a chance to speak with the Wolf King."

The king sighed, rubbing his temples. "If you are who you say you are, then you will need to prove it." He gestured to one of the soldiers.

"Take them to the dungeons," the king ordered. "I will hear their story in the morning."

James and Isadora are locked in the dungeons of Locanthe Castle, awaiting a trial before the king.

"What are we going to do?" Isadora asked, pacing back and forth nervously.

James frowned. "We have to find the Wolf King. Somehow."

"Damnit, James," she sighed. "We seem to keep on getting stuck in these damn dungeons."

He sighed. "We do, don't we."

They were definitely no closer to finding the Wolf King, that much was for sure.

***

Back at Tiriene Castle...

As he sat there seething, a soft knock came at the door. Cedric turned his head slowly, studying the door for a moment before standing up and walking over to it. He reached out and twisted the knob, the door creaking open slowly.

Standing before him was a beautiful woman, with long curly hair and piercing green eyes. She wore a long black dress that hugged her curves in all the right places, and Cedric couldn't help but feel a stirring in his loins as he looked at her.

"Who are you?" he demanded, trying to keep his voice level. He didn't want to show her any weakness, even though he was desperate for a distraction from his current predicament.

The woman smiled, a sly grin playing at the corners of her lips. "I'm here to make a deal," she purred, stepping closer to Cedric. "I can help you take back your castle, if you're willing to pay the price."

"What are you talking about?" he growled, a flash of annoyance crossing his face. He knew he should have been suspicious of this woman - no one just walked into his castle uninvited, after all. And yet, for some reason he felt drawn to her. It was like she had some sort of magical power over him.

She smiled again and stepped forward, reaching out to touch his hand. Her skin was soft and smooth, her touch sending tingles up his spine.

"In exchange for your seed, I will grant you the ability to defeat Lilea," she murmured.

Cedric felt his dick grow hard as he stared into her eyes. He wanted her, more than he'd ever wanted any woman before. But what if he gave in, and this turned out to be some kind of trick?

"How do I know you can actually do this?" he asked, his voice low and husky. "That you're not just trying to fool me."

"You don't," she replied simply. "But I assure you, this is the only way you will get what you want."

"You seem awfully confident," he replied, his eyes roaming over her body. He couldn't help but want her, even if she was dangerous.

"Of course," she replied. "I am the most powerful sorceress in all of Theodoric's lands."

"So you claim," he growled. "Why should I believe you?"

She grinned, biting her lip. "Well, it is a bit risky, I agree."

He growled, his eyes darkening. "Risky is one way of putting it."

She took another step towards him, their bodies nearly touching now. "Come now," she said softly. "Surely you've heard of my reputation? I am a woman of great power and lust. Men of all ages, from every corner of Theodoric's lands come to me, seeking my blessing."

"Blessing?" Cedric repeated, raising his eyebrows. "I don't even know your name. Who are you?"

She smiled and leaned in, brushing her lips against his. "I am Calistrae," she whispered. "And I promise you, my king - you will be satisfied."

"Calistrae..." he murmured, his eyes meeting hers. He could see that she was telling the truth - that she was everything she claimed to be.

"What's your price?" he asked at last.

"Your seed, my lord," she whispered, her fingers rubbing his thick bulge underneath his breeches. "Give me that, and I'll free you from this dungeon."

Cedric groaned, his hands tangling in her curls as he pulled her head back and kissed her hard.

"Take off your clothes," he growled, his eyes dark with lust. "Let me see what you have to offer."

She nodded and pulled off her dress, exposing her perfect body to his hungry eyes. He watched in awe as she reached down between her legs, rubbing herself slowly. Her pussy was wet already, and she moaned softly as she touched herself.

Cedric could feel his cock stiffening further as he watched, his hands moving to her breasts. She whimpered as his fingers squeezed her nipples, pinching them firmly. He could tell that she liked it rough.

He kissed her again, this time more fiercely. Their tongues danced together as he groped her tits, his hands moving lower down to her thighs. He slid one hand between her legs, finding her dripping wet pussy.

She moaned into his mouth as he fingered her, her hips rolling forward to meet his hand. He stroked her clit gently at first, then harder, until finally she was on the edge of orgasm.

Cedric smiled as he felt her body shaking in his arms, her pussy clenching around his fingers. Then, he pushed her back onto the floor and climbed on top of her.

He thrust his cock into her tight cunt in one swift motion, moaning with pleasure as he sank himself deep inside her. She was so wet, so warm, so tight. He knew he was in for a treat tonight.

As he moved inside her, he could feel himself growing harder and harder. His dick was aching to come, but he held off, determined to last as long as he could.

Calistrae, meanwhile, was whimpering beneath him. She wanted him so bad, and she could tell from the way he was pounding into her that he was in the same condition. She tried to hold on, but after a few more minutes, she was cumming hard around his thick cock.

He watched as she came, her body arching off the floor as her pussy clenched around him. He couldn't take it anymore. He thrust himself deep inside her one final time before exploding into her cunt, coating it with his seed.

She whimpered softly as he withdrew, his cum dripping down her legs. But she didn't have much time to recover - in seconds, he was on top of her again, his mouth latched onto one of her nipples.

She groaned, writhing beneath him. Her hands moved to his back, and she dug her fingernails into his skin. He growled and bit down harder on her nipple, causing her to scream in pain and pleasure.

"You're a vicious beast," she groaned, thrusting her hips up against him.

He bit her again, this time harder. She cried out and then laughed, her fingers tracing his muscles.

He moved down to her other breast, biting her nipple until she begged him to stop. Then, he trailed kisses across her belly until he reached her pussy. He licked the inside of her thighs, teasing her, before finally sliding his tongue up along her slit.

She gasped and arched her back off the floor. Her legs were spread wide open as he feasted on her cunt, his mouth sucking hard on her clit.

"Oh gods," she moaned. "That feels so good."

Cedric licked her pussy until she was soaked with her own juices, then he moved up to kiss her lips. He pushed his tongue into her mouth as he lined his cock up with her entrance. She felt so fucking good, and he knew he was going to enjoy fucking her until she couldn't stand it anymore.

He pushed into her, groaning at the sensation of being buried inside her hot pussy. He started off slow, fucking her deep and hard.

Then he sped up, slamming into her over and over again. She was moaning loudly, her legs wrapped around his waist. Her hands grabbed his ass and squeezed hard as he fucked her.

"Gods," she whimpered, as he reached down to rub her clit. "You're so good. So fucking good."

"I know," he growled, his teeth grazing her neck. "I'm gonna fuck you all night long."

He pounded into her pussy, feeling it tighten around his cock as she came again. Her screams filled the room, echoing off the walls. He loved how vocal she was.

It didn't take long for him to reach his own climax. He filled her cunt up with his seed, letting out a loud groan as he came inside her. He was so hard that he stayed hard for a while afterward, enjoying the feeling of being deep inside her.

After a few minutes, he finally pulled out and collapsed beside her.

"That was incredible," she breathed.

He grinned. "Yeah, it was. You're incredible."

She laughed. "I know. And I think we've come to an agreement."

"What do you mean?" he asked, frowning. "We've been fucking. I'd say we've come to an agreement there."

"No, I mean with our deal," she replied. "The one I came here to make."

"Oh yeah, the one where you'd give me Lilea's head in a basket," he scoffed. "Yeah, that seems likely."

She rolled her eyes and reached out to touch his hand. "You need to believe in me," she said gently. "I promise you, it's possible."

"Okay, fine. You're so sure of yourself that I'll believe you." He gave her a small smile. "But if this is a trick..."

"It's not," she said, smiling. "Just have faith in me. I'll make good on our deal, you'll see."

She stood up and got dressed again, then leaned down to kiss him on the cheek.

"I'll come back for you later," she promised, winking at him before leaving the room.

Cedric lay back down on the floor, wondering what the hell had just happened. But before he could figure it out, he was fast asleep.

Chapter 4

When he woke up, he was no longer in the dungeon - now, he was in a beautiful estate, lying in a warm, luxurious bed. He looked around, trying to remember how he got here, and then it all came back to him: Calistrae.

She must've come to get him, he realized. But how did she manage to do all of this?

He climbed out of the bed, rubbing his eyes. There was a tray of food waiting for him: bread, cheese, fruits, and some meat.

Cedric helped himself, wolfing down the food as fast as he could. He hadn't eaten in days - well, maybe a few days. Time felt a bit blurry to him.

Once he was done eating, he wandered through the estate, exploring every room and hallway. There was nothing here except for this place. It seemed like an empty house, but he could see signs of life everywhere.

The estate was staffed by beautiful serving girls, all dressed in skimpy outfits. They moved gracefully around the estate, always bowing and curtsying to Cedric whenever he passed by. The girls seemed shy but affectionate, smiling at him and seeming eager to please him.

The inner court of the mansion was filled with lush gardens and fountains, the sun shining down on them through the glass roof high above. The air was filled with fragrant flowers from all over; roses, lilies, and violets growing everywhere. Cedric strolled through them, admiring their beauty and inhaling their sweet scent.

At the back of the estate was an outdoor pool area with a large Jacuzzi surrounded by tall palm trees that provided privacy from anyone else in the estate. There were several chairs set up around it where Cedric could relax and soak in its warmth while admiring his surroundings.

He knew it was just a matter of time before he took advantage of the beautiful women there, and the thought of it made him smile.

As he sat there soaking in the sun, a group of thre serving girls approached him. They were all wearing skimpy outfits, and each one was carrying a tray of food and drinks. Their boobs were very big. One was blonde, and the other two had dark hair.

"What is all this?" Cedric asked, his eyes widening.

One of the girls smiled and set the tray down. "Lady Calistrae told us to bring you these treats, sir."

Cedric raised an eyebrow. "Why?"

Another girl giggled. "She said you needed to regain your strength, my lord."

Cedric smiled, his heart beating fast. He was excited to see where this would go.

He grabbed a cup of water and gulped it down. The girls watched him, their eyes shining with lust.

"I could use some help regaining my strength," he purred, his cock hardening.

The first girl, the blonde, smiled and knelt down in front of him. She undid his pants and pulled them down, revealing his hard dick. She took him in her mouth, sucking on his tip and swirling her tongue around it.

He groaned and reached down, grabbing her hair and forcing her to take him deeper. She moaned, her eyes fluttering shut as she sucked on his shaft.

Meanwhile, the two girls knelt down on either side of him, kissing his neck and running their hands over his chest. He could feel their tits rubbing against him, and he groaned with pleasure.

The blonde pulled back, her lips wet with his pre-cum. She grinned at him and then began licking his shaft, her tongue trailing up and down his length.

He groaned, his hands tangling in her hair. He was desperate for her, desperate for all of them.

He pulled her head back and forced her to look at him. "You want me?" he growled.

"Yes," she whimpered.

"Tell me you want me."

She leaned forward, her lips brushing against his. "I want you," she whispered.

He growled and pulled her head back, exposing her throat. He bit down hard, making her cry out.

He shoved her down onto the ground and pulled her skirt up, revealing her tight little pussy. He rubbed his fingers over her lips, spreading them apart and feeling her wetness. She whimpered as he pushed his fingers into her, fucking her with his hand.

The other girls knelt down on either side of her, their eyes wide with lust.

"Fuck her," the blonde whispered.

Cedric smiled and pulled his fingers out of her, positioning his cock at her entrance. She was dripping wet, and he groaned as he slid inside her.

She moaned, her legs wrapping around his waist as he fucked her. Her tits bounced with each thrust, and he reached down to squeeze them, pinching her nipples hard.

She cried out, her nails digging into his shoulders as he fucked her. He could feel her tightening around him, and he knew she was close to coming.

"Fuck, yes," she moaned.

He pulled her hips up, angling her body so that he could pound into her even harder. She screamed with pleasure, her back arching off the ground.

He could feel his balls tightening, and he knew he was close to coming too. He fucked her hard and fast, his hips slamming into hers as he grunted.

"Oh god, I'm going to come," she whimpered.

He growled and sped up, feeling his cock throb as he spilled his seed inside her. He groaned and pumped into her a few more times, enjoying the feeling of her pussy pulsing around him.

As he pulled out, the other girls came over, kneeling in front of him. They smiled and started licking his cock, their tongues trailing over his shaft and tip.

"Fuck," he groaned, his hands tangling in their hair.

They kept going, their mouths taking turns as they sucked and licked him. He could feel his dick hardening again, and he knew it was just a matter of time before he was ready for another round.

He let the girls keep going, their tongues dancing over his skin. Finally, he couldn't take it anymore. He pulled them back and forced them to look up at him.

"I need to fuck," he growled.

The girls nodded and stood up, their bodies pressing against him. They were all completely naked, and he could feel their tits rubbing against his chest.

He reached down and rubbed their pussies, feeling their wetness. They were dripping for him, and he knew they wanted him as badly as he wanted them.

He picked one up and threw her onto the ground, pushing her legs apart and spreading her pussy wide open. He positioned his cock at her entrance and thrust himself into her, burying his shaft deep inside her.

She cried out with pleasure, her legs wrapping around his waist. He grabbed her tits and squeezed them hard, pinching her nipples until she was moaning loudly.

He could feel his cock throbbing inside her, and he knew he wasn't going to last much longer. He sped up, pounding into her as his balls slapped against her ass.

She screamed, her body arching off the ground as she came. The other two girls watched, their eyes wide with lust.

Gods, it felt good to be deep inside these serving girls. Their pussies were tight, their personalities submissive and eager to please him.

They were all equally beautiful, with curves in all the right places and their skin glistening with sweat as they moaned beneath him.

He felt powerful and strong, knowing that his body was giving them pleasure and satisfaction. He looked down at them as they lay in front of him; they were all so stunningly perfect, even in their vulnerability.

He ran his hands over their hair and shoulders, caressing them gently before kissing each of them on the lips.

It had been too damned long since he'd fucked like this. He'd lost track...when was it? With Madeia, before the takeover at the castle? No... It was Emilia, Theodric's wife. He remembered now. He'd fucked Emilia, and she'd enjoyed taking every last drop of his seed... hell, he might have even gotten her pregnant.

Then, Lilea had ruined everything, taking control of the place. Even when he and Theodric were starting to get along with each other. Cedric growled as he remembered, his fist tightening in the blonde's hair, yanking her head back and biting down on her shoulder.

She gasped, her eyes going wide with surprise.

"Sorry," he murmured, loosening his grip.

"Don't be," she purred. "I like it rough."

He grinned, his cock hardening again. Gods, these serving girls were incredible.

"Turn around," he ordered.

She did as he asked, kneeling before him on all fours. He slapped her ass hard, making her cry out in pain and pleasure. Then, he got onto his knees behind her and pushed his cock into her from behind.

She moaned, her eyes rolling back in her head. He spanked her hard as he fucked her, making her ass jiggle with each thrust.

The other two girls knelt down on either side of him, their tongues teasing his stomach and nipples as he pounded into her cunt.

"Oh, my lord," she groaned, pushing her hips back against him. "You're so big, so hard."

He sped up, feeling himself nearing release. He could feel her tightening around his dick as she reached orgasm, screaming and panting as he fucked her through it.

He finally came as well, growling and shoving himself all the way inside her. She whimpered as he filled her up with his seed, and he leaned forward to kiss her gently on the lips.

As he pulled out, the others climbed on top of him, desperate for a turn. They were dripping wet, their thighs soaked with their juices.

He groaned and turned the blonde around so that she was straddling his waist. She sank onto his cock, sliding down his shaft until he was buried deep inside her.

"Fuck, you feel good," he growled.

She nodded, riding him slowly at first. Then, she picked up speed, bouncing up and down on his shaft.

The other two girls took turns riding him while the blonde watched, her fingers rubbing her clit. She moaned loudly, her hips bucking with desire.

After he came in the second one's pussy, the third one climbed on top of him and slid herself down onto his shaft. Her tits hung over his face as he sucked on them, and she leaned forward to kiss him gently on the lips.

She moved up and down his length, her pace fast and furious. He moaned and bit her lip, his teeth sinking into her skin.

She screamed, her body shaking as she came. Then, she climbed off him and lay next to him on the ground, breathing heavily.

He couldn't believe it. He'd come three times, and he was still rock hard. It felt like he could fuck all night long, and they wanted more.

The blonde slid onto his cock again, rocking her hips back and forth as she rode him. He groaned, his hands grabbing her hips and forcing her down harder on his shaft.

She gasped, her eyes fluttering shut as he pumped up into her. She leaned forward, her lips brushing against his neck.

He bit her earlobe, his teeth scraping against her skin. She cried out as he slammed into her, his cock hitting her G-spot over and over again.

The other two girls knelt at his sides, their tongues teasing his chest and nipples. They ran their hands over his shoulders and neck, sending shivers through his body.

Gods, it was amazing. He was surrounded by these beautiful women, all willing to take care of his needs and give him pleasure.

He reached down and rubbed his thumb over her clit, making her gasp with pleasure. Then, he reached behind her and spanked her hard, her ass jiggling under his hand.

She whimpered, her eyes rolling back in her head. She looked down at him, her lips parted and wet with saliva.

He smiled and pulled her head down, kissing her deeply on the lips. As their tongues twirled together, he could feel himself getting close to climaxing.

He pushed her back and shoved his cock into her, pumping into her from below. She screamed with pleasure as she bounced up and down, her tits shaking wildly.

He groaned and buried himself deep inside her, his body shuddering with ecstasy as he shot his load. She moaned and collapsed on top of him, her body covered with sweat.

As they lay there catching their breath, he knew that this was only the beginning.

Cedric was tired of all the fighting, of all the backstabbing... of the constant need to defend himself against traitors like Lilea.

He wanted to rest in this beautiful place...and fuck as many beautiful girls as he desired.

And so he would. And if anyone dared to challenge him, he'd destroy them completely.

Calistrae had made it possible for him to have all this - to be the master of his own destiny once again. And he intended to show his appreciation by enjoying every moment of it.

Chapter 5

A week later, Cedric woke up in a haze of pleasure. He blinked, rubbing his eyes as he came to his senses.

One of the serving girls was on top of him, sliding herself down onto his dick and moaning softly as he filled her cunt. He reached up to grab her hips and shove her down harder onto his cock, making her scream with pleasure.

As he pumped into her from beneath, he looked around to see all the others lying next to him, their naked bodies pressed against him. They were all dripping wet, their eyes shining with lust.

Damn, this felt good. He reached out and grabbed one of the other girls, forcing her mouth down onto his cock. He groaned, his mind whirling as he felt his tip sliding down her throat.

The girl riding him leaned forward to kiss him gently, her tongue tracing over his lips. He sucked on it, his teeth scraping against her flesh.

She whimpered, her eyes rolling back in her head. Cedric was starting to realize that these serving girls enjoyed the pain almost as much as the pleasure.

He bit down on her neck, his teeth sinking into her flesh. She screamed, her body shaking violently as she came.

He was just getting started. He could fuck all day, all night, and they would give him everything they had.

But, as he lay there thrusting into the girl riding him, he couldn't help but feel a sense of unease creeping over him. There was something strange going on, something that didn't make sense.

Why had Calistrae decided to trust him? Why had she brought him here, given him power and status? Did she have an ulterior motive?

As the girls sucked and licked him, he wondered what she was up to. Perhaps it was just his paranoia getting the best of him, but something didn't feel right.

He pulled back, grabbing the blonde's hair and yanking her head off his cock. She whimpered, her eyes watering as she stared up at him.

"Sorry," he muttered, his chest heaving as he tried to catch his breath. "I need to go for a walk."

He pushed the girls aside and climbed off the bed, feeling his hardness subside a little. As he pulled on his pants, he looked around the room, seeing all the beautiful serving girls kneeling there. They were all dripping wet for him, their bodies quivering with desire.

Still, he couldn't shake the feeling that something wasn't right. He had to figure out what Calistrae was up to...and fast.

As he left the bedroom, he made his way through the corridors of the castle. He was surprised at how quiet it was. Where was everyone?

Then, he heard a noise coming from outside. He peered through a window and saw a group of guards surrounding someone. He pressed his face against the glass, trying to get a better look.

It was Theodric! But why had they captured him?

Cedric threw open the door and ran out into the courtyard. He charged toward the group, his fists clenched tightly.

"What the hell is this?" he shouted.

Calistrae turned and smiled at him, her eyes shining with malevolence. "Welcome, my lord. We've been waiting for you."

She snapped her fingers, and the guards forced Theodric to his knees in front of her.

Cedric watched in shock, seeing his old rival suddenly on the ground below him. He was bloody and bruised, obviously worse for wear.

"He's a present for you, Cedric," said Calistrae. "You've been wanting to see him actually your prisoner for a while, haven't you? No distractions, no one interfering, just true victory over him. Finally."

Cedric swallowed hard, looking down at Theodric. "What will you do with him, Calistrae?"

She smiled coldly. "Oh, don't worry. I'll keep him alive, so you can watch him suffer every day."

Theodric growled, spitting at her feet. "Go to hell, Calistrae."

She slapped him hard, making him grunt in pain. "Shut up, traitor. You're not worth the dirt on Cedric's shoes."

Cedric bit his lip. Something was wrong here. Why was she doing this?

He reached out and grabbed her arm, pulling her back. "What are you doing? Why did you bring him here?"

She stared up at him, her eyes flashing. "He's your enemy, isn't he? Aren't you tired of watching him get away with his schemes?"

Cedric frowned. "Well, yes, but..."

Calistrae turned away, smiling at her men. "Bring him to the dungeons, boys. Let's show him what it means to cross us."

They nodded and began to drag Theodric toward the castle. Cedric stood there, his eyes fixed on Theodric. What the hell was going on here?

As he followed Calistrae back inside, he couldn't shake the uneasy feeling creeping over him. She seemed eager to torture Theodric, almost as if she'd planned this from the beginning.

Why? Was she trying to prove something to him?

He couldn't believe it. There had to be another explanation.

He followed her into the castle, his eyes fixed on the back of her head. As he watched her move, he felt a sense of dread growing inside him.

Maybe this was all a mistake. Maybe she wasn't who she claimed to be.

As he walked behind her, he noticed a small mark on her wrist. It was a symbol, a rune of some kind. He'd seen it before, somewhere...but where?

He stopped and reached out, grabbing her arm. "Calistrae, wait. Tell me the truth."

She spun around, her eyes wide with surprise. "What do you mean, my lord?"

He pointed at her wrist. "That mark. Where did you get it?"

She frowned. "What mark?"

"That one," he said, grabbing her arm and pulling her closer.

She looked down, her eyes widening. "Oh, that? It's nothing, my lord. Just a silly tattoo."

"Don't lie to me," he said, his voice trembling with anger. "I've seen it before. Tell me the truth."

She glared at him, her eyes flashing. "It's the symbol of the Ravenguard."

The Ravenguard... Cedric knew of them. They were a group of rebels, anarchists who wanted to destroy the balance of power. They had no respect for tradition, for hierarchy. They were a threat to everything he'd worked so hard to achieve.

"So, you're a Ravenguard, then," he said. "You've betrayed me."

She laughed. "I'm not your enemy, Cedric. Any allegiances I have are to my own cause."

He grabbed her arm, his fingers digging into her flesh. "Tell me why you brought Theodric here."

She looked up at him, her eyes flashing with amusement. "Because it's the only way you'll ever be able to get rid of him. Do you really think he'll abandon you? That he'll give up his revenge so easily?"

Cedric scowled. "He won't be so keen to go after me once I execute him."

She smiled at him. "No, but he'll be dead. He won't be able to hurt you."

Cedric pulled her close, glaring down at her. "What are you saying?"

"I'm saying you should make him watch," she said. "He deserves it."

The skin around Cedric's eyes tightened. He was so disgusted, he could barely control himself. He wrapped his arms around her and pulled her close, squeezing her tight.

"You're a monster," he hissed.

She laughed. "You like it, don't you?"

"I like getting angry," he growled, squeezing her even harder.

She laughed again, squirming around in his grip. "I knew you liked it. And quite honestly, I like it when you're angry, too. You're very dangerous." She leaned in and licked his neck. "It's sexy."

Cedric shuddered. He was furious, yet strangely aroused. He could feel himself hardening again, his cock pressing against her thigh.

"So, you're a Ravenguard member and you're trying to manipulate me?" he asked, his voice trembling.

"Manipulate? No, no, no. I just want to bring you the things you want. You're a king, after all. You deserve it."

He snorted. "So, you're not trying to manipulate me, but you're still a member of the Ravenguard, who are known for being anarchists and rebels."

"I'm a member of the Ravenguard," she admitted. "But, I'm not an anarchist. I'm just someone who believes in a different way of doing things."

"So, you're a reformer," Cedric said.

She nodded. "I'm a reformer. I believe in change. In progress."

"And, you want me to help you with that," Cedric guessed.

"Yes. I think we can work together, Cedric. You and I have a lot in common."

His cock was raging hard, and he wanted to bury it deep inside Calistrae. "Fine, then. I'll help you with whatever you need."

"Good," she purred. "Now, why don't we take care of that big, hard cock of yours?"

He growled and pulled her in, kissing her deeply. She wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him in, her tongue dancing over his lips.

Gods, he was going to fuck her until she couldn't breathe. He was going to make her scream and cry and beg for more.

She was his now, and he was hers.

As they kissed, he knew that their alliance was going to change everything. They would work together to bring about a new era, a better future. A world where he ruled... and she would rule at his side.

Cedric ripped her clothes off, his cock pulsing with desire. He spread her legs and shoved himself into her, his teeth sinking into her shoulder.

She cried out, her body shaking as he fucked her. He could feel her pussy tightening around his cock, her juices dripping down his shaft.

He groaned and pushed her down harder, his hands gripping her hips. He could feel himself getting close to the edge, and he wasn't sure how much longer he could last.

She gasped, her eyes rolling back in her head. He knew she was close, too.

He reached up and grabbed her hair, yanking her head back. He growled and spanked her hard, making her ass jiggle beneath his hand.

She whimpered, her back arching. He could feel her getting wetter, her body trembling beneath his.

Gods, she was amazing. He had never seen a woman so responsive, so willing to take everything he gave her.

"So you want to be my ally?" he grunted. "You want to be my queen?"

"Yes, my lord," she moaned. "I will do anything for you."

"Anything?"

"Anything."

He smiled and slid his hand up her stomach, over her breasts, and around her throat. He squeezed gently, feeling her pulse quicken under his fingers.

"Then, you'll bear my heirs."

She nodded, gasping as she was pounded savagely by his huge cock. "Yes, my lord. I will bear your heirs."

"Good. Then, you will be mine."

He groaned and pushed her onto her back, his cock pounding deep into her. She cried out, her body shuddering with ecstasy as he fucked her relentlessly.

As he pumped into her, he knew he wouldn't be able to last much longer. He could feel his climax building, his muscles tightening with anticipation.

She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him even deeper. He groaned, his body convulsing with pleasure as he shot his load inside her, filling her womb with his seed.

They collapsed on the floor together, both spent and satisfied. As they lay there catching their breath, he couldn't help but feel proud of himself. He'd conquered her, tamed her, made her his own.

And, as they lay there, he knew that this was just the beginning. He would use her as he pleased, take her when he needed, and she would never deny him. She was his slave, his possession...his queen.

But, as he looked at her, he couldn't help but wonder if something was lurking behind those beautiful eyes.

Could he really trust her?
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