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A hot preview…

"I'm going to fuck you now," he growled. "And if you make a sound, I'll punish you."

With that, he took hold of his cock, stroking it hard, his eyes never leaving hers.

"Yes, my lord," she whispered. She was so wet.  His roughness excited her, just as Cedric's had.

He smiled and thrust his cock into her mouth. She gagged slightly, but he didn't stop. He fucked her face hard and fast, his grip tight on her hair, pulling her head back as far as possible.

She gasped and choked, her eyes watering, but still, he kept going.

He was relentless, using her mouth like a toy, forcing her to swallow his entire length. He didn't care about her comfort or safety, and it drove her wild.

After a few minutes, he finally pulled out of her, and she coughed, gasping for air. "Since you've proven to be a whore, Emilia, I'm going to treat you like one."

He forced her over the bed, her legs spread, her ass in the air. She could feel the tip of his cock teasing her entrance.

She wriggled but he held her in place, his hands gripping her hips tightly.

"Beg for my cock, whore."

"Please," she cried. "Please fuck me."

Conquering Tiriene: Part 2

Cedric woke up with a start, his heart racing. He was still in Calistrae's chambers, and she was lying next to him. He felt the heat rising to his cheeks as he remembered the night they'd shared.

He rolled over and glanced at her, watching the rise and fall of her chest as she slept. Her eyes were closed, and she looked peaceful. She was so beautiful, so perfect.

But, as he looked at her, he couldn't shake the unsettling thought creeping at the edges of his mind. There was something off about her, something he couldn't quite put his finger on.

He leaned down and kissed her cheek, his lips brushing against her skin. She stirred, her eyes opening slowly.

"Good morning, my queen," he murmured, his voice low and seductive.

She smiled up at him, her eyes shining in the dim light. "Good morning, my lord."

She pulled him close, kissing him deeply. He moaned as her tongue slid over his lips, her hands reaching down to wrap around his hardness.

But, as he felt himself responding to her touch, he couldn't stop thinking about what Theodric was doing. He imagined his old rival locked away in the dungeon, surrounded by enemies who wanted nothing more than to see him suffer.

Cedric pulled back, pushing Calistrae's hands away. She frowned, her eyes narrowing in confusion.

"What is it?" she asked.

"Nothing. I just need a minute to myself."

He rose from the bed and headed for the door, his muscles flexing beneath his skin. His cock was still aching, but he needed to focus on what was going on. He couldn't let his guard down, not when Theodric was nearby.

As he walked through the corridors, he heard movement in the dungeons. He paused, listening intently.

The sounds of screams and moans filled his ears, making the hairs on the back of his neck stand on end. He took a deep breath and opened the door, stepping into the darkness.

He could see Theodric chained up in front of him, his face contorted with pain. His eyes were swollen and red, and his mouth was open in a silent scream.

Cedric watched, mesmerized. He'd never seen Theodric this weak, this helpless. It was intoxicating.

He reached out and grabbed Theodric by the collar, pulling him closer. The man whimpered, his body shaking as he stared up at Cedric.

"You're enjoying this, aren't you?" he hissed, his voice raspy with rage. "You sick bastard. You just want to watch me suffer."

Cedric narrowed his eyes. "Shut up, Theodric. You've done nothing but cause me trouble since the moment I met you."

Theodric spit in his face, making Cedric recoil. "You can go to hell, Cedric. Your days are numbered, and you know it."

"If anyone's days are numbered, it's yours. I'll make sure of that."

He released his grip on Theodric, leaving him hanging from the shackles. As he turned to leave, he couldn't help but think about how much he'd enjoyed seeing Theodric like this.

Maybe he would keep him alive a little longer. Just to enjoy the show.

He walked back up to the castle, his cock rock-hard inside his trousers. He couldn't wait to get back to Calistrae and have his way with her. She was truly magnificent, and he had no doubt that she would bear strong and healthy heirs for him.

He climbed the steps to her chambers, his heart racing in anticipation. He couldn't wait to be between her legs again, his cock sliding into her tight wetness.

He threw open the door and found her sitting in bed, waiting for him. Her eyes were bright and playful, and her hair was swept back in a ponytail.

She smiled up at him as he approached, his eyes burning with desire. He growled and pulled off his clothes, revealing his hardness beneath.

"Did it please you?" she asked.  "Seeing Theodric all chained up, writhing in agony?"

Cedric smirked. "It was intoxicating."

"I thought so," she purred.

He climbed onto the bed, his cock already pulsing with desire. She reached down and grasped his shaft, stroking it slowly.

"Did it arouse you?" she whispered, her voice husky with lust.

"Oh, yes," he moaned. "Very much."

She continued to stroke him, her fingers curling around his cock. She smiled up at him, her eyes fixed on his. "Do you want me, Cedric?"

"Yes," he gasped. "Gods, I want you. I need you, Calistrae."

"Then, take me."

He groaned and grabbed her, pulling her close. He could feel his cock pressing against her belly, his balls twitching with desire.

He rolled on top of her and spread her legs, positioning himself between them. She was dripping wet, her juices flowing freely down her thighs.

As he slid his cock inside her, she moaned and arched her back. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper.

He began to pump into her, his balls slapping against her ass. He could feel her pussy tightening around his cock, her body trembling with ecstasy.

As he pumped into her, he realized how lucky he was to have such an amazing partner. She was more than just a piece of meat to satisfy his desires. She was intelligent, cunning, and willing to do whatever it took to bring about change.

He loved that about her. He loved that she was not only beautiful, but also ruthless and calculating. It made him want her even more.

"Are you going to give me your heirs?" she murmured, her eyes fluttering shut as he slammed into her harder and faster.

"Oh, yes," he replied. "I will fill your womb with my seed until you are heavy with our child."

She moaned as he pounded into her, her body jiggling with each thrust. He couldn't stop himself. He was so close...

And, with a low groan, he came inside her, filling her with his cum. His body shuddered as he emptied his load, and he collapsed onto the bed beside her, his chest heaving with exertion.

But, as he looked down at her, he couldn't help but wonder how this had all started. Had she truly been sent to help him or was she here for something else entirely?

As he closed his eyes, he couldn't shake the feeling that there was something dark lurking beneath the surface. And, he knew he would have to find out what it was before it was too late.

Because, if there was one thing he was certain of, it was that Calistrae was hiding something. He just needed to figure out what it was.

***

A year had passed since Calistrae had joined Cedric's cause, and their relationship had blossomed into something beautiful. She had proven herself to be a true ally and a valuable asset in his quest for power.

But, as she stood outside the castle gates, waiting for the caravan to arrive, she couldn't help but feel a sense of unease creeping into her chest.

She didn't like surprises. She preferred to stay in control, to know exactly what was going on at all times. But, this time, she was in the dark. She had no idea who was arriving or why.

Cedric appeared behind her, his voice low and rough. "Calistrae. Come inside."

She turned to him, her eyes narrowing slightly. "Why? What's going on, Cedric?"

He smirked at her. "Nothing. Just come inside."

She sighed and followed him back into the castle, her heart pounding in her chest. She didn't like not knowing what was happening.

"What's going on, Cedric?"

He glanced at her, his expression unreadable. "Don't worry about it. It's nothing."

She snorted. "Tell me the truth. Don't play games with me."

"Fine."

He led her to a small room in the corner of the castle. There was a door there, but it was locked.

"In there."

She pushed the door open and saw a man lying on the floor, his hands chained above his head. His eyes were red and swollen, and his face was caked with blood.

"Who is this?" she hissed, turning back to Cedric.

"No one."

She clenched her fists in rage. "Tell me."

"Theodric's brother," Cedric growled. "He's here for you."

Calistrae's eyes widened. "Me? Why?"

Cedric shrugged. "To save his noble brother, no doubt.  His name is Emeric.  He's a bastard child of Alaric."

Her blood ran cold as she stared down at Emeric. He was bleeding from a cut across his face, and his clothes were stained with dirt and grime.

"He can join his brother in the cells, then."

Theodric had been imprisoned for almost a year, and Cedric had yet to kill him. He enjoyed torturing him too much to let him go.

Cedric walked up to Calistrae and grasped her neck, his eyes blazing with passion. "I will fuck you while Theodric's brother watches."

She moaned, her body trembling with desire. "Yes, my lord. Please."

Cedric ripped off her clothes, tearing them to shreds. He pulled off his own clothes and pushed her to the floor, spreading her legs.

Emeric whimpered as he watched Cedric thrust his cock into Calistrae's tight wetness. Cedric groaned as her pussy clamped down around his shaft, her juices flowing freely down his thighs.

As he began to pump into her, she reached up and grabbed his hair, pulling him close. She moaned, her nipples hardening against his chest.

"Oh, Cedric. My king. Fuck me harder."

Emeric could only watch in horror as Cedric rammed his cock deep inside Calistrae, his hips slapping against her ass. It was almost like he wanted him to see them fucking.

But, as he stared at them, Emeric couldn't help but notice something else.

There was something familiar about Calistrae. Something he couldn't quite place. But, as he looked at her face, her eyes gleaming in the darkness, he knew she was hiding something. Something dark and dangerous.

And, as Cedric pumped into her relentlessly, Emeric couldn't help but feel like his life was about to change forever.

For better or for worse.

***

Part 3

Emeric gasped as Cedric shoved him to the ground. His knees buckled beneath him, and he hit the floor with a sickening thud.

He struggled to keep himself upright, his arms aching from being chained above his head for so long.

Cedric walked up to him and crouched next to him, his eyes burning with hatred. "You think you can get away with this? With your treachery?"

Emeric swallowed hard, his heart pounding in his chest. "I don't know what you're talking about."

Cedric narrowed his eyes. "You know exactly what I'm talking about."

He reached out and grabbed Emeric by the throat, squeezing tightly. Emeric gasped, his eyes bulging with pain.

"Tell me what you did, you little rat."

Emeric coughed, his lungs struggling to fill with air. He could feel Cedric's fingers digging into his throat, cutting off his circulation.

"N-nothing...I didn't...do anything."

Cedric spat in his face, his eyes blazing. "Bullshit. You were working with Lilea all along, weren't you? She's been playing me from the start."

Emeric winced as Cedric released him, slumping back onto the floor. He could barely breathe, his lungs still aching from Cedric's chokehold.

"Why would I work with Lilea?  She's the one who took control of Tirene.  She's our enemy, all of us!"

Cedric narrowed his eyes. 

"Where is Madeia?"

Emeric coughed. "I don't know. She disappeared."

"You're lying," Cedric hissed.

He grabbed Emeric again, lifting him off the floor by the throat.

"I swear, Cedric...I don't know where she is. No one does."

Cedric dropped him back to the floor and turned to Calistrae, who was standing nearby. She smiled up at him, her expression serene.

"What are we going to do with him, my lord?" she whispered, her voice low and husky with desire.

"We're going to kill him."

Emeric swallowed hard, his hands shaking in fear. He knew he couldn't beat Cedric in a fight, but he wasn't ready to give up.

He jumped to his feet and charged towards Cedric, his fists swinging wildly. But, before he could reach him, Calistrae stepped in front of him and slapped him hard across the face.

Emeric staggered backwards, his jaw throbbing in pain.

She grinned up at him, her eyes blazing with mischief. "Didn't anyone ever tell you not to mess with me?"

"Please...just let me go. I didn't do anything."

Calistrae sighed. "You know, I almost believed you. But, then, you had to go and screw it up."

She nodded at Cedric, and he lunged forward, slamming his fist into Emeric's stomach. He doubled over in pain, gasping for air.

Calistrae pulled a knife from her belt and crouched down next to Emeric, pressing the blade to his throat. He trembled beneath her touch, his eyes filling with tears.

"I'm sorry..." he whimpered. "Just...just don't kill me, please."

"Too late," she hissed.

She slashed the knife across his throat, splitting it wide open. Blood poured from the gash, drenching her hands in crimson.

Emeric gasped, his eyes wide with terror. He collapsed to the ground, his life draining out of him with each passing second.

As he lay dying, he couldn't help but feel relieved. At least he'd gotten something out of this whole ordeal.

He'd found out what Calistrae was up to.

And, he knew that whatever she was planning, it wasn't good.

But, as the darkness consumed him, he couldn't help but think that death may have been preferable to whatever Lilea had in store for them all.

So much for noble intentions.

Part 4

Emeric awoke to find himself lying on a cold stone floor, his body aching and sore. He blinked blearily and rubbed his eyes, trying to get his bearings.

He was in a dungeon, his wrists bound with chains. He struggled to his feet, wincing as he did so. His throat felt raw and painful, and his chest was throbbing with pain.

Had Cedric tortured him?

He stumbled to the iron bars that kept him in and peered out into the hallway beyond. He could hear voices echoing off the walls, but he couldn't make out what was being said.

Suddenly, a door swung open at the far end of the hall, and Emilia, Theodric's stepsister, suddenly appeared. She smiled up at Emeric, her eyes dancing with malice.

"Good to see you again, Emeric."

Emeric swallowed hard. "You're a traitor. You know that, right? You've betrayed your own people."

Emilia grinned. "No one's a traitor if they don't choose sides."

"Then, you're not a true Tirenean anymore. You've gone too far."

She shrugged. "Maybe you're right. But, I'm not worried about it. Not now. Not yet."

Emeric clenched his fists, his face flushing with rage. "What have you done, you bitch? How could you betray Theodric?  The king?  Your husband, lover....brother?"

Emilia smirked. "Theodric will understand."

Emeric's heart skipped a beat. "You know where he is?"

"Oh, I know exactly where he is. And, once he hears what I have to say, he'll be coming back to me in no time. No harm done."

Emeric winced as he watched her walk away, her hips swaying slightly as she left. There was something sinister about her. Something that made him feel uneasy.

How could she have betrayed us all? He wondered.  She'd been loyal to Theodric the whole time!  Even having his baby.... and now, she was ready to switch sides, for what?  All to get more of Cedric's hard dick inside her?

The whore.

Emeric shook his head and collapsed against the iron bars, his body trembling with fear and uncertainty. He didn't know what would happen next, but he knew one thing for sure:

If Emilia managed to bring Cedric back into power, their world would fall into chaos. And, the only way to stop her would be to make her realize how wrong she had been all along.

Which might prove to be a difficult task, considering she had always been right.

And, that meant that he needed to find a way to convince her otherwise.

Emeric closed his eyes, his heart heavy in his chest. He couldn't believe he'd been captured by the enemy. By a woman who had once loved him so dearly.

It was a cruel twist of fate that had him chained to the floor, unable to fight for what was right. But, he wouldn't let it beat him.

He was a survivor.

He had come too far to give up now.

As Emilia disappeared into the darkness, Emeric realized that his only hope lay with a desperate plan. He needed to escape.

No matter what it took.

Part 5

Lilea paced around her throne room, her hands clenched in frustration. She couldn't believe Cedric had gotten away from her. Again.

She turned to Madeia, her most trusted ally, and sighed. "How could you let him slip through your fingers like that?"

Madeia shrugged. "He's clever, my queen. He knows how to avoid us."

Lilea grimaced. "I guess that's why we're losing."

She collapsed onto her throne and rubbed her temples, her mind spinning with possibilities. She had to get Cedric back. He was her last chance at keeping her kingdom intact.

She turned to Madeia and smiled slyly. "There's another way."

"What do you mean?"

Lilea smirked. "Emilia."

Madeia raised an eyebrow. "You want to use her as bait? That could backfire."

"No, no. I have a better idea." She paced a few steps forward, thinking.  "Cedric completely, totally believes you're his ally, right?  He has no reason to question you."

Madeia nodded.

"Good." Lilea tapped her chin. "You need to seduce him. Entice him into revealing his plans to you. Then, when he trusts you, reveal yourself. Betray him. Get him arrested, even."

Madeline stared at her. "That's risky."

Lilea shrugged. "It's worth it."

She grabbed Madeia and pulled her close. "Trust me, my dear. We're going to get our revenge. And, with Emilia's help, we're going to get it done quickly. Just keep your eyes open and wait for my signal."

Madeia nodded and stepped away from the queen, her heart pounding with fear. She knew that this plan could end badly, but she also knew that they had no other options left.

So, if she had to pretend to be Cedric's lover to get what they wanted, then so be it. She would do whatever it took to bring him down.

And, if Emilia had anything to say about it, they would make sure it was the end of him once and for all.

Part 6

Emeric stumbled out into the light, blinking blearily in the brightness. It had been days since he had seen sunlight, and it hurt his eyes to stare into it.

As he glanced around, he realized that he was standing on the edge of a cliff. Below him, the ocean raged against the rocks, crashing against them with ferocity.

He stepped back from the edge, his heart pounding in his chest. His chains rattled as he moved, his wrists raw and bloody from struggling to break free.

He sighed and closed his eyes, tears flowing freely down his face. He had failed. He had tried to escape, but now, he was doomed to die here.

But, just as he was ready to give up, he heard a voice behind him.

Emilia.

She was standing there, watching him, a smile playing across her lips. "Sorry, Emeric. You were too much trouble for us."

Emeric snorted. "You always were a traitor."

She shrugged. "It doesn't matter. None of it matters. Soon, Cedric will be back in power, and we will be one step closer to bringing peace to Tiriene."

Emilia turned to leave, but Emeric lunged for her, his anger rising inside him like a flood. He grabbed her arm and pulled her close, his hand curling around her neck.

"You bitch," he hissed.

She smirked. "Cedric's coming for me. We're going to take you down once and for all."

She wriggled out of his grasp and ran towards the trees, leaving him standing alone, his anger boiling over.

He chased after her, but it was too late. By the time he reached the clearing, she was gone, lost among the trees.

And, with her disappearance, Emeric knew that his only hope had slipped through his fingers.

He collapsed to the ground, his face pressed against the cold earth, his tears soaking into the dirt. He had lost his chance to escape, his chance at freedom.

And, now, he would pay the ultimate price for his failure.

Part 7

As Theodric crouched by the campfire, he couldn't help but feel overwhelmed by everything he had learned. Emilia, his wife and most trusted ally, was a traitor. She was working with the enemy to bring them down.

Theodric shook his head and ran his fingers through his hair, trying to clear his thoughts. He had to focus. He had to get his castle back, no matter what it took.

Suddenly, he heard a rustling in the bushes behind him. He jumped to his feet and grabbed his sword, his heart pounding in his chest. Something had disturbed their hiding place.

As he peered into the darkness, a figure emerged from the trees, stumbling towards him, chains around her wrists.

Emilia.

She dropped to her knees, sobbing, her hair wild and tangled. "Please, my lord, please let me go. I'm your wife. I can explain...."

Theodric reached for his sword, his hands trembling with rage. "I don't want your excuses."  He drew the blade and pressed it against her neck, his breath catching in his throat. "Of all my wives, I never expected it to be you."

She stared up at him, her eyes brimming with tears. "I'm sorry. I didn't want to betray you. But, they have Cedric...."

Theodric shook his head and backed away, his heart pounding in his chest. How could she do this?  How could she betray him?

She scrambled to her feet and ran towards the trees, her hair flying in the wind, her dress whipping around her ankles. She had made a mistake, and now, she needed to fix it before it was too late.

Theodric grabbed her, forcing her to the ground.  "I know what you want, Emilia, what you need.  It's what Cedric used to taint and corrupt you... and now I'll restore you."

He tore her dress open, making her gasp in shock. Then, he bent down and kissed her lips, his hands roaming over her body. She struggled against him, but he was too strong.

"Come on, Emilia. Let me have some fun with you. Just like Cedric did. It's the only way to redeem yourself in my eyes. And, trust me, you don't want to disappoint me."

"Theodric, my lord...what..."

Her large breasts were freed from their confines, and he was quick to lean down and kiss them, taking one turgid nipple into his mouth. She gasped as he licked and nibbled on the sensitive skin, his hands moving to caress her thighs and stomach.

"Please, Theodric, we can't do this, Cedric will..."

He looked up at her with a sneer. "No. You betrayed me, you whore. It's time for you to pay the price."

She tried to fight him off, but he was too strong. She gasped as he pinned her below him, and instinctively arched her back, trying to get him inside her.  His rough treatment was exciting her, even though she tried to deny it.

He growled in her ear, "You love this, don't you? You know that you're not going anywhere. So why don't you stop fighting and submit to me?"

She whimpered, feeling herself become wet with desire. As he pressed himself against her, she couldn't help but feel a spark of electricity rushing through her body.

"Theodric...my love..."

He bit her earlobe. "Oh, I'm not your love anymore. I've heard everything. You chose Cedric instead of me. Now, I have no choice but to punish you."

He leaned in and whispered in her ear, "Now, I am your enemy."

Her eyes widened as he tore open her dress, exposing her naked chest. "No, please don't. We can work something out. I'm sorry."

Theodric laughed. "I think it's too late for that. You've made your choice."

He kissed her hard, his fingers slipping down between her thighs. She shivered with pleasure, despite herself, as he pushed inside her. She felt her body betray her, growing warm and wet beneath his touch.

"Please," she moaned. "Just let me go."

He shook his head, pulling out of her. "No. I want to show you what your new life will be like. What it will feel like to be at my mercy."

With that, he flipped her onto her stomach, pushing her face against the dirt. He held her down with his weight as he pulled his belt loose, and she whimpered as he thrust himself between her thighs, parting them with his hips.

"You don't deserve my kindness," he hissed in her ear. "You don't even deserve this cock."

She groaned as he pushed inside her, taking her from behind. She arched her back, pressing against him, and he slapped her bare bottom, making her squeal.

"You little whore. This is what you wanted, isn't it? You're not just a traitor. You're a slut."

He thrust hard, forcing her deeper onto him, and she moaned as she felt herself growing wetter and wetter. She tried to push him away, but he was too strong.

As she came, she could tell by the look on his face that he was close, too. He growled as he emptied himself inside her, then stood up, pulling his pants back on.

Emilia lay there, panting, the cold air biting at her exposed skin. He left her alone, leaving her to wonder whether or not her punishment had been fair.

***

That night, Emilia lay in bed, staring wide-eyed into the darkness. She knew she'd done wrong, but she also wondered if she hadn't deserved more. Hadn't she betrayed Theodric after all? If she had stayed loyal, would she still have ended up in this situation? Would she ever see her family again?

She sighed, tossing and turning. She knew she should apologize to Theodric, but she hated herself for what she had done. She had brought it upon herself, and now, she was paying the price.

She fell asleep with these thoughts bouncing around her mind. In her dreams she was running through the woods, crying.

***

The next morning, she woke to the sound of voices outside her door. She sat up, rubbing her eyes. She waited for a moment, wondering what could possibly be going on. Then, with a start, she realized that it must be her handmaiden arriving.

She got dressed quickly, then opened the door to find two of Theodric's guards waiting outside. They were both armed; one had a spear, while the other carried an axe.

"What does he want?" asked the axe-wielder. He looked like a farmer, perhaps, with his ruddy cheeks and long, scraggly brown hair.

The spear-man shrugged. "He said you'd be expecting us. He wants to talk to you."

"Talk about what? Why do we have to leave? I thought he—"

"We've been ordered to escort you," the man said. "I don't know why, though. Just follow us."

They led her down the hall to the main entrance where they stopped, waiting. Her heart was pounding in her chest as she watched the door open, and Theodric stepped out. He gave her a small nod, and she saw that he seemed tired. Perhaps the rumors weren't true. Maybe he didn't hate her.

Then, as she walked past him, he grabbed her arm, spinning her around. "You belong to me, Emilia.  Me alone."

"But—"

He squeezed her tight, grabbing hold of her breasts, hard enough to hurt. "You're mine. No one else gets to touch you. Do you understand?"

"Yes! Yes, sir."

She nodded, tears stinging her eyes, feeling his hand leave her breast and slide down to her thigh. He stroked her leg gently as she blushed, and she found herself wishing it was really him touching her instead of the guard. She wanted his hands on her so badly it hurt.

She followed them out, walking slowly along beside them, lost in thought. How many times had she fantasized about having a man like this own her body? To force her to do things she wasn't sure she wanted to do? And yet...

She couldn't deny that she enjoyed being owned. That she liked knowing that no matter how much she tried to resist, he would always win.

Theodric had grown much rougher over the past several months, due to his imprisonment, she guessed.  But also the fact that she had betrayed him. It was part of their game, and she loved playing it.

***

When they reached the bedroom , Theodric handed her something wrapped in cloth. She unwrapped it to find a necklace, ornate and made of gold.

"Thank you," she said, holding it up to admire its beauty.

"It's yours, my dear," he said. "I'll make certain you get paid for your work. I trust you won't betray me again."

"Never," she said, reaching out and taking his hand.

He pressed her into the wall, feeling hard and needful for her again. "I love you, Emilia. I forgive you. But you still need to pay for what you did."

She whimpered. "Whatever you want, sir."

"Good girl," he said, rubbing her breasts.  "Now strip."

She blushed and started to pull her clothes off, her hands shaking. He watched her, his eyes full of lust and anger.

When she was completely naked, she stood there, looking at him. She could feel her heart racing, and her whole body ached for his touch.

"On your knees," he commanded.

She obeyed, kneeling before him, her head bowed low. She knew what was coming next.

He grabbed her roughly by the hair and pulled her head back, forcing her to look at him. His eyes were dark and hungry, and she knew that whatever punishment he had planned for her would not be pleasant.

"I'm going to fuck you now," he growled. "And if you make a sound, I'll punish you."

With that, he took hold of his cock, stroking it hard, his eyes never leaving hers.

"Yes, my lord," she whispered. She was so wet.  His roughness excited her, just as Cedric's had.

He smiled and thrust his cock into her mouth. She gagged slightly, but he didn't stop. He fucked her face hard and fast, his grip tight on her hair, pulling her head back as far as possible.

She gasped and choked, her eyes watering, but still, he kept going.

He was relentless, using her mouth like a toy, forcing her to swallow his entire length. He didn't care about her comfort or safety, and it drove her wild.

After a few minutes, he finally pulled out of her, and she coughed, gasping for air. "Since you've proven to be a whore, Emilia, I'm going to treat you like one."

He forced her over the bed, her legs spread, her ass in the air. She could feel the tip of his cock teasing her entrance.

She wriggled but he held her in place, his hands gripping her hips tightly.

"Beg for my cock, whore."

"Please," she cried. "Please fuck me."

"Beg me."

"Fuck me, please," she sobbed. "Fuck me hard."

He pushed his cock deep inside her, filling her completely. She cried out in pleasure, her body trembling.

He started fucking her, slowly at first, then faster and faster, his fingers digging into her skin. She moaned and writhed beneath him, her body shaking with ecstasy.

"Please," she whimpered. "Please, it's so big..."

He ignored her, keeping his pace steady. She felt like she was going to explode, and when he finally did, she screamed, her orgasm washing over her like a tidal wave.

He didn't stop, though. He kept fucking her, harder and faster, until she was nothing but a limp ragdoll. Finally, Theodric came with a groan, pumping his load deep inside her walls. 

"Thank you," she breathed, barely able to speak. "Thank you, sir."

He grinned, pulling her up and into his arms. "You're mine, Emilia. You'll always be mine. Now, kiss me."

She kissed him deeply, her body still tingling from her climax.

"And now," he said, pushing her to the floor. "You'll pay for your betrayal."

"Sir?"

"On your hands and knees, whore."

She did as he said, getting into position. She had no idea what he had planned, but she knew that she was ready for whatever he had in store.

He walked around behind her, and she could hear the rustle of fabric as he removed his pants. She felt his hand stroke her backside, then his fingers slipping into her wet pussy.

"Please," she murmured. "Please, my lord."

"Shhh," he whispered, his fingers still moving inside her. "Don't speak."

He withdrew his fingers, and she could feel him lining his cock up with her dripping cunt. She braced herself for the penetration, but it never came. Instead, she felt him rubbing his cock up and down her slit, coating himself in her juices.

"Tell me what you want, Emilia," he said, his voice low and husky.

"I want you to fuck me," she replied, her breath quickening.

"Beg for it."

"Please," she begged. "Please, my lord. Please fuck me."

He slid the head of his cock into her, and she moaned.

"Yes, sir," she gasped. "Yes, please."

"You're such a good girl," he whispered, pushing his cock deeper into her.

She arched her back and spread her legs wider, trying to accommodate his size. He was huge, and her pussy was stretched to the limit.

"You like that, don't you?" he said, his voice thick with lust. "You like having your cunt filled with my cock."

"Yes," she moaned, her body trembling. "Yes, sir. I love it."

"You're such a good little whore," he said, sliding his cock in and out of her slowly.

She gasped, her body rocking with each thrust.

"Yes, sir," she cried. "I'm your whore. I'll do anything you want. Please, just fuck me harder."

He chuckled. "As you wish, Emilia."

He began to pound her harder and faster, his cock slamming into her pussy. She cried out, her body shaking with each thrust.

"That's right," he growled. "Scream for me. Scream like the whore you are."

"Oh, god," she moaned. "Yes, sir. Yes, please. Fuck me harder. Fuck me until I break."

"That's right," he grunted. "Beg me for it."

"Please, my lord," she whimpered. "Please, give me everything you've got. Use me. Make me yours."

He fucked her hard and fast, his cock pistoning in and out of her. She cried out, her body shuddering with ecstasy.

"That's it, Emilia," he growled. "Come for me."

She screamed, her body convulsing as she came.

"Good girl," he whispered. "Now, take my seed."

He erupted, pumping his hot cum deep inside her.

"Oh, god," she moaned. "Yes, sir. Thank you, sir."

He stayed buried inside her, his cock twitching as he emptied his load.

"That's a good whore," he said, pulling his cock out of her and slapping her on the ass.

"Thank you, sir," she gasped, collapsing onto the bed.

He smiled and leaned in, kissing her deeply.

"Now," he said, stroking her cheek. "We can begin."

She looked at him, her eyes wide. "Begin?"

He nodded, his hand drifting down to her pussy.

"Oh," she gasped. "I see."

He grinned. "This is only the beginning, Emilia. I have plans for you. Plans that involve a lot more than just fucking."

"Anything you want, sir," she said, spreading her legs for him.

"Good girl," he said, slipping his fingers inside her.

She moaned, her body quivering.

"That's right," he whispered. "You belong to me now. And I'm going to use you any way I want."

"Yes, sir," she breathed. "I'm yours."

"Now," he said, kissing her lips. "Get ready for round two."

Other books you might enjoy:

Kingsley House

Orion’s Genesis

Master of Mothers

See them all here!

Sign up for my mailing list!

cover.jpeg





