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Chapter 1

The great wooden doors, engraved with skeletal figures clutching scales, their pans weighing skulls against feathers, suddenly roared.

The sound rolled through the chamber like a thunderstorm followed by a creak. The doors swung inward, halting halfway open, yet even that was enough for several men to march through shoulder to shoulder.

I did not hesitate.

Hesitation does not befit a Scion.

I stepped forward and entered the nave of the hall.

The sheer space always made me feel insignificant. Even when this place was filled with Scions and petitioners.

A long red carpet stretched ahead, unbroken toward the raised platform at the far end.

The massive white marble pillars that held the ceiling

I didn't look up.

Instead, my gaze was locked on the figure at the end of the red carpet. Standing upon a dais his long white robes reached all the way to the floor like that of a priest.

But he wasn't a priest.

His face was hidden beneath a silver mask that only contained two eye holes. But there was nothing behind them except darkness.

“Come, my Scion,” The voice boomed and then echoed.

He didn't shout. Yet it boomed like thunder.

“Master Archon,” I replied, confidently as I was trained.

“With the Archon of War and the Archon of Desolation absent,” he continued, “dissent grows in the outer territories.”

It was to be expected.

The Overlord had rushed the war across the oceans before consolidating the Empire’s rule at home.

Ambition had outrun stability.

“You understand the implications,” he said.

“Yes, my Archon,” I replied without emotion.

It would have been glorious to serve as a carrier of the Archon of Justice’s will to the newly conquered lands and to stand at the front of a new order, delivering law and judgment to territories freshly brought under the Empire’s banner.

Instead…

It seemed I would be getting my hands dirty.

“In the East,” his voice boomed, though it moderated slightly as he continued, “the vassalised duchies appear to be underpaying taxes and tithes.”

The words echoed across the chamber before fading into silence.

He waited.

Whether it was an invitation for questions or simply a test of initiative was impossible to tell.

“I have heard there were rebel remnants of the old Kingdom,” I replied evenly.

There was no visible reaction. The Archon remained as still as a statue carved from black stone.

Yet the pause that followed told me enough.

“There are signs that the rebels are not having a significant effect on tax collection,” he said at last. “In fact. The delay in suppressing the rebellion alone is suspicious.”

As the Archon paused, I spoke.

“Is my duty to investigate the Dukes?”

For a moment the vast hall remained still.

“You will be dispatched to oversee the suppression of the rebellion,” the Archon replied. His voice remained steady, clear and too loud for a human. “The investigation of treason is to be carried out covertly.”

So that was the shape of it.

“If treason is found,” the Archon continued, “you will enforce justice.”

“If so, then it shall be done.”

My answer came without hesitation.

For a moment, the Archon said nothing.

The silence stretched across the hall.

Then he gave a single, slow nod.

∞∞∞

A column of armored knights rode ahead of the carriage, their lances upright and banners snapping in the wind as they escorted me toward the castle of the Arch-Duke. The Knights served the Overlord but they belonged to the Duchies. And these ones carried the triple crown symbol of their former monarchy now taken by the Arch-Duke.

The road wound slowly upward through the hills, the fortress rising larger with every mile.

Inside the carriage, there were only two guards with me.

They sat opposite one another in stiff silence, their polished breastplates gleaming in the dim light that slipped through the curtained windows. Their swords rested at their sides, but their posture made their purpose obvious.

They were more ceremonial than anything.

The Archon of Justice did not rely on soldiers.

He had enforcers.

We worked best alone anyway.

If the knights outside decided to turn on me, the two guards in the carriage would accomplish very little.

Still, such a thing would be foolish.

Killing a Scion was not something a noble could easily escape. That is, if they could kill me.

In this situation, however, my chances weren’t that great. But perhaps I could take most of them with me.

I leaned back slightly.

Soon enough, I would see what kind of man ruled from those walls.

Beyond the window were, mountains. Lots of mountains. The entire place was surrounded by mountains.

That's what made invading this place hard. If it could hold back the Steel Legion of the Archon of War, they could hold back the capital’s armies. The Dukes' forcing the King to surrender early meant the lands and people didn’t face the desolation.

They say the mountains still have rebels loyal to the old Kingdom.

Some even claimed the rebels were led by one of the royal bloodline itself.

A prince.

Or perhaps a princess.

Stories changed depending on who told them.

The carriage rolled past a walled township, its stone gates standing open as farmers and traders paused to watch the procession pass.

A mile later, another appeared.

And then another.

Small, sturdy settlements clung to the valleys between the mountains, each surrounded by thick walls of rough stone. Watchtowers stood at their corners, and even from the road I could see guards pacing the battlements with spears in hand.

Beyond the towns stretched wide pastures and fields of wheat, golden under the afternoon sun. Farmers worked the land while cattle grazed lazily behind wooden fences, their bells chiming softly whenever they moved.

At first glance, it looked peaceful.

Almost idyllic.

Nothing like the cities of the core.

Beyond the tree line, a wall emerged from the landscape, made from stone, crenellated and manned.

This was, apparently, the jewel of the Duchies. The largest of its cities. The former seat of a fallen kingdom.

I studied it through the carriage window for a moment, then looked away.

By the standards of the core it would have been unremarkable, a regional market town.

The wall that the Duchies seemed so proud of would not have merited a second glance on any of the arterial roads back home. I had grown up within sight of walls that made this one look like a garden partition. The guards up on the battlements, in their slightly mismatched armour, would not have been permitted near the outer gatehouse of the capital, let alone posted upon it.

Nothing impressive. The Duchies were, in this respect, exactly what the maps had suggested.

But the driver made no move toward the gate. He turned the horses and the carriage swung onto a narrower road that curved away from the city entirely, angling toward higher ground.

I leaned to the window again.

The hill had been visible since well before the city walls came into view, a broad, dark shape that pressed up above the rooftops with an authority the city itself entirely lacked

The road that climbed toward its summit was worn smooth by an age of use, the stones dipped slightly in their centres, the verges overgrown and unbothered. Trees leaned close on either side.

I settled back into my seat as the carriage began to climb, the walls of the unremarkable capital shrinking below us, and said nothing.

The climb took the better part of half an hour. Long enough that the road's novelty exhausted itself entirely, replaced by the particular tedium of a carriage on a gradient, the constant low effort of bracing against the seat, the horses' labour audible through the boards, the view from the window nothing but embankment and treeline repeating themselves with minor variations.

I occupied myself with the middle distance and tried not to think about my back.

Then the angle eased. The carriage levelled, the horses' breathing changed, and the quality of light through the window shifted as the trees thinned and opened.

Another wall.

But this was small, more like a palisade of a settlement  but made from stone. No massive guard towers, just a few wooden watchtowers protecting the road.

Beyond it, visible even from the road, the keep.

I had been expecting a castle in the proper sense, something that matched the hill's prominence with towers and curtain walls. What I got was considerably more domestic. The structure was large, certainly and it effortlessly dominated the hilltop.

But its proportions were those of a manor house that had made certain practical concessions to violence rather than a military fortification that had been softened by peacetime comfort.

With a creak, the metal gate opened and the knights escorting us took the lead.

A large garden sprawled between the keep and the walls. But now had the chance to take a good measure of it.

The towers were short and broad. The windows, in the upper storeys at least, were wider than strictly defensible. Someone had added a wing at some point in the past century; the stonework didn't quite match, and the addition had the slightly apologetic quality of all architectural afterthoughts.

A lord's residence. A wealthy one, and an old one, but a residence nonetheless.

The carriage came to a halt in front of the large reinforced wooden door of the manor. The door was wide open, and a crowd had gathered before it.

I wondered how I should approach. Better be friendly than harsh. But a strictness would be necessary. Officially, I am here to fix their failures not to investigate them.

The carriage door opened, letting me a second to peek out.

My boots touched the ground as I stepped forward, and I let my gaze travel slowly across the assembled figures.

At the very front stood the Arch-Duke.

He had the sort of presence that made people straighten their backs without thinking. There was something commanding about him but he did not look like a commander or a warrior. He was a man in his forties, slightly round about the middle, with a face that seemed permanently suspended between charm and corruption. A thin, pale scar crossed his cheek. It was a old would, clearly. But it had stuck around for some reason.

My eyes quickly turned to the Duchess, a woman in her thirties, who radiated much more warmth than the rest. She possessed a round, maternal face and a smile that was easily the kindest in the assembly. But none of that compared to her massive chest, her cleavage rising like twin snow-capped peaks that strained against the delicate lace of her bodice.

It took all of my self-control to resist glancing at it. Her long and thick dress made it hard to guess what was below, but it was obvious she had a feminine hourglass and a massive ass below it.

Behind her was a young girl with the same dark hair as the duchess, hiding behind her mother.

The Arch-Duke didn’t have a male heir, and in the Duchies, primogeniture was patrilineal. Just that one little girl.

I wondered if he cared about her. But her mother seems to be quite protective.

Around them were similarly ostentatious men. One fatter than the Arch-Duke, one thin with long mustache, another balding but with a long beard. And finally, a muscular man in his twenties.  And all four of them stood behind the Arch-Duke.

The Dukes.

Before the conquest, there were seven duchies. Now there were only four. The thing is…that made the survivors even more powerful.

“Why has a Scion been dispatched all the way here from the capital?” The Arch-Duke opened his mouth. His voice was shallower than I expected.

“To oversee the suppression of the rebellion,” I replied trying to maintain a balance between being blunt and cooperative.

“I assure you the rebellion is being dealt with” The Arch-Duke spread his arms wide.

“My duty is simply to observe and report to the Archon. I simply expect your cooperation. That is all,” I tried to reassure them. Going with the judge, jury and executioner was not going to help me.

And it probably worked.

“You can stay in my manor until you are satisfied” The Duke proclaimed loudly, “And you can see our efforts in the service of the Overlord”


Chapter 2

My guards were like statues but not the type that took attention. I paid them no mind. My gaze was fixed beyond the glass.

The capital lay sprawled beneath the hill like a wounded beast too exhausted to die. Streets twisted through it in uneven veins, roofs sagged, and smoke drifted lazily where life still clung. But at its heart there was a giant ruin. A pile of rubble.

Now it was nothing but shattered stone and blackened timber. Torn down so completely that even memory would hesitate to rebuild it.

“Some rebels hide in the city,” the Arch-Duke’s voice came from behind me, smooth and measured, like oil poured over troubled water. “But most have fled to the mountains.”

I turned slowly from the window, leaving the ruin behind, though it lingered in my thoughts like an afterimage burned into the eye.

The table awaited.

A map stretched across it. Duchies bordered in red, cities marked with gold, forts and castles like iron nails hammered into the land. Order imposed on chaos. Or the illusion of it.

My eyes moved across it, but my mind did not follow. Not yet.

They were guiding me. Of that I was certain.

The question was toward what… and away from where?

“There is no indication,” I said at last, my finger tracing a trade road that cut through three provinces, “that the rebels possess the capacity to disrupt tithes on this scale.”

Silence followed, thin and taut.

“We need to pay more for men-at-arms, mercenaries… fortifications…..” the younger Duke blurted, his voice breaking the stillness too quickly, too eagerly.

He froze the moment the words left him.

A flicker of realization crossed his face….he had spoken out of turn. His mouth tightened, and his presence shrank.

The Arch-Duke did not rebuke him.

At least it was clear that Arch-Duke was the absolute power here.

“That is enough for today,” I waved my hand before walking out of the meeting room.

My guards followed me as usual.

Light filled the corridor, the glass windows glowed brightly and the corridor was spacious and clean it felt more like aisle of a church. There were no maids in this area.

Suspicious. Or probably not. It is not unfair to not want potential eavesdroppers walking around the place where the Dukes were gathering.

As I was walking a little girl suddenly appeared.

Followed by a more familiar figure. The Duchess.

She grabbed her

“I want to see the guest!” She yelled, but her mother didn’t allow her to move.

They didn’t realize I was here.

But seeing the Duchess bend over like that gave me a good view of her tits. The Desolate Horde taught that things must be taken or they will be taken.

Duty has its rewards.

The Overlord doesn’t care for when the spoils are taken. It was my duty after all. I wished the Arch-Duke would rebel so I can take her.

It was then she saw me and straightened suddenly.

“Apologies, I didn’t know…”

My gaze locked on to hers. “You never introduced yourself.”

I saw the little shudder of fear.

“You are from one of the monarchist houses.” I quizzed, “Your father refused to surrender and your entire family was punished”

“I had been married off way earlier, and I didn’t…” She began to panic so I placed my hand on her cheek, feeling the softness as I hushed her.

“I am here so that it won’t happen again. Help me, and nothing bad will happen to you or your children.”

As I moved past her, my hand followed, before tracing a line down the curve of her back, feeling the little vibrations of her body.

Everyone and every place has its weakness. And I think I just found the weakness of this place and her weakness as well.

∞∞∞

She pushed the little girl back to her room and told the maids not to let her out and keep her away from the Scion.

She had seen what the Overlords' displeasure could bring. It was the Scions that pronounce the judgments in the name of the Overlord. One order and everyone in the entire place would be executed.

One proclamation, and her father, sisters, brothers, and nephews were all gone.

She didn’t know what her husband was doing for a Scion to visit the Duchy again.

But this Scion was younger; his gaze pierced into her soul and even thinking of it made her shudder in fear…or was it something else.

She descended the staircase without haste, one gloved hand grazing the banister as if steadying more than her balance.

Below, the courtyard there were horses stamping, wheels grinding over stone, liveried servants darting between shadows. A line of carriages rolled through the gates in slow procession, lacquered panels catching the last light like dark mirrors.

So the court dissolved as quietly as it had gathered.

At the far end of the courtyard, her husband stood watching them go, hands clasped behind his back. He did not turn when she approached. Not until her presence settled beside him like a question.

“Are the Dukes gone?”

Her voice was soft, but it cut cleanly through the noise.

He turned then.

There it was…that smile. Not warmth, not relief. Something sharper. A private satisfaction that did not extend to her.

“They are returning to take care of their domains,” he said.

Simple. Practiced.

She exhaled, the breath leaving her more heavily than she intended. Relief came, but it did not settle. It hovered, uncertain, like a bird unwilling to land.

Her gaze flicked once more to the departing carriages, then back to him.

“Why is a Scion here?”

For a moment, he did not answer. His eyes lingered on the gates as they closed, sealing the last of the procession beyond the walls. Only then did he speak.

“He said it himself, didn’t he?” A faint shrug followed, casual to the point of dismissal. “Why ask me? It’s just the Archaon, worried about the rebels. We will deal with them soon, and he will be gone.”

The words slid into place as if prepared in advance.

She felt it then, that tightening in her chest. Something she was not meant to see.

But she had never been one to look away.

“Did you,” she began, stepping closer, her voice lowering, sharpening, “or the other Dukes do anything… or are you planning something without me?”

His expression changed.

Not dramatically. Not enough for a careless eye to notice. But she saw it.

“That,” he said, each word deliberate, stripped of warmth, “is none of your business, woman.”

The courtyard noise seemed to dull, as though the world itself leaned back from the edge of his tone.

She did not look up.

Had she done so, she might have seen them.

Eyes, high above, half-hidden in the shadowed gallery that overlooked the court. Still. Patient. Watching.

Listening.

Every word. Every pause. Every fracture in tone.

But she walked on, unaware, her footsteps echoing faintly against the stone as the great doors closed behind her.

Above, the watchers did not move. Not yet.

The last of the carriages disappeared beyond the gates. The iron bars groaned shut. And the sun began its descent, bleeding gold into red, red into something darker.

By dusk, the pieces were no longer scattered.

They had been placed.

The game, long in motion, had found its shape.

She reached her chambers as the first shadows stretched long across the corridors. The servants had already lit the lamps; warm light filled the corridors.

Her bedroom welcomed her with silence.

It was not the comforting kind, not the gentle hush of rest.

The bed stood at the center like a monument: vast, ornate, almost ceremonial in its construction. Its carved frame caught the dying light in delicate ridges, and the embroidered sheets lay smooth and untouched, too perfect to belong to anyone living.

Too large.

She had always known it, but tonight the scale of it pressed in on her differently, as if the room had expanded just slightly to emphasize her solitude.

She moved slowly across the floor, the hem of her gown whispering against her legs. Her fingers found the carved wood of the bedpost, tracing its familiar patterns

It grounded her, briefly, in something tangible. Something that did not shift when spoken to.

Her husband would not come.

He never did.

Work, he would say. Always work. Endless matters of the duchy, growing heavier by the season, more urgent with every passing week. Duties that demanded him elsewhere, always elsewhere, always beyond reach.

Always something more important.

She exhaled softly and lowered herself onto the edge of the bed. The mattress gave beneath her like a reluctant sigh. Her nightgown was thin to the point it was almost transparent in the lamplight and it clung lightly to her skin, but even its softness could not ease the heaviness settling over her.

Tonight, everything felt heavier.

Even thought.

Her mind drifted, unwillingly, back to the afternoon.

Was that why his work had increased?

Was that why he was always gone now?

Her fingers tightened faintly against the bedsheet.

Outside, the last strip of sunlight slipped beneath the horizon. The room dimmed with it, shadows stretching long and thin across the floor like quiet intruders.

Then—

A knock.

Not loud. Not hurried.

Just precise enough to be certain.

She froze.

∞∞∞

The door opened smoothly, without the faintest protest of hinges, as though it had been waiting for this moment and accepted it without question.

“Good afternoon,” I said.

Inside, two round eyes appeared first.

“What are you doing here?” The Duchess staggered back a half-step before catching herself. A flicker of instinct crossed her face. Then, as if remembering who she was, she smoothed it over, straightened her posture, and added more carefully, “Do you wish for anything?”

“Yes,” I replied. My voice did not rise or soften. It simply arrived, fully formed. “I need to discuss something. It is urgent.”

Her gaze tightened. Suspicion came before courtesy this time, uninvited but impossible to hide.

“My husband… the Arch-Duke is not here.”

A pause.

The room behind her felt suddenly larger than it should have. Too quiet. Too staged.

“I know,” I said.

Her brows drew together slightly, confusion slipping through the careful mask she wore.

“That is why I am here.”

The words settled between us without urgency, without force. Yet they changed the shape of the space all the same.

For a moment, she did not respond. Only the faint rustle of fabric marked her stillness, the subtle shift of someone recalculating a situation they thought they understood.

Somewhere deeper in the corridor, the estate remained silent.

But silence, I had learned, was rarely empty.

I took the initiative and pushed inside. She staggered back a step as I eased the door shut behind me, the latch clicking into place with an unsettling finality.

“What are you… doing?” she asked. Her voice started low but sharpened on the last word, panic threading through it like a live wire. The question cut through the dim room, as if simply naming the wrongness of the situation could somehow pull it back under her control.

I froze.

The sudden sight of her in nothing but a thin nightdress had struck me like a physical blow. The fabric was delicate, almost translucent in the low lamplight, clinging softly to her body before flowing outward in gentle waves. It revealed far more than it concealed.

She was all soft, overflowing curves, plump and ripe. Her massive breasts rose and fell with each quick, shallow breath, like two sacks filled with water and her nipples faintly pressed against the gown. Her waist curved inward before exploding into wide, generous hips that were asking to be gripped. And her thick thighs could suffocate a man between them.

This was the body I’d only fantasized about beneath that heavy, modest dress she’d worn all day. Now it was exposed. My gaze dragged over every inch of her: the deep valley of her cleavage, the gentle roll of her belly, the way her wide hips flared out, promising the kind of softness a man could lose himself in for hours.

She hadn’t realized yet just how revealing the nightdress had become in this light. Or maybe the panic surging through her veins had pushed every other thought aside. Her eyes were locked on me, wide and glistening, chest heaving as the tension thickened between us like smoke.

“My room is probably made so they can spy on me,” I explained calmly, as though discussing an inconvenient architectural flaw rather than treachery woven into stone and wood. “My guards are still there, making them think I am asleep. So instead, I will discuss things in your room.”

For a moment, she did not move.

The words settled slowly, each one finding its place too deliberately in her understanding. Her eyes searched my face as if expecting irony, or a mistake, or at least the courtesy of hesitation.

There was none.

“You think your own chambers are being watched?” she said at last, quieter now.

“I don’t think,” I replied. “I assume.”

Her posture shifted slightly, the first instinctive step away from fear toward calculation.

“And you chose my room,” she said, “because you believe it is safer?”

“Because it is not where I am expected to think,” I corrected.

That seemed to land harder than anything else I had said.

“What if my husband comes… what will he…” she began, the words catching over themselves as her composure faltered.

“He won’t.”

I cut across her before the thought could fully form, my voice quiet but certain.

The certainty unsettled her more than the interruption.

She stared at me, searching for doubt or hesitation.

But there was none.

“He hasn’t come to sleep with you in many days, has he?”

This time, the silence that followed was not shared.

It belonged entirely to her.

The question struck cleanly, too precise to dismiss as guesswork. Her breath hitched, just slightly, and though her expression tried to hold, something beneath it shifted.

“You presume much,” she said at last, but the strength in it rang hollow.

“I observe,” I replied.

Her gaze faltered, just for a moment…a fleeting crack in the careful mask she wore. Then she turned away sharply, as if the plain white wall across the room had suddenly become the most fascinating thing in the world.

She didn’t realize what she had done.

The movement pulled the thin nightdress tight across her hips, the soft fabric clinging like a second skin before it flared outward. Two perfect, rounded globes rose proudly beneath the material, full and firm, the generous curves catching the warm glow of the bedside lamp. The light poured through the sheer weave, turning the gown nearly translucent.

Every subtle shift of her weight revealed the smooth, bare skin underneath, no underwear, nothing to hide the lush, intimate shape of her. The cleft between those luscious cheeks was faintly visible as a shadowed valley, the fabric tracing the generous swell before dipping teasingly inward.

She stood there, unknowingly presenting herself to me. The rounded undersides of her ass caught the illumination especially well, glowing with a soft, golden sheen that highlighted the flawless texture of her skin.

I didn’t speak. I simply let my eyes trace every curve, every soft contour, drinking in the sight of her like a man dying of thirst. The elegant line of her back, the dramatic flare of her hips, the way the fabric whispered against her thighs… it was all there for me, whether she knew it or not.

And for one long, suspended moment, I let myself enjoy the gift she had unwittingly given.

“You are here to investigate my husband, aren’t you?” she asked, still facing away, her voice steadier now…but only just.

“If I say yes,” I replied, “would you tell the Arch-Duke?”

“Would that mean I share his punishment?” she said, the words slipping out before she could restrain them. “If my husband has committed a crime… then all of us will die. I know it…”

Her voice wavered, cracking at the edges, as though something long buried had finally been forced into the open. She stood rigid, back still turned, as if turning to face me would make it all real.

That wouldn’t do.

I approached her slowly, giving her time to sense me rather than be startled by me. When my hands came to rest on her shoulders, steady but gentle enough not to threaten.

She tensed at first.

Then held still.

“What happened to your birth family,” I said quietly, “will not happen to this one.”

That struck deeper than anything else.

I felt it in the way her shoulders tightened, in the faint hitch of her breath. The past was not as distant as she pretended.

Carefully, I turned her toward me.

Not forcefully,  until she had no choice but to meet my gaze.

“You’re afraid,” I said, not unkindly. “Not of me. Of what you already suspect.”

The room seemed smaller now, the silence more focused, as though even the walls were listening.

“And that,” I added, “is why I came to you.”

I slowly brought her closer until her massive tits pushed against my chest like pillows. I could smell her floral scent made from roses and something citric.

My arms moved like snakes, smooth and inevitable, drawing her into my embrace before she could change her mind. She came willingly enough, though her body remained stiff with uncertainty. The instant she was within reach, my hands took full advantage of the privilege. I slid them down the elegant curve of her back, feeling the feminine softness of her waist, the flare of her hips, until my palms cupped the generous, bare cheeks of her ass.

God, she felt even better than she looked, all plush and warm under my fingers. I gave a slow, deliberate squeeze, savoring the weight and softness of those perfect globes, letting my thumbs trace the lower curve where ass met thigh. The thin fabric was no barrier at all; it only heightened the intimacy.

Benefits of duty, I thought with dark satisfaction.

As she pressed closer, her breasts brushing against my chest, I leaned in until my lips brushed the shell of her ear and whispered, low and rough:

“I am Judge, Jury, and Executioner.”

I felt the words hit her like a physical blow. A violent shudder ran through her entire body, her breath catching sharply in her throat. Her fingers clutched at my shirt, knuckles whitening.

Then my hands began to move again, slower this time, more possessive. My fingers traced the lush curves of her ass with deliberate care, mapping every inch, gently kneading the supple flesh. She shivered again, but this time it was different: deeper, involuntary, a tremor born of long-denied hunger rather than fear alone.

A woman untouched in a very long time.

I could feel it in the way her body betrayed her, how her hips twitched ever so slightly toward my touch, how her breathing had grown shallow and uneven.

“But I will protect you,” I murmured against her ear, my voice velvet over steel, “and your daughter… perhaps even save your husband in a way.”

She remained silent, but her body told me everything I needed to know. The delicate trembling, the way she didn’t pull away, the subtle arch of her back that pressed her ass more firmly into my palms.

She was already beginning to surrender.

I pushed her gently but firmly toward the bed. She yielded without resistance, the backs of her knees hitting the edge of the mattress. With a soft gasp, she sat down, the thin nightdress riding up her thighs as she settled onto the sheets. I loomed over her, tall and unyielding, my shadow swallowing her smaller frame. The lamplight painted golden highlights across her flushed skin and the generous curves still tingling from my touch.

“Now,” I said, my voice low and commanding, “what do you know about your husband’s plans?”

Her eyes darted away, lashes fluttering. “Nothing… He never tells me anything.”

I studied her for a long moment, watching the rapid rise and fall of her chest, the way her fingers twisted nervously in the fabric pooled in her lap. Then I reached down, catching her chin between my thumb and forefinger, tilting her face upward with deliberate care. Her wide eyes met mine, vulnerable and glistening. My gaze pierced into hers, searching, demanding truth.

“I believe you,” I replied softly, though the steel beneath my words remained unmistakable.

Her lips parted slightly, but no sound came out. The sweet floral-citrus scent of her, roses and bright lemon, rose between us, warmer now, laced with the faint musk of her growing arousal.

I kept my fingers under her chin, holding her in place. “If your husband is acting against the Overlord,” I continued, my tone measured and dark, “will you help me stop him?”

A visible tremor ran through her. She swallowed hard, the delicate column of her throat working. Her voice came out small, barely above a whisper.

“Will he be killed?”

I let the silence stretch for a heartbeat, letting the weight of the question settle between us. My thumb brushed slowly across her lower lip, feeling its softness, before I answered.

“If he can be stopped before he does something stupid… then his life could be spared.”

Her breath hitched sharply, a fragile sound that cut through the heavy silence between them.

I studied her face with predatory patience, watching the storm of emotions collide behind her wide eyes. Raw fear for her husband. Sharper, more visceral terror for her daughter. And beneath it all was something far more dangerous and forbidden.

A flicker of dark curiosity.

A long-buried hunger stirring to life.

She didn’t answer immediately. Instead, her gaze betrayed her. It dropped from my eyes to the hard planes of my chest, lingering there for a heartbeat too long, then drifted lower still, tracing the lines of my body with unconscious hunger before she wrenched it back up to my face. A deep, guilty flush bloomed across her cheeks and spread down her neck, staining her pale skin like spilled wine.

The dutiful wife was losing ground.

Beneath the carefully maintained mask of marital loyalty, the untouched woman was awakening.

Slowly, reluctantly, but undeniably.

Years of quiet neglect, of routine touches that satisfied duty but never desire, had left her starved. Now that starvation was gnawing at its chains, and I could see the exact moment she felt it. The subtle parting of her lips. The quickening rise and fall of her breasts. The way her fingers tightened around the fabric of her skirt as if clinging to the last threads of her virtue.

I could see the war raging inside her: loyalty versus longing, shame versus temptation, fear versus the intoxicating pull of the unknown. It was a beautiful, fragile thing.

And I intended to shatter it.

I leaned in just enough for her to feel the heat of my presence without quite touching her, my voice a low, velvet murmur. “You don’t have to say it aloud. Your body is already speaking for you.”

Before she could respond, the heavy clatter of boots echoed from the corridor outside, accompanied by the harsh jangle of armor and weapons.

I turned toward the door, my fingers already tracing the glowing sigils in the air with practiced ease. Azure threads of power shimmered into existence around my hand as I prepared an offensive lightning spell should anyone be foolish enough to interrupt.

A sergeant’s voice barked from beyond the thick oak door, rough and authoritative:

“If you see the Scion walking around, warn immediately! Do not engage. Report his location at once!”

The sound of marching feet faded down the hall.

A slow, dangerous smile curved my lips as I let the half-formed spell dissipate with a soft crackle of discharging mana.

“It seems your husband doesn’t want me snooping around,” I said, turning back to her with dark amusement. “I wonder… what exactly does he have to hide from me?”

“But that means I am going to be stuck here for the night,” I said, letting my voice drop into a low, deliberate drawl. “And I’ll need a proper night’s rest. Tomorrow I will accompany your husband to oversee the rebel suppression.”

Her eyes widened slightly at the casual reminder of her husband’s absence. She shifted on the edge of the bed, her fingers twisting nervously in the folds of her skirt. The mention of the coming military action seemed to pull her back toward duty for a moment.

Her gaze flicked toward the heavy oak door, then back to me. “But… what if he comes back at night?” she mumbled, her voice barely above a whisper. A fresh flush crept up her neck and bloomed across her cheeks, turning her skin a delicate rose.

I stepped closer, close enough that she had to tilt her head to meet my eyes. A slow, knowing smile curved my lips.

“I know he won’t.”

Her breath caught. She searched my face, looking for any trace of doubt, but found none. The silence stretched, thick with unspoken implications.

I moved back to the heavy oak door and traced and placed a rune sigil on the handle.  Azure light flared briefly upon the rune.

“This will warn us if anyone comes,” I said calmly, my voice low and steady.

When I turned around, she was still sitting on the edge of the large bed, her hands clasped tightly in her lap. Her eyes widened as I reached up and unfastened the outer robes of my Scion’s garb. The heavy fabric slid from my shoulders and pooled at my feet, leaving me in only the thin, black undershirt and trousers.

I gripped the hem of the shirt and pulled it slowly over my head.

The moment the fabric cleared my torso, her gaze dropped and locked onto my bare chest. Her lips parted. For several long seconds, she couldn’t look away.

Hard, sculpted muscle greeted her hungry stare, years of brutal training and dangerous magic etched into every line. Defined pectorals, sharp ridges of abdominals, and the deep V that disappeared beneath the waistband of my trousers. A few faint scars crossed my skin like pale lightning, only adding to the dangerous beauty of my body.

Her breath hitched audibly. A fresh wave of crimson flooded her cheeks and traveled down her neck. She tried to look away, but her eyes kept drifting back, tracing the contours of my abs with blatant fascination. The untouched wife had clearly never seen a man built like this up close. Her husband was softer. Safer. Older.

This… this was something else entirely.

“So,” I said, my voice dropping into a darker, more intimate register as I took a slow step toward her, “where shall the lady let me sleep?”

The question hung between us, deceptively innocent, yet loaded with intent. I stopped just short of the bed, close enough that she could feel the heat radiating from my skin. Her eyes were still glued to my torso, her chest rising and falling faster now.

I moved back to the heavy oak door and traced a complex rune into the air with two fingers. Azure light flared briefly before sinking deep into the wood, sealing the chamber with a soft, pulsing ward.

“This will warn us if anyone comes,” I said calmly.

When I turned around, the Duchess was still sitting tensely on the edge of the large bed, her hands clasped tightly in her lap. I gripped the hem of my undershirt and pulled it slowly over my head, baring my torso completely.

The moment my chest and abs came into view, her gaze locked onto me. Her lips parted in a silent inhale as she stared at the hard, sculpted ridges of muscle. A fierce blush flooded her cheeks and traveled down her neck.

She couldn’t look away.

“So,” I said, my voice dropping into a darker, more intimate register as I took a slow step toward her, “where shall the lady let me sleep?”

The question hung heavy between us. I stopped just short of the bed, close enough for her to feel the heat radiating from my bare skin. Her eyes remained glued to my torso, her chest rising and falling faster with each shallow breath.

“I… I don’t…” she stammered, her voice barely a whisper. Her thighs pressed together unconsciously beneath her gown. “You can take the floor… or the couch… or beside me… but don’t get close to me!”

I tilted my head, a slow smile curving my lips at her weak attempt to set boundaries.

“I’m not interested in the floor or the couch,” I murmured softly. “And neither are you.”

She swallowed hard. Her fingers trembled as she gripped the bedsheets. The air in the chamber had grown thick, heavy with the scent of burning candles and rising tension. She looked up at my face for a fleeting moment, then helplessly back down to my abs, as if the sight of them had short-circuited her ability to think clearly.

“I’m a married woman,” she breathed, though the protest sounded weak even to her own ears.

“You are,” I agreed, stepping even closer until my knees nearly brushed against hers. “But right now, you’re looking at me like a woman who’s been starving for a very long time.”

Her breathing grew shallow. Shame and desire warred openly across her flushed face. One of her hands lifted slightly from the bed, hovering inches from my stomach as if aching to touch the hard ridges of muscle before her, before she caught herself and clutched it back against her chest.

I reached down and gently caught her chin with my fingers, tilting her face up so she had no choice but to meet my eyes.

She didn’t speak.

Instead, her gaze dropped once more to my bare torso, lingering on the sharp, defined lines of my abs with open longing. Her tongue darted out to wet her suddenly dry lips.

The war inside her was almost over.

Her eyes stayed locked on my abs.

“I will be staying on your bed, tonight” I whispered.

A soft, broken whimper escaped her throat.

That needy little sound sent heat surging through me.

“But…but don’t get too close,” she murmured.

“I promise”


Chapter 3

The bed was beyond comfortable, like sleeping on a cloud with just enough firmness to hold my weight. Such is the nature of a Scion’s duty, we rarely get to sleep in comfort despite all the power and authority we wield. Yet right now, comfort was the last thing on my mind.

The lamp went out, but I could still see the Duchess’s voluptuous silhouette facing me. The juicy thickness made me want to spoon her from behind, but I had to control myself.

I forced my eyes shut, jaw clenched, breathing deliberately slow and deep.

Control. Always control.

My Micro-sleeps during carriage rides and in my room gave me enough energy to see through the entire night. But a full night’s sleep in such comfort was good to have.

The luxurious bed creaked softly, a subtle protest of fine wood and down-filled mattress as weight moved across it. Then came the warmth off something soft and plush pressing gently against my side. A slow, deliberate roll of feminine curves that molded against my body with silken heat.

My eyes snapped open just a fraction, Scion instincts keeping my breathing even, my body perfectly still. Through the veil of near-darkness, I saw her.

The Duchess had turned toward me. She was awake.

Moonlight kissed the pale expanse of her skin, turning her into a living sculpture of temptation. Her nightgown had slipped further down one shoulder, barely containing the gigantic breasts. Those magnificent globes moved with each breath, the deep valley between them dark and inviting. Her thick thighs had shifted closer, one knee brushing lightly against my leg as she closed the remaining distance.

And her hand...

Her fingers were warm, soft as she traced a slow, exploratory path across my bare chest. The touch was feather-light at first, almost hesitant, as if testing whether I was truly asleep. Then it grew more confident. Her fingertips glided over the hard ridges of muscle, circling one nipple before drifting lower, following the trail of dark hair that disappeared beneath the sheet.

A shiver of raw pleasure raced down my spine. My cock, already half-interested from earlier, surged to full, aching hardness in an instant, straining painfully against the thin fabric that covered me.

She didn’t stop.

Her palm flattened against my abdomen, feeling my abs one by one and then slid lower, dangerously close to the edge of the sheet. The juicy thickness of her body pressed more firmly against my side now, her heavy breast pillowing softly against my ribs, the hardened peak of her nipple brushing my skin through the silk. I could feel the heat radiating from between her thighs where they rested against my hip.

She thought I was a sleep and took the chance to touch my body.

In an instant, my control shattered.

My hand shot out like a striking viper, fingers wrapping firmly around her wrist before she could venture any deeper. With a single powerful motion, I rolled and pulled her beneath me.

The Duchess gasped sharply as her voluptuous body was flipped onto her back, sinking deep into the cloud-like mattress like a giant, luxurious pillow. Her heavy breasts bounced wildly from the sudden movement, barely contained by the slipping silk nightgown. Those thick, juicy thighs parted instinctively as I came crashing down on top of her, my much larger frame pinning her soft, yielding curves firmly into the bed.

Before the surprised cry could escape her lips, I sealed my mouth over hers in a fierce, demanding kiss.

Her body stiffened beneath me in momentary panic, a muffled sound vibrating against my lips. Her lips were plump and full just liker her body and I swallowed it whole, kissing her harder, deeper, my tongue boldly pushing past her parted lips to claim her mouth.

For one breathless second, she remained frozen, her full breasts heaving rapidly against my chest, her thick hips trapped beneath my weight. Then the tension in her body melted. A soft, needy whimper escaped into my mouth as her free hand flew up to clutch at my shoulder, nails digging into my skin.

I broke the kiss just enough to growl against her swollen lips, my voice low and rough with barely restrained lust.

"Quiet," I warned, my breath hot against her cheek. "Or the Guards will rush inside."

Her wide eyes stared up at me in the darkness, gleaming with a heady mix of shock, fear, and something far more dangerous….burning desire. Her chest rose and fell rapidly, those magnificent breasts pressing rhythmically against me with every panting breath. I could feel the scorching heat of her core radiating through the thin fabric where my throbbing hardness now rested heavily between her plush thighs.

She didn’t scream.

Instead, her hips gave the smallest roll upward, grinding herself against my aching cock.

A wicked smile curved my lips as I looked down at the flushed, voluptuous maternal beauty trapped deliciously beneath me.

She was too turned on to resist.

She was too horny to say no.

A little kiss on her neck was enough to make shudder. Another made a purr. And when I started moving down she began squirming and moaning.

I pulled down her gown, unveiling her humongous tits. A kiss on the slopes of the mountain as I slowly climbed the top.

I felt her nipples like a large plum. Without a second second my lips enveloped them, sucking them in to my mouth.

“Aahhhhh…!”

She moaned louder, filling the large and dark room.

Even in the darkness with only the moonlight to illuminate her silhouette, she looked delicious, squishable, and breedable. Why the Arch-Duke has not made more children was beyond me.

My hand squished her other tit, fingers sinking into her soft, feminine fat before I released her nipple with a wet pop, leaving it swollen and shining, and looked down at her flushed face. Her lips were parted, eyes half-lidded with lust, chest heaving so violently that her massive tits bounced enticingly with every gasp.

My hands moved down, grabbing the hem of her nightie, and kept lifting it until the nightgown was crumpled just beneath her heavy breasts, fully exposing her from the waist down. Her wide hips and thick thighs framed her soaked cunt perfectly, making her look even more ripe and breedable than before.

The Duchess let out a shaky, embarrassed whimper, her hands instinctively moving to cover herself, but I caught both wrists in one hand and pinned them above her head with ease.

“Don’t,” I growled, my voice low and commanding. “I want to see all of you.”

My free hand roamed downward, palm gliding possessively over the soft curve of her belly, then lower, until my fingers brushed teasingly along the slick, heated folds of her pussy. She was dripping. The wet heat radiating from her core made my cock throb painfully against her thigh.

“Look at this,” I murmured, as I spread her lips open with two fingers, exposing her swollen clit and tight entrance. “Already so wet for me… like a bitch in heat.”

“Don’t call me that!” She moaned even as her pussy glistened under the moonlight. Her hips bucked involuntarily at my teasing. Her massive breasts heaved with every ragged breath, nipples still glistening from my earlier attention.

I leaned down, my large hands sliding possessively over her body until my fingers sank deep into the soft, yielding flesh of her thick thighs. Her skin was fever-hot and incredibly plush, the kind of generous thickness that dimpled beautifully under my grip. With effortless strength, I pushed her legs apart, spreading her wide open beneath me.

She gasped, her breath hitching as her thick thighs were forced outward, fully exposing her glistening pussy to my hungry gaze. Her plump folds parted slightly, revealing the slick, pink inner flesh that was already dripping with arousal. The sweet, musky scent of her ticked my senses.

A second later, I dropped lower, settling my shoulders between her spread thighs. Without any warning or teasing, I buried my face into her soaked cunt.

My tongue dragged slowly and deliberately up the entire length of her wet entrance in one long, lewd stroke,  from the tight ring of her pussy all the way up to her swollen clit.

She tasted divine: hot, sweet, and intoxicatingly feminine. I groaned deeply against her folds, the vibration traveling straight into her core as I licked her again, slower this time, savoring every drop of her slick nectar.

“What are you— Aaahh—!”

Her moan came out broken and far too loud, echoing through the moonlit chamber. Her hips jerked violently upward, but my strong hands held her thick thighs pinned firmly to the bed, keeping her spread and helpless as I devoured her.

I licked her with long, hungry strokes, flattening my tongue to cover as much of her dripping slit as possible before circling the sensitive nub of her clit. Every time I flicked over that swollen pearl, her entire voluptuous body shuddered, her heavy breasts jiggling with the force of her trembling.

Her hands flew down, fingers tangling desperately in my hair as she writhed beneath my mouth.

“Oh gods…!” she whimpered, her voice thick with lust and embarrassment. “That’s… that’s so good!”

I didn’t stop. Instead, I sealed my lips around her clit and sucked gently, then harder, all between the relentless assault of my tongue on her soaked entrance. The wet, obscene sounds of my mouth feasting on her pussy filled the room, but were no match for her moans.

Her hands thrashed the bed as she moaned, crying out louder and louder in pleasure.

Her juices flooded my mouth, carnal flavours overrunning my taste buds. Her moans only grew to the point I feared that someone would come crashing in, but my entire body was burning with desire to the point I couldn’t give a damn about getting caught.

A sudden, violent wave of shudders ripped through her voluptuous body.

The Duchess howled, a raw, broken cry of ecstasy that tore through the dark chamber and echoed off the walls. Her back arched sharply off the bed, massive breasts thrusting upward as her entire frame convulsed beneath me. Her thick thighs clamped around my head like a vice, trembling uncontrollably as the orgasm crashed over her.

She thrashed wildly, hips bucking and grinding desperately against my mouth while her fingers twisted painfully in my hair, pulling me harder into her flooding cunt.

Her pussy turned into a gushing spring.

Hot, sweet nectar flooded my mouth in pulses, squirting against my tongue with every spasm of her inner walls. I drank her down greedily, refusing to pull away even as her juices overflowed, coating my lips, chin, and jaw in a slick, glistening mess.

Pure liquid lust straight from her core.

“Mmmph!” I groaned deeply into her spasming folds, the vibration only prolonging her climax as I continued licking and sucking through her orgasm, milking every last drop from her twitching pussy.

Her cries grew higher, more desperate, turning into broken sobs of pleasure. “Ahh—! Gods… I’m cumming! I can’t— ahhhhh!”

Her soft belly quivered, her heavy breasts bounced violently with every shuddering breath, and her thick thighs shook around my shoulders as wave after wave of intense pleasure tore through her. Fresh gushes of her warm nectar kept pouring into my mouth, dripping down my throat, soaking the sheets beneath her plump ass.

She looked utterly ruined…flushed, trembling, and deliciously breedable with a animalistic bliss on her once regal and maternal face.

I didn’t stop.

Even as her orgasm began to ebb, I kept my tongue moving in slow, lazy strokes over her hypersensitive clit, drawing out every last tremor until she was whimpering, twitching, and gasping for mercy beneath me.

Only then did I finally lift my head from between her soaked thighs, my face shiny and dripping with her cum. I looked down at the wrecked, panting Duchess with dark satisfaction, my cock aching and rock-hard, throbbing angrily against her inner thigh.

Her eyes were glassy, half-lidded with lingering pleasure, chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath.

I smirked, slowly dragging my tongue across my lips, savoring the last traces of her sweet, sticky nectar. The taste of her orgasm still coated my tongue, rich and addictive.

“Now now…” I whispered, my voice low and rough with barely contained hunger. “We need to finish this properly.”

The Duchess lay beneath me, chest heaving, her voluptuous body still trembling with aftershocks. Her eyes were glassy, cheeks flushed deep crimson, and her soaked pussy continued to twitch visibly between her spread thighs.

I leaned closer, my lips brushing against the shell of her ear as I gave my command:

“Get on all fours.”

She hesitated for half a breath, a flicker of nervous excitement flashing across her face. But the raw authority in my tone left no room for disobedience. With a shaky whimper, she obeyed.

The Duchess slowly rolled over, her thick, plush body moving with sensual heaviness. I watched greedily as she rose onto her hands and knees, that magnificent ass rising high into the air. Her heavy breasts hung pendulously beneath her, swaying with every movement, nipples still hard and glistening from my earlier attention. The wide, fertile curve of her hips and the full, juicy globes of her ass presented themselves like an offering.

She looked breathtakingly lewd with her thick thighs slightly parted, her dripping pussy and tight little asshole fully exposed to me in the moonlight. Her ass cheeks were so plump and soft they jiggled slightly with every nervous shift of her weight. A thin, shiny trail of her cum had already begun dripping down her inner thigh.

I knelt behind her, running my hands possessively over the generous flesh. My fingers sank deep into her ass cheeks, spreading them wider apart so I could admire the way her swollen, well-eaten pussy glistened invitingly.

“That’s it,” I growled in approval, my voice dark and thick with lust. “Arch your back more. Present that pretty cunt to me like a good little Duchess.”

She obeyed with a soft, embarrassed moan, lowering her chest further toward the bed and pushing her ass higher. The position made her look even more breedable.

My rock-hard cock throbbed, the thick head already leaking precum as I positioned myself behind her. I dragged the heavy length of my shaft slowly between her slick folds, coating myself in her wetness, teasing her entrance without pushing in just yet.

I leaned over her back, one hand gripping her hip while the other reached beneath to squeeze one heavy, hanging breast.

“Such a perfect breeding position,” I teased her.

“Don’t do inside me…” She begged feebly, her voice dripping with desire.

A loud slap replied as my hand crashed against her massive ass, sending waves over the mountains.

“Did you say you don’t want it?” I

I pulled back my rod, letting it slowly rub on the petals of her pussy as it retreated.

“No..I..didn’t,” She murmured but that was not enough.

Another slap came crashing down on her ass.

“Louder!” I yelled.

“I didn’t say it!” She yelled desperately.

“Then tell me what you want!”

Another loud slap cracked the air, leaving a bright red mark that was visible even in the dim moonlight.

“I want your cock in me! I want to get FUCKED!” She cried out as she pushed her ass back toward me desperately, shaking those thick, reddened cheeks like a bitch in heat begging to be mated. Her soaked pussy clenched visibly, fresh juices dripping down her thighs as she arched her back deeper, presenting her dripping cunt even more obscenely.

In reply, I grabbed her wide hips with both hands, my fingers sinking deep into the soft, abundant flesh until it bulged between them. I yanked her ass back toward me, lining up the thick, throbbing head of my cock against her dripping entrance.

Without another word, I thrust forward hard.

My cock speared into her soaked pussy in one powerful stroke, stretching her tight walls wide open around my girth. A wet, obscene squelch filled the room as I buried myself to the hilt inside her scorching heat. She was incredibly tight, yet so deliciously slick that I slid in deep, her walls clenching and fluttering wildly around every inch of me.

The Duchess let out a sharp, broken scream of pleasure.

Then I started pounding her relentlessly.

My hips slammed forward with brutal, punishing force, the loud slap of my pelvis crashing against her massive ass echoing through the dark chamber like thunder. Each savage thrust made her thick body jolt forward, her heavy breasts swinging wildly beneath her like pendulums. Her juicy ass rippled and bounced with every brutal impact, the bright red handprints I’d left earlier glowing hotter with every collision.

I fucked her like an animal. Going hard and deep with no mercy.

The wet, filthy sounds of my thick cock pistoning in and out of her flooded pussy filled the room: loud, sloppy squelching mixed with the rhythmic smack of flesh against flesh. Her juices squirted out around my shaft with every thrust, coating my balls and dripping down her trembling thighs.

“Yes! Oh gods, yes!” she wailed, her voice hoarse and desperate. “Fuck me! Harder!”

I snarled and tightened my grip on her hips, using them as handles to pull her back onto my cock with every savage stroke. I drove into her so deeply that the fat head of my cock kissed her cervix with every thrust, pounding against the entrance to her womb.

I leaned over her back, one hand fisting her hair as I growled hotly against her ear, never slowing my merciless rhythm:

“That’s it… take every fucking inch, Duchess. This is what you needed, isn’t it? To be fucked like a proper whore instead of some neglected noble wife.”

Her pussy clenched violently around me in response, another flood of her slick nectar gushing out around my pounding cock as she moaned like a bitch in heat.

I pounded her without mercy, my hips slamming forward in a relentless, brutal rhythm. The heavy slap of my pelvis against her massive ass filled the room, mixing with her broken moans and the wet, filthy squelching of my thick cock destroying her soaked pussy.

Her walls clenched and fluttered around me like a vice, milking my shaft with every savage thrust. She was dripping everywhere, her juices running down my balls, coating her thighs, and soaking the expensive sheets beneath us. Every time I drove deep, the fat head of my cock battered against her cervix, punching right at the entrance to her womb.

The Duchess was losing control completely.

Her back arched sharply, her face pressed into the mattress as she cried out again and again, her voice hoarse and shameless.

“I’m— I’m going to cum again!” she wailed, her thick body shaking violently. “Please— don’t stop! Fuck me harder!”

I growled and gave her exactly what she begged for. My grip on her wide hips tightened until my fingers bruised her soft flesh, and I fucked her even more brutally, using her plush body like a toy. Her massive ass rippled and bounced wildly with every punishing stroke, the red handprints glowing bright against her pale skin.

Her pussy suddenly spasmed hard around my cock, squeezing me in powerful, rhythmic contractions as her second orgasm ripped through her.

She howled, her entire voluptuous frame convulsing beneath me. Fresh floods of hot nectar gushed around my pounding shaft, squirting out with every deep thrust as her walls fluttered and clenched desperately.

The sight and sensation pushed me straight to the edge.

My balls tightened, pleasure surging up my spine like liquid fire. I fucked her through her climax for a few more savage strokes, savoring the way her cunt tried to milk me dry, before I felt myself tipping over.

At the last possible second, I pulled out.

With a guttural groan, I grabbed my throbbing cock and stroked it furiously. Thick, powerful ropes of hot cum erupted from the swollen head, splattering across her back in heavy, white streaks. I kept pumping, painting her spine, her shoulder blades, and the lush curves of her ass with load after load of my seed. Some of it landed on the red handprints I’d left earlier, marking her even more obscenely.

Stream after stream shot across her skin until her entire back was glazed in my thick, pearly cum. A few stray drops even landed on the back of her neck and in her hair.

The Duchess whimpered weakly, still trembling from her own orgasm, as she felt the hot splashes coating her body. Her ass stayed raised high, pussy still twitching and gaping slightly from the brutal fucking, visibly empty and dripping.

I breathed heavily, staring down at the beautiful, ruined mess I’d made of the noble Duchess. Her thicc body marked with my handprints and now covered in my cum.

“Not a bad start,” I murmured, giving her cum-covered ass one last firm slap.

The sharp sound echoed softly in the quiet chamber as my palm connected with her plush, sticky cheek. A fresh ripple traveled across her thick flesh, smearing my warm seed over the bright red handprint I’d left earlier. She let out a soft, exhausted whimper, her body still trembling from the intensity of her orgasms.

I released her hips and collapsed beside her on the luxurious bed, my chest heaving as the adrenaline slowly ebbed away. The Duchess remained on all fours for a moment longer, breathing raggedly, her back and ass glistening with thick ropes of my cum under the moonlight. She was reduced to a well-fucked, cum-glazed mess.

With a tired groan, she finally lowered herself onto the mattress, rolling onto her side to face me. Her heavy breasts pressed against my arm, still heaving with every deep breath. I could feel the warmth of her body and the sticky evidence of what we’d done cooling on her skin.

Neither of us spoke. The air between us was thick with the scent of sex, sweat, her sweet nectar, and my musk.

Exhaustion finally claimed me. After days of travel, constant vigilance, and the raw intensity of claiming the Duchess so thoroughly, my body surrendered completely. I pulled her closer with one arm, her soft, curvaceous form molding perfectly against my side like warm silk. Her head rested on my chest, and I felt her breathing gradually slow as sleep began to take her as well.

For the first time in what felt like weeks, I fell into a deep, dreamless sleep. The massive, cloud-like bed cradled us both, the heavy silence of the palace wrapping around us like a blanket.


Chapter 4

The birds were singing outside, their cheerful morning chorus filtering through the heavy velvet drapes. Yet when I opened my eyes, the room was still wrapped in deep, velvety darkness. Only faint slivers of pale dawn light managed to sneak past the curtains, casting long silver beams across the luxurious bed.

I turned my head slowly.

There she was.

The Duchess lay on her stomach beside me, still deeply asleep, her voluptuous body beautifully disheveled from the night’s debauchery. Her silk nightgown was bunched uselessly around her waist like a forgotten sash, leaving the rest of her gloriously exposed. Her massive breasts were squished beneath her, spilling heavily to the sides in soft, pillowy mounds, the nipples still slightly swollen from my earlier attention. The elegant curve of her back dipped dramatically before rising into the magnificent, heart-shaped swell of her ass.

And what an ass it was.

Her bare, cum-soaked cheeks were proudly displayed like a conquered treasure. The bright red handprints I had left during our frenzy had faded into faint pink marks, but they were still visible, branding her soft flesh.

But my time has come and I had to sneak out of the room.

A day’s work was just beginning.

I sat up, muscles loose and satisfied, then gave her plump, still-sticky ass one firm, loud slap.

The sharp crack echoed through the room. The Duchess jolted awake with a gasp, her thick body jiggling deliciously from the impact.

“Get cleaned up before the Arch-Duke returns,” I told her calmly, my voice low but commanding.

She lay there dazed for a moment, blinking slowly, her hair a wild mess and her heavy breasts still squished against the sheets. Then her eyes darted around the room in confusion before finally settling on herself…on the cum-crusted streaks painting her back and ass, on her nightgown bunched uselessly around her waist, on the faint bruises and red handprints decorating her soft flesh.

Realization hit her like cold water.

Her face flushed crimson, then drained of color. Panic bloomed in her wide eyes. A low, mortified shriek escaped her lips as she frantically scrambled to pull the silk nightgown back down over her voluptuous curves, tugging it desperately over her cum-glazed ass and thick thighs.

“Oh gods… what have I done?” she whispered hoarsely, voice trembling with shame and lingering pleasure.

I didn’t linger to comfort her. Rising from the bed, I retrieved my discarded robes and dressed quickly, the dark fabric settling over my body like a second skin. Before leaving, I plucked the guard sigil from the door and slipped it into my pocket.

With one last glance at the thoroughly debauched Duchess, I slipped out of the room like a shadow.

The corridor was still quiet, the palace barely stirring. I moved silently through the halls, the taste of her still faint on my tongue and the memory of her desperate moans fresh in my mind.

A satisfied smirk played on my lips as I disappeared into the labyrinth of the palace.

The day’s real work awaited.

∞∞∞

Travelling across the countryside on horseback was a refreshing change of pace. My guards followed me like ghosts on their own horses while the Arch-Duke rode from the front.

The knights of his guard surrounded us as we reached the target where the show was.

Massive mountain ranges dominated the horizon like the spine of some ancient beast, their snow-capped peaks piercing the clear blue sky. Nestled between two towering ridges stood a castle…fully intact and breathtaking in its grandeur. Turrets and battlements rose proudly, banners fluttering from the highest towers. Stone walls that should have been cracked and ruined from years of war gleamed as though newly built. Gardens and training fields sprawled at its base, and a wide, sparkling river wound through the fertile valley below.

According to every piece of intelligence I had gathered, most castles in this region had been reduced to rubble and abandoned during the brutal wars. Yet this one had been meticulously restored, transformed into a gleaming fortress that commanded the entire valley. It was too perfect. Too strategic.

Too suspicious.

I narrowed my eyes, studying the structure with a Scion’s trained gaze. My hand rested casually on the hilt of my blade as our party slowed its pace. The Arch-Duke raised his hand, signaling the column to halt at the edge of the treeline overlooking the valley.

As we crested the final ridge and looked down into the wide valley, a battle was already unfolding before us.

In the distance, tiny figures clashed like ants fighting over territory. Steel glinted under the morning sun as a small but fierce skirmish played out on the grassy plains leading up to the mountain forests. A ragtag force of rebels wearing patched leather and ragged cloaks had been caught in the open. They swarmed desperately around a core of heavier armored warriors, trying to hold ground.

But they were losing.

Tight, disciplined formations of the castle’s garrison swordsmen advanced like a steel wall, shields locked, blades flashing in unison. With every coordinated push, they drove the rebels back relentlessly toward the treeline at the base of the towering mountains.

The Arch-Duke reined in his horse beside me and let out a booming, satisfied laugh.

“See? The rebels are easily wiped out by the castle’s garrison,” he declared, gesturing grandly with one gauntleted hand. “Just a minor nuisance. The Archaon is vastly overestimating the threat here. Soon the tithes will be back on schedule, and everything will return to normal.”

I kept my expression carefully neutral, playing the part of the dutiful, slightly simple-minded enforcer. Instead of challenging the obvious flaws in his plan, I leaned into his line of thought with feigned enthusiasm.

“When will the rebels finally be wiped out?” I asked, my tone carrying just the right amount of boyish impatience.

The Duke’s lips curved into a slow, self-satisfied smile. He leaned back in his ornate chair, fingers steepled beneath his chin as though he were some master strategist.

“In a few days, we will start clearing the forests,” he replied smoothly. “We’ll burn them out if we have to. The rats won’t have anywhere left to hide.”

His answer was vague, padded with promises and timelines that could easily stretch into weeks or months. A classic stalling tactic. I could see the calculation behind his eyes.

He had no real intention of committing his forces aggressively anytime soon. I nodded slowly, as if impressed by his brilliance.

“I see. That is excellent news,” I said, letting a satisfied smile touch my lips. “I will report this satisfactory progress to the Archon immediately. He will be most pleased to hear that the situation here is well in hand.”

The Duke’s smile widened, clearly relieved that I had swallowed his story so easily. He had no idea that every word, every twitch of his expression, had already been carefully catalogued and stored away in my mind.

The Archon would receive my real report tonight.

The Duke’s eyes gleamed with renewed confidence, sensing an opportunity to further sell his narrative. He leaned forward slightly, voice smooth and inviting.

“Shall we visit the fortifications that stop the rebel raids as well? I would be honored to show you the strengthened walls and the new watchtowers we’ve erected along the key chokepoints.”

I waved him off with a casual flick of my hand, keeping my expression pleasantly bored.

“No need, Your Grace. I am only here to see what actions are being taken against the rebels. I’ve seen enough for today.”

My tone was light, almost dismissive, as if the matter barely interested me anymore. The Duke masked his relief well, but I caught the subtle relaxation in his shoulders. He clearly preferred I didn’t inspect those so-called “fortifications” too closely.

“Very well,” he said with a gracious nod. “Then allow my guard to escort you back to the manor and I will return after securing the castle..”

I offered him a shallow smile.

The Duke was buying time. Whether he was incompetent, corrupt, or actively colluding with the rebels no longer mattered.

∞∞∞

As I rode back through the grand iron gates, the sprawling Manor loomed ahead under the fading evening light. The Duke had remained behind in the castle, no doubt scheming with his captains or whoever else he kept hidden in those dimly lit war rooms. His absence gave me the perfect opportunity.

I wanted to know exactly what the Duke was truly doing all night in this manor and more importantly, what secrets this place held when he wasn’t around.

My guards followed my like ghosts behind me.

I swung down from my horse with practiced ease, handing the reins to a waiting stable.

Outside the Manor the Duchess was playing with her young daughter. She was in more modest attire compared to the first day but her heavy breasts strained gently against the fabric with every movement, and the generous curve of her hips swayed as she twirled with her daughter.

“It’s the Scion!” the little girl squealed with delight, pointing straight at me with chubby fingers. She wriggled out of her mother’s arms and ran a few steps closer, eyes wide with innocent curiosity. “You don’t look scary at all! Mommy says you are bad.”

The words hung in the air like a loaded crossbow.

The Duchess’s face turned an even deeper shade of crimson. She looked mortified, one hand instinctively moving to rest protectively on her daughter’s shoulder as she tried and failed to regain her composure.

I chuckled lowly, stopping a few paces away. My gaze flicked from the child’s bright, fearless eyes to the Duchess’s flushed, guilty face, then deliberately drifted down to the generous swell of her breasts and the soft curve of her belly.

“Bad, am I?” I said, my voice smooth and laced with amusement. I tilted my head slightly toward the Duchess. “And what exactly did your mother tell you about me, little one?”

The Duchess’s eyes widened in panic. She shot me a desperate, pleading look, clearly terrified of what I might say next in front of her daughter.

“I punish people that break the law” I replied to the girl as the Duchess became increasingly fearful.

The Duchess’s eyes widened in alarm. Without hesitation, she signaled sharply to a nearby maid who had been discreetly watching from the garden path.

“Take the little Lady inside for her evening meal,” she said, her voice strained but steady. The maid curtsied quickly and scooped up the protesting little girl.

“But Mommy, I want to talk to the Scion too!” the child whined, looking back over the maid’s shoulder with wide, curious eyes.

“Later, sweetheart,” the Duchess murmured, forcing a gentle smile until her daughter disappeared through the manor doors.

Only then did the garden fall into heavy silence.

We were alone.

The evening breeze stirred the leaves around us, but it did nothing to cool the tension crackling in the air. The Duchess stood there, hands clasped tightly in front of her, her voluptuous body visibly tense. Her heavy breasts rose and fell with quick, shallow breaths, and the deep blush on her cheeks refused to fade. She couldn’t quite meet my eyes.

I took a slow step closer, my boots crunching softly on the gravel.

“Let’s talk,” I said, my voice low and commanding.

She finally lifted her gaze to mine. There was fear there, yes… but also something hotter, more dangerous.

The Duchess swallowed hard, her full lips parting slightly.

“What… what do you wish to discuss, my lord?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper. Her thighs pressed together again, betraying the ache I knew was building between them.

I let my eyes drift deliberately down her body… over her tits and down to the wide, fertile hips.

“Let’s talk somewhere private,” I murmured.

The Duchess didn’t answer with words. Instead, she gave a small, nervous nod and turned, leading me deeper into the manor. I followed close behind, my eyes locked on the hypnotic sway of her wide hips and the way her thick ass moved beneath the thin fabric of her gown with every step.

She brought me to a quiet, intimate receiving room on the ground floor, a private salon rarely used by guests. The moment she closed the heavy oak door behind us, the outside world seemed to vanish.

A large fireplace dominated one wall, where a lively fire crackled and popped, casting warm golden light and dancing shadows across the room. The air was pleasantly warm, scented with burning pine and faint traces of her jasmine perfume. Plush velvet sofas and ornate armchairs were arranged invitingly, but the Duchess remained standing near the center of the room, fidgeting with the folds of her dress.

The firelight played beautifully across her body, highlighting every lush curve. It made the fabric of her gown almost translucent in places, outlining the heavy swell of her breasts and the soft roundness of her belly. Her nipples were already visibly hard, pressing against the material like two ripe berries.

She turned to face me, cheeks still flushed, hands clasped tightly in front of her as if trying to hide how badly her body was reacting to my presence.

The silence stretched, broken only by the soft crackle of the fire.

I took my time studying her, letting the tension build until she shifted uncomfortably under my gaze.

“Now,” I said quietly, my voice low and rough, “we can talk.”

The Duchess bit her lower lip, eyes flicking to the door for a brief second before returning to me. Her thighs pressed together again, and I didn’t miss the subtle tremble that ran through her voluptuous frame.

Then I advanced.

In two slow, steps I closed the distance, my hands sliding around her wide, fertile hips. My fingers sank deep into the soft, plush flesh of her massive ass, groping and kneading the heavy globes with possessive hunger.

She was incredibly thick and overflowing in my palms. I pulled her forward roughly until her voluptuous body collided with mine, her heavy breasts pillowing softly against my chest.

The Duchess gasped sharply, her breath catching in her throat.

“I need your help and if you do then I can consider you a loyalist or a informant” I whispered as my hands squeezed her ass cheeks.

“You want me to…ahn…betray my husband…” She moaned as her tits pushed against my chest.

“You did it last night with my cock inside of you…this is to protect your family”

“You are using me…” She murmured, “A fat married mother like me isn’t worth fucking for a young Scion like you”

“Fat?” I repeated, a dark, amused growl rumbling in my throat.

I squeezed her massive ass even harder with both hands, fingers sinking brutally into the soft, overflowing flesh until it bulged between them. At the same time, my right hand slid up to greedily grope one of her enormous tits and pinched her stiff nipple between my fingers.

“The only thing fat about you,” I snarled, giving her tit a firm, possessive squeeze that made it spill out of my palm, “is this massive, juicy ass… and these fat, swinging sacks on your chest.”

She didn’t reply. She simply moaned even louder.

“This is what you need to do….”

∞∞∞

The Duchess walked as normally as she could, every step a masterpiece of trained elegance. The voluminous layers of her emerald gown bloomed and swayed around her like a grand flower, the rich fabric hiding the scandalous secret beneath.

Underneath that extravagant skirt, the Scion was crouched low, his broad shoulders wedged between her thick thighs. His face was buried against her soaked, panty-covered pussy, tongue lazily dragging along her swollen folds through the thin, drenched silk. Every step she took caused her sensitive clit to grind against his mouth, sending sharp jolts of pleasure through her body.

“Why am I doing this…” She thought repeatedly.

Maids and guards bowed deeply as the Duchess passed them in the long corridor. She kept her chin high and her expression serene, even as her thighs trembled and fresh wetness flooded against the Scion’s tongue. The number of guards increased the deeper she went, their armor glinting.

At the end of the corridor stood a pair of massive, ornate double doors flanked by two elite guards.

One of them stepped forward and bowed.

“The Arch-Duke is not here, Your Grace,” he announced respectfully.

The Duchess nodded, doing her best to keep her voice steady while the Scion’s tongue pressed harder against her clit, sucking the swollen nub through her panties.

“Very well,” she replied, a faint breathiness creeping into her tone. “I will be using the private study. Ensure no one disturbs me.”

The guards opened the heavy doors without question. The moment the Duchess crossed the threshold and the doors thudded shut behind her, sealing them inside the lavish, firelit study, she let out a shaky, desperate moan.

∞∞∞

Her massive thighs were shaking uncontrollably around my head as I played with her soaked panties. The thin silk was completely drenched, clinging obscenely to her swollen pussy lips. I stroked the fabric slowly with my fingers, pressing it between her folds, while my tongue dragged hot and heavy over the wet material, tasting her sweet, musky arousal through the cloth.

Every step she took ground her cunt against my mouth. I had to move perfectly in sync with her, licking and sucking when she walked, freezing instantly whenever she paused to greet someone. The risk made it even more intoxicating.

My palms caressed her thick, soft thighs with sensual, massaging strokes, kneading the plush flesh as if worshipping her. I felt every shiver, every tremble that rolled through her body. Her thighs grew hotter, the muscles quivering harder under my hands as I squeezed and stroked them, my tongue never stopping its teasing assault on her dripping core.

She was leaking so much that her juices had completely soaked through her panties and were now coating my chin.

Then, finally, I heard the heavy doors thud shut behind us.

The Duchess let out a shaky, desperate moan of relief.

“It’s… safe…” she gasped, her voice thick with lust. “Come out…”

I left her soaking pussy and left her skirt. She let out a sigh of relief as I made my way towards the Arch-Duke’s table.

As the Duchess looked on I began reading the papers one by one.

Documents. Bills of exchange. And letters. Most were progress reports of castle’s rebel activities and such.

But the issue was the letters written in a cipher.

“Can you read this?”

I pointed the letters to the Duchess. 

“This is a cipher used by Dukes in the past..” She replied as she began reading.

“We are ready in the Tierre” She mumbled.

The Kingdom of Tierre was having secret contacts with the Duchies.

As she began reading another letter she suddenly froze.

“What is it?” I quizzed as I came around her. A bead of sweat came down her round face.

“Tell me… honestly,” I whispered from behind her, my breath hot against her ear as my hands settled possessively on her wide hips, gently caressing the soft flesh through her gown.

The Duchess shivered, her fingers tightening on the edge of the Duke’s heavy oak desk.

“It’s a plan…” she murmured, her voice laced with fear.

I placed a slow, lingering kiss on the side of her neck. She shuddered violently, a soft whimper escaping her lips. I smiled against her skin before whispering, “A plan for what?”

She hesitated, breathing ragged.

“A plan for something… like a war,” she finally murmured, barely above a whisper.

“Don’t worry,” I soothed, my voice low and reassuring. “Tell me everything.”

My hands slowly gathered the heavy layers of her emerald skirt, lifting the luxurious fabric higher and higher until it bunched around her waist. I hooked my fingers into the waistband of her soaked panties and slowly dragged them down her thick thighs. The drenched silk clung momentarily to her wet pussy before sliding down her legs, leaving a thin, glistening trail of her arousal along her skin. They pooled around her ankles like a silken shackle.

The cool air of the study kissed her now-bare, dripping cunt.

“I will protect you and your daughter,” I whispered tenderly into her ear, even as one hand returned to caress her naked ass and the other guided my hard cock between her thighs.

“As long as you’re honest with me… I’ll keep both of you safe.”

The Duchess let out a shaky, needy moan, instinctively pushing her plump ass back toward me. Her soaked panties remained tangled around her ankles as she stood bent over her husband’s desk, completely exposed.

“They… they want to suddenly blockade all the mountain passes,” she continued, voice trembling. “Trap loyalist forces inside the Duchy… and call for military support from the Kingdom of Tierre…”

Tierre was on the other corner of the continent. But I let her speak.

I pressed the thick head of my cock against her dripping entrance, rubbing it slowly up and down her slick folds.

“Good girl,” I praised softly, kissing the back of her neck. “Keep talking. Tell me every detail.”

I began caressing her soaked pussy with the thick head of my cock, rubbing it slowly up and down her wet petals. Her swollen, slippery folds parted easily around my shaft as I teased her, coating myself in her abundant juices without pushing inside. Every slow glide made her hips twitch.

The Duchess whimpered, gripping the edge of the desk harder.

“Keep reading,” I ordered softly, still kissing and nipping at her neck while my cock continued its lazy, torturous strokes against her dripping cunt.

She tried to steady her voice and continued, letter by letter, revealing the treason unfolding before me.

“Duke… Duke Harren of Blackridge… is to seize the northern passes and hold them until Tierre’s forces arrive…” she read, her voice breathy and broken. “Duke Vellion… is responsible for sabotaging the supply roads… cutting off reinforcements from the capital…”

I rewarded her obedience by pressing my cock harder between her folds, rubbing the fat head directly over her swollen clit in slow, firm circles. Her thick thighs trembled violently, and fresh nectar dripped down my shaft.

She gasped, eyes fluttering, but forced herself to keep going.

“Lord… Lord Marshal Korrin… will lead the assault on the royal garrison once the blockades are in place… They plan to declare independence within the month…”

Letter after letter, she exposed the full scope of the rebellion. Names, roles, timelines, and coordinated betrayal by nearly half the nobility in the region. Her husband, the Arch-Duke, was at the very center of it all.

By the time she finished the final letter, her voice was hoarse and shaking. She was breathing hard. A mixture of overwhelming arousal and the devastating weight of her husband’s treason left her visibly overwhelmed.

She was trembling all over, her soaked pussy twitching and clenching desperately against the head of my cock as I continued to rub it teasingly along her entrance.

“I’ve… I’ve told you everything…” she whispered, voice cracking. Tears of shame and fear glistened in her eyes even as her hips rolled back, silently begging me for pleasure.

“What will happen now?” she asked, her voice trembling with fear and lingering arousal.

I leaned over her back, pressing my chest against her as I whispered darkly into her ear.

“I will have to punish you,” I said slowly, letting the words sink in. “Your family will have to suffer the consequences of betraying the Archon.”

“No…” she moaned desperately, her thick body shuddering beneath me. “Please…”

The sound of her pleading only made my cock throb harder. I pulled my shaft back slowly, dragging the heavy, slick length along her dripping pussy. For a moment she relaxed, thinking I was going to be merciful.

She was wrong.

Instead, I angled my cock upward and let the thick, glistening head settle between her plump, soft ass cheeks. I pressed forward, sliding my rigid shaft up and down the warm, tight valley of her ass, letting her feel every inch of me nestled there.

The Duchess gasped sharply, her entire body tensing.

“That’s right,” I growled, gripping her wide hips tighter as I continued rubbing my cock between her ass cheeks, teasing her tight little hole with every stroke. “You and your husband have been very, very naughty. Treason has a price, Duchess. And right now… that price is going to be paid with this fat married ass.”

She whimpered loudly, a mix of terror and shameful excitement.

My thick cock disappeared between her massive mounds of ass cheeks, swallowed completely by the warm, pillowy softness. The heavy globes enveloped my shaft like warm silk as I slowly rocked my hips, rubbing the slick head directly against her tight, puckered hole.

The Duchess gasped sharply, her body jolting forward against the desk.

I groaned at the feeling. Her ass was so incredibly soft and heavy, yet the little ring of muscle clenched nervously every time my cockhead kissed it. I dragged my length up and down between her cheeks, coating her most forbidden hole with her own dripping juices.

Then I sank my fingers deep into the plush, yielding fat of her ass. My hands disappeared into the soft, overflowing flesh as I gripped her hard and pulled her massive cheeks wide apart, spreading her completely open.

Her tight pink asshole twitched and glistened. I stared down at the obscene sight, my cock throbbing angrily between her spread cheeks.

“Oh gods…” she whimpered, her voice shaking with humiliation and fear. “Not there… please, my lord… I’ve never—”

I pressed the fat head of my cock firmer against her virgin hole, rubbing slow, teasing circles over the tight ring.

“Shh,” I whispered, leaning over her back and kissing her neck.

I squeezed her cheeks even harder, keeping them spread obscenely wide as I continued rubbing my cock against her twitching entrance, applying more and more pressure with every pass.

Her thick thighs trembled violently. Her neglected pussy leaked juices that ran down her legs while her married asshole fluttered against the head of my cock, betraying her body’s shameful curiosity.

“This will be your punishment for your family’s treachery,” I whispered darkly into her ear, my voice low and rough with lust.

My cock, still glistening with her abundant pussy juices, throbbed powerfully against her tight, virgin asshole. The fat, swollen head pressed firmly against the small, puckered ring, pulsing with every heartbeat as it demanded entry. The slick mixture of her arousal made the contact obscenely wet, allowing me to rub the head in slow, deliberate circles over her most forbidden hole.

The Duchess let out a broken, fearful moan, her entire voluptuous body tensing over the Duke’s desk.

I kept her massive ass cheeks spread wide with both hands, my fingers buried deep in the soft, overflowing fat. Her juicy cheeks spilled between my fingers as I held her completely open, staring down at the lewd sight of my thick cock nestled between them, kissing her tiny pink hole.

“Your husband plotted against the Archon. Now his proud, fat-assed wife is going to pay for it by giving up her tightest hole.”

I pushed forward slightly, not entering her yet, but letting her feel the heavy pressure as my cockhead stretched the resistant ring. Her asshole clenched hard against me in panic, only making my shaft throb harder.

She whimpered loudly, her thick thighs shaking. Despite her fear, her soaked pussy continued to drip shamelessly down her thighs.

I reached down and grabbed her fallen panties. The delicate, expensive silk was soaked. The luxurious fabric was now nothing more than a drenched rag. I yanked them roughly off her ankles, bunching the soaked material in my fist before bringing it up between us. The sweet, musky scent of her cunt filled the air.

“Look at this,” I growled, pressing the drenched panties against her cheek.

The Duchess whimpered in shame, her face burning crimson as she felt her own wetness smear across her skin. I leaned in closer, my cock still throbbing and pressed firmly between her spread ass cheeks, the head kissing her tight little hole.

Then, without warning, I grabbed the soaked panties and shoved them deep into her mouth.

I pushed them in with brutal force, stuffing the drenched silk past her lips until her mouth was completely filled. The expensive fabric bulged obscenely against her cheeks, forcing her jaws wide open.

“Mmmph—?!”

The Duchess’s eyes widened in shock, a muffled cry vibrating around the sodden gag. Her massive body jerked forward against the desk, heavy breasts squishing harder against the polished wood. Saliva and her own juices already began to leak from the corners of her stretched lips.

“That’s better,” I growled, gripping her hair with one hand to keep her head tilted back slightly. “Now you can moan like a whore without getting the guards running in.”

With her mouth stuffed full of her own cum-soaked panties, she could only make desperate, wet, gagged noises. Tears of humiliation pricked at the corners of her eyes, yet her soaked pussy continued to drip shamelessly down her thighs.

I used my free hand to spread her massive ass cheeks even wider, exposing her tight, twitching asshole once again. My thick cock, still slick with her juices, pressed firmly against the tiny ring of muscle.

The Duchess let out a long, broken, muffled scream around her gag as I started forcing my thick cock into her incredibly tight ass, inch by inch. Her whole voluptuous body trembled violently, her hands clawing at the desk as she struggled to adjust to the brutal stretch.

The sudden dry friction was intense, even with her copious pussy juices coating my cock, her virgin asshole was almost painfully tight. The ring of muscle resisted fiercely, gripping the head of my shaft like a burning vice.

My entire body shuddered with raw, overwhelming sensation. A deep, primal growl tore from my throat as white-hot pleasure mixed with the tight resistance shot up my spine.

I couldn’t hold back.

My hips surged forward with sudden, powerful force, plunging my thick cock deep into her anal depths in one brutal thrust.

“Mmmmmmphhh—!!!”

The Duchess’s muffled scream exploded around the soaked panties stuffed in her mouth. Her entire voluptuous body convulsed violently beneath me, her back arching sharply as her massive ass took the full length of my cock. Her tight, scorching walls clamped down around me like a fist, rippling and spasming uncontrollably as I buried myself to the hilt inside her forbidden hole.

“Fuck…” I groaned, my voice hoarse with pleasure. The heat inside her ass was incredible, tighter, hotter, and more intense than her pussy. Every inch of my shaft was being strangled by her virgin ring, the friction still deliciously rough despite the slickness.

I held myself deep inside her, savoring the way her plump ass cheeks quivered against my hips and how her hole fluttered wildly around the base of my cock. Her thick thighs shook uncontrollably, and fresh tears rolled down her flushed cheeks as she struggled to adjust to the brutal invasion.

I leaned over her back, pressing my lips against her ear while my cock throbbed deep in her guts.

“Take it,” I growled possessively. “This is what happens to traitorous wives. Your tight royal ass is mine now.”

She could only sob and moan around her panty gag, her body trembling wildly as it struggled to accommodate the thick intrusion stretching her asshole so obscenely wide.

Then the thrusting began.

I pulled back until only the swollen head of my cock remained inside her stretched asshole, then slammed forward with brutal force. My hips crashed against her massive ass cheeks with a loud, wet smack, sending powerful ripples through her soft, heavy flesh.

The obscene rhythm quickly filled the Arch-Duke’s private study, the slapping of my pelvis against her plump ass, the wet squelching of my thick cock plunging in and out of her tight anal passage, and her constant, broken muffled moans vibrating around the soaked panties stuffed in her mouth.

“Mmmph—! Mmmphhh!!”

Every savage thrust drove my cock deeper into her virgin ass, stretching her wide open. Her tight, scorching walls clenched desperately around my shaft, fluttering and spasming with every punishing stroke. The friction was still intense, deliciously rough, turning her once-forbidden hole into a hot, velvety sleeve made only for me.

Her voluptuous body jolted forward against the heavy oak desk with each impact. Her massive breasts were squished flat against the polished wood, nipples dragging across the surface as her entire frame shook.

clap-clap-clap-clap

The loud, debauched beat of flesh against flesh echoed off the walls, punctuated by her helpless, gagged cries.

I gripped her wide hips tighter, fingers sinking deep into the soft fat as I fucked her ass harder, faster, using her body without mercy.

“That’s it,” I growled through gritted teeth, watching how her plump ass cheeks rippled and bounced with every violent thrust. “Take it deep in your traitorous ass, Duchess. This is what you get for your husband’s betrayal.”

Her muffled moans grew louder, more desperate. Her soaked pussy continued dripping shamelessly onto the floor, leaving a growing puddle beneath her spread legs. Despite the pain and humiliation… or perhaps because of it, her asshole was beginning to greedily swallow my cock with every stroke.

I reached forward, grabbing a fistful of her hair and pulling her head back slightly, forcing her to arch deeper as I pounded her ass without restraint.

Yet her ass didn’t want me inside.

Her virgin walls tightened viciously around my thick cock, clenching and crushing down with desperate resistance, trying to push the invading shaft out of her most forbidden hole. The pressure was incredible as her tight ring spasmed and fluttered wildly around my girth.

But it wasn’t enough to stop me.

Her own copious pussy juices provided more than enough slickness, turning her reluctant asshole into a hot, slippery tunnel. With every brutal thrust, my cock forced its way deeper, destroying her anal virginity in long, powerful strokes. The wet, filthy sounds of her juices squelching around my shaft mixed with the loud, rhythmic slapping of my hips crashing against her massive ass cheeks.

“Mmmphhh! Mmmph!!”

Her muffled screams around the soaked panties grew louder and more broken. Her voluptuous body jerked violently against the desk with every thrust, her thick ass rippling and bouncing as I relentlessly claimed her. Despite her ass’s fierce resistance, her body was betraying her. Her pussy kept dripping.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” I groaned, my voice rough with pleasure. “Your greedy little asshole is fighting me so hard… but it’s still sucking me in.”

I pulled back slowly, watching with dark satisfaction as her stretched ring clung to my glistening cock, then slammed back in even harder, burying myself to the balls inside her spasming depths. Her knees buckled slightly, and she let out a long, sobbing moan.

Pleasure grew within me like steam trapped in a blocked kettle and it was dangerously close to exploding.

Grunts and groans forced their way through my clenched teeth, releasing tiny bursts of pressure, but it wasn’t nearly enough. My entire body was on fire.

My hips wouldn’t stop. They wouldn’t slow down.

Instead, they slammed down even harder.

I fucked the Duchess’s tight ass like a savage, my hips crashing violently against her massive cheeks. The slaps of flesh against flesh grew, echoing through the Arch-Duke’s private study like a obscene war drum. Her soft, heavy ass rippled and bounced wildly under the relentless assault.

“Mmmph—! Mmmphhh!!”

Her muffled screams around the soaked panties grew louder and more desperate, her voluptuous body jolting forward against the desk again and again. Her tight anal walls clenched and spasmed uncontrollably around my thick cock.

I was losing control.

My fingers dug brutally into her wide hips, sinking deep into the soft fat as I used her body without mercy. Sweat dripped down my chest. My balls slapped wetly against her dripping pussy with every thrust.

“Fuck…!” I snarled through gritted teeth, my hips pistoning even faster, pounding her ass with feral intensity. “I’m so fucking close….”

The pressure inside me had become unbearable. My cock swelled even thicker inside her ruined hole, throbbing violently as the edge rushed toward me like a breaking wave.

I pushed my cock as deep as possible into her ruined asshole with one final, savage thrust.

My hips slammed flush against her massive ass cheeks, burying every thick inch inside her. The overwhelming pressure that had been building inside me finally erupted in one giant, explosive release.

A guttural, primal groan tore from my throat as I came hard.

Thick, powerful ropes of hot cum blasted deep into her virgin ass in heavy, pulsing jets. I kept my cock buried to the hilt, grinding against her as I unloaded everything I had, flooding her tight anal depths with load after load of my seed. Each powerful spurt made her shudder and clench violently around me, milking my cock as if trying to drain me completely.

The sensation was mind-numbing. My entire body tensed, muscles locked, as I pumped rope after rope of cum into her bowels. There was so much that it quickly began to overflow, leaking out around the base of my cock despite how tightly her stretched ring gripped me.

The Duchess let out a long, broken, muffled scream into her soaked panty gag, her whole voluptuous body convulsing beneath me. Her thick thighs shook uncontrollably, and her pussy dripped fresh juices onto the floor as she was filled with my cum.

I stayed buried deep inside her for a long moment, savoring the intense contractions of her ass around my twitching cock, every last drop squeezed out of me. My chest heaved against her back as I caught my breath, sweat dripping from my skin onto hers.

“Take it all,” I growled possessively into her ear, giving one final, deep grind. “Every drop of your punishment belongs inside this married ass now.”

Only then did I slowly pull out, watching with dark satisfaction as her gaping, well-fucked hole twitched and leaked thick white cum down her trembling thighs.

“Put your panties back on,” I commanded, my voice still rough from exertion.

The Duchess didn’t move.

She simply groaned weakly, a long, broken, muffled sound vibrating around the soaked panties still stuffed deep in her mouth. Her voluptuous body remained slumped helplessly over the Arch-Duke’s desk, thick thighs trembling, her massive ass raised and fully exposed. Thick white cum slowly oozed from her freshly fucked asshole, dripping in heavy, obscene strands down her pussy and along her quivering inner thighs.

She was a complete mess.

I smirked, reaching down to pull the drenched panties from her mouth. Strings of saliva and her own juices stretched between her lips and the fabric as I removed the gag. She gasped desperately for air, coughing softly, her face flushed crimson and tear-streaked.

“I-I can’t…” she whimpered hoarsely, voice wrecked. “My legs… they won’t stop shaking… and your cum… it’s still coming out…”

I grabbed a fistful of her hair and gently but firmly pulled her upright, pressing my chest against her back. My other hand reached around to squeeze one of her heavy, sensitive breasts.

“You will put them on,” I whispered darkly into her ear. “I want you walking around this castle with my cum leaking into your expensive panties. Every step you take, you’ll feel what I did to your tight royal ass.”

I shoved the soaked, cum-stained panties into her trembling hand.

“Be a good girl and dress yourself. Unless you want me to call the guards in and show them exactly what their Duchess has been doing in her husband’s study.”

The Duchess let out a soft, defeated moan, her cheeks burning with fresh shame. Slowly, on shaky legs, she bent down, wincing as more of my thick seed dripped out of her abused hole. She stepped into the ruined silk panties and pulled them up her thick thighs with trembling fingers.

The delicate fabric immediately darkened as it pressed against her leaking asshole, trapping my seed inside for now.

“Now you have received your punishment.” I whispered. “Now your family is safe…as long as you cooperate”

∞∞∞

The day after was unsurprisingly enjoyable.

The rough ass-fucking I had given her earlier left the Duchess noticeably limping.

Every step she took was careful and slightly awkward, her thick thighs pressing together as she tried to hide the soreness radiating from her well-stretched and cum-filled asshole. Despite her best efforts to walk gracefully, the slight waddle in her gait was unmistakable, at least to me.

“Mommy, why are you walking weird?” her daughter asked with big, innocent eyes, tilting her head curiously.

The Duchess froze for a fraction of a second, her face flushing a deep shade of pink. She forced a weak smile and gently stroked her daughter’s hair.

“Ah… I accidentally fell backwards… while I was in my room,” she mumbled, clearly embarrassed. “It’s nothing, sweetheart. Mommy is just a little clumsy today.”

The little girl accepted the explanation with a simple “Oh,” and went back to playing with her dolls.

I watched the entire exchange from the shaded balcony above the garden, a satisfied smirk on my face. The memory of how deeply I had buried my cock in the Duchess’s tight ass just hours ago was still fresh and how her virgin hole had clenched and spasmed around me, and how I had pumped load after load of cum deep into her anus.

Later that evening, when the Arch-Duke finally returned from his secretive meetings, he found his wife moving stiffly around the dining hall. He raised a single eyebrow at her awkward gait.

“What happened to you?” he asked, more out of mild curiosity than concern.

“I fell in my chambers,” the Duchess replied smoothly this time, avoiding his eyes. “Tripped on the edge of the rug.”

The Arch-Duke simply nodded, accepting her excuse without a second thought. He didn’t notice the way his wife walked with her ass slightly clenched. He didn’t smell the faint musk that still clung to her. And he certainly had no idea that his proud, elegant wife’s asshole was still stuffed full of my cum, slowly leaking out with every careful step she took.

I sipped my wine from across the table, hiding my dark amusement.

The man had no clue  that I had claimed both his wife’s holes and left her limping through his own manor with my seed still inside her.


Chapter 5

In the days that followed, I played the fool.

I smiled at the Arch-Duke’s lies, laughed at his weak jokes, and nodded along as he gave me tours of half-finished fortifications and vague claims of “clearing the forests.” I let him believe his deception was working.

Every evening I attended his feasts. Every morning I listened to his excuses. And every night, I slipped away to fuck his wife senseless in whatever corner of the manor or castle we could manage.

But behind the mask, my mind never rested.

The Archon had been notified the very same night the Duchess spilled her husband’s secrets. A encrypted message had already flown via one of my hidden channels. I knew reinforcements were quietly being mobilized. I knew the noose was slowly tightening around this treacherous duchy.

Still, I continued the charade.

I acted oblivious while the Duke met with shady messengers in the dead of night. I pretended not to notice the sudden increase in supply wagons, the movement of troops toward the mountain passes. I let the Duke think he was winning.

Let him grow bold.

Let him believe he still had time.

The more confident he became in his betrayal, the deeper he would dig his own grave. And when the Archon’s hammer finally fell, it would be swift, merciless, and total.

In the meantime, I had my own pleasant distractions.

Waves travelled across her massive ass with every powerful thrust.

I slammed into her soaked pussy from behind with deep, punishing strokes, my hips crashing against her plush rear like a battering ram. Each brutal impact sent rippling waves through her thick, juicy ass cheeks, soft mountains of flesh that jiggled and bounced hypnotically, the heavy globes clapping loudly against my pelvis.

The sight was mesmerizing. Her enormous ass rippled and shook with every savage plunge of my cock, the fat rippling outward in lush, obscene waves before settling only to be sent jiggling again by the next thrust. The wet, filthy sound of my thick rod plunging into her dripping cunt filled the room, sloppy squelches mixed with the rhythmic clap-clap-clap of flesh against flesh.

“Fuck… look at that ass,” I growled, gripping her wide hips tighter, fingers sinking deep into the soft fat as I railed her even harder. “It’s shaking like it was made for this.”

The Duchess moaned loudly, her upper body slumped forward, heavy breasts swinging beneath her as she took every inch of me. Her pussy clenched greedily around my cock, sucking me deeper with every thrust. Fresh juices coated my shaft and ran down her trembling thighs as I destroyed her from behind.

I didn’t hold back.

My hips drove forward relentlessly, pounding her dripping cunt with raw strength. Every time I bottomed out, my balls slapped against her swollen clit and another delicious wave surged across her massive ass, making the soft flesh wobble and bounce beautifully.

She was completely lost to the pleasure.

Moaning shamelessly, gasping for air, and pushing her massive ass back against me like a bitch in heat in full estrus. Every brutal thrust made her thick body jolt forward, only for her to slam back harder, desperately chasing more of my cock. Her soaked pussy clenched and fluttered wildly around my shaft, greedy and dripping, sucking me deeper with every stroke.

I felt my climax surging forward like a breaking dam.

With a deep, guttural growl, I grabbed her wide hips with bruising force and slammed into her as deep as I could go. My cock swelled inside her, throbbing violently as the first powerful rope of cum erupted straight against her cervix.

I didn’t pull out.

Instead, I buried myself to the hilt and bred her fully.

Thick, blasts of hot seed flooded her womb in massive, pulsing waves. I held her ass flush against my pelvis, grinding deep as I emptied everything I had inside her fertile depths. Spurt after spurt of cum pumped directly into her, filling her married pussy till it was overflowing. The sheer volume was obscene…so much that it began leaking out around my cock despite how tightly her walls gripped me.

The Duchess let out a long, shattered moan of pure ecstasy as she felt me breeding her. Her body trembled violently, her massive ass quivering against my hips. She didn’t resist. Not even for a second.

Instead, she pushed back even harder, as if trying to take me even deeper, milking my cock with rhythmic contractions of her pussy like she wanted every last drop.

“Yes…” she whimpered breathlessly, voice hoarse and broken. “Fill me… fill me up…”

Her words only made me cum harder. I kept my cock buried deep inside her, flooding her womb until it was completely stuffed with my seed. When I finally finished, I stayed inside her for a long moment, savoring the way her well-bred pussy continued to flutter and squeeze around me, as if trying to keep every drop where it belonged.

Just as we finished, with my cock still buried deep inside her and the last thick spurts of cum flooding her womb, a cheerful voice echoed from outside the room.

“Mommy! Playtime!”

The Duchess froze beneath me, her body going rigid with pure terror. Her well-fucked pussy clenched hard around my shaft in panic.

“Oh gods—no!” she whispered frantically.

I pulled out of her with a wet pop. Thick white cum immediately began gushing from her stretched, freshly-bred pussy, running down her thick thighs in heavy streams. She whimpered in humiliation but moved with desperate speed, yanking her gown down over her ass and trying to smooth the wrinkled fabric.

“Mommy! Where are you?” The little girl’s voice came again, closer this time, accompanied by the patter of small footsteps in the corridor.

The Duchess’s face was deathly pale, a look of raw maternal panic in her eyes. Her hair was a mess, her lips swollen, and her legs were still shaking from the intense breeding. A visible trail of my cum was already starting to drip down her inner thigh beneath the gown.

She looked at me with wide, pleading eyes.

“Please…” she breathed, voice barely audible. “Hide or go out the side door. She can’t see you like this!”

I calmly tucked myself away and straightened my clothes, a dark smirk playing on my lips despite the sudden interruption. Moments ago she was moaning like a whore while I filled her womb, and now she was a terrified mother trying to hide.

“Better answer her quickly, Duchess,” I whispered, giving her cum-filled pussy one last possessive squeeze through the gown. “Wouldn’t want your daughter to find out what Mommy was really doing during playtime.”

The Duchess shot me a horrified glare, then forced a smile onto her flushed face and hurried toward the door.

“I’m coming, sweetheart!” she called out, her voice miraculously steady despite the cum still leaking down her legs with every step.

∞∞∞

I read the letter twice, absorbing every line of the encrypted report. Fresh intelligence from the capital.

“Well… this is interesting,” I murmured, a dark smile tugging at my lips.

Without hesitation, I held the corner of the parchment over the candle flame. The paper curled, blackened, and turned to ash in seconds.

I brushed the soot from my fingers and made my way downstairs, stepping out into the sunlit gardens behind the manor.

The Duchess was there, playing with her daughter in the flower-lined courtyard. She looked every bit the graceful noble mother, smiling, laughing, twirling with the little girl among the blooming roses. But the unsteadiness in her steps, the way she occasionally pressed her thighs together, and the faint sheen of sweat on her neck.

The memory of pumping her full of my cum just minutes ago flashed through my mind with wicked satisfaction.

As I approached, the little girl suddenly wrinkled her nose and looked up at her mother with innocent curiosity.

“Mommy smells weird today…” she announced loudly, tugging at the Duchess’s skirt. “Did you sweat a lot, Mommy?”

The Duchess froze mid-step. A violent blush exploded across her cheeks and spread rapidly down her neck to her generous cleavage. She instinctively pressed her legs together, no doubt feeling a fresh trickle of my thick seed leaking from her well-bred pussy into her already ruined panties.

“I-I… um…” she stammered, completely flustered, unable to meet my eyes as I stopped a few paces away.

I couldn’t help but smirk.

The Duchess shot me a mortified glance, silently pleading for mercy while trying to maintain her composure in front of her daughter. The poor woman had been thoroughly fucked, bred, and now forced to stand here pretending nothing was wrong.

“It must be the new perfume, sweetheart,” she finally managed, her voice slightly strained. “Let’s… let’s go wash our hands before lunch, alright?”

The little girl tilted her head, unconvinced, but nodded.

I stepped closer, my voice low enough that only the Duchess could hear.

“Careful, Duchess,” I whispered with dark amusement. “It seems my scent is rather… difficult to wash off.”

Her blush deepened even further as another subtle shiver ran through her voluptuous body.

“We have a job tonight,” I told the Duchess, my voice low and casual as I stepped closer to her in the shadowed hallway.

She raised a suspicious brow, her full lips pressing into a thin line. After everything I had done to her she had learned to be wary of my definition of “work.”

“And it will be fun,” I added with a slow, predatory smile.

The Duchess crossed her arms under her heavy breasts, which only made them strain more obviously against the fabric of her gown.

“Fun for whom, exactly?” she asked, her tone laced with both suspicion and reluctant heat. “The last time you said something would be ‘fun,’ I ended up bent over my husband’s desk with your cock buried in my ass and my own panties stuffed in my mouth.”

I chuckled softly, stepping even closer until her back gently touched the wall. I let my fingers trail lightly over her wide hip, feeling the soft curve that still bore faint bruises from my grip.

“This time we will be having an audience” I whispered and she could only go “Huh?”

∞∞∞

The building was luxurious. It wasn’t one of the seedy places eventhough the hostesses barely wore anything.Then I took off to the corner, behind the curtains.

There stood a woman, desperately trying to hide herself.

She wore the same costume as the other women except she was much much more voluptuous. A woman whose hips were too wide and breasts were too big.

“I see you are getting used to your new work..Duchess.”

My words made her tremble.

“What if someone recognise me?” She squealed in shame as she bent down, her legs pushed together and her hands desperate to hide her body.

“Who is going to think the Duchess would be a hostess in this place?”

“But…but!” As she protested I gave her a ornate ball bask.

I slipped away from the main hall and moved into the dimly lit corner, pushing through the heavy velvet curtains.

There she was.

The Duchess stood desperately trying to hide herself in the shadows, one arm hugging her massive breasts while the other hand tugged uselessly at the tiny, scandalous costume she had been forced to wear. It was the same revealing outfit as the other hostesses — little more than a few strips of translucent silk, that did almost nothing to cover her body.

But on her, the outfit looked almost obscene.

Her hips were far too wide, her ass far too massive, and her breasts far too large and heavy for such a skimpy costume. The thin fabric strained desperately against her chest, her fat nipples clearly outlined and pressing hard against the silk. The bottom piece had already ridden up between her thick thighs, barely covering her pussy while leaving most of her plump ass cheeks exposed.

“I see you’re getting used to your new work… Duchess,” I said with a dark smile.

She trembled violently at the sound of my voice, letting out a sharp squeak of shame. Her legs pressed tightly together as she bent forward slightly, trying in vain to hide her nearly naked body from me.

“What if someone recognizes me?!” she squealed, her voice thick with humiliation. Her cheeks burned a deep crimson as she tried to cover her leaking pussy and massive tits at the same time. “I can’t… I can’t be seen like this!”

“Who is going to think that the proud Duchess of this realm would be working as a barely-dressed hostess in a place like this?” I replied calmly, stepping closer. “No one would ever imagine it.”

“But… but—!” she protested, her voice cracking.

Before she could continue, I held out an ornate ball mask decorated with black feathers and golden filigree. It would cover most of her face while leaving her full, plush lips and delicate jawline visible.

I placed it gently into her trembling hands.

“Put it on,” I ordered softly. “Tonight, you’re not the Duchess. You’re just another slutty hostess serving the guests.”

Her fingers clutched the mask tightly. She looked up at me with teary, humiliated eyes, her massive chest rising and falling rapidly, nipples stiff and clearly visible through the thin silk.

“Please…” she whispered one last time, voice shaking with shame and reluctant arousal. “Not here…”

But even as she begged, her thighs pressed together again, and I could already see a faint glistening trail of wetness beginning to run down her inner thigh.

∞∞∞

She walked towards the hidden room.

A single door opened for.

She took a deep breath. If she fails her family will go down with her husband. She didn’t want her daughter executed.

With hesitant steps, the Duchess walked toward the hidden room at the back of the luxurious establishment. The soft golden lights and distant laughter from the main hall felt worlds away. Each movement made her barely-there costume shift dangerously.

She stopped in front of the single ornate door.

Her heart hammered wildly in her chest. She took a deep, shaky breath, trying to steady herself, but it did little to calm the storm inside her.

If she fail tonight… her entire family will burn with for her husband’s treason.

The thought made her stomach twist with fear. She could endure the shame. She could endure being paraded around like a common whore in this revealing outfit.

She had no choice.

This was the price.

Her hands trembled as she adjusted the ornate ball mask over her face. It hid her identity well, but it did nothing to hide the deep blush burning across her cheeks and chest, nor the way her fat nipples had stiffened against the thin fabric from a mixture of fear and unwanted arousal.

She could already feel the cool air kissing the exposed skin of her ass and the growing wetness between her thick thighs.

The door opened silently.

Beyond it lay a private salon filled with soft cushions, low golden lighting, and the faint scent of incense and wine. Several important guests lounged inside, their eyes turning toward her the moment she appeared.

The Duchess swallowed hard, her massive breasts rising and falling rapidly with nervous breaths.

She stepped inside.

Behind her, she felt the Scion’s presence like a shadow that was watching, waiting, ready to ensure she fulfilled her role completely.

Her new life as his secret whore had officially begun.

The Duchess froze at the threshold, her breath catching in her throat.

In front of her was a raised stage completely enclosed by transparent glass walls, turning the entire platform into a luxurious, glowing display case. Soft golden lights illuminated the stage from above and below, designed to show off every curve and detail of whoever stood inside. There was no privacy. No escape.

And beyond the glass, seated around a large circular table laden with wine and delicacies, were the Dukes.

Her husband sat at the center like a king holding court, laughing boisterously with the other nobles who had conspired with him.

Her legs felt weak.

She was standing mere meters away from her own husband, dressed in nothing but a scandalous, barely-there hostess costume that left her massive breasts, wide hips, and thick ass almost completely exposed. The thin golden chains and sheer silk did nothing to hide her stiff nipples or the growing wetness between her thighs.

The Scion’s low voice brushed against her ear from behind, dark and commanding.

“Go on. Step onto the stage.”

The Duchess trembled violently. A fresh wave of humiliation crashed over her as she forced herself to walk forward on shaky legs. The moment she stepped onto the glass platform, all eyes in the room turned toward her. The Dukes’ conversation quieted slightly, appreciative murmurs rising as they openly leered at her voluptuous, barely clothed body.

Her husband’s gaze lingered the longest, a hungry, lustful smirk spreading across his face as he stared at the anonymous, extremely well-endowed hostess now trapped in the glass cage.

He had no idea he was looking at his own wife.

The Duchess’s heart pounded so hard she feared it might burst. Her heavy breasts rose and fell rapidly with each panicked breath, drawing even more attention. She could feel her pussy dripping with a shameful mixture of fear and forced arousal, her thighs subtly pressing together.

Behind the mask, her eyes were wide with terror and mortification.

One of the Dukes raised his glass.

“Now this is the kind of entertainment I was hoping for tonight!”

Her husband laughed, eyes glued to her massive tits and wide hips.

“Give us a show, beautiful. Don’t be shy.”

“This one is fat,” one of the younger Dukes called out loudly, his voice dripping with crude amusement as he leaned back in his chair.

“Fat in all the right places,” another replied with a lecherous chuckle, raising his wine glass toward the glass stage. “Look at those hips… and those fucking tits. She’s built like a prime breeding sow.”

The Duchess stood frozen under the bright lights, her cheeks burning with unbearable shame. The thin, sheer costume did almost nothing to hide her body. Her massive breasts heaved with every panicked breath, nipples stiff and clearly visible through the delicate silk.

An older Duke with a graying beard squinted at her and let out a low whistle.

“Eh… she kinda looks like your wife, Arch-Duke,” he commented with a sly grin, turning to her husband.

The Arch-Duke’s gaze lingered the longest. His eyes slowly dragged over every inch of her voluptuous, barely-covered body with raw hunger. A lustful smirk spread across his face as he openly stared at the anonymous hostess trapped in the glass cage like a prized exhibit.

“No way,” he scoffed, shaking his head with arrogant dismissal. “My wife is nowhere close to her. That woman is soft and plain. This one…” His eyes darkened with desire as they roamed over her enormous breasts and wide, fertile hips. “This one is built for something else.”

He had no idea he was lusting after his own wife.

A fresh wave of humiliation crashed over her, so intense it made her dizzy. Her husband was staring at her like a piece of meat, openly comparing her favorably to herself while calling her plain in the same breath.

She wanted the ground to swallow her whole.

Yet her body betrayed her. Her heavy breasts rose and fell rapidly, drawing even more hungry stares from the gathered Dukes. Her nipples ached, and her clit throbbed with every degrading word they threw at her.

The Scion’s presence behind the curtain felt like a dark shadow watching her complete degradation, reminding her exactly why she was here.

She moved her hands, over her body. Trying to be sensual, over her thighs, navel and then her breasts, making them shake like blobs of fat.

The Duchess swallowed her shame and began to move.

With trembling hands, she slowly ran her palms over her own body in a desperate attempt to look sensual. Her fingers glided down her wide hips and thick thighs, caressing the soft, plush flesh. She turned slightly, giving the watching Dukes a better view as her hands moved upward, tracing the curve of her soft, rounded navel before rising higher.

Then she reached her massive breasts.

She cupped the heavy, overflowing globes from below, lifting them slightly before letting them drop. The enormous tits bounced and shook like two fat, heavy blobs of warm jelly. The thin silk of her costume strained violently against them, her fat nipples clearly poking through as her breasts jiggled and swayed with every movement.

The Dukes erupted into appreciative murmurs and crude laughter.

“Gods above, look at those udders shake!” one of them shouted.

The Arch-Duke leaned forward in his chair, eyes glued to her chest with open lust. “That’s it… bounce them for us, you beautiful whore,” he growled, his voice thick with arousal.

The Duchess’s face burned with humiliation behind the mask. She squeezed her massive breasts together, making deep cleavage spill out obscenely, then shook them from side to side. The heavy mounds wobbled and slapped against each other, the fat rippling lewdly under the golden lights of the glass stage.

Every movement made the golden chains on her costume jingle softly. Her wide hips swayed, and her thick ass cheeks trembled with the motion. Between her thighs, her pussy was shamefully wet…dripping with a mixture of fear, humiliation, and unwanted arousal.

She hated how her body responded.

She hated that her own husband was staring at her with more raw desire than he had ever shown her in their marital bed, completely unaware he was drooling over his own wife like a starving dog.

From the shadows behind the curtain, she could feel the Scion’s eyes on her, watching her complete degradation with dark satisfaction.

One of the Dukes slammed his hand on the table.

“More! Shake those fat tits properly, girl!”

The Duchess bit her lip hard beneath the mask, fighting back a sob of shame… and slowly obeyed.

She moved her hands, over her body. Trying to be sensual, over her thighs, navel and then her breasts, making them shake like blobs of fat.

The Duchess swallowed her pride and began to move.

With visibly nervous hands, she ran her palms slowly over her voluptuous body in an attempt to look seductive. Her fingers trailed down her thick thighs, caressed the soft curve of her belly, then moved upward to cup her massive breasts. She lifted the heavy mounds and let them drop, making them shake and wobble like two oversized blobs of warm fat. The thin silk strained and slipped across her stiff nipples as her enormous tits jiggled heavily with the motion.

She tried to sway her wide hips, turning slightly so the golden lights would catch every curve of her ass and breasts.

But her inexperience showed painfully.

Her movements were stiff and uncertain and too hesitant. The sensual grace she tried to imitate came across as clumsy and amateurish. A true professional hostess would have moved with confident fluidity, but the Duchess’s motions betrayed her. Her hands trembled. Her hips jerked awkwardly instead of rolling smoothly. Even when she shook her massive breasts, the timing was off, making the display look more embarrassing than erotic.

The Dukes noticed.

A few of them chuckled, exchanging amused glances.

“She’s eager, I’ll give her that,” one laughed. “But clearly new to the trade.”

Just then, strong hands grabbed her from behind.

“You should give in,” a deep, familiar voice whispered hotly against her ear.

The Duchess’s heart skipped a beat. She recognized that voice instantly.

The Scion.

Before she could react, his fingers deftly untied the thin strip of silk covering her massive breasts. The flimsy fabric fell away instantly, letting her enormous, heavy tits spill out completely into the open air.

A collective murmur of approval rose from the Dukes beyond the glass.

The next second, the Scion pushed her forward roughly. Her bare breasts slammed against the cold glass wall with a soft, lewd smack, squishing obscenely against the transparent surface. Her fat nipples hardened instantly from the chill as her heavy mounds flattened and spread out, fully on display for the lustful nobles watching from the other side.

She turned her head to the side, breathing hard.

There he stood, wearing an ornate black and gold mask that concealed the upper half of his face. He was topless, his powerfully toned chest, sculpted shoulders, and defined abs on full display under the golden lights. The mask made him look almost demonic.

The Dukes had never seen him like this before.

They couldn’t recognise him.

But she had.

She had seen every inch of that powerful body...again and again.

“Scion…” she whimpered, voice trembling with fear and shameful excitement.

He pressed his hard body against her back, grinding his massive erection between her thick ass cheeks as he pinned her more firmly against the glass. One of his hands reached around to grope her exposed breast, squeezing the soft, heavy flesh and pinching her stiff nipple right in front of the watching Dukes.

“Look at them,” he whispered darkly into her ear. “Your husband is staring at your tits like he wants to devour them… and he still has no idea they belong to me now.”

The Arch-Duke and the other Dukes continued their discussion as if they were at any ordinary meeting, all while openly devouring her with their eyes.

They spoke of supply lines, troop movements, and the timing of the blockade, their voices casual and businesslike. Yet their gazes never left her massive, squished breasts pressed flush against the cold glass. Her fat tits were deformed beautifully against the transparent wall like friend eggs on a pan, nipples stiff and aching as they rubbed against the smooth surface.

“Beautiful pair on this one,” the Arch-Duke commented, his voice thick with lust as he took a slow sip of wine. His eyes were locked on her chest with blatant hunger. “Look how they flatten against the glass… must be even heavier than they look.”

One of the younger Dukes laughed. “I’d love to bury my face in those fat udders. Imagine how they’d bounce if she was riding someone.”

The Duchess whimpered softly, mortified beyond words..

Behind her, the Scion pressed his hard, muscular body closer. One of his hands reached around to grope her exposed breast, squeezing the soft, heavy flesh right in front of them. He kneaded it possessively, fingers sinking deep into the plush mound before tugging on her swollen nipple, making her gasp.

“They can’t stop staring at your tits,” he whispered darkly into her ear, his breath hot against her skin. “Especially your husband. Look at him. He’s practically drooling. If only he knew these fat tits were the same ones he used to ignore… now they’re mine to play with whenever I want.

His hands explored her body like a sculptor showing off a masterpiece to an eager audience.

The Scion’s strong palms glided down the elegant curve of her arched back, tracing her spine before reaching the dramatic flare of her wide hips. He cupped her massive ass cheeks, lifting and spreading them artistically, letting the Dukes beyond the glass admire the full, juicy globes. He squeezed the soft, heavy flesh, making it spill between his fingers before releasing it to watch it jiggle.

The Duchess shivered violently, completely exposed under the bright lights.

Then, with a single smooth motion, he hooked his fingers into the tiny silk panties that barely covered her lower half and slowly dragged them down her thick thighs. The drenched fabric peeled away from her soaked pussy with a wet sound, leaving a thin string of her arousal stretching obscenely before snapping.

Now, the mask was the only piece of clothing left on her body.

The Duchess stood completely naked against the glass, her massive breasts squished flat, her wide hips and thick ass fully exposed, and her dripping pussy on full display for the gathered Dukes. A fresh wave of humiliation crashed over her as she heard their reactions.

“Fuck… she’s completely shaved,” one Duke groaned.

“Look at that fat ass and those wide breeding hips,” another added, voice thick with lust.

The Scion pressed his hard, muscular body against her back, letting the Dukes see how his hands roamed freely over her…claiming her. One hand slid between her thighs, cupping her soaked pussy while the other kneaded her heavy breast, pinching and rolling her stiff nipple for their entertainment.

“Such a perfect whore,” he whispered into her ear, loud enough for the glass to carry his voice. “Completely naked in front of your husband… and dripping like a slut.”

The Duchess whimpered, her breath fogging the glass but her hips twitched involuntarily, pushing her wet pussy against his fingers.

The Dukes watched with rapt attention, their discussion of treason completely forgotten in favor of the obscene show before them.

Then she felt something between her legs, rubbing against her pussy.

“Oh fuck…” the Duchess thought, her mind reeling in panic.

The Scion’s thick, hard cock suddenly appeared between her legs from behind. The heavy, throbbing shaft slid slowly along her soaked pussy lips, parting her swollen folds as he nestled it between her thick thighs. Its sheer size and heat made her tremble uncontrollably. The fat head nudged teasingly against her dripping entrance, coating itself in her juices right in front of the audience.

Beyond the glass walls, the Dukes fell into a stunned silence for a brief moment, intrigued, yet visibly flabbergasted by the sudden escalation.

“I didn’t know they had sex shows here,” one of the younger Dukes muttered, eyes wide with excitement as he leaned forward.

The Arch-Duke said nothing. His gaze was locked intensely on the erotic sight before him…the voluptuous, masked hostess pressed naked against the glass, her massive breasts squished flat, while a powerfully built, masked man stood behind her with his impressive cock sliding between her trembling thighs.

The Scion gripped her wide hips firmly and rocked his pelvis, sliding his thick length back and forth between her legs. The wet, obscene sound of his cock rubbing against her dripping pussy echoed softly in the glass enclosure. Every slow thrust made her heavy breasts jiggle against the cold surface and caused fresh nectar to coat his shaft.

The Duchess whimpered loudly, her breath fogging the glass. She could feel her husband’s hungry stare burning into her exposed body. He was watching, completely entranced as another man prepared to fuck the anonymous woman he had no idea was his own wife.

“Beautiful,” the Arch-Duke finally murmured, voice low and rough with arousal. “Look at how wet she is… She’s practically begging for it.”

With one smooth, powerful motion, the Scion pushed his thick cock deep into her soaked pussy from behind. The Duchess’s loud, broken moan reverberated through the glass walls, echoing clearly into the room where the Dukes sat watching.

“Ahhh—!”

Her voluptuous body tensed as she was filled, her inner walls stretching around his girth. The Scion started slow in almost artistic manner, rolling his hips in deep, sensual strokes. He wanted the audience to savor every detail: the way her thick thighs quivered, how her massive ass rippled softly with each thrust, and especially how her enormous breasts squished and deformed beautifully against the cold glass.

Each measured thrust pressed her heavy tits harder into the transparent wall, flattening the soft globes into wide, obscene pancakes before they slowly swelled back out as he withdrew. The fat mounds grew and receded in perfect sync with his pounding, her stiff nipples dragging against the glass.

The Dukes were utterly captivated.

“By the gods…” one of them breathed.

The Arch-Duke’s eyes were dark with lust, completely transfixed by the sight of the masked woman’s massive tits being crushed and reshaped against the glass with every thrust.

The Scion gradually increased his pace. His hips began slamming into her harder, faster, the wet sound of flesh slapping against flesh growing louder. Her moans turned into desperate, shameless cries that filled the glass enclosure as he fucked her with raw intensity.

Plap… Plap… Plap… Plap…

Her entire body jolted forward with each powerful thrust, smashing her fat breasts against the glass. They ballooned outward dramatically before springing back, jiggling wildly as he railed her. Her wide hips and massive ass rippled like waves with every impact, the sight lewd and hypnotic.

The Duchess was losing herself completely. Her hands pressed against the glass for support, her masked face twisted in overwhelming pleasure and shame as her own husband watched her get fucked senseless, none the wiser that it was his wife being bred in front of him.

The Scion leaned forward, gripping her hips tighter as he drove into her deeper.

“Look at them,” he growled into her ear. “Especially your husband. He can’t take his eyes off your fat tits while I ruin your cunt.”

Her sweat clung to the cold glass in glistening streaks, while her hot, ragged breath misted the transparent surface with every desperate gasp.

She had completely lost control.

Her moans grew louder and more shameless, reverberating through the glass enclosure as the Scion fucked her harder, faster, more mercilessly. The wet, brutal sound of his hips slamming against her massive ass filled the room.

“Ahh—! Ahhh—! Oh gods—!”

The Duchess’s voluptuous body jolted violently with every savage thrust. Her massive breasts were smashed flat against the glass, squishing and spreading obscenely before bouncing back with each impact. Her thick thighs trembled uncontrollably as pleasure overwhelmed her.

Then it hit her.

A devastating orgasm exploded through her body like lightning.

Just as the Scion buried his cock deep inside her, something inside her snapped. Her eyes rolled back beneath the mask as a powerful, uncontrollable stream of clear squirt erupted from her pussy. It gushed out violently between her spread legs, splashing loudly against the glass floor and spraying in messy arcs.

The intense squirting continued in intense pulses, soaking her thighs and puddling beneath her as her entire body convulsed and shook. Her loud, broken scream of ecstasy echoed through the glass chamber.

It was the filthiest yet most exhilarating thing she had ever experienced.

The Dukes were stunned into silence.

Jaws dropped. Eyes widened in disbelief and raw lust. Even the Arch-Duke sat frozen, staring at the spectacular sight of the masked woman violently squirting all over the stage while being fucked senseless.

“By all the gods…” one Duke whispered in awe.

“She just fucking squirted like a fountain,” another muttered, completely mesmerized.

But it didn’t end.

The Scion suddenly pulled out of her dripping pussy and spun her around to face him. The Duchess’s heart fluttered wildly as she finally made eye contact with him through the ornate mask. His eyes burned with dark, possessive hunger.

Without hesitation, he grabbed her face and pulled her into a passionate, wet, sloppy kiss. His tongue invaded her mouth greedily, claiming her in front of everyone. She moaned into the kiss, melting against him as saliva dripped down their chins.

Instinct took over.

She lifted one leg, then the other, wrapping her thick thighs tightly around his waist. The Scion didn’t miss a beat. He gripped her massive ass with both hands and impaled her in one powerful thrust, driving his thick cock deep into her soaked pussy.

“Ahhhhh—!” she cried out, breaking the kiss as her head fell back in ecstasy.

Her huge, soft ass was now pressed hard against the cold, wet glass behind her. The soft, heavy cheeks squished obscenely against the transparent surface, flattening out like warm pancakes for the entire audience to see. Every brutal thrust made her ass spread and ripple against the glass, the fat jiggling and deforming beautifully under the bright lights.

The Scion fucked her senseless against the wall.

His powerful hips slammed upward into her, driving his cock repeatedly into her dripping cunt with raw strength. Wet, filthy sounds echoed through the glass chamber as he pounded her while her massive breasts bounced wildly between their bodies.

The Dukes were mesmerized.

Her husband, the Arch-Duke, stared with undisguised lust at the way her fat ass was squished and spread against the glass, watching another man destroy the voluptuous woman he still didn’t recognize as his wife.

The Scion growled into her ear between deep, punishing thrusts.

The Duchess could only moan helplessly, her legs locked tightly around his waist as she was fucked senseless, her ass pancaked against the glass and her juices dripping down onto the stage floor with every thrust.

She came with another explosive orgasm.

The pleasure slammed into her like a tidal wave. Her entire voluptuous body convulsed violently against the Scion as her second climax tore through her. A raw, broken scream ripped from her throat, echoing loudly through the glass enclosure. Her pussy clenched and spasmed wildly around his thick cock, gushing fresh waves of squirt that sprayed messily down her thighs and onto the stage floor.

Her legs gave out completely.

She slid down the glass wall and collapsed onto the floor in a helpless, trembling heap. Thick strands of the Scion’s cum mixed with her own juices leaked freely from her swollen, well-fucked pussy, dripping obscenely onto the glass beneath her. She lay there panting, sweaty, and used up, her massive breasts heaving, her thick thighs quivering, and her mind hazy with overwhelming pleasure and shame.

She thought it was finally over.

But it wasn’t.

The Scion stood over her, his masked face looking down with dark authority. His cock was still hard, glistening with their combined fluids.

“Crawl,” he commanded, his voice low but firm enough for the glass to carry it to the watching Dukes. “On your hands and knees. Push that fat ass up high… like a cat in heat presenting herself for mating.”

The Duchess’s eyes widened behind the mask in fresh humiliation. A broken whimper escaped her lips.

Yet she obeyed.

Slowly, shamefully, she pushed herself onto all fours. Her heavy breasts hung and swayed beneath her as she arched her back deeply, pushing her massive, cum-leaking ass upward in a lewd mating position. Her knees spread apart, fully exposing her dripping pussy to both the Scion and the stunned audience beyond the glass.

The Dukes were dead silent for a moment before erupting into low, lust-filled murmurs.

“Fuck… look at her presenting like a whore,” one groaned.

The Arch-Duke stared with burning intensity at his own wife’s exposed, dripping cunt, completely unaware of who she truly was.

The Scion stepped behind her and gave her plump ass a firm, loud slap, watching the soft flesh ripple.

“That’s it,” he praised darkly. “Show them how a properly bred noble whore presents herself.”

The Duchess trembled on all fours, face burning with unbearable shame, her ass held high like an animal in heat, cum still slowly leaking from her pussy for everyone to see.

Then, without warning, the Scion fell upon her.

He dropped down behind her raised ass, gripped her wide hips with bruising force, and plunged his thick, cum-slick cock deep into her tight asshole in one merciless thrust.

“AHHHHH—!!”

The Duchess’s loud, broken scream echoed through the glass chamber as her virgin-tight ring was brutally stretched open once again. The sudden, burning invasion made her entire voluptuous body jolt forward, her heavy breasts dragging against the glass floor.

He began sodomizing her mercilessly.

His powerful hips slammed forward with savage intensity, burying every inch of his cock into her tight, resisting asshole again and again. The wet, filthy sounds of anal fucking filled the enclosure with loud, obscene plaps as his pelvis crashed against her massive ass, making the soft, heavy cheeks ripple and bounce violently with every thrust.

She could do nothing but moan.

Helpless, broken, animalistic moans poured from her lips as the overwhelming mix of pain, pleasure, and soul-crushing humiliation consumed her. Her own husband sat just meters away, watching with dark lust as another man brutally fucked her in the ass. The other Dukes stared with wide eyes and open mouths, completely mesmerized by the depraved sight.

The Scion showed no mercy. He railed her asshole hard and deep, using her like a cheap whore in front of the very nobles she once stood equal to.

The sheer degradation pushed her over the edge again.

Another overwhelming orgasm crashed through her body like a storm. Her eyes rolled back beneath the mask as her asshole clenched violently around the Scion’s pistoning cock. A fresh gush of squirt sprayed out from her neglected pussy, splattering messily onto the glass floor while her thick thighs shook uncontrollably.

She came hard while being ass-fucked in front of her husband.

Her loud, shameless cries of ecstasy echoed through the room as wave after wave of pleasure tore through her. Her massive ass rippled and quivered with every brutal thrust, her body surrendering completely to the Scion’s dominance.

The Arch-Duke leaned forward in his seat, breathing heavily, utterly entranced by the sight of the masked woman cumming so violently with a cock buried in her ass.

He still had no idea it was his wife.

The Scion growled possessively, pounding her spasming asshole even harder as she came, drawing out her humiliating climax for the entire audience to witness.

His cock throbbed violently as he reached his climax. Thick, powerful ropes of hot cum erupted deep inside her bowels, flooding her already abused ass with heavy spurts of seed. He held her hips firmly in place, grinding his pelvis against her massive ass as he emptied himself completely, pumping load after load into her until her insides were thoroughly stuffed.

The Duchess moaned weakly, her body trembling on all fours as she felt the warm, thick cum filling her ass. Her husband’s seed had already claimed her womb earlier and now the Scion was claiming her other hole with just as much intensity. Both of her passages fertile or not were now overflowing with his cum.

When he finally pulled out, a thick glob of white seed immediately leaked from her gaping asshole, dripping obscenely down over her swollen pussy lips and onto the glass floor. Her once-tight ring twitched and fluttered, unable to close properly after the brutal sodomizing.

She remained on her hands and knees, panting heavily, completely ruined. Cum leaked from both her pussy and her ass, creating a messy puddle beneath her. Her massive breasts hung heavily, nipples still hard, and her thick thighs quivered uncontrollably.

The Dukes were silent for a long moment, stunned by the explicit display.

“Gods… he filled her ass,” one finally muttered in awe.

The Arch-Duke stared with dark, hungry eyes at the cum dripping from the masked woman’s holes. His hand was subtly adjusting himself under the table, clearly aroused by the sight, never realizing he had just watched his own wife get double-creampied in front of him.

The Scion gave her cum-stuffed ass one last firm slap, watching the soft flesh ripple and more seed leak out.

“Look at you,” he murmured loud enough for the audience to hear. “Both holes stuffed like a proper breeding whore. Your husband should be proud.”

The Duchess could only whimper in exhausted shame, her body spent and leaking, displayed for all to see.

Then, abruptly, the lights inside the glass enclosure went out.

The stage plunged into complete darkness. The Duchess barely had time to register what was happening before the Scion effortlessly scooped her up into his strong arms. Her voluptuous, cum-stuffed body pressed against his bare chest as he carried her away like a conquered prize. Thick globs of his seed continued leaking from both her pussy and asshole, dripping down her thighs and onto the floor as he disappeared with her behind the heavy velvet curtains.

For several long seconds, the Dukes sat in stunned silence.

When the lights finally returned to the empty glass stage, there was nothing left but a glistening wet puddle of cum and squirt on the floor.

The nobles were left amazed… and painfully horny.

“By the gods… that was incredible,” one Duke muttered, shifting uncomfortably in his seat as he tried to hide his raging erection.

The Arch-Duke stared at the empty stage with dark, hungry eyes, still picturing the way that masked woman’s massive tits and fat ass had been used so brutally. His cock throbbed hard in his trousers as he replayed the memory of her squirting violently and moaning like a whore while getting ass-fucked.

“I’ve never seen a woman cum that hard,” he said hoarsely, his voice thick with lust. “That body… those tits… the way she presented her ass like a bitch in heat. Whoever owns her is a lucky bastard.”.

The other Dukes laughed crudely, still visibly aroused, some openly adjusting themselves.

“I’d pay a fortune to fuck a whore like that,” another growled. “Did you see how her ass rippled when he pounded her? And that squirt… fuck.”


Chapter 6

he day of the rebellion had finally arrived.

The Arch-Duke left the manor at dawn with a confident smile and a small army of loyal troops, riding out to man the key fortifications himself. He believed the trap was perfectly set — that today the Duchy would rise up and declare independence from the Archon.

He left his wife behind without a second thought.

Little did he know that his entire plan had already been doomed for days.

While he galloped toward the mountain passes, soldiers of the Core — elite covert units under the Archon’s direct command — had been quietly smuggled into the Duchy over the past week, hidden inside merchant caravans and supply wagons. They were not as glorious as the Steel Legion, but they were ruthless, disciplined, and more than enough for this task.

I was in the Duchess’s private chambers when it began.

I had her bent over the edge of her grand marital bed, completely naked except for the jeweled anklet I’d made her wear. My thick cock was buried balls-deep inside her soaked pussy, pounding her with long, powerful strokes. Her massive ass rippled violently with every thrust as I railed her from behind.

“Ahh—! My lord—!” she moaned shamelessly, her face pressed into the silk sheets, drool leaking from the corner of her mouth.

The wet, filthy sound of my hips slapping against her thick ass filled the luxurious room. Her heavy breasts swung beneath her like pendulums as I fucked her mercilessly, stretching her cum-hungry cunt around my girth.

I gripped her wide hips tighter, pulling her back onto my cock with every thrust.

“You hear that?” I growled, slamming into her especially deep. “That’s the sound of your husband’s rebellion dying.”

Just then, distant shouts and the clash of steel erupted from outside the manor.

The Duchess’s eyes widened in panic, but I didn’t stop. If anything, I fucked her harder, my balls slapping against her clit as I drove into her dripping hole.

Soldiers of the Core stormed the capital. They stormed the manor.

Booted feet thundered through the halls. Doors were kicked open. Loyalist guards screamed as they were cut down or subdued.

The sounds of battle grew closer, steel ringing, men shouting, furniture crashing.

Yet I kept fucking the Arch-Duke’s wife.

I leaned over her back, biting her shoulder as I railed her even more brutally, my cock pistoning in and out of her spasming pussy.

“They’re here,” I whispered darkly into her ear. “Your husband’s precious rebellion is over… and I’m still buried balls-deep in his wife.”

The Duchess moaned loudly, torn between terror and overwhelming pleasure as another orgasm began building inside her. Her thick thighs shook violently while my cock destroyed her cunt mere moments before her home was taken.

The door to her chambers suddenly burst open.

Core soldiers flooded in, weapons drawn…only to freeze at the sight before them: the Scion brutally fucking the Arch-Duke’s voluptuous, moaning wife on her own marriage bed.

I didn’t even slow down.

I simply looked over my shoulder at the soldiers, still pounding the Duchess without mercy, and gave a single command.

“Secure the manor. The Duke’s wife is… occupied.”

I gripped her wide hips tighter and slammed into her harder, making her massive ass ripple and clap loudly against my pelvis. Her heavy breasts swung wildly beneath her as she moaned shamelessly, too lost in pleasure to care about the armed men watching.

Only then did I finally allow myself to finish.

With a deep, guttural groan, I buried my cock to the hilt inside her and came hard.

Thick, heavy ropes of hot cum erupted violently from my cock, flooding her pussy in powerful jets. I held her ass flush against me, grinding deep as I creamed her completely, pumping load after load of potent seed straight into her womb. Her cunt clenched and fluttered around me, milking every drop as if desperate for it.

The Duchess let out a long, broken cry of ecstasy as she felt me filling her again, her body trembling violently through her own orgasm.

When I finally pulled out, a thick torrent of my white cum gushed from her well-creampied pussy, dripping obscenely down her thick thighs and onto the expensive silk sheets of her marriage bed.

I gave her cum-stuffed ass one last firm slap, watching it jiggle, then looked over at the stunned soldiers with a calm, authoritative expression.

“Secure the rest of the manor,” I ordered casually, still breathing heavily. “The Duchess and I will be down shortly.”

The soldiers quickly saluted and filed out, though several couldn’t help but steal one last glance at the thoroughly bred, leaking noblewoman collapsed on the bed.

I leaned down over her sweat-slicked back and whispered into her ear:

“Now go and check your daughter. I got a traitor to punish”

∞∞∞

The Arch-Duke never expected the response to be so swift.

He had ridden out with confidence that morning, certain that his carefully laid plans would give him enough time to fortify the mountain passes and choke off any immediate retaliation from the capital. The key entry points were heavily defended.

He was wrong.

While his main forces concentrated on the outer fortifications, the Core armies had already infiltrated the heart of the Duchy days earlier.

Cities fell one after another in a matter of hours. Fields and supply depots were seized before the Arch-Duke’s commanders even realized what was happening. The Core soldiers were fast. Storming gates, securing town squares, and raising the Archon’s banner over every major settlement.

Mayors, barons, and nobles who had conspired with the Arch-Duke were dragged from their homes and executed publicly in the town squares. Some were beheaded. Others hanged. Their bodies were left on display as grim warnings. Those who had merely turned a blind eye were stripped of titles and wealth, replaced immediately by new bureaucrats and governors handpicked by the Archon’s administration.

The Arch-Duke’s armies, now trapped inside their own fortresses, suddenly found themselves isolated. With the surrounding cities and farmlands under enemy control, supply lines were severed overnight. No food. No reinforcements. No hope.

From the high walls of his strongest fortress, the Arch-Duke watched in growing horror as smoke rose from the distant capital. His once-proud rebellion was collapsing from the inside out. The very heart of his domain had been ripped away while he focused on defending the borders.

He had prepared for a siege from the outside.

He had never imagined being besieged by his own lands.

And then the horns blared.

Panic spread like wildfire through the Arch-Duke’s forces.

What was meant to be a glorious stand against the Archon quickly dissolved into chaos. Soldiers who had sworn loyalty began deserting in droves.

The once-disciplined garrisons turned into terrified mobs as news spread that every major city and supply route behind them had already fallen.

The Core forces showed no mercy.

One by one, the fortresses were stormed with ruthless efficiency. Siege ladders slammed against stone walls. Grappling hooks flew through the air. The elite soldiers of the Core poured over battlements and through shattered gates, cutting down any who still dared to resist.

The final fortress — the Arch-Duke’s last stronghold — fell by nightfall.

When the heavy iron gates were finally breached, the once-proud Arch-Duke was found huddled in his command chamber, pale and sweating, surrounded by the few loyal guards who hadn’t already fled or been slain.

He was dragged out in chains.

Heavy iron manacles clamped around his wrists and ankles, connected by thick chains that rattled with every stumbling step. His fine armor had been stripped away, leaving him in nothing but a torn tunic and soiled breeches. Blood trickled from a cut on his forehead as Core soldiers shoved him roughly through the courtyard.

The once-mighty ruler of the Duchy was now paraded before his own defeated troops like a common criminal.

∞∞∞

I walked along the high stone walls of the Duchy’s capital, my boots echoing softly against the ancient battlements.

For months I had been busy here. Stabilizing the region, rooting out the last pockets of treason, and purging those who had thrown their lot in with the Arch-Duke. Many nobles had lost their heads. Others had lost everything but their lives, now living as broken men in the dungeons or exiled to the farthest frontiers. The streets below were quieter now, more orderly. The people had learned their lesson.

Yet without a single Duke to rule it, this place could no longer truly be called a Duchy.

The great seat of power sat empty. The Arch-Duke’s banners had been burned. His sigil was chiseled off every gate and tower. What had once been a proud, semi-autonomous realm was now little more than a collection of conquered provinces under direct Archon control.

I stopped at the edge of the wall and looked out over the sprawling city and the fertile lands beyond. The rebellion had been crushed so thoroughly that not even a whisper of defiance remained. The Core soldiers now patrolled the streets.

A dark satisfaction settled in my chest.

The fate of these lands, however, was no longer mine to decide. Whether the Archon would install a new loyal Duke, split the territory among several lesser lords, or absorb it fully into the central domain was a question for the Overlord alone.

I had done my part.

But not all was finished.

The rebellion may have been crushed, the traitors executed or scattered, and the Duchy brought to heel… but one final piece of satisfaction still remained.

I descended the cold, torch-lit stairs into the depths of the capital’s dungeons. The air grew damp and heavy with the stench of mildew, blood, and despair. My boots echoed sharply against the stone as I walked past rows of iron-barred cells containing the broken remnants of the old regime.

At the end of the corridor, in the largest and most secure cell, sat the former Arch-Duke.

He was a far cry from the proud, arrogant man I had first met. His fine clothes had been replaced by filthy rags. Heavy iron chains bound his wrists and ankles to the wall, forcing him into a permanent crouch. His once-regal face was gaunt, bruised, and covered in a matted beard. His eyes, however, still held a faint spark of defiance as they rose to meet mine.

I stopped in front of the bars, studying him silently for a long moment.

"Your wife is here to meet you," I announced, my voice carrying through the damp dungeon.

The Arch-Duke’s head jerked up, chains rattling loudly as desperate hope flashed in his sunken eyes.

Then she stepped forward into the flickering torchlight.

"Your wife is here to meet you," I announced, my voice echoing through the cold dungeon.

The Arch-Duke’s head snapped up immediately, his sunken eyes filling with a mix of desperate hope and confusion. He struggled against his chains, trying to stand as much as the restraints allowed.

Then she stepped into the torchlight.

The Duchess…no, my Duchess, walked slowly into the dungeon corridor beside me. She wore a simple, flowing white dress made of nearly transparent silk that clung to every new curve of her body. The fabric was so sheer it left almost nothing to the imagination. Her heavily pregnant belly was fully visible, round and swollen with child, my child. The soft swell pushed prominently against the delicate material, making her condition impossible to hide.

Her body had changed beautifully over the months. She had grown softer, more lush and fertile. Her once-firm figure had ripened into something even more voluptuous. Her breasts had grown significantly heavier, now large and pendulous, swaying gently with each step. Her dark nipples were clearly visible through the thin silk, thick and sensitive from the pregnancy.

She walked with a graceful waddle, one hand resting protectively on top of her pregnant belly. A faint blush colored her cheeks, but she no longer tried to hide her body from me. She had long since accepted her new reality.

The Arch-Duke stared in stunned silence, his eyes widening in horror as he took in the sight of his wife — heavily pregnant, dressed like a whore, and standing obediently beside the man who had destroyed him.

“No…” he whispered hoarsely, voice cracking. “No… that’s not… she can’t be…”

I placed a possessive hand on the small of her back, sliding it down to rest on her plump ass as I pulled her closer.

“She is,” I said calmly. “And it’s mine. I’ve been breeding your wife for months while you rotted down here. Every night I filled her womb until it finally took.”

The Duchess lowered her head in shame, but her nipples visibly stiffened beneath the transparent dress. A faint wet spot was already forming between her thighs — she was dripping again, just from being displayed like this in front of her fallen husband.

I leaned down and kissed the side of her neck possessively before looking back at the Arch-Duke.

Then, without a word of warning, I bent her over right in front of the iron bars.

I pushed the Duchess forward until her swollen pregnant belly and heavy breasts pressed against the cold metal. She gasped, instinctively gripping the bars for support as I yanked her sheer dress up over her wide hips, bunching the translucent fabric around her waist.

Her massive, pregnant ass was now fully exposed — rounder and softer than ever from the pregnancy. Her pussy was already glistening with arousal, lips swollen and dripping.

I freed my thick cock and rubbed the head along her slick folds before thrusting into her pregnant cunt in one deep, possessive stroke.

“Ahh—!” she moaned loudly, her voice echoing through the dungeon.

I immediately began fucking her hard from behind. My hips slammed against her soft, cushiony ass with loud, wet smacks, driving my cock deep into her soaked pussy again and again. Her heavy pregnant belly swayed beneath her with every powerful thrust, her swollen breasts bouncing and squishing against the iron bars.

The Arch-Duke went feral.

“NO! YOU BASTARD!” he screamed in pure rage, lunging forward violently only to be jerked back by his chains. “GET YOUR FILTHY HANDS OFF MY WIFE! I’LL KILL YOU!”

I ignored him completely, gripping her wide hips tighter and pounding her pregnant pussy even harder. The wet, obscene sound of my cock slamming into her filled the dungeon, mixed with her shameless moans.

“Tell him,” I growled, slapping her ass hard enough to make it ripple. “Tell your husband whose child you’re carrying while I fuck you in front of him.”

The Duchess whimpered, tears of shame and pleasure running down her flushed cheeks as she was railed mercilessly.

“It’s… it’s his…” she moaned brokenly, her voice trembling. “The Scion’s baby… I’m carrying the Scion’s child… ahh—!”

Her words only drove the Arch-Duke into greater fury. He roared and thrashed against his restraints like a madman, chains rattling violently as he watched another man breed his heavily pregnant wife right before his eyes.

I reached around and squeezed one of her heavy, milk-filled breasts, pinching her sensitive nipple as I continued destroying her cunt with deep, punishing strokes.

“That’s right,” I groaned, slamming into her harder. “Watch me fuck your wife’s pregnant pussy, Duke. This is all that remains of your legacy.”

The Duchess moaned louder, pushing her ass back against me despite the humiliation, completely lost in pleasure while her chained husband screamed in helpless, broken rage.

Her heavy tits swayed with each powerful thrust, plump and full, like ripe papayas caught in a violent storm. The swollen, milk-laden globes swung heavily beneath her, bouncing and slapping together obscenely as I railed her pregnant pussy from behind. Her sensitive nipples, darker and thicker from pregnancy, dragged against the cold iron bars with every deep stroke.

I gripped her wide hips tighter and fucked her harder, watching with dark satisfaction as those massive, juicy tits bounced wildly. The sheer weight of them made the motion hypnotic — heavy, pendulous, and utterly lewd.

“Fuck—” I groaned, slamming into her soaked cunt again and again. “Look at your wife’s fat tits, Duke. They’ve gotten so much bigger since I started breeding her.”

The Arch-Duke’s screams grew hoarse and broken as he thrashed against his chains.

“Stop! You fucking monster! Don’t touch her—!”

But I didn’t stop. If anything, I pounded her even more brutally, making her pregnant belly press harder against the bars while her enormous breasts continued their obscene dance. Milk beads had begun forming at the tips of her nipples from the rough stimulation, dripping slowly down the iron bars as I destroyed her cunt.

The Duchess moaned shamelessly, her voice cracking with pleasure.

“Ahh—! My lord…! It’s too deep—!”

Her thick ass rippled violently against my hips with every thrust, her pregnant body trembling as she was used like a whore in front of her fallen husband. More of my cum from earlier leaked out around my cock, coating her thighs and dripping onto the dungeon floor.

I reached around and grabbed one of her swaying breasts, squeezing the soft, heavy mound hard enough to make milk spray lightly from her nipple.

“These tits belong to me now,” I growled loud enough for the Arch-Duke to hear. “Just like her womb. Just like her cunt. Everything you failed to appreciate… I’ve claimed.”

The Arch-Duke could only roar in impotent fury, forced to watch his heavily pregnant wife moan like a bitch in heat while her tits swayed and leaked for another man.

The Duchess’s moans grew higher, more desperate, and uncontrollable. Her entire pregnant body began to shake violently as I continued pounding her soaked pussy without mercy.

Suddenly, her back arched sharply.

“AHHHHH—!!”

A powerful, explosive orgasm ripped through her. Her pussy clenched violently around my cock as she squirted hard — a hot, messy gush of clear fluid sprayed violently from between her thighs, splashing against the iron bars and onto the dungeon floor right in front of her husband.

She kept squirting, wave after wave, her thick legs trembling uncontrollably as her pregnant body convulsed in ecstasy. Her heavy tits swayed wildly, milk leaking freely from her swollen nipples and dripping down the bars.

At that exact moment, something inside the Arch-Duke finally shattered.

His furious roars died in his throat. His eyes, once filled with rage, went hollow and dead. He slumped forward against his chains, staring blankly at the sight of his heavily pregnant wife squirting shamelessly while another man fucked her senseless. The last remnants of his pride, his dignity, and his sanity crumbled before his eyes.

He had finally broken.

Completely.

I buried my cock deep inside her spasming pussy one final time and groaned as I flooded her pregnant womb with another thick load of cum, claiming her even as her husband watched in total defeat.

The former Arch-Duke said nothing more. He simply hung limply in his chains, destroyed — a broken shell of the man who once dared to challenge the Overlord’s tyranny.

I slowly pulled out of the Duchess, letting my cum drip from her well-fucked pussy onto the filthy dungeon floor. I wrapped an arm around her trembling, pregnant body and kissed the side of her neck possessively.


Epilogue

I stood tall and motionless before the Archon in the vast, echoing cathedral hall. Towering pillars of stretched toward the shadowed ceiling, and faint shafts of colored light filtered through ancient stained glass high above.

The Archon sat upon his obsidian throne, his silver mask gleaming coldly in the dim light. The empty, pitch-black eyeholes of the mask seemed to pierce straight through me.

“Your work is done well,” the Archon spoke, his voice deep and resonant, “despite the rather… unorthodox methods for a Scion.”

I remained perfectly passive, hands clasped behind my back, my face betraying no emotion.

“As noted,” I said flatly, without a trace of guilt or morality, “the Duchess and her daughter have been sufficiently punished. They should not be punished further.”

The Archon was silent for a moment, then gave a slow nod.

“It is as you ruled. With their cooperation considered, I see no issue in granting them mercy.”

He leaned back slightly on his throne before continuing, his voice booming through the grand hall:

“The Overlord has sent a command. The Arch-Duke is to live.”

That was unexpected.

Even I felt a flicker of surprise. I had assumed the traitor would be executed publicly as an example. But the Overlord clearly had something far crueler in mind.

The Archon’s silver mask remained impassive, yet I could feel the weight of his gaze from within those dark, hollow eyeholes.

“His punishment,” the Archon declared, his voice echoing like judgment itself, “will be to watch every single child you put into his wife.”

A heavy silence filled the cathedral.

The Archon continued, almost amused:

“He will live in a special prison in the capital. But every time you breed his wife, every time her belly swells with your seed, he will be forced to witness it. He will watch her grow round with your bastards.”

I bowed my head slightly, a cold, satisfied smile touching my lips.

“As the Overlord commands.”

The Archon waved a hand dismissively.

“You have earned your reward, Scion. The Overlord has ruled. Your will be promoted to the rank of Exarch. Duchy is yours to rule as you see fit. And the Duchess. She now belongs to you entirely.”

I turned and began walking out of the grand hall, my boots echoing across the marble floor.

Behind me, the Archon’s final words followed like a dark benediction:

“Enjoy your prize.”

∞∞∞

I stepped down from the carriage in front of the temporary manor that had been assigned to me. The evening air was cool and quiet as I entered the grand foyer.

From the sitting room came the sound of playful chaos.

“Mommy! Look! I am playing with him!”

The little daughter was toddling around excitedly, carefully carrying her baby brother in her small arms. The infant gurgled and laughed as she bounced him gently, his chubby little hands waving in delight.

The mother sat nearby on a luxurious couch, watching them. Her body had become even softer and more fertile since giving birth. Her breasts were noticeably heavier and fuller, pressing against the elegant dress she wore.

When she saw me enter, a deep blush spread across her cheeks. She stood up quickly, lowering her gaze in quiet submission.

The little girl looked up at me with bright, innocent eyes, still struggling to hold her baby brother steady.

“Look! Baby brother is laughing! I’m a good big sister, right?”

I walked over slowly and placed a hand on the girl’s head, gently ruffling her hair. My other arm slid around the mother’s waist, pulling her close until her heavy, milk-filled breasts pressed against my chest.

“You’re doing very well,” I told the daughter calmly. “Keep taking care of your brother. You’ll have many more siblings soon.”

The mother shivered slightly as my hand moved lower, possessively squeezing her plump ass through her dress. Her nipples visibly stiffened beneath the fabric, already beginning to leak milk.

The little girl giggled happily, completely unaware of the tension in the room.

“Yes! I want lots of brothers and sisters!”

I leaned closer to the mother, whispering into her ear so only she could hear:

“And you will give them to me… won’t you?”

She bit her lip, eyes glassy with shame and arousal, and whispered back:

“Yes, my lord… as many as you want.””

The mother gave her daughter a gentle but firm gesture, signaling it was time to leave.

“Come, little one. Let’s take your brother for his evening bath,” a maid said softly as she entered the room. She carefully took the baby from the girl’s arms and offered her other hand to the daughter.

The little girl pouted for a moment but eventually obeyed, waving cheerfully at me before disappearing down the hallway with the maid and her baby brother.

The moment the door closed behind them, the atmosphere in the room shifted.

I wasted no time.

I pulled the Duchess toward me and sat down on the wide couch, dragging her onto my lap. Without a word, I yanked the front of her dress down, freeing her heavy, milk-swollen breasts. They spilled out heavily, full and ripe, veins faintly visible beneath the pale skin. Her nipples were thick, dark, and already leaking small white droplets of milk.

I leaned forward and latched onto one of her engorged tits, sucking hard.

A sweet, warm stream of milk flooded my mouth instantly. I groaned in satisfaction, drinking deeply from her as my hands kneaded the soft, heavy flesh. The Duchess gasped, her back arching as she cradled the back of my head, pressing me more firmly against her chest.

“Oh… my lord…” she whimpered, her voice trembling with shame and pleasure.

I switched to the other breast, sucking even harder, drawing out more of her rich, sweet milk while my free hand squeezed the first one, forcing fresh streams to leak down her soft belly. Her milk was warm and slightly sweet, flowing generously into my mouth as I fed from her like a man claiming what was rightfully his.

Her breathing grew heavier. Her thighs pressed together on my lap as fresh wetness began to soak through her dress. The more I drank from her swollen tits, the more aroused she became.

I pulled away from her nipple with a wet pop, a thin string of milk still connecting my lips to her breast, and looked up at her flushed face.

“These are mine now,” I growled, giving her heavy tit a firm slap, watching it jiggle. “Every drop.”

She nodded submissively, biting her lip as milk continued to drip from her sensitive nipples.

“Yes, my lord… they’re all yours.”

Barely a second later, I rolled her onto her back.

I pushed the Duchess down onto the wide couch, spreading her thick thighs wide as I positioned myself between them. Without hesitation, I thrust my hard cock deep into her soaked pussy in one powerful stroke, burying myself to the hilt inside her.

She cried out, her back arching as I filled her completely.

I immediately leaned down and latched onto one of her heavy, milk-swollen breasts, sucking hard. Warm, sweet milk flooded my mouth as I drank from her while fucking her. I sucked greedily, draining her full tits as my hips began pounding into her fertile cunt with deep, rhythmic strokes.

Milk seeped and squirted from her other breast with every thrust, running down her soft belly. I switched between her tits, sucking hungrily, swallowing her rich milk while my thick cock stretched and claimed her dripping pussy again and again.

The Duchess moaned helplessly beneath me, one hand cradling the back of my head as I fed from her, the other gripping the couch.

“Ahh—! My lord…! You’re drinking so much…” she whimpered, her voice thick with shame and pleasure.

I growled against her leaking tit, sucking even harder as I drove into her deeper.

“I’m going to put another baby in you tonight,” I said between heavy sucks, my voice dark with lust. “I’m going to fill this married womb until it takes again.”

Her pussy clenched tightly around me at my words, growing even wetter as I fucked her with the clear intention of breeding her once more. I kept drinking from her heavy breasts, milk spilling down my chin while my cock slammed into her fertile depths, determined to impregnate her again.

With a deep groan, I flooded her womb with my seed, pumping every last drop deep into her fertile depths, breeding her once again. I stayed buried inside her for a long moment, grinding slowly as I drained the last of my seed into her.

Only then did I pull back, breathing heavily.

I looked down at her ruined form: blushing, leaking milk from her gigantic tits swollen to new levels, and cum slowly dripping from her well-fucked pussy. She lay there panting, eyes glassy with exhaustion and submission.

I stood up, adjusting my clothes, and gazed out the tall window at the lands that now belonged to me.

In the end, I was nothing more than an agent of tyranny.

I did not choose my victims. I simply carried out the will of a greater power. And yet, oppression came with its undeniable benefits.

And the sweetest prize of all, a once-proud Duchess, now reduced to my personal breeding sow, her body soft, fertile, and forever marked by me.

I looked back at her sprawled on the couch, milk and cum staining her skin, and allowed myself a cold, satisfied smile.

Tyranny, I thought, truly had its rewards.

END
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