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Reclaiming Tiriene: Theodric’s Quest Part I 
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A hot preview…  

She pulled him atop her, guiding him to her slick, wet pussy with her hand. As he slid inside her, Theodric could feel her magic pulsing through her, around him, making his whole body throb and ache with desire.  

As he began to fuck her, driving his cock into her slick cunt with hard, deep thrusts, he felt the need to truly take her. The desire to own, and claim, rose inside Theodric. He needed to fuck and breed, and this witch was the perfect fertile woman to do so. 

Reclaiming Tiriene: Theodric’s Quest Part I  

Theodric of Tiriene, now age 24, was returning home to his castle. He wore his ceremonial battle armor, two shoulder guards, and his family heirloom necklace, engraved with a lion insignia. There were rumors among the men that the castle had been attacked by savage dragonriders, and that they would have to fight their way back inside. 

Theodric looked grimly at the castle as they approached. It was a formidable sight, with its tall battlements and grey stone walls. But the scene before him told a story of conquest and despair. 

The drawbridge had been lowered, but it was charred from fire, with deep scorch marks leading up to the gates. The portcullis lay broken on the ground, torn away from its frame by immense force, and beyond that stood two huge bronze doors that had been blasted open. 

Smoke drifted up from inside, evidence of destruction within the walls. Bodies littered the courtyard; some were of his own men who had valiantly fought to defend their home before being overwhelmed by sheer numbers. Of his stepmother and stepsister he could only hope they had escaped unscathed. He knew he must find them soon if he wanted to save them from this menace. 

Gripping his sword tightly in hand, Theodric made his way into the castle, his heart pounding with fear and determination. The halls were dark and eerily quiet, but he pressed on, listening for any sound that might help him locate his loved ones. 

It was then that he heard it. A soft whimpering coming from behind a nearby tapestry. He approached cautiously, ready for anything. But as he drew nearer, he realized that the sound was coming from a small, trembling figure huddled on the ground. 

It was his stepsister, Emilia. 

"Emilia, it's me. It's Theodric," he whispered, dropping to his knees beside her. She looked up at him with tear-stained cheeks, relief flooding her face. 

"Oh, Theodric, I thought I was going to die," she sobbed, throwing her arms around him. "Where is Mother? Is she safe?" 

"I don't know yet," he replied, holding her tightly. "But we'll find her. Come on, let's get you out of here first." 

Theodric lifted Emilia to her feet, guiding her through the halls and towards the exit. As they walked, they passed by more and more bodies, some of them unrecognizable. Theodric felt his resolve hardening with each step. Whoever had done this would pay, and pay dearly. 

As they emerged into the sunlight outside, Theodric looked around, scanning the surrounding area for any sign of the attackers. In the distance, he saw a group of dragonriders flying off into the horizon. He knew he couldn't catch them on foot, but he made a mental note to track them down and bring them to justice. 

But first, he needed to find his stepmother. He turned to Emilia, determination etched on his face. 

"Emilia, we're going to search for Mother. I need you to be strong for me, can you do that?" 

Emilia nodded, wiping away her tears. She was still incredibly beautiful despite her current state. Just a year younger than him, Emilia had been brought to live at Castle Tiriene shortly after Theodric was. Though she was not his actual sister, he still thought of her as closely as he would have were they born of the same blood. 

"I don't know what to do," she said, her voice shaking. "I'm so scared." 

"We're going to be okay," Theodric assured her, his voice firm. "I won't let anything happen to you." 

They walked until they reached a nearby village, where they were able to get food and shelter. It was then that Theodric heard rumors of a powerful sorceress who was working with the dragonriders, using her magic to aid in their conquests. 

"Tell me," he said to the kindly old lady giving them shelter. "What do you know of the sorceress? Who is she?" 

"Her name, it is said, is Morganthe," replied the old woman, her voice hushed. "She is a powerful witch, said to be able to bend the elements to her will. They say she's been sighted in the mountains to the west, working alongside the dragonriders. But no one knows for sure." 

Theodric's jaw clenched at the mention of the witch, his mind already formulating a plan. He knew he had to find her, confront her, and put an end to her dark magic before she could cause any more destruction. 

"Thank you," he said to the woman, rising to his feet. "I must be on my way." 

He turned to Emilia. "Sister, you must remain here where it is safe. When I am victorious, I will return. Hopefully with Mother as well." 

Emilia nodded, her eyes wide with fear and concern, but also with a glimmer of hope. "Be careful, Theodric," she said softly, reaching out to clasp his hand. "Please, come back safely." 

"I will. I promise." Theodric gave her a small smile and kissed her forehead, then turned and walked out of the small cottage. He was determined to take down Morganthe and put an end to the dragonriders' reign of terror. He knew it would not be easy, but he was willing to risk everything to save his family and his land. 

As he walked away, Theodric couldn't help but feel a sense of unease. He had never faced a sorceress, particular one who could control dragons. But he pushed the feeling aside, focusing on the task at hand. He would not let fear or doubt cloud his judgment. 

The journey to the mountains was long and treacherous, but Theodric was used to hardship. He had grown up a warrior, trained to fight and survive in all situations. He endured the biting cold and steep inclines, his mind focused solely on the task ahead. Morganthe was a powerful adversary, one that he could not afford to underestimate. 

Eventually, he reached the base of the mountain where Morganthe was rumored to reside. It was a desolate place, full of jagged rocks and harsh winds. Theodric could feel the magic in the air, a sense of foreboding that made his skin crawl. He tightened his grip on his sword and began to ascend the mountain, prepared for whatever lay ahead. 

After hours of climbing, Theodric finally reached the summit. There, he found a small hut made of stone, with smoke drifting from the chimney. He approached cautiously, his senses on high alert. As he drew closer, the door of the hut opened, and a woman stepped out. 

It was Morganthe. 

She was tall and regal, with long dark hair that cascaded down her back. 

Her features were delicate and beautiful, yet there was something dark and menacing in her gaze. She eyed Theodric suspiciously, as if she knew he had come to challenge her. 

Morganthe spoke first. "Who are you?" she asked in a low voice, her eyes narrowed in suspicion. 

Theodric squared his shoulders and stepped forward bravely. "I am Theodric," he began, his voice strong and steady. "And I have come to put an end to your destructive magic." 

Morganthe narrowed her eyes further and raised her hands before her in a commanding gesture. A bright light began to swirl around the small hut as Morganthe summoned a powerful protective spell, preparing to defend herself against whatever danger Theodric posed. 

"Destructive magic? What are you talking about?" 

"You sent dragon riders to my home. Castle Tiriene. It has been destroyed by your men." 

She shook her head. "I did not send those men, warrior. And I do not know who did." 

Theodric paused, puzzled. "If not you, then..." 

Morganthe interrupted him, her voice tinged with frustration. "I have been falsely accused before, warrior. My magic may be powerful, but it is not limitless. I do not have the power to control every dragon and every rider in this land. There are other sorcerers out there, ones who may be more malicious than I." 

Theodric considered her words for a moment, his mind racing. If Morganthe truly did not have a hand in the attack on Castle Tiriene, then who did? He couldn't shake the feeling that there was more to this than he originally thought. 

"I apologize for accusing you," Theodric said, lowering his sword. "But I still need your help. My stepmother is missing, and I fear she may have been taken by those who attacked my home. Can you help me find her?" 

Morganthe regarded him warily, but then nodded. "Perhaps. I may be able to help you, if you will grant me a gift in exchange." 

He nodded. "What do you request?" 

Morganthe looked at him intently. "I need an heir," she said, her voice soft. "Someone to take up my witches' mantle when I am gone. I cannot couple with local men, for they fear me." She looked into his eyes, and Theodric felt a wave of heat wash over him. "Will you lie with me for a night, and give me an heir?" 

"You want to know if I will..." 

"Sleep with me, yes." She kept up her intense gaze. "I know it is an odd request, but it is vital for me to produce offspring. And...unfortunately, next to impossible." 

He considered the witch's offer. If I say yes, she likely has powerful magic that would help me defeat the dragon riders and rescue my stepmother. If I say no, I'll be back at square one. 

Not to mention, she was incredibly beautiful. Sleeping with her for a single night would hardly be a chore, he realized. 

"Very well. I'll do it." 

Morganthe's serious expression softened into one of relief. "Thank you, warrior. In return, I will grant you the aid you need to reclaim your castle." 

***** 

She took his hand and led him inside the hut. The warmth of the fire felt comforting against his skin, and it was even more inviting than the cold air outside. He looked around, admiring the small but comfortable living space that Morganthe had created for herself in this isolated part of the forest. 

There were bookshelves stacked with scrolls and jars filled with mysterious herbs. A few portraits hung on the wall, drawn in vivid colors depicting scenes from long ago. In one corner was a large bed covered with thick wool blankets and colorful pillows, while in another was a wooden kitchen table surrounded by cushioned chairs. 

Morganthe gestured for him to sit at the table as she busied herself fetching cups for tea. As they talked, she explained how her people had been driven away by humans centuries ago, leaving her as one of the last surviving witches of their tribe. She expressed a great sadness as she recounted stories of her people's suffering at the hands of locals, who mistrusted witches and ostracized them - or worse. 

"I cannot believe this," said Theodric, surprised and unnerved by the cruelty she and her kind had faced. "I had no idea witches were looked at so harshly." 

Morganthe's eyes grew somber. "We have always been persecuted, warrior. Our magic makes us different, and that difference is often feared. But we are not evil, as some would have you believe. We simply seek to live our lives in peace, and to use our abilities to help those in need." 

Theodric nodded in understanding, though he couldn't help but feel a sense of guilt. He had grown up hearing stories of witches and sorceresses as wicked and dangerous, and had never thought to question those beliefs until now. 

As they talked, Theodric felt himself drawn to Morganthe. She was unlike any woman he had ever met before - strong, independent, and fiercely intelligent. And, of course, there was a powerful allure to her beauty that he couldn't ignore. 

As the night wore on, Morganthe began to show him her magic. She cast spells that made the flames in the hearth dance and flicker, and summoned spectral visions of creatures from the forest outside. Theodric watched in awe as she chanted incantations and spoke ancient words, her power palpable in the air around them. 

Eventually, the conversation turned to their agreement. Morganthe stood up, her eyes locked on his, and walked towards him with slow, deliberate steps. Theodric felt his heart race as she reached out and traced her hand along his jawline, her touch light and electric. 

"Are you ready?" she whispered. 

Theodric swallowed hard, suddenly feeling a surge of nervousness. He had been with women before, but none like her. The thought of sleeping with Morganthe - a powerful witch who could easily destroy him if she wished - was both thrilling and terrifying. 

But he knew that he had given his word, and he couldn't go back on it now. He nodded, his voice barely audible. "Yes." 

Morganthe led him to the bed, where she undressed slowly, letting her thick, black-purple feathered robe fall from her shoulders. Her skin was smooth and creamy white, flawless and beautiful. 

Theodric felt a sudden surge of desire and leaned in to kiss her, his hands reaching up to cup her face. As they kissed, he felt a rush of electricity pass between them, and he knew that this was no ordinary woman he was with. This was a powerful witch, and he was under her spell. 

Morganthe's hands explored his body as he undressed, and he felt himself growing harder with each passing moment. He had never felt such intense desire before, and he knew that he was completely under her control. 

Theodric felt the heat of Morganthe's body against his as she pressed herself against him, her lips meeting his in a deep, passionate kiss. He felt a surge of desire as she explored his mouth with her tongue, her hands roaming over his body. 

"You're so beautiful," he said, in awe of her huge breasts and delicious curves. 

"I am yours, warrior," she said softly, "at least for this night." 

He sucked her left nipple into his mouth, his tongue swirling around the sensitive bud. 

Morganthe groaned as his tongue grazed her nipple, and she began to run her hands through his hair. She gripped him tighter, the sensation of his mouth on her breast causing a rush of warmth between her legs. 

She slid his pants down his hips, admiring his toned body. 

"You are a powerful man," she whispered, as he continued to suck at her breast, his hands cupping her full ass. 

Morganthe slid him on top of her, her body shaking with anticipation of the pleasure they would soon share. His strong, muscular body pressed against her, and his skin felt hot against hers. 

He trailed his tongue between her breasts, along her slim waist, and down her flat stomach. She smelled of herbs and spices, with a musky undertone that he found intoxicating. 

As he explored her with his hands, his lips and tongue, he could see the lust in her eyes growing more intense. She filled the air with her murmuring, a chant of wanton desire, her body moving back and forth as if to the rhythm of her words. 

She pulled him atop her, guiding him to her slick, wet pussy with her hand. As he slid inside her, Theodric could feel her magic pulsing through her, around him, making his whole body throb and ache with desire. 

As he began to fuck her, driving his cock into her slick cunt with hard, deep thrusts, he felt the need to truly take her. The desire to own, and claim, rose inside Theodric. He needed to fuck and breed, and this witch was the perfect fertile woman to do so. 

He pounded into her with a fierce intensity, his hands gripping her hips as he plunged deeper and harder. Morganthe met him stroke for stroke, moaning with ecstasy each time his ferocious thrusts pushed her closer to orgasm. 

"Gods, yes," she gasped, her nails gently running down his strong shoulders. "You're so big inside me, warrior." 

"I need you to be mine," Theodric answered, his huge cock filling her over and over. 

Morganthe gasped as Theodric's hand wrapped around her throat, pulling her head back with just enough force to give her a sense of danger. "Yes, warrior," she said, her body trembling in his grasp. "I am yours." Though she had lain with men before, this one was different. He was strong, dominant in bed, taking what he needed from her without hesitation or worry. It made her pussy clench and juice, squeezing his cock tighter and deeper, filling her with aching desire for him. 

"Good," he said, his fingers tightening around her throat, as he thrust inside her harder than ever before. The energy in the room began to build until it felt almost electric with power. 

"Come for me, Morganthe," he grunted, as his cock throbbed inside her. "Come now, on my cock." 

The witch cried out in ecstasy, and her body shuddered. Her legs wrapped around Theodric's waist in an attempt to hold him even closer, her fingernails digging into his back. He could feel her juices flowing around his cock, the heat of her orgasm radiating outward. She came and came, and the feel of her pussy spasming sent him over the edge. 

"Oh, gods, fuck!" she cried out, her voice trembling as he slammed into her deep and hard. Theodric shot thick, hot jets of virile sperm into her waiting womb, coating her insides. She could feel his seed reaching deep, sinking hotly into her deepest parts. She gasped with pleasure; this warrior was truly worth of making an heir with, and she would be glad to carry his babies. 

"You're mine," Theodric growled, as he came inside her. "I will take you whenever I want and breed you when I feel the need." 

Morganthe ran her nails down his back, leaving long scratches in their wake. "Yes," she replied, her voice breathy with passion. "You may claim me any time you like, my warrior." 

He kissed her deeply, feeling her hands trace along his body. Finally he pulled out of her, leaving her well-fucked cunt leaking his semen. Pleasantly tired, Theodric lay back into the soft pillows of her bed, feeling sated and comfortable. 

**** 

Theodric slept by Morganthe's side that night, and for another two, as well. Though he knew he had likely gotten her pregnant the first time, the sex with her was incredible and intense, and he wanted more of it, as did she. By the time the third night came, he had emptied his balls into her many times, and gave her many shuddering orgasms. 

When the morning came, he finally bid her farewell, dressing in his leathers and buckling his sword on once more. She came to him, naked save for her feathered robe, and kissed him softly. 

"Thank you for this gift, warrior," she said. "My belly will swell with your child, and I will grant you the aid you asked of me. When the time comes, press this stone." She took a small purple jewel from her robe and put it in his hand closing his fingers around it. "You will be able to reclaim your castle, now." 

He looked at the jewel, curious. Then he set it into his belt and kissed Morganthe. "Thank you. I will not forget your help, my lady." 

His hands gently traced her skin under her robe, caressing her soft breasts once more. He gave them a last squeeze, and kissed the witch passionately one last time, enjoying her soft whimpers of pleasure. 

Witch or no, she still enjoyed the touch of a strong man like him. And he knew she would give her body to him whenever he desired. 

He planned to return to Morganthe's Hut in the future...perhaps many more times. 

***** 

Theodric set off for the castle, now empowered with the magic he needed to defeat the dragon riders. He rode hard and fast, his encounter with Morganthe making him feel like he could take them on single-handedly. Before long, he saw the castle in the distance, standing high and imposing, surrounded by lush green rolling hills. 

Upon reaching the castle he saw the dragon riders, half a dozen of them, going above the castle flying in circles, protecting their spoils. 

Theodric took out the purple stone from his belt and looked at it. He pressed it and held it in his palm. The stone glowed and emitted a powerful beam. When the beam ended it was replaced by a huge purple dragon that took form in the air, dwarfing all the other dragons and their riders. 

The dragon roared with a thunderous sound and the riders looked up in fear. The purple dragon flew straight for them and let out a powerful stream of purple fire that decimated the invaders, laying waste to all of Theodric's enemies. They screamed in terror as they were burned alive, while their dragons flew away to escape the wrath of Morganthe's dragon. 

Theodric watched from afar, feeling triumphant and relieved. He had reclaimed his castle with Morganthe's help and defeated his enemies in one fell swoop. All he had to do now was to rebuild it - and find his stepmother, Jenrae. 

He climbed up to the highest tower of the castle and unfurled his family's colors, replacing the dragon riders' flag with his own symbol of a lion rampant against a field of stars. 

Theodric issued orders to his men to start the rebuilding process. He knew it would be some time before the castle was restored, but it had to be done. Meanwhile, he sent for Emilia to return, now that their home was safe. 

When Emilia arrived, Theodric told her of his plan to find their stepmother Jenrae. 

"What of the witch who aided you?" his stepsister asked. "Could she know where Mother is?" 

He shook his head. "I asked her. Sadly, she had no leads." 

Emilia looked into the fire thoughtfully. "Perhaps we could ask our allies, Sir Jacob and Sir Liam. The dragon riders fled to the north at first, but they could have come back by now." 

Her brother nodded. "It's worth a try. I'll send them a raven." 

Theodric spent the next few weeks helping to rebuild his home. It would take a long time before the castle was habitable again, but he was determined to make it happen. It was his home, after all, and he wanted to make it worthy of his family. 

He sent his ravens to Sir Jacob and Sir Liam, asking them to come to the castle in the north. Both knights agreed at once and set out immediately. 

It was two weeks later that the two men arrived in the early morning. They rode up to the castle and dismounted at the stables, where young boys took their horses away. 

"Theodric!" Sir Jacob called as he and Sir Liam walked into the courtyard. "It's good to see you in one piece." 

"You as well, my friend," Theodric replied. "What of the dragon riders?" 

Sir Jacob shook his head. "We followed them north, but they flew out of reach. If they have your mother, they would likely have taken her to Cithran Hold, their fortress." 

Cithran Hold... hmmm. It's at least a start, Theodric thought. He brought his friends inside to offer wine, feasting, and entertainment, while he prepared for his journey to save Jenrae. 
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A hot preview…  

Isabella cried out in pleasure, arching her back as he began to fuck her. His cock was long and thick, filling her up.  

Theodric moved inside of her hard and fast, gazing down at her body. She was writhing underneath him, her breasts bouncing and her hips moving up to meet his thrusts. She felt good, soft, warm and tight, her small hands closing around his biceps.  

He grunted, starting to fuck her fast. Isabella looked up at him, seeing the pleasure on his face as he fucked her. 

"Yes! Oh, yes, my lord!" she moaned, encouraging him to fuck her harder. She wrapped her thighs tight around his hips, drawing his cock even deeper into her womb.  

Reclaiming Tiriene Part II 

Cithran Hold was rumored to be a massive fortress, surrounded by dragons and fire. Theodric was not sure how he was going to even get there, much less infiltrate and save his stepmother. But he knew he had to try. 

Sir Jacob and Sir Liam, his two knight allies, as well as his stepsister Emilia, were all helping him devise a plan. 

The three of them sat around the fire that night, talking over their options. Jacob suggested going in by sea - as he knew of a connecting inlet that would take them close to the Hold. Liam thought their best bet would be to find a way to fly above the dragons and go straight to the Hold. 

Emilia then spoke up, her voice low and serious as she leaned in closer to let them hear her words. She said that there was a certain species of dragon living near Cithran Hold which was known for its intelligence, loyalty, and strength - and if they could somehow befriend one of them, it might be useful in infiltrating the fortress. 

The three of them discussed this idea for some time until they finally came up with a plan: first they would need to find one of these dragons and establish trust with it - perhaps by offering it food or giving it gifts. Then they could try to persuade the dragon into carrying them high above the hold, dive bombing their way inside. 

"It's a crazy plan," said Liam, sipping his ale. "But...maybe just crazy enough to work." 

"I think it's our best option." Theodric closed the map and rubbed a hand broodingly over his stubble. "Given that there's only four of us, and we don't want to launch a full assault and risk our troops, we'll have to take the indirect route." 

The group set out towards the mountains where the intelligent dragons were rumored to live. Emilia had studied them extensively and had brought with her a bucket of their favorite food, hoping to lure them out. As they trekked through the rocky terrain, they heard the distant sound of wings and soon enough, they saw a majestic dragon circling above. 

Theodric watched huge beast, fascinated. Emilia had said they needed gifts or food to lure it down, but Theodric felt a strange connection to the creature. Though he had never had an affinity with dragons before, this one seemed different. 

"Wait here," he told the others. "I want to approach it alone." 

"Are you sure that's wise?" Emilia asked, concerned. 

"Trust me, sister. I will be fine." 

Theodric slowly began to climb the small hill before him, using his hands and feet to steady himself. He could feel the dragon's gaze on him as he ascended. The dragon was even more magnificent from up close - its firey red scales glinting in the sun, its gold-tinged wings spread out like a canopy, its eyes burning with intelligence. 

Theodric held his breath as the dragon swooped down to get a closer inspection of him, taking in every detail of his appearance. He stood perfectly still. 

He could feel the connection between them, a strange kind of power that he had never experienced before. 

And then suddenly, the dragon lands and looks deeply at Theodric, a strange connection flickering between them. Then its form shimmers, taking on the shape of a beautiful blonde woman garbed in red-gold robes. She had long golden hair cascading down her back and deep blue eyes that seemed to pierce right into Theodric's soul. 

"You have come to find me," she said in a voice as strong and steady as steel. "I am Velina - daughter of the dragons, keeper of Cithran Hold." She paused for a moment before continuing in a softer tone: "What is it you seek?" 

Theodric was taken aback by this sudden transformation but he quickly recovered himself and answered: "We seek passage to the Hold, my lady. My mother has been kidnapped by the riders." 

Velina's eyes narrowed at the mention of the riders. It was well known among her kind that the riders were a ruthless group who took pleasure in capturing and enslaving dragons. She had lost many friends and family members to their cruelty. However, her heart softened as she looked back at Theodric. He seemed sincere in his quest to save his mother. 

"I will take you to the Hold, but you must promise me one thing," Velina said, her voice firm. "If you encounter any riders, you must let me deal with them. They have caused enough pain and suffering to both our kinds." 

Theodric nodded his agreement, grateful for Velina's help. Together they flew high above the mountains, with Theodric clinging tightly to Velina's back. As they approached the Hold, Theodric could see the flames and smoke rising from its walls, and he could hear the distant sound of battle. He knew that time was running out. 

Velina landed silently outside the Hold, the flames of the dragon's breath flickering softly against the stone walls. Together, Theodric and Velina crept closer, staying hidden from the riders and their dragons. 

Theodric could feel his heart pounding in his chest as they approached the main gate. He knew that once they entered, there would be no turning back. But he was determined to save his mother and put an end to the riders' tyranny once and for all. 

With a nod from Velina, they burst through the gate, swords drawn. The riders were caught off guard and taken by surprise. Theodric fought fiercely, the light of Velina's breath illuminating his path as they made their way through the fortress. 

Finally, they found her. Theodric's stepmother was chained to a wall, bruised and battered but alive. Theodric ran to her side, quickly unlocking her chains and holding her close. 

"Mother! Are you all right?" 

His stepmother looked up at him, tears in her eyes. "Theodric, my love, I knew you would come for me." 

They embraced each other tightly, both relieved and grateful to be reunited. Velina stood watch, her eyes scanning the room for any sign of danger. 

But just as they were about to make their escape, the riders appeared, their dragons snarling and baring their teeth. Theodric and his companions stood ready to fight, but Velina stepped forward, her eyes blazing with fury. 

"I have had enough of your cruelty," she said, her voice echoing through the chamber. "You have caused enough pain and suffering to my kind and to yours. It ends now." 

With a fierce roar, Velina launched herself at the riders, her claws raking across their faces. The dragons tried to fight back, but Velina was too strong, too powerful. In a matter of seconds, the riders and their dragons lay defeated on the ground, and the Hold was free once again. 

Theodric and his stepmother Jenrae watched in awe as Velina shifted back into her dragon form. She turned to look at them, her eyes softening. 

"Thank you for this opportunity, my friends," she said. "You have shown me that not all humans are like the riders. I will remember this." 

Theodric nodded, his heart filled with gratitude. "Thank you for everything, Velina. We could not have done it without you. If you ever need our help, please, come to Castle Tiriene. We will gladly give you our assistance." 

Velina nodded and launched herself into the sky, disappearing into the clouds. Theodric and Jenrae made their way out of the Hold, the flames dying down behind them. 

***** 

The group returned to Castle Tiriene, their spirits high and their hearts full of hope. Jenrae was shaken but unharmed, and she retired to rest and bathe, her relief palpable. Theodric and Emilia discussed their plans, feeling as though they had just accomplished something remarkable. 

They knew that their fight against the riders was far from over – there would be many more battles ahead of them. But the victory that day brought a sense of optimism; a spark that seemed to resonate throughout the castle walls. 

Theodric knew it would take time for the people to recover from this ordeal: they had suffered greatly at the hands of the riders. But he also knew that together they could overcome anything – even darkness itself. 

He smiled softly, looking out at his kingdom basking in the warm sunlight of a new dawn. He vowed to protect it with everything he had, for better or worse - until his last breath. 

"You did well, brother," said Emilia, coming up behind him and putting her arms around his waist. She gave him a tight hug, and he smiled, turning to her. 

For the first time, Theodric noticed how beautiful his sister was. Despite the tears she had shed for their home, her eyes were bright and full of life. Her voice was gentle but strong. Her breasts were large and full, and the robe she wore squeezed them together, making them look heavy and appealing to him. Theodric held her gaze for a moment before breaking away, feeling suddenly embarrassed. He cleared his throat, trying to compose himself before speaking again. 

"Thank you," he said softly. "We did it – together." 

"Is something the matter, brother?" 

Theodric hesitated before answering. He didn't want to make things awkward between them, but he also didn't want to lie. "No, nothing is wrong," he said with a small shrug. "I just...I didn't think we could do it. I didn't think we could take down the riders and save Jenrae." 

Emilia looked up at him, searching his face. "But we did. We did it together." 

Theodric nodded, his eyes flickering down to her chest again before he quickly looked away. "Yes, together." 

Emilia noticed his gaze, but she didn't say anything. Instead, she stepped back, giving Theodric some space. "I'm going to check on Jenrae," she said softly. "Make sure she's okay." 

Theodric nodded, watching her go. He felt a flutter of guilt in his chest - he shouldn't be thinking about his sister that way. But he couldn't help the way he felt. He tried to shake the feeling off, telling himself that they had more important matters to attend to than his inappropriate thoughts. 

But as the day wore on, Theodric found himself struggling to keep his feelings in check. Emilia seemed to be everywhere he turned, her presence a constant temptation. He tried to avoid her, but it seemed impossible. Every time he looked at her, his heart skipped a beat. 

That night, as he lay in his bed, Theodric couldn't sleep. His mind was consumed with thoughts of Emilia. He knew he shouldn't feel this way – she was his sister, for the gods' sake – but he couldn't help it. He tossed and turned for hours, his body aching with the desire he knew he could never act on. 

Finally, he couldn't take it anymore. He got out of bed and made his way down to the castle's library, hoping to clear his head. 

No one was there, save for a single lone serving girl. She was singing softly to herself and wiping down the shelves. She let out a gasp of surprise as Theodric entered. 

"My lord! It's quite late. Are you unwell?" 

Theodric shook his head, his eyes flickering over the curves of her body. He couldn't help but notice how pretty she was, with her soft curves and full lips. He cleared his throat, trying to focus on something, anything else. 

"No, I'm fine," he said, trying to keep his voice steady. "I couldn't sleep, so I thought I'd come down here for a bit." 

The serving girl nodded, but he could see the way she looked at him – with a mixture of fear and desire. He knew he shouldn't take advantage of her, but the temptation was overwhelming. He stepped closer to her, his hand reaching out to touch her soft cheek. 

"I'm sorry," he whispered. "I shouldn't be doing this." 

The serving girl didn't resist as he leaned in to kiss her, his lips hungry and eager. 

"My lord..." She gazed up at him with desire. "Are you...certain?" 

"Yes, Isabella. Please...come back with me to my room." 

She nodded, biting her lip, and took his hand. 

He led her back to his chamber, not speaking a word. The night air was heavy with anticipation as they made their way up the winding staircase. Once they reached his room, Theodric quickly closed the door and pushed her onto the bed. 

Isabella gasped as he began to kiss her neck, her hands moving around his neck to pull him closer. She felt his skin against hers and found herself trembling in excitement. 

He felt a twinge of guilt, knowing he was just using her to expel his sexual frustration. He had felt strong urges all day, tempted by Emilia. Isabella was just standing in for her in this moment...but he had to release it. 

He undressed her, squeezing her firm breasts and enjoying her naked body. She was very pretty, with small breasts but wide hips that seemed made for sex. 

He lifted her gown up over her thighs, exposing her legs and the soft mound of her pussy. She was smooth as he pulled down her underwear, drawing a sharp intake of breath from her lips. 

He positioned himself between her legs, rubbing the tip of his cock against her pussy. He teased her for a moment, pressing against her opening before pulling away. 

Isabella moaned in frustration, but he knew it wouldn't be long now. He grabbed her hips and held her down, thrusting into her with one swift movement. 

Isabella cried out in pleasure, arching her back as he began to fuck her. His cock was long and thick, filling her up. 

Theodric moved inside of her hard and fast, gazing down at her body. She was writhing underneath him, her breasts bouncing and her hips moving up to meet his thrusts. She felt good, soft, warm and tight, her small hands closing around his biceps. 

He grunted, starting to fuck her fast. Isabella looked up at him, seeing the pleasure on his face as he fucked her. 

"Yes! Oh, yes, my lord!" she moaned, encouraging him to fuck her harder. She wrapped her thighs tight around his hips, drawing his cock even deeper into her womb. 

She could feel the pressure building within her, her pussy tightening around his cock. A wave of ecstasy washed over her, sending shivers down her spine. She closed her eyes, her toes curling as she came. 

He reached down, tweaking her nipples as he fucked her. Her pussy was wet, dripping with her juices as she moaned and cried out loudly. 

Theodric loved her reactions. He could feel her as she clenched around his cock, feeling her orgasm begin to build. He wanted to draw out the pleasure, make her orgasm as hard as possible. 

He moved faster and faster, biting his lip. When her pussy clenched around his cock, he cried out, feeling himself begin to come. 

"Isabella," he groaned, closing his eyes. In his mind, he saw Emilia beneath him instead. He wanted her, and guilt washed over him, mingling with the pleasure of Isabella's hot cunt clutching at his driving shaft. 

She cried out, pressing her hips up against his. She met his every thrust as she climaxed, her pussy twitching around his cock as his seed filled her up. Thick jets of potent, virile semen coated her womb, as Theodric came and came inside her. 

Finally he finished, and withdrew his cock from her cunt. His seed spilled out of her pussy, leaking down onto the sheets. 

"You can stay with me tonight," he said, not wanting to be alone. "I would rather you did." 

"Yes, lord." Isabella nodded, her face flushed. She was still trembling with pleasure, and she could feel his seed dripping out of her pussy. She felt guilty as well, knowing that she had just been his toy for the night. 

"You were wonderful, Isabella," he said, trying to stem the guilt. "I'm sorry to treat you that way." 

She looked up at him, her eyes fluttering. "No, my lord. I'm just glad you enjoyed me that much." 

He lay down on the bed beside her, wrapping his arm around her waist. His cock had softened; he was done for the night. He knew that it wouldn't take long for him to start thinking about Emilia again, but for now he found it easier to contemplate the soft curves of Isabella's body. 

He closed his eyes and slept. 
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She began to deepthroat him. Back and forth she went, fucking her throat on his cock. He seemed pleased to watch her do the work, and every deep pulse of his powerful dick between her lips made her cunt ache with desire. 

Finally when she could stand it no longer, she pulled off his thick meat. "Please, my lord. I need you inside me." 

Theodric smiled and obliged. He picked her up and carried her to the bed, stripping off his clothes as they went. Without a word, he spread her legs wide and firmly entered her wet pussy with one powerful thrust. She gasped at the sudden sensation – it was like nothing she had ever felt before, as if his cock had been made specifically for her pleasure. 

Reclaiming Tiriene Part III  

Theodric went down to receive his breakfast and read new missives that morning. He found a letter on his desk that was an inquiry from a neighboring noble, Manfred. The request was to send his daughter, Lady Eileen, to Theodric's castle for a potential marriage arrangement. Theodric scoffed at the suggestion, knowing that Manfred only wanted to marry Eileen off to him because he wanted Theodric's claim for himself. 

But as he read further, he couldn't help but feel intrigued by the possibility of Lady Eileen. He decided that he would give her an audience, at least, as he did want to meet her. 

A few weeks later, Theodric was finally able to receive his long-awaited visitor. He had been waiting for this day with great anticipation and excitement, so when he saw the procession of horse horses in her entourage heading up to his castle, he couldn't help but feel excited. 

When Lady Eileen stepped out of her carriage, it was as if a ray of sunshine had graced him with its presence. She was breathtakingly beautiful and her poise and grace were unparalleled. Her long golden hair shimmered in the sunlight, framing her delicate features perfectly. Her eyes sparkled like sapphires as she smiled at Theodric in greeting. 

"Hello, my lord." 

"Greetings, Lady Eileen." 

Theodric couldn't help but feel the electricity in the air as he took her hand and kissed it. She blushed at this gesture of chivalry, and something stirred inside him that he had not felt before. He could see something in her eyes, a spark that ignited his own heart, and he knew right then and there that their connection was real. He asked her to come inside for a tour of the castle and to have some refreshments with him, which she happily obliged. 

**** 

As Theodric led Lady Eileen into his castle, she couldn't help but admire every detail of it – from its grand front hall to its intricate wallpaper designs. She could tell that they both shared an appreciation for beauty because the way she looked at every corner of the room seemed filled with wonderment. 

As they entered each chamber, Theodric would explain the history behind them so that Lady Eileen could learn more about his home. Every time their hands touched during this encounter, Eileen felt a spark of pleasure and desire. 

There was something utterly captivating about Theodric. He was handsome, and still quite young for a man with so much stature and power. He was muscled, his face growing a slight, stubbled beard that she found masculine and attractive. He was the kind of man she sensed would take control of things. She enjoyed and respected that. 

As he explained the history of his castle, Eileen felt her desire for him grow exponentially. Her body seemed to hum with electricity as his gaze sometimes lingered on her a beat too long. 

She could feel herself becoming aroused in his presence, her sex tingling and growing wet. Despite the fact that they were still strangers, she wanted him inside her. She was so incredibly attracted to him that it scared and excited her at the same time. She had never felt like this before - as if some kind of dark magic was drawing them together. 

Theodric's attention sent shivers down her spine and made her feel alive in a way she hadn't before. She wanted to explore more of this connection between them and see where it would lead them both. 

"Do you like the castle, my lady?" he asked, turning to her. 

"I do, Lord Theodric. It is truly wonderful. I have not seen one like this before." 

"It is the masterwork of my father, Alaric. He built this castle with his own two hands." 

"Your father?" 

"Yes." 

"I have always heard about your family line, my lord. It is impressive what you have achieved. One could easily say you are one of the most powerful men in the country, if not the world." 

"I am just a man who loves his family and wants to make sure they are taken care of." 

"I understand, my lord." 

"Please, call me Theodric." 

"Very well, Theodric. Thank you for showing me around your castle." 

"You're welcome, Eileen." 

He kissed her hand and told her they would meet again at dinner. For now, he had work to do and wanted her to enjoy the rest of her visit on her own. He promised to see her later, and with that, he left for his chambers. 

Eileen watched him go, feeling a mixture of emotions that she couldn't quite understand – a strange blend of excitement and fear at the prospect of what might happen next. She knew that things could get very complicated between them if she allowed herself to get too caught up in their connection but, deep down, she wanted more than anything else to explore it further. 

She smiled as she watched him disappear from view and then made her way back out into the gardens to enjoy the peacefulness and beauty that surrounded the castle grounds. As the sun set on this day, Eileen's heart felt lighter than ever before as she looked forward to their dinner together this evening. 

She decided to wear some enticing undergarments that she knew were pleasing to men...just on the off chance that maybe things happened between her and Theodric on this night. 

***** 

The sun had gone down and the candles were lit by the time they were Both sitting at the dinner table. Theodric had laid out an array of delicious meals - roast boar, roasted potatoes, glazed carrots, and fresh bread. Everything was cooked to perfection, and it smelled amazing. 

Eileen was enchanted with his company as he regaled her with stories of his family's long-standing traditions of being loyal servants to the king. She found herself captivated by his laughter and his words. His eyes flashed with excitement whenever he spoke about something that made him proud or passionate about a topic. 

Dinner went on for hours, but neither seemed to have noticed how much time had passed until Eileen looked up and saw the stars twinkling in the night sky through one of the castle's windows. It was almost midnight! 

They both laughed at how late it was getting, but Eileen could feel a kind of tension building between them as well. 

"My lady," he finally asked. "Would you do me the honor of joining me in my room tonight?" 

Eileen blushed at his request but, at the same time, was thrilled by it. She had been waiting all day for this moment, and she could feel her whole body tingling with anticipation. 

"Yes, I would be delighted to join you, my lord." 

Eileen felt her heart skip a beat – both from the anticipation of what might happen and from the hidden meaning behind his words. Even though she hadn't wanted to admit it to herself, she knew that she had secretly wanted this from the moment she met him – for him to make the first move, to show her that he was just as attracted to her as she was to him. 

Theodric led her back to his chambers, which were just as lavish and beautifully decorated as the rest of his castle. 

Eileen was stunned by the opulence of his bedroom – the rich red tapestries hanging from the walls beautiful paintings, the intricate mahogany furnishings... It all seemed to take her breath away. 

She sat down on a chair opposite the bed, and Theodric came up behind her. He reached around and began to slowly unbutton her gown and pull it open wide. As her breasts came into view, he could see that she was already quite aroused and had been anticipating this moment as much as he had. They were big and full, which Theodric found pleasing. 

Eileen's heart was beating fast and hard, her breath growing short as she watched him pull his own shirt off over his head and then step around behind her. 

With her back to him, he bent down and took her nipple into his mouth, licking and sucking at it until it became erect. He then moved to the other nipple and began suckling it until both of her breasts were swollen and wet from his expert touch. 

He could feel her shiver with pleasure from his touch, and he moved his hands down over her belly and to her thighs. He could smell her arousal growing stronger... and it was driving his desires to new heights. 

He began to touch her pussy through her undergarments, and she let out a sigh of pleasure. 

"Oh, yes..." she whispered, opening her legs and allowing Theodric to explore her even more. 

He removed her gown completely, leaving her in the appealing lingerie she had chosen for this moment. He enjoyed it greatly, the way her body was hugged by the tight fitting sexy garments. It showed off her breasts and her pussy in a way that made his dick throb, and he couldn't wait to be inside her. 

As he stripped her completely, leaving her naked, she gasped. She wanted to serve him, to give him everything. "Please, my lord, let me service you." 

He smiled and nodded. 

She knelt in front of him, and he unfastened his breeches. His impressive cock sprang free, and she stared at it in awe. It seemed to be calling out to her, begging for attention. 

Gently she reached out and began stroking it with one hand while the other caressed its thick veins. As her strokes increased in intensity, so did his pleasure. He closed his eyes as he felt her hot breath on his tip, and then suddenly felt her lips wrap around it as she began to suck and deepthroat his cock. 

Her technique was exquisite – one moment gentle and tender, the next passionate and intense. She was clearly very experienced in pleasuring a man this way; she knew exactly how to stroke it with her tongue and when to use just the right amount of pressure from her lips. Eileen knew what was expected of her, so she did as he desired - she opened wide and began to suck on his stiffening rod deeper and deeper until he was moaning loudly from pleasure. As his moans intensified, she felt an incredible warmth swelling up inside her - a warmth that only seemed to grow each time Theodric moaned louder from pleasure. 

Encouraged by his reactions, Eileen kept going - deepening her throating technique yet further until she could feel every inch of him filling up her mouth. His taste was sweet as honey on her tongue - a flavor like nothing else she had ever experienced before. 

She began to deepthroat him. Back and forth she went, fucking her throat on his cock. He seemed pleased to watch her do the work, and every deep pulse of his powerful dick between her lips made her cunt ache with desire. 

Finally when she could stand it no longer, she pulled off his thick meat. "Please, my lord. I need you inside me." 

Theodric smiled and obliged. He picked her up and carried her to the bed, stripping off his clothes as they went. Without a word, he spread her legs wide and firmly entered her wet pussy with one powerful thrust. She gasped at the sudden sensation – it was like nothing she had ever felt before, as if his cock had been made specifically for her pleasure. 

He began to move within her – slowly at first, savoring every inch of their connection, and then gradually increasing in speed and intensity. Every time he thrust inside her, Eileen could feel a new wave of pleasure wash over her body that left her trembling with desire. His lips captured hers in an ardent kiss as his thrusts became harder and faster as they both raced towards orgasm. 

Theodric wanted to cum, and he wanted to do it inside her. As the night had progressed, he realized that there was one undeniable way to cement a bond between him and Manfred's House, and that was to have a child with Eileen. If I get her pregnant, and she gives birth to a son, I will have claim to his land as well as my own. It was in this moment that Theodric changed a little inside, becoming a bit darker, a bit more cunning, and a bit more determined to rule the entirety of the world in which he lived. 

He increased his rhythm, thrusting hard and fast against her clit as he pounded her pussy in a way that was almost animalistic. She felt a wave of pleasure so intense it threatened to overwhelm her, and Theodric moaned in satisfaction knowing she was on the edge of orgasm. But he didn't want to stop there – his desire had become insatiable and he wanted more from her. He moved down, continuing to pound her pussy while licking and sucking her breasts, wanting to give her everything that she deserved and pump inside of her until she was filled with his semen. 

Eileen felt her body tense as the waves of pleasure began to build inside her. With each thrust, Theodric's cock filled her up more completely and the sensations grew more intense until they reached a crescendo. He pounded into her pussy in a furious rhythm, never letting up, always pushing himself further and further inside. 

She screamed out his name as an orgasm tore through her body like a thunderbolt, and it was only a few moments later that she felt Theodric release himself with a deep guttural moan. His hot cum filled her womb. He came and came, thick jets of potent seed coating her insides. Finally he pulsed within her one last time before collapsing on top of her in exhaustion. 

The night had been passionate and fruitful – Eileen knew the power of the bond between them was stronger than ever before, and she reveled in it. As she lay in his strong arms afterwards, she could not help but feel loved by this strong, powerful man. They were a perfect match. As she drifted off to sleep in his arms, she knew she was deeply in love. 

I'm going to be the mother of Theodric's child... 

She smiled thinking of it, and in that moment she felt a powerful wave of heat wash over her loins as the thought of carrying his child sent a powerful surge of pleasure through her body. 

Soon her belly would swell, and she would be confined for many months as she nurtured his baby, preparing for a new alliance to come. 
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Theodric continued to kiss and fondle Klarynna's body as he removed her clothes. He stripped away her gown, revealing her smooth skin beneath it. Her body quivered as his hands explored over her curves and dips. He pulled off her panties, exposing the tight wetness between her legs. 

Theodric laid Klarynna down on the bed, and she spread her thighs, opening herself up to him completely. She felt overcome with lust for the handsome warrior-lord, his dominance and sexual desire igniting her urge to submit. 

His thick cock entered her with ease, impaling her tight wet cunt on his shaft. She gasped as waves of pleasure filled her. "Oh gods, my lord. You're so big!" 

Reclaiming Tiriene: Part IV  

When Theodric awoke, it was barely light. Eileen was still asleep next to him, her sleeping form covered by the light sheet. He traced his fingers down the curve of her hip, kissing her lightly. 

"Mmmm...what time is it?" she asked, rolling over. "I must have slept very soundly." 

"You did." 

His mind filled with images of their rough sex from the previous night. He had taken her time and time again, filling her womb with countless loads. She must be pregnant, he thought. 

The thought made him sit up, his head suddenly filled with possibilities. If he had managed to impregnate her and she was carrying his child, then he would have a chance at claiming Manfred's kingdom. It was something that Theodric had been dreaming of since he first arrived here. He would finally be able to realize his ambitions and be the King of this lush land. 

He imagined himself standing on the balcony of Manfred's castle as the people bellowed his name in celebration. They would crown him with laurels and listen avidly to every word he said, for they knew that he was the one who could guide them into a new era of prosperity. 

Theodric started to visualize all the things he could do once became the lord of their lands - how he could improve the country's infrastructure, create better opportunities for its citizens, and protect them from the dragonriders. Manfred had always been a weak ruler, and Theodric knew he could easily do a better job. 

"I must go attend to my duties," he told Eileen, kissing her gently on the mouth. "When you wake, explore the castle or...well, do anything you please, my dear. My home is yours." 

She smiled, pleased. "Thank you, love. I'll be fine." 

"Good." 

Theodric got out of the bed, and he quickly dressed himself in his royal finery. He put on a pair of dark leather boots, a white silk shirt, and a crimson velvet cloak trimmed with silver embroidery. 

As he emerged from his chambers, he heard a familiar voice echoing from down the hall. His heart skipped a beat as he realized it was Emilia. 

She stood before him - dressed in a beautiful gown of pale pink silk that hugged her curves in all the right places, her hair flowing around her shoulders. 

"Good morning, brother. Did you sleep well?" 

"I did. And you?" 

She slid into his arms for a warm hug. He was suddenly aware of her soft body against his own, her breasts pressing into his chest. 

"Very well, thank you." 

He felt aroused but conflicted, since she was his stepsister. He knew it wasn't right to feel this way, yet he couldn't help himself. All he wanted to do was pull her closer and never let go. Somehow, he managed to control himself - but it took all of his willpower not to ravish her on the spot. 

Instead, Theodric stepped back and forced a smile on his face. "It's good to see you," he said, trying not to blush too obviously. 

Eileen seemed oblivious to what had just happened between them; she simply smiled. 

"I must be off," he said sadly, "but I will return soon." 

"Stay safe," she replied before turning and walking away. 

Theodric watched her go before heading out into the courtyard. The sun had begun to rise, its light cascading over the land like a golden blanket. 

He headed for the village, eager to speak with the townspeople and find out what tasks they needed him to do. 

As he entered the village, he was greeted by friendly faces. Children ran up to him, tugging on his cloak and begging him to play. He smiled down at them as he asked about their day so far. Older folks chatted with Theodric about the state of the land and what help they needed from him. Everyone had faith that he could make a real difference here, and it filled Theodric with pride. 

Theodric stopped by multiple households over the course of his journey through the village. He helped fix roofs on homes that were damaged during recent storms, assisted people in clearing out clogged gutters around their property, and even gave advice about how to increase crop yields on farms throughout the area. 

He wanted to be a good ruler. After his father Alaric had died, he had been forced to take the mantle. Alaric was not well-liked, having given Castle Tiriene a bad name. But Theodric was determined to undo the bad reputation their family had gained...and so far, he was doing a good job of it. 

The town magistrate, Klarynna, was a beautiful black-haired maiden with large breasts and a dark gown she wore. She smiled at Theodric as he entered her chamber and greeted him with a deep bow. 

"My lord. I am glad you have come. There is much to discuss." 

Theodric stood in front of her, trying to maintain his composure. She had such an alluring presence that he could not help but be attracted to her. He felt a strong desire to kiss her and ravish her right there in the chamber. 

But instead, he cleared his throat and forced himself to put his thoughts aside as they began to talk about plans for the city. Klarynna proposed various ideas on how they could improve the infrastructure and economy of Tiriene, while Theodric discussed ways of increasing safety and security by implementing better laws and regulations. They debated back and forth for some time until finally both agreed upon several courses of action that would benefit everyone living in the city. 

As they talked, Theodric felt an undeniable attraction towards Klarynna grow within him. Her voice was like a siren's song, drawing him closer with its enchanting melody. 

"My lady, would you do the honor of letting me have dinner with you tonight?" 

"My lord, I would be honored," she said, blushing deeply. "Please, join me tonight here at home." 

Theodric smiled at her, feeling a warmth that he had not felt in a long time. He thanked her and they parted ways with plans to meet later that night for dinner. 

The sun was setting by the time Theodric returned to Klarynna's home. He walked up to the door and knocked, feeling his heart flutter in anticipation. Klarynna opened the door and greeted him with a warm hug and a kiss on his cheek before leading him inside. 

She had prepared an exquisite meal for them both; rich beef stew filled with carrots, potatoes, onions and other vegetables served alongside hearty chunks of buttered bread. The aroma was mouth-watering as they sat down at the table together and began to feast. As they ate, they talked about their day-to-day lives as well as their hopes for the future of Tiriene. 

Theodric found himself entranced by Klarynna's beauty; she seemed so sweet, so pretty... 

So kind. 

"My lady," he admitted as the night wore on, "I have to confess, you have deeply entranced me with your words and your beauty." 

beauty. I do not wish for this night to end." 

Klarynna smiled and blushed shyly, looking up at him with her big brown eyes. She paused for a moment before finally mustering the courage to ask, "Would you like to stay the night with me, my lord?" 

"I would love to." 

Theodric reached for her and the two began to kiss passionately. Theodric pulled her gown down, freeing her huge, heavy breasts which he caressed with his hands as they continued to kiss. He moved his lips from her lips to her neck and then down over the soft curves of her body. 

Klarynna gasped as his lips closed over her nipple. He sucked hard, and she could see the heavy bulge between his thighs. She knew soon he would be inside her, and her pussy pulsed at the thought. 

Theodric continued to kiss and fondle Klarynna's body as he removed her clothes. He stripped away her gown, revealing her smooth skin beneath it. Her body quivered as his hands explored over her curves and dips. He pulled off her panties, exposing the tight wetness between her legs. 

Theodric laid Klarynna down on the bed, and she spread her thighs, opening herself up to him completely. She felt overcome with lust for the handsome warrior-lord, his dominance and sexual desire igniting her urge to submit. 

His thick cock entered her with ease, impaling her tight wet cunt on his shaft. She gasped as waves of pleasure filled her. "Oh gods, my lord. You're so big!" 

His huge prick filled her completely, pushing against her inner walls and stretching her tight cunt. She wrapped her long legs around his waist, surrendering completely to his animalistic fucking. He thrust into her, filling her completely over and over again. 

The desire she felt for him was uncontrollable. She couldn't get enough of his cock - and so he gave it to her, fucking her deep and hard. He gripped her breasts, his movements rough and dominant. Theodric pulled out and began to fuck her big tits, unable to resist their soft pull. 

She gasped as his huge, hard dick thrust between her breasts. She had never been so roughly used this way before, and the sensation left her feeling helpless and incredible. She loved it, her pussy tingling from his fucking. "Oh, my lord! I'm coming!" she cried. 

Theodric kneeled over her, pumping his dick between her breasts, right as she came. He grunted, stroking his cock fast as he came, too. Thick jets of hot white sperm splashed all over Klarynna's tits. She was coated in her new master's seed, rubbing it all in to her skin with pleasure. 

He then impaled her hot mouth on his dick, wanting to use her lips. Feeling like a whore, she moaned around his cock, letting him use her however he wanted. She would gladly be his plaything. 

He gripped her long black hair and pulled her head up and down on his cock, fucking her mouth thoroughly. She stretched her throat for him, letting her use her as he wanted. 

She had never been taken this way before, and she enjoyed every second of it. 

Finally he thrust his hard dick back into her pussy. She gasped, cumming instantly from the huge size of his throbbing shaft filling her up. He began to pound her again, eager to fill her womb with his virile seed. 

Theodric was in a frenzy of pleasure, lost in the moment as he claimed his new magistrate. He could barely contain himself as he pounded her, feeling her hot tightness all around him. He thought it was strange how much he wanted not only to conquer and possess her body but also to protect and care for her. Was this what love felt like? Or was this just another notch in his belt? 

He had no time to think of it, though, for his balls were tightening as his climax approached. "I'm cumming," he warned her. 

"Cum in me, my lord! Fill me up!" Klarynna screamed out in ecstasy, feeling his sperm shoot deep into her womb. She was filled with his seed, her pussy dripping with his cum. She loved the feeling of being so completely pumped full by her lover. They collapsed on the bed together, exhausted and satisfied. 

"Thank you, my lord, for such a wonderful night," she whispered. 

He pulled her into him and gave her a deep, passionate kiss. "Thank you, my lady." 

She fell asleep in his arms there on the bed. He joined her soon after, falling into a restful slumber. 

**** 

In the morning, Theodric awoke first. Klarynna was still sleeping quietly and he didn't want to wake her. He left her a note thanking her for her warmth and hospitality, then quietly departed. 

On his way home, Theodric was in high spirits, but his joy quickly faded when he heard a commotion in the distance. As he got closer, he saw a group of looters who were terrorizing the people of the village. His heart filled with rage and he rushed to the rescue. 

He drew out his sword and charged towards them, letting out a powerful warrior cry that echoed through the air. The bandits turned around to face him, some wielding swords while others had daggers and clubs. Theodric was undeterred by their weapons; instead, his anger only grew as he thought of how these men had dared to put innocent lives in danger for their own gain. 

He attacked with ferocity, blocking their blows and dodging around them as they tried to land a hit on him. He soon found himself surrounded by four of them at once; however, this didn't shake his resolve - instead it only made him fight harder. He slashed and stabbed at them, his sword finding its mark again and again. The bandits fell one by one, until only one was left. 

Theodric watched as the last man turned and ran away, his courage gone. Theodric chased after him, catching him and holding the point of his sword at the man's throat. "Drop your weapons and get out of here," he ordered, "or I will kill you where you stand." 

The bandit dropped his weapon and ran, disappearing into the forest. 

He took a moment to reflect on what had just happened before he began to loot their bodies, finding some armor, weapons, and gold he could use. He searched through their belongings for anything else of interest, taking whatever seemed valuable and discarding the rest. 

He was about to leave when something caught his eye - a small bag tucked away in one of the bandit's pockets. Theodric felt an odd sense of curiosity as he opened it and peered inside; what he found astonished him. Inside was a scroll with an official royal seal on it, bearing what appeared to be a battle plan. 

Hmm. Were they planning to attack our castle? He couldn't tell from the first glance. He decided to take it to his wizard in employ at the castle, Benial. 

Hopefully, the old man would have some answers. 
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Lisanne moaned, her voice trembling with pleasure as they fucked. Theodric could feel her pussy clenching around his cock, and he knew she was close. 

"Oh gods," she gasped. "You're so, so big."  

She was incredibly tight, her soft, wet walls clutching his thrusting dick, sending tingles of pleasure through his whole body. Her juices coated his shaft. "You haven't been fucked in a long time, have you?" he grunted.  

"Never, like this!" she cried, her nails digging into his back. "Oh, you're so strong! So deep!"  

"Come for me," he grunted. He reached down and began to massage her clit, and the feeling of pleasure was too much for her to bear. She screamed as her whole body began to tense up, and then she let out a long, low moan that seemed to last forever. Hips bucking against him, she came hard. 

Reclaiming Tiriene: Part V 

"Benial," Theodric said, approaching the old man. "I need your help with something." 

He showed the wizard the battle plans he had found on the fallen bandit's body. "Do you have any idea what these might indicate?" 

Benial took the parchment from Theodric's hands and squinted at it. Furrowing his brow, he traced his finger along the intricate lines of the map, deep in thought. After a few moments, he looked up at Theodric. 

"I fear this is no ordinary bandit group," he said gravely. "This symbol here," he pointed to a small, ornate emblem on the corner of the map, "belongs to a powerful sorcerer I thought long dead. His name is Rikard, and he was once one of the most feared men in all the land." 

Theodric's heart sank. He had heard stories of Rikard - stories of his cruelty, his insatiable hunger for power. If the bandits were working for him, that meant they were far more dangerous than he had originally thought. 

"What do we do?" Theodric asked, his voice low. 

Benial looked up at him shrewdly. "We must find Rikard and put an end to his plans before they come to fruition. But be warned, Theodric - Rikard is not a foe to be taken lightly. He possesses great power and is not afraid to use it." 

Theodric nodded grimly. He knew the risks, but he also knew that he couldn't let Rikard's plans go unchecked. 

"I understand the danger," he said resolutely. "But we have to stop him. Can you help me track him down?" 

Benial nodded slowly. "I can try, but it won't be easy. You will need to gather allies for this task. You are a warrior, with great strength...but you will need a healer, and someone who can deliver great damage against him." 

"A mage?" 

"Perhaps. Or an archer." 

Theodric nodded, taking in Benial's words. He knew he couldn't do this alone. He would need a strong team to take on Rikard and his band of dangerous sorcerers. As he turned to leave, Benial called out to him. 

"Wait, Theodric. There's one more thing you should know about Rikard. He has a weakness." 

"A weakness?" Theodric repeated, surprised. 

"Yes. Rikard is obsessed with ancient artifacts - particularly those imbued with powerful magic. If you can find and destroy any that are in his possession, it will weaken him greatly." 

Theodric nodded, grateful for the information. He would make sure to keep an eye out for any artifacts during his mission. 

As he left Benial's tower and headed back down the stairs, he realized he already had a powerful mage in his employ: Emilia. She was practiced in magical arts, and could form part of his band. 

Next, he would need to find a healer. He recalled the magistrate, Klarynna, mentioning she had healing abilities, so he enlisted her help as well. 

Finally, an archer. For that, he would need to start fresh on his hunt. 

Heading to the nearest town, he made his way to the Archer's Guild. The guildhall was bustling with activity as he pushed his way inside, and a beautiful red-head stood behind the counter, her arms crossed over her chest. 

"What do you need?" she asked bluntly, her voice carrying a hint of impatience. 

Theodric cleared his throat nervously and explained his mission. "I'm looking for an archer - someone who can help me on a quest to defeat an evil sorcerer." 

The woman raised an eyebrow and fixed him with a dubious stare. "That sounds dangerous. Are you sure you're up to it?" 

Theodric nodded resolutely. "I am," he said firmly. "Do you know anyone who might be interested in joining us? We could use their help." 

The woman's expression softened slightly and she gave him a solemn nod. "I might be able to help. Are you offering a reward?" 

"Yes," Theodric replied without hesitation. "Whatever you need, I will certainly reward you for your trouble." 

The woman smiled and held out her hand. "My name is Lisanne. I'm at your service." 

With that, Theodric had finally found his archer. With Lisanne in tow, he headed back to the group. Now that they had a plan of attack and their team assembled, they set off on their journey to put an end to Rikard's plans. 

***** 

As Benial had observed, they could not attack Rikard directly. Instead, they planned to travel to Barad Cathu – the ruins of an ancient temple where Rikard had erected powerful magical artifacts. If they could succeed in destroying these artifacts, it would weaken Rikard, making him vulnerable to a direct assault. 

Barad Cathu was no easy place to journey to, however. The ruins were several days from Theodric's castle, and the journey was dangerous. They encountered many obstacles along the way - bandits, wild beasts, and treacherous terrain. But they persevered, with Klarynna's healing abilities and Emilia's magic aiding them through each challenge. 

Finally, they arrived at Barad Cathu - a dark and foreboding place, filled with the echoes of ancient magic. Theodric could feel the power emanating from the artifacts, pulsing through the air like a heartbeat. 

Lisanne took her place at the front of the group, her bow at the ready. Theodric, Klarynna, and Emilia stood close behind her, their weapons drawn. They moved through the ruins with caution, wary of any traps or enemies that might be lurking in the shadows. 

"This place is very old," said Emilia, cautiously stepping up beside Theodric. "The last people to live here were 

the priests of the ancient gods. They used to perform powerful rituals in these halls." 

Theodric nodded, feeling a sense of reverence for the ancient temple. He knew that the power of the artifacts could only be matched by the power of the gods themselves. 

"Stay alert," he whispered to the group, and they continued to make their way through the ruins. 

The first artifact they encountered was a golden statue of a bull, standing at the center of a large chamber. The statue's eyes glowed with an otherworldly light, and Theodric could feel the power radiating from it. 

"What is this?" asked Lisanne, frowning as she approached the statue. 

It was huge, its mighty horns extending menacingly, its face curled in a brutal snarl. The bull was caught in a charging pose, as if heading straight toward some hated enemy. 

"Here, on the plaque," said Klarynna, her fingers dusting the golden square. "It says this is the Bull of War - a powerful artifact that imbues its wielder with incredible strength and stamina in battle." 

Theodric's heart sank as he realized the danger of leaving such a powerful artifact in Rikard's possession. 

"Emilia, can you weaken it with your magic?" 

"I can, but... it is possible that we could use the bull to aid us, instead of destroying it." 

Theodric looked at her, surprised. "How?" 

Emilia smiled. "I have a special spell - Reverse Magic - which I can use to siphon the power of the statue and use it for our own cause. This will also drain some of Rikard's strength in the process." 

"I see...and is it...safe?" 

Emilia nodded, her eyes serious. "It's risky, but it's our best chance. We must be careful, though. The spell will only last for a short time, so we must act quickly." 

Theodric nodded, taking in Emilia's words. He knew that they needed to take every advantage they could get if they were to defeat Rikard. With a quick nod to the group, Emilia began her spell, her hands glowing with a bright blue light as she chanted. The statue trembled as the magic flowed over it, and Theodric could feel the power coursing through the air. 

As Emilia finished her chant, the statue's eyes dimmed and the powerful aura surrounding it dissipated. Theodric approached it slowly, cautiously reaching out to touch the cold metal. He could feel a faint hum under his fingers, and he could sense the power waiting just beneath the surface. 

Emilia faltered and began to fall. Theodric quickly hurried to her side and caught her. 

"Emilia! Are you all right?" 

"Yes...just...the bull's power. I have it now, within me. It is very strong..." 

Her eyes opened again and Theodric saw a faint golden glow around them. It gave her an otherworldly look, but she was just as beautiful. 

She tilted her head up to him, looking at him deeply for a moment. She smiled. 

"I'm...I'm all right, brother. No need to worry. Help me stand." 

He did, and as she stood, she pulled him into a quick embrace, the power of the Bull of War flowing between them. 

Lisanne cleared her throat, interrupting the moment. "We should keep moving," she said. 

They made their way through the ruins, undead warriors emerging from the shadows to fight. They were stronger now, though: the Bull's power connected them all, and their abilities were heightened. 

Finally, Theodric knew it was time to make camp. They still had other relics to find, but he sensed this was the only one in the ruins. 

The group settled around a fire and ate a light meal. Lisanne seemed distant, her eyes focused on Theodric as they spoke of their plans for the next day. 

Finally, as the night grew late, she motioned for him to follow her away from the group and into his tent. 

Lisanne stepped in first and turned to face him. Her eyes were bright with emotion, and her voice was almost trembling with anticipation. 

"Theodric, I have something to tell you," she began, her voice suddenly fragile. "I...I have strong feelings for you." She looked away quickly, unable to meet his gaze any longer. 

Theodric was surprised. "You do?" 

"Yes. Ever since we met, I've felt this...pull, this tug, toward you. I can't deny it, no matter how much I try. It's like you have some power, a blessing or curse." She gritted her teeth. "I try to control my attraction to you but...I cannot." 

"I see. And what would help sate it?" 

Reluctantly, she looked up and met his gaze again. "Would you...sleep with me? To sate this longing I feel?" 

"Of course." 

Theodric moved close, pulling her soft body against him. He kissed her, tilting her head up to his, and she moaned softly into his mouth. He gripped her full breasts under her leathers; they felt huge and tempting, and he knew he needed her naked. 

Now. 

He stripped off her armor and began to nurse her tits. She sighed with pleasure as he took each one in his mouth, teasing them with his tongue and pulling at the hardened nipples until they became even more aroused. He moved lower, kissing a trail along her stomach and between her legs, feeling the heat radiating from her core. He brought his mouth back to hers for a passionate kiss as he slid two fingers inside of her, eliciting a moan of pleasure from deep within her. His fingers moved in delicate circles, pushing against all the right spots as she writhed beneath him in ecstasy. 

"I need you in me, Theodric," she gasped. "Please!" 

He stripped off his clothing and laid her down on his bedroll. Parting her thighs, he quickly, easily impaled her tight wet pussy on his thick cock. 

She cried out, and he immediately began to pound her. She wrapped her legs around him, clutching him to her as he gained speed. 

Lisanne moaned, her voice trembling with pleasure as they fucked. Theodric could feel her pussy clenching around his cock, and he knew she was close. 

"Oh gods," she gasped. "You're so, so big." 

She was incredibly tight, her soft, wet walls clutching his thrusting dick, sending tingles of pleasure through his whole body. Her juices coated his shaft. "You haven't been fucked in a long time, have you?" he grunted. 

"Never, like this!" she cried, her nails digging into his back. "Oh, you're so strong! So deep!" 

"Come for me," he grunted. He reached down and began to massage her clit, and the feeling of pleasure was too much for her to bear. She screamed as her whole body began to tense up, and then she let out a long, low moan that seemed to last forever. Hips bucking against him, she came hard. 

Theodric could feel her pussy convulse and spasm against his cock as she orgasmed, and he could feel his own climax begin to rise within him. This was going to be a big one; he could sense it. He threw her legs over his shoulders and began to pound into her with all his might, his muscles bulging as he thrust again and again. 

"Yes, yes!" she moaned. "Spill your seed inside me, Theodric. I need to feel it!" 

Theodric groaned as pleasure tingled in his balls, his cum spurting out in thick jets into Lisanne's womb. Huge blasts of semen filled her up, soaking into her hot wetness. Thrusting again and again, he emptied his cum into her. Her legs began to tremble, and she gasped. 

"I...I can feel it. It's so hot inside of me! Don't stop!" 

She wrapped her legs tightly around him, and his orgasm continued. Thrusting into her with all his might, he emptied his shaft deep inside her. 

Finally, his orgasm subsided. He could feel his cum dripping out of her, and he could feel her pussy clench around him as she moaned again. Her orgasm was still going strong. 

Theodric gave her a final thrust, and then rolled off of her. 

As they lay together, Lisanne curled into his side. "Why is that I'm so deeply attracted to you?" she asked, sounding genuinely curious. 

He knew he had strong power over women, and she was no exception. "It is the blood of the lion that runs within my family. It gives us...strong sway over certain individuals," he said. "My father was the same. He influenced many men, and bedded many women." 

"And what of your mother?" 

"She was different. She was..." He shook his head. "Well, she's long gone now. My father remarried; I have a stepmother now, named Jenrae." 

He went silent, remembering his birth mother for a moment. He still missed her, and though she had died when he was very young, he thought he could distantly recall her voice. 

"Anyway, rest now. We'll need to continue in the morning. Rikard may be weakened, but there are other artifacts to deal with." 

Lisanne nodded, sighing in contentment as she drifted off to sleep. Theodric followed soon after, pleased to know her womb was filled with his potent seed. With any luck, perhaps he would have another heir on the way soon, as well. 

The more the merrier.  
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"Oh, my lord," she moaned. "I have been so lonely...please...make love to me." 

She sat up and pressed her lips against his, kissing him passionately. He ran his fingers down her back, taking in her intricate elven tattoos, before grabbing her ass and squeezing her cheeks. She gasped softly as he lowered his head and took her nipple into his mouth, sucking and teasing it as she moaned with pleasure. 

"Oh, yes, my lord," she moaned. "Suck my nipples. I want to feel you inside me." 

Reclaiming Tiriene: Part VI 

After sleeping with Lisanne, Theodric felt a surge of renewal. He noticed the archer's belongings as she slept beside him: among them was a strange pendant of some kind. He made a mental note to ask her about it later. 

The next morning, the group gathered around a small campfire to enjoy a hearty breakfast. Theodric looked across the flames and saw Lisanne adjusting her bow and quiver, her eyes bright with determination. She flashed him a smile. Thanks to their encounter the previous night, he felt a sense of connection with her now. 

After they finished their meal, the group set out on their quest. Their next destination was the Misty Woods, an ominous forest where it was said that even the trees could speak. As they walked through the forest, Theodric thought he heard a voice in his mind. Beware Rikard's power, it said. Find me in the center of the forest, and I shall aid you against him. The hairs on his neck stood up. Who was talking to him? 

As they journeyed deeper into the Misty Woods, they noticed things getting darker and more ominous. 

Then, suddenly, they encountered a wooded clearing where a stone pedestal stood. Upon the pedestal was a glowing white orb. It was the second artifact that they had been searching for. 

Theodric stepped closer to examine it more closely and saw that it was made of glass, and seemed to contain some kind of swirling energy within it. He felt its power calling out to him as he reached out to touch it. 

Suddenly, Emilia shouted, "Wait," her voice filled with warning and urgency. She quickly grabbed his arm and pulled him back as several trees around them began to move, revealing hidden figures in the shadows. Theodric noticed their eyes were glowing with an eerie green light. 

Lisanne pointed at the orb. "It's Rikard's doing. He must have guardians here." The figures advanced towards them, raising their weapons menacingly while issuing ancient cries in some forgotten language. 

Theodric quickly grabbed the orb and the group readied themselves for battle. Klarynna summoned a powerful green shield to protect them from the guardians while Emilia summoned a flurry of icicles, aimed at their opponents. The guardians were undeterred by their magical attacks and continued to move closer. 

Lisanne then fired multiple arrows in quick succession with pinpoint accuracy, taking out several of the guardians before they had a chance to retaliate. Theodric joined her, swinging his greatsword at the massive creatures, but it seemed to be doing little good against them. 

As the guardians closed in, Theodric heard a voice in his mind, a voice that seemed to be coming from the orb. "Use my power," the voice whispered urgently. "Channel it through your sword, and strike true." 

Without hesitation, Theodric closed his eyes, gripping the orb tightly in one hand while holding his sword in the other. He let the swirling energy within the orb flow through him, and felt a surge of power course through his body. 

Opening his eyes, he saw the guardians coming at him, their eyes alight with fury. He lifted his sword high and concentrated all the power he could muster into a single blow. 

The sword struck true, slicing through one of the stone guardians and sending it crashing to the ground with a deafening roar. The other guardians hesitated, momentarily thrown off balance by the display of power. 

Seizing the opportunity, Lisanne and Emilia unleashed a barrage of arrows and icicles, taking out the rest of the guardians. The battle was won, but Theodric could feel the power within the orb still coursing through him. It was almost as if it had become a part of him. 

The orb was still glowing, faintly, and Theodric went to it, placing his hand on top of it. Now, he heard the same voice he had heard before in his mind. It sounded different now, more...feminine. Unleash me. Place your hands on the orb and will me free. 

"Who are you, though?" he asked, responding to the voice. 

A guardian. A friend. One who shall help you defeat the evil of this land. 

He decided that he had little choice in the matter. He had to trust this voice. After all, it had already helped him against the stone protectors of the relic. 

He put both hands on the orb and summoned his will, urging the guardian to be free of the orb. 

Now strike it open, said the voice. Use your sword. Destroy the orb that binds me! 

Theodric took a deep breath and nodded. He raised his sword and brought it down on the orb, shattering it into a thousand pieces. As the fragments of glass fell to the ground, a glowing figure emerged from the center of the orb. It was an elven woman, with long and flowing hair that shimmered in a soft golden light. She was stunningly beautiful. 

"Thank you," she said, smiling at Theodric. "You have freed me from my prison." 

"Who are you?" Theodric asked, still in awe. 

"I am Elenara, the guardian of the Misty Woods," she replied. "I have been trapped in that orb by Rikard, but you have set me free. And for that, I am forever grateful." 

Theodric felt a strange feeling of warmth spreading through him as he looked at Elenara. He couldn't help but feel drawn to her, as if they had known each other for a long time. 

"I have been imprisoned in this orb for many years, since the time of the Great War," Elenara explained. "I was bound by Rikard's dark magic and forced inside the magical orb. I could only watch as my beloved forest was destroyed and desecrated. Day after day I waited for a hero to come and save me, but no one ever did." 

Tears welled up in her eyes as she finished speaking, and Theodric felt his heart breaking. He moved closer to her and put his hands on her shoulders, offering what little comfort he could. 

"Now that you are free," he said softly, "you can help us restore your beloved forest, and defeat Rikard forever." 

Elenara smiled through her tears and nodded. She looked up at Theodric with a newfound strength in her voice. 

"Yes," she said firmly. "You are right, Sir Knight...but what shall I call you, and your companions?" 

"I am Theodric, and this is Emilia, Lisanne, and Klarynna," he replied, gesturing to the three beauties at his side. "We are going to take down Rikard together." 

Elenara smiled warmly in response. She could feel the strength radiating from all of them, and knew that they were more than capable of defeating her enemy. 

"It is an honor to meet you all," she said with a bow. "Let us begin our quest together so that we can restore peace to the land." 

Agreeing, Theodric and the party set off to Castle Tiriene, where they could rest and plan for the final artifact. Elenara was welcomed with open arms by all the castle residents, including Theodric's stepmother Jenrae. All were more than happy to make her feel at home. As they settled into the castle, Theodric offered Elenara a room of her own, should she choose to stay at the castle permanently. She was glad to accept this offer, feeling a sense of safety and protection within its walls. 

**** 

One evening, Theodric went to speak with her in her chambers. He found her sitting on her bed, lost in thought. He was struck by her mystical elven beauty, so different from anything he had seen before. 

"My lady, a penny for your thoughts?" 

She looked back, startled. "Oh, my lord. I am sorry, I didn't know you were there." She blushed. "I was just thinking of my life before being imprisoned by Rikard. It was a much simpler time, when the Misty Woods were still alive and flourishing. Now, everything is so different and dark." 

Theodric sat down beside her on the bed, offering a comforting smile. "It's understandable to feel that way, but remember that you have friends here who are fighting for the same cause as you. Together, we can make a difference and bring light back to this land." 

She looked at him, a glint of admiration in her eyes. "You are a true hero, Theodric. It's no wonder why so many people look up to you." 

He chuckled softly. "I'm just doing what I think is right. But enough about me, I want to know more about you. What is it like being a guardian?" 

Elenara's expression turned thoughtful. "It's a great responsibility. As a guardian, I am tasked with protecting the natural world and its inhabitants from harm. I was raised and trained for this by my people." 

They talked for several hours, long into the night. Theodric realized he had gotten lost in Elenara's stories and her presence, and felt a strong attraction to her he could not deny. 

He was about to say his goodnight to her and leave, when she grabbed his hand. "My lord, if you would...stay with me tonight." 

"My lady?" he asked, surprised. 

She bit her lip. "It has been a very long time since I have felt the touch of a man, especially one so handsome as yourself. To have a warm body with me on this night would be very welcome." 

Theodric felt a wave of desire wash over him. He couldn't deny how deeply he wanted to stay, and so he said, "I gladly accept." 

He began to strip her out of her gown, taking in the sight of her slender curves and soft skin as he undressed her. His heart raced as she looked deep into his eyes with an intensity that made his cock throb and pulse, aching to be inside her. 

She gasped as he pressed his lips against hers, hungrily exploring her mouth with his tongue. He ran his fingers through her hair, pulling her close to him, and pulled her in for another kiss. She moaned softly as they kissed, wrapping her arms around his neck and pulling him down on top of her. He felt her soft breasts against his chest, and he lowered his head to suck on her nipples, licking and teasing them until they became hard. 

"Oh, my lord," she moaned. "I have been so lonely...please...make love to me." 

She sat up and pressed her lips against his, kissing him passionately. He ran his fingers down her back, taking in her intricate elven tattoos, before grabbing her ass and squeezing her cheeks. She gasped softly as he lowered his head and took her nipple into his mouth, sucking and teasing it as she moaned with pleasure. 

"Oh, yes, my lord," she moaned. "Suck my nipples. I want to feel you inside me." 

He positioned his body between her legs, rubbing his throbbing cock against her smooth, wet pussy. She moaned as he entered her, wrapping her arms around him and pulling him close. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him in closer as he thrust his cock deeper inside her. 

Theodric lost himself in the moment, feeling her soft body pressed against his. He thrust harder and deeper inside her, feeling her wet pussy tight against his shaft. He leaned in to kiss her, running his hands through her long and soft hair. 

"By the gods, you're beautiful, Elenara!" 

She moaned as he grabbed her ass and squeezed her cheeks. She felt his throbbing cock deep inside her, and felt a wave of pleasure like she had never before. He was so big, so powerful...she yearned to submit to all his desires and let him claim her body over and over. 

A gasp escaped her lips as her pussy throbbed, tightening around his cock. She felt herself at the peak...and then, a few more thrusts later, she was coming. 

"Oh, yes! Oh, Theodric, I'm coming!" she cried, "Oh, I'm coming on your huge shaft, my lord!" 

He pulled her close, kissing her deeply. She could feel his hot breath against her neck, and she felt her pussy throbbing again, begging for more of his cock. She wrapped her arms around his neck, moaning softly as he carried her to the bed. 

"My lord, I want to taste you," she said softly. She slipped beneath him, pushing his cock down and taking it into her mouth, sucking him off with a hunger that surprised him. She licked and sucked him wildly, sliding his cock in and out of her mouth as she ran her tongue along his shaft and teased his cockhead. Her eyes were filled with lust, and she never wanted this moment to end. 

She kept sucking him, wanting to please her knight, her savior, the man who had freed her from long imprisonment. He deserved it. 

Finally he lifted her pretty face from his dick and pressed her into the sheets again, impaling her again on his powerful shaft. 

He covered her mouth with his in a deep, hungry kiss as he thrust inside her and she wrapped her arms and legs around him, holding him close as her pussy throbbed and tightened around his cock. 

"Oh, my lord," she gasped into his mouth. "I need it so bad!" 

He thrust faster and harder, his grip tightening on her body as she threw her head back and screamed. Her pussy throbbed hard against his cock, tightening and throbbing as she flew toward another orgasm. She came, hard, her pussy pulsing around his cock as her body thrashed. She screamed, "Oh, yes! Yes! Oh, my lord! I'm coming on your huge cock!" 

She pulled him close, and they kissed again, their tongues and lips dancing together in a frenzy as he pushed her over the edge again and again. 

He grabbed her huge breasts and squeezed them, pounding harder and deeper into her. He felt the pressure building up in his balls and knew he was close. 

"Oh, by the gods, I'm going to cum, Elenara!" he moaned. 

"Oh, yes, my lord!" she replied. "Cum inside me, I want to feel it so badly!" 

"Take it," he growled, thrusting hard and deeper, feeling her tight pussy squeezing his cock as he exploded inside her. "Take all my hot seed, Elenara." 

She moaned as he filled her up, hot cum spraying inside her and dripping out of her pussy onto the bed. 

She hungrily milked him for all his cum, moaning as she felt him pulsing inside her. She wrapped her arms and legs tight around him, and then they both laid there, breathing hard, satisfied and exhausted. 

"My lord," she said, "I feel like I have finally found where I belong. You have shown me so much light and hope, and I feel so safe and protected when we are near each other." 

Theodric smiled at her. "I feel the same way, Elenara. And together we will succeed." 

Sighing in contentment, she snuggled into his warm arms and fell into sleep. He joined her soon after, wondering if a little half-elf might soon be on the way. 
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"Ahhh...gods," he groaned. "I can feel myself coming back..." 

His cock was rock hard now, and her pussy wet from excitement - both at having her savior inside her, and from the magic itself. She sank down on top of him, his girth easily impaling her, the thick shaft filling her deep and full. 

"Ahhhh...my lord," she gasped. "You are very big, it's...hard to take all of you." 

Yet somehow her pussy managed to stretch and take all of his thick cock. 

She began to ride him, slowly at first, but soon picking up speed. Sylla closed her eyes, letting the sensations wash over her. 

"Harder," she groaned. 

He did as she commanded, and the force of his thrusts increased. 

Reclaiming Tiriene: Part VII 

Theodric and the others still had a final relic to destroy to weaken Rikard's defenses. As the sorcerer was too powerful to defeat while empowered by the relics, they would have to find this final source of his power - but they didn't have any leads yet. 

Theodric consulted his beautiful elven companion Elenara, hoping that her magic might be able to help them find the third relic. She focused her energy and concentration on uncovering its whereabouts. After a few moments of intense concentration, she opened her eyes with a sparkle of excitement in them. 

"I have found it," she declared triumphantly. "It is located in an old castle to the east of here; the walls are draped in ivy and one can barely make out the turrets against the sky. I can feel its power radiating from within - Rikard must have hidden it there centuries ago, believing no one would ever find it." 

Theodric frowned. "Centuries? Just how old is Rikard?" 

Elenara creased her eyebrows, deep in thought. "I'm not sure," she admitted. "But I can sense a great deal of ancient magic surrounding him, as if he has been alive for longer than any mortal has any right to be." 

Theodric nodded, his mind already turning to the task at hand. "We must make haste then," he said, grabbing his sword. "The longer we wait, the stronger Rikard becomes." 

Elenara nodded in agreement and summoned her own magical powers, ready to face whatever dangers lay ahead. The group made their way east, towards the old castle. The journey was long and treacherous, and many times they had to fight off fierce beasts and cunning bandits. But they pressed on, their determination unwavering. 

Finally, they arrived at the castle, just as Elenara had described it - ivy draped the walls and turrets rose high into the sky. 

There was something foreboding about the castle. Theodric and the others felt a cold chill running down their spines as they cautiously approached. As they got closer, they noticed that the castle gates had been sealed shut - and standing guard were hordes of glowing green undead creatures, with unearthly eyes and razor-sharp claws. 

It seemed Rikard had left his own guardians to protect the relic from prying eyes - if Theodric and the others wanted to get to it, they would have to find a way past these terrifying creatures. They steeled themselves for battle, determined more than ever to put an end to Rikard's evil deeds. 

Klarynna quickly healed any wounds the group sustained, while Lisanne fired off volleys of arrows to thin the enemy's numbers. Emilia used her powerful ice and fire magic to freeze and incinerate the undead in quick succession. Elenara fought at Theodric's side, her sword and shield deflecting any blows that came their way. 

The battle was fierce but eventually, with their skills combined they were victorious - though not without sustaining some injuries along the way. With the creatures destroyed, they finally made it inside. 

What they found within was not what they had expected. Instead of finding the relic they were looking for, in the center of the castle lay a beautiful elven woman with dark red and black gown. She wielded a powerful orb of blood magic, and the group could feel its power emanating from her. 

The woman slowly rose to her feet; her eyes were wary, yet sad at the same time. "I am Sylla," she said softly. "Rikard cursed me here centuries ago, draining my power and binding me to this place until someone would free me." 

Just like he did with Elanara, Theodric realized. Not only was Rikard using artifacts to protect his unnatural lifespan and power... he was enslaving elven sorceresses to do it. 

Theodric stepped forward. "We are here to free you," he said, his voice strong and determined. 

Sylla smiled sadly. "I thank you for your courage," she said. "But I cannot be freed so easily, Rikard has taken precautions - I can only be set free if a brave soul is willing to answer my riddle, or fight the guardians I have been given." She gestured to the walls around them, which were now filled with powerful magical creatures sworn to protect her - demons from realms unknown and powerful warriors from forgotten times. Theodric stared at them in disbelief; he was certain they wouldn't make it out alive if they tried to fight their way out. 

He sighed heavily and looked back at Sylla, his mind already turning over ideas on how he could come up with an answer to her riddle. 

"All right. Tell me the riddle." 

Sylla's eyes glimmered with gratitude, and she began to speak in a low, melodious tone. "You heard me before, yet you hear me again, but then I die, until you call me again. What am I?" 

The group looked at each other, unsure of the answer. Theodric furrowed his brow, deep in thought as he tried to decipher the riddle. 

Klarynna cleared her throat. "Is it an echo?" she asked tentatively. 

Sylla's expression brightened. "Yes! You have answered correctly," she said, her voice filled with relief. "You have proven yourself to be brave souls, indeed." 

At her words, the guardians disappeared, and the orb of blood magic she held faded. The blood red glow became a dim color, indicating it was now dormant. 

"The relic is tamed, thanks to your courage. Now... Rikard will be weakened, should you journey to his fortress." 

"Let's go, then," said Theodric. "Sylla, will you join us?" 

The beautiful elven sorceress nodded. Her blood magic would be a powerful aid, indeed. 

Together, the group set off towards Rikard's fortress, Sylla joining them with her blood magic at the ready. As they made their way towards their enemy's stronghold, Theodric couldn't help but feel a sense of dread creeping up on him. They had faced many challenges and battles, but none as daunting as what they were about to do. 

But they were determined to see this through, no matter the cost. 

As they approached the fortress, they could see that it was heavily guarded by Rikard's minions - demons, vampires, and other foul creatures. Theodric and his companions steeled themselves for battle, ready to face whatever Rikard threw their way. 

They fought their way through the fortress, leaving a trail of destruction in their wake. Sylla's blood magic proved to be a powerful weapon in their arsenal, and they made short work of Rikard's minions. 

Finally, they reached the throne room, where Rikard was waiting for them. He was an imposing figure, with piercing eyes and a cruel smile on his face. His power was palpable, and Theodric could feel his heart pounding in his chest. 

"So, you have come to challenge me," Rikard said, his voice smooth as silk. "You are a brave one, I'll give you that. But you cannot hope to defeat me." 

Theodric stepped forward, his sword at the ready. "We have come to put an end to your evil deeds, Rikard," he said, his voice steady. "The relics belong to the people, not to you." 

Rikard laughed, a cold, heartless sound. "Foolish mortal," he sneered. "You cannot begin to comprehend the power that I hold. I have lived for centuries, and I will continue to do so, long after you and your companions are dead and forgotten." 

He raised his hand, and a wave of dark magic rippled through the air towards the group. Theodric and his companions scattered to avoid the blast, their teamwork and quick reflexes saving them from certain doom. 

They fought back with all their might, their swords and magic clashing against Rikard's dark power. Sylla's blood magic was especially effective, weakening Rikard's defenses and allowing Theodric and his companions to strike back. 

But Rikard was not easily defeated. He was a formidable opponent, and he fought with all his strength. The battle raged on for what seemed like hours, with neither side gaining the upper hand. 

Finally, Theodric saw an opportunity. Rikard had left himself open, and Theodric struck with all his might. His sword pierced through Rikard's defenses, and with a cry of triumph, Theodric dealt the final blow. 

Rikard fell to the ground, his dark power dissipating into nothingness. 

But Theodric had been wounded. Blood trickled from his arm, where a deep gash had been inflicted from one of Rikard's blade spells. 

Klarynna rushed to aid him, but even her healing magic proved ineffective against the wound. They had no choice but to return to Castle Tiriene with Theodric badly injured. 

The group quickly made their way out of the fortress as fast as they could. Sylla used her blood magic to create a protective barrier around them, shielding them from any minions that may have pursued them. 

The journey back was filled with worry and fear for Theodric's condition, but at last they arrived back at Castle Tiriene safe and sound. He was immediately taken to the healer's chambers where he was treated for his wounds, while Sylla and Klarynna consulted on the best possible course of action. 

"It is more than just his arm," Sylla said, concerned for her newfound savior's life. "He has been wounded elsewhere as well." 

Klarynna nodded gravely. "We need to do something, and fast," she said. "His wounds are too severe for even my magic to fully heal." 

Sylla's eyes closed as she pondered the impossible choice. She knew there was one thing that might save him, but she also knew it would be an incredibly risky decision for them both. With trembling hands, she tried to weigh the cost of her hesitation against the benefits of taking a chance. "There is one thing that might save him," she said slowly. "But it is a risky proposition." 

Klarynna raised an eyebrow. "What is it?" she asked. 

"Blood magic," Sylla replied, her voice a whisper. "It is the most powerful magic there is, and it can restore life force to Theodric if used correctly." 

Klarynna was skeptical. She knew the dangers of blood magic, and was not fully sure that Sylla could be trusted. But she also knew that they had no other choice. 

The two women exchanged a knowing glance, both understanding the importance of this decision. Klarynna nodded in agreement and turned towards Theodric's bedside. "Do what you can to heal him, then. I will wait outside." 

Sylla began her ritual. Alone, she placed her hands on Theodric's bare chest, calling on her own life force to restore him. Swirling red magical energy began to fill the room and surrounded them both. 

Sylla felt an unfamiliar power surging through her veins. It was the same power that had allowed her to defeat Rikard, and now it was being used to save Theodric's life. 

As she channeled the energy into him, Sylla felt herself growing weak. But still she continued, pouring all her strength into healing the man who had rescued her from damnation at Rikard's hands. 

The magic surged and crackled around them, restoring Theodric's body with every passing second. His wounds began to close and his breathing became steadier until finally, he stirred from his unconscious state. 

"Sylla..." 

He was still weak, and she knew she had to summon greater powers. 

Gathering all of her remaining strength, she reached out and grasped Theodric's hands, locking eyes with him as she sent a surge of pure energy directly into his body. 

He gasped in pleasure, feeling the warmth of the magic radiating through his veins. Sylla smiled at him and continued to pour her energy into him. As Theodric began to awaken, she stirred his cock to life with her hands, stroking it slow and soft, making him gasp in pleasure before she mounted him. 

"Ahhh...gods," he groaned. "I can feel myself coming back..." 

His cock was rock hard now, and her pussy wet from excitement - both at having her savior inside her, and from the magic itself. She sank down on top of him, his girth easily impaling her, the thick shaft filling her deep and full. 

"Ahhhh...my lord," she gasped. "You are very big, it's...hard to take all of you." 

Yet somehow her pussy managed to stretch and take all of his thick cock. 

She began to ride him, slowly at first, but soon picking up speed. Sylla closed her eyes, letting the sensations wash over her. 

"Harder," she groaned. 

He did as she commanded, and the force of his thrusts increased. 

She rode him faster and faster, her asshole clenching with every movement of his cock. She could feel it throbbing inside her, stretching her pussy and filling her up as it grew harder and harder. 

She sat up straighter, her tits bouncing as she rode him, her nipples hardening with every movement. 

She began to bounce up and down faster, her large breasts bouncing with her. He tried to match her rhythm, slamming his cock in and out of her. 

Sylla gasped as his cock drove into her, her pussy quivering with joy. She began to furiously rub her clit, matching her rythm with his cock as he drove harder and faster into her. 

"My lord, I'm cumming," she moaned. "Can you cum with me?" 

"Yes! Cum for me, Sylla," he growled. "I will fill your pussy with my cum and make you mine." His strength had returned. He was fully himself again thanks to her magic. 

"Yes!" she screamed, her pussy spasming around his cock. "I will be yours, my lord! Ahhhhh!" 

She came then, her pussy clenching around his cock, her juices gushing out of her and drenching his cock. She collapsed on top of him, her heart racing. 

Sylla felt his hot cum shooting into her pussy, filling her up and making her feel even more alive. She gasped and moaned as his seed filled her up, her pussy gushing wetly as her body was wracked with orgasm. She could feel his cock pulsing inside her as it grew ever larger, his thick load filling her pussy to the brim. His cum spilled out over his cock and onto her thighs, her pussy shuddering in delight as he filled her with his seed. 

Theodric was healed. He gazed up at her, smiling. "I think I've found my savior in you," he said. "You have a power unlike any I've ever seen." 

"You first saved me, my lord. It was only right I took this chance to heal you in return." 

He pulled her close to him, gently hugging her to his chest. 

"Thank the gods we had you with us, Sylla." 

She sighed happily. "Thank the gods indeed." 
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He laid her back on the bed, enjoying the slight swell of her belly, which he knew was now providing a haven for his growing child. He sucked fervently on her nipples, causing Morganthe to writhe with pleasure beneath him. He then kissed his way down her body, finally reaching the heat and wetness between her thighs. 

Morganthe gasped as Theodric began to pleasure her, his tongue working magic on her sensitive flesh. She moaned and cried out his name as she came, her body convulsing beneath him. 

Finally, Theodric positioned himself between her legs and slid his thick, hard cock deep inside her, feeling her hot, slick pussy grasp his shaft. Morganthe cried out in pleasure as he began to move, thrusting deeper and harder with each stroke. 

As they made love, Theodric felt a sense of power and control wash over him. He was the one who made her feel this pleasure. He alone could bring her to the heights of pleasure with his driving, masterful thrusts, his hard and huge cock. 

Reclaiming Tiriene: Part VIII 

Theodric and his harem of beautiful followers had been successful in defeating Rikard, the evil wizard who had been planning to attack Castle Tiriene. 

Now, Theodric had slept with several girls: Morganthe the witch, Isabella the serving girl, Lady Eileen daughter of Manfred, Klarynna the village magistrate and healer, Lisanne the archer, Elenara the elven battle mage, and Sylla, the elven blood mage. 

He knew he could count on their loyalty, their devotion, their love, and their willingness to serve him in bed. More than likely he had also made at least a few pregnant - Morganthe, unquestionably. 

Theodric had done the impossible. He had saved his kingdom from ruin and restored its glory, but he was now faced with a much harder task – protecting what he had worked so hard to build. Everywhere he looked, enemies seemed to be lurking, ready to pounce if he let down his guard for even just a moment. The future of his kingdom rested in his hands, and the weight of that responsibility weighed heavily on him. 

He needed direction now. He had secured an heir for his lands by impregnating Eileen - a royal bloodline to continue his legacy when he was gone, and claim over Manfred's lands - but where did that leave him? Would this be enough to protect Tiriene? How could he ensure its success in the future? 

Theodric knew that if he wanted to make sure that his kingdom would remain safe and prosperous, then he must find a way to secure it permanently. He had thought of forging alliances with nearby kingdoms, or turning to the wise for counsel, but nothing seemed to be a surefire solution. He wished he could find an answer that would make everyone happy, but he knew it might not exist. 

Glad as he was to be home again, scars of his past remained. He looked out at the mountains surrounding the castle grounds, remembering his imprisonment deep within them at the hands of the Underlords. I will never go back, he thought bitterly. Too many months I spent chained, beaten, as they tried to tear secrets from me, to learn what vulnerabilities my kingdom had. And I never gave them. 

"Theodric?" 

He heard Emilia's soft voice from behind him, and looked back. 

She was wearing her regal gown of red and gold, the colors of the Lion. His family's crest, House Tiriene, a lion against a blood-red backdrop. The red represented the struggle Tiriene had faced as Alaric I, Theodric's great-grandfather, had fought against dark, power-hungry lords to stake his family's claim. 

The fight had paid off: now, Tiriene was thriving, despite the recent events that had befallen them. 

He turned to his beautiful stepsister, shaking off his worries. "What is it, Emilia?" 

Emilia approached him, a worried look on her face. "Theodric, I have received word that Lord Cedric of the neighboring kingdom is requesting an audience with you." 

Theodric frowned. He had heard of Lord Cedric- a cunning and ambitious noble who had his eye on Tiriene's riches and land. "What does he want?" 

"He hasn't said, but I fear he may have ulterior motives," Emilia warned. "He has been making alliances with other kingdoms and has even sent spies into our lands. I don't trust him." 

Theodric nodded, his mind racing. He knew he had to tread carefully with Lord Cedric if he wanted to protect his kingdom. He turned to Emilia. "Gather the council. We'll discuss this matter at once." 

"Of course, brother. I will. But first..." She hesitated, looking at him intently. "I wanted to ask how you are." 

He smiled, softening at her concern. "I'm all right, sister. Tired I suppose, but nothing a good rest won't cure." 

Emilia stepped closer to him, and gently caressed his face. Her expression spoke of something deeper than just concern. He couldn't place it, though... 

She was close, her large breasts pressing into his chest. "You work so hard, Theodric. Don't forget to take time for yourself." 

Theodric felt a stirring in his groin at her touch and her words. But he knew he couldn't let those feelings surface. "I appreciate it. Truly." 

He held her hands and kissed each one gently. 

They held the moment together a little longer, each seeming reluctant to break away. Finally, Emilia held his face and gave him a soft, gentle kiss on the lips. 

"I hope so, brother." 

Then she left, leaving Theodric feeling confused...and full of lust for his own stepsister. 

I love her, he realized. As more than a brother. 

He felt a swell of inner turmoil within him as he wrestled with the moral dilemma. He desperately wanted to do what made him happy, but couldn’t shake the fear of scandal and potential heartache that would result if he were to indulge in such forbidden desires. 

His mind raced with thoughts of all the ways this could go wrong; eventually though, his rational side won out and reminded him of the consequences if anyone were ever to find out about this hidden affair - an affair that meant everything and nothing at once. 

For now, though, his feelings for Emilia would have to wait. He had to consult the council, to find out how to deal with Cedric. 

***** 

Theodric and his council of senior advisors convened in the large courtyard beneath a canopy of stars that night. As he shared his story, they exchanged fearful glances and whispered amongst themselves. Even the most seasoned lords were shaken by Lord Cedric's ambition and power. 

Theodric knew there was no easy solution, but he was determined to find a way to protect his kingdom from any further encroachment from Lord Cedric. He proposed several ideas – such as sending an envoy to meet with Lord Cedric in an attempt to negotiate or enlisting the help of their neighbors who had publicly denounced the lord’s actions in the past – but all these seemed too risky and potentially futile. 

Finally, one of the court’s clerics spoke up with an idea that seemed promising: use a powerful magic charm to ward off Lord Cedric’s army while Theodric negotiated for peace. 

"Not a terrible idea," Theodric said, musing. "How would we place this ward?" 

The cleric, whose name was Father Benedict, stepped forward, his eyes alight with excitement. "I can create the warding charm myself, Your Majesty. All we need to do is find a suitable location and I will begin the ritual." 

Theodric nodded thoughtfully. "Very well, Father. But where would be the best place to cast the charm?" 

Benedict stroked his beard, his eyes closed in concentration. "I would suggest the border between our kingdom and Cedric's, Your Majesty. It is the most logical location for the charm, as it will prevent their army from crossing into our territory." 

Theodric considered this for a moment before nodding in agreement. "Very well, Father. We will make our preparations and enact your plan." 

With a plan in place, Theodric felt a weight lifted from his shoulders. But he knew that they had to act quickly, before Lord Cedric could make his move. 

***** 

He decided to return to Morganthe's hut. He needed to speak with her to see if she could offer some aid as well. It had been several weeks since he had last seen her, and he wanted to check on how she was doing. 

As he approached the hut, he saw her standing outside, her hair caught up in a braid, and wearing a simple dress. When she noticed him, her face lit up with joy. 

"Theodric!" she exclaimed before embracing him warmly. "How have you been? I've missed you." 

Theodric returned the hug and gave her a long, passionate kiss. She returned it eagerly, holding him tight and moaning softly into his mouth. 

He pulled away and smiled down at her. "I've been well," he said softly. "I just came to check on you…and to ask for your help." He paused, gathering his thoughts before continuing. "We are in need of powerful magic to ward off Lord Cedric's army, and I know that you possess such power." 

Morganthe gave a slow nod as she thought about what Theodric was asking of her. "Come inside, let us share tea, and we will talk." 

Once they were settled in the hut, Theodric asked Morganthe if she could do what he was asking. She said she could, but that it would take time. He nodded and thanked her before asking about her pregnancy. 

Morganthe smiled as she rubbed her stomach. "It is a difficult thing I have chosen to do, to give birth alone," she told him. "But I am happy for this...for our child." Theodric reached out and took her hand in his own, smiling as well. Deep down, he wanted to meet his and Morganthe's baby, when the child was born, and told her of this. 

He then spoke of his plan to ward off Lord Cedric's army with a powerful magic charm, and asked for her help once again. This time, Morganthe agreed without hesitation and told him that she would begin the ritual immediately. Together they discussed the details of the charm and discussed ways to ensure its effectiveness against Lord Cedric's forces. 

When they had spent several hours together, Theodric realized it was getting late. "I should get back to the castle," he said, standing and dusting himself off. 

"Would you like to join me tonight?" asked Morganthe, her voice hinting at more than just a bed by himself. 

"You mean..." 

"Yes. To share my bed, with me." 

Theodric felt his heart race at Morganthe's suggestion. It had been so long since he had been intimate with her...and he found himself craving the warmth of her body, now beginning to swell softly with pregnancy. 

Theodric looked into her eyes, seeing the raw desire and longing there, and accepted. "Yes. I would love to stay with you tonight." 

Morganthe smiled at him. She took his hand and led him to her bed. She gazed up at him with love and devotion. He knew he could depend on not just her magic, but her loyalty as well. 

He kissed her long and hard, etting his hands roam over her body, feeling the swell of her breasts and the curve of her hips. Morganthe moaned as she arched into his touch, her fingers tangled in his hair as they kissed passionately. 

letting his hands roam over her body, feeling the swell of her breasts and the curve of her hips. Morganthe moaned as she arched into his touch, her fingers tangled in his hair as they kissed passionately. 

Theodric broke the kiss and looked down at her, running his thumb over her lower lip. "I love you," he whispered, his eyes searching hers. 

"I love you too, my warrior," Morganthe replied, her voice soft and husky. 

Then they kissed again. Theodric stripped off her gown, and she helped him out of his gear as well. Theodric felt the familiar rush of desire and passion, his heart pounding in his chest. He couldn't believe how much he needed Morganthe, how much he craved her touch and her body. 

He laid her back on the bed, enjoying the slight swell of her belly, which he knew was now providing a haven for his growing child. He sucked fervently on her nipples, causing Morganthe to writhe with pleasure beneath him. He then kissed his way down her body, finally reaching the heat and wetness between her thighs. 

Morganthe gasped as Theodric began to pleasure her, his tongue working magic on her sensitive flesh. She moaned and cried out his name as she came, her body convulsing beneath him. 

Finally, Theodric positioned himself between her legs and slid his thick, hard cock deep inside her, feeling her hot, slick pussy grasp his shaft. Morganthe cried out in pleasure as he began to move, thrusting deeper and harder with each stroke. 

As they made love, Theodric felt a sense of power and control wash over him. He was the one who made her feel this pleasure. He alone could bring her to the heights of pleasure with his driving, masterful thrusts, his hard and huge cock. 

Morganthe moaned in pleasure, holding him close. She did love him... her warrior, her conquerer, her lover. She wished he could stay at her side, yet no mortal man could remain with a witch - it was not allowed. She felt an ache of sadness as he thrust deep within her, and squeezed him tighter with her cunt, wanting to keep him inside forever. 

But the pleasure was too much for her. She screamed his name as she came, her pussy clenching around him tightly. Theodric followed soon after, groaning as his balls tingled and he filled her womb with thick, hot jets of his cum. 

They lay together in the aftermath of passion, and Theodric kissed her deeply, with Morganthe returning his kiss. 

They slept for some time, and at first light Theodric woke. "I should go," he said regretfully, sitting up and grabbing his clothing. 

Morganthe nodded, understanding. "I will start the spell as soon as possible," she told him. "Though if I am truthful...I will miss you, my warrior." 

"And I you, my love. I will return when I can. You know you are always welcome at the castle..." 

She nodded. Though her witches' oath kept her from leaving and venturing into the lands of ordinary civilization, she was almost ready to break it to be with him. 

Theodric dressed quickly, then gave her a long, lingering kiss before exiting the hut. As he walked back to the castle, his mind was filled with thoughts of Morganthe and the powerful spell they were about to cast. He knew that with her help, they could overcome Lord Cedric's army and protect their kingdom. 

Or at least... he hoped so. 
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Theodric held her gaze as he took her, his thrusts growing stronger as her moans grew louder. His desire was rising to new heights as he watched her beautiful body writhing in ecstasy, her pleasure only adding to his own. 

Then, to his surprise, Emilia reached up and grabbed him by the hair, pulling his head in close to her as she kissed him.  

"Do it, brother," she said, her voice so low and seductive that it sent a shiver through his body. "Pound my pussy until I come." 

Reclaiming Tiriene: Part IX 

Theodric had secured Morganthe's help in defeating Cedric, a challenger to the court of Tiriane and the surrounding lands. Now, with the help of his fellow nobles and the council, he would be able to defeat Cedric, or so he hoped. 

Still, the battle was yet many days to come, as preparations had to be made. Theodric's gaze had been lingering on the family crypt for many nights now. He felt an inexplicable pull toward it, the emblem of the Lion against a red background drawing him to the stone doors. 

He had heard stories of his father's bravery from his nurse and caretaker, but those memories were hazy and distant. He could see in the crypt a gateway into another world - one that belonged to his family and the generations before them. With some hesitation, he opened the heavy crypt door, feeling a chill as it swung open. 

The crypt was dark and damp, the air heavy with the smell of earth and death. He could feel an undeniable chill that seemed to press in on him from all sides. The thick silence was broken only by the occasional drip of water from somewhere in the gloom. 

Theodric slowly moved further into the crypt, his eyes slowly adjusting to the darkness. As he looked around, he saw several coffins lined up against one wall, each marked with a name and emblem. He recognized each one as belonging to a member of his family -- including his own father's coffin inscribed with 'Alaric III'. His heart raced as memories of his father's bravery flooded back, stories told by his nurse when he was still a child. 

"He was not the hero you thought," came a voice behind him. 

It was Sylla, the elven bloodmage. Theodric looked at her with surprise. 

"Sylla...how did you know I was here?" 

Sylla stepped closer and gently placed a hand on Theodric's shoulder, her voice full of compassion. 

"I sensed your presence in the crypt," she said softly. "I know you seek answers about the truth behind your ancestry." 

Theodric nodded. "I do. But how do you know of my family's history?" 

Sylla's expression grew somber as she pulled her hand away from Theodric's shoulder. 

"I have studied the history of Tiriane, including the histories of the influential families such as yours," she explained. "And I have reason to believe that your father's bravery was not as righteous as it was painted to be." 

Theodric's eyes widened in shock and confusion. "What do you mean?" he asked. 

Sylla took a deep breath before continuing. "Your father, Alaric III, was known to be a brutal and ruthless ruler. He suppressed dissent and opposition with violence, and his family has continued to hold onto power through fear and intimidation. There are many who have suffered under your family's reign, Theodric." 

Theodric's mind raced as he struggled to reconcile his memories of his beloved father with Sylla's revelations. He had always been proud of his family's heritage, but now he couldn't help but feel betrayed. 

"Are you saying..." 

Sylla took a deep breath before she continued. "Alaric I was responsible for the War of Bones." 

Theodric's blood chilled. The War of Bones was a long and bloody conflict between elves, men, and dragons. It was named for the huge death toll as well as the statue of bones erected in Timron Square within a city many leagues to the east, to commemorate those who lost their lives in it. 

Though it had been over a century since its end, its legacy still lingered on in Tiriane's history. 

"My great-grandfather was responsible for this?" Theodric asked in disbelief. 

Sylla nodded solemnly, her gaze heavy with sadness. "Your great-grandfather was known to be cruel and ruthless even before the War of Bones began," she said quietly. "He used extreme violence to gain power and control over his enemies." 

Theodric felt his chest tighten at the thought of his family's cruelty and he sank into silence as he contemplated Sylla's words. He knew now that his family had played a major role in the War of Bones - but what did this mean for him? He wasn't sure if he could ever forgive them. 

"Your father and great grandfather murdered numerous elven and human nobles to gain power and the throne," Sylla said solemnly. "They were ruthless in their pursuit of power, using dark magic and bloodshed to further their goals. Your ancestors' actions have had a lasting impact on Tiriane and its surrounding lands." 

"I don't understand," he said, sinking down against the crypt walls. "I thought my forefathers were heroes." 

"Yes, as they wanted you to believe." 

Theodric stared off into the distance, his mind racing with thoughts and questions. He had always been taught to be proud of his family's heritage, but now he couldn't shake the feeling of betrayal. How could his ancestors have committed such atrocities? 

"I know this must be difficult to hear," Sylla said, breaking the heavy silence. "But it's important that you know the truth. Only then can you make an informed decision about the role you want to play in the future of Tiriane." 

Theodric nodded slowly, still lost in thought. He knew that he couldn't change the past, but he could control his own actions moving forward. 

But still, this betrayal hit hard. He had to wonder...what made him different from his father and grandfather...and his great-grandfather? 

Is the same ruthlessness in my blood? he wondered. What lengths will I go to for power?  

Only time would tell. 

For now, the image of the lion on his family's crest had taken on new meaning...the blood-red background was for the fallen, murdered victims of their pillaging, not of his own lineage's sacrifice. 

Now he understood the truth. 

***** 

Theodric returned to his chambers in grim spirits. He couldn't shake off the feeling of disillusionment, of having everything he believed in being shattered in front of his eyes. He couldn't help but think of his family's legacy, the dark history that they had tried to cover up with stories of heroism and bravery. 

He couldn't shake off the feeling of betrayal and the weight of responsibility that now rested on his shoulders. He knew that he had to confront his fellow nobles and the council about his family's past, but he didn't know how they would react. 

Worst of all, he couldn't shake the feeling that the same darkness was inside him. If his family had been corrupt and terrible, and the same blood ran in his own veins... 

As he entered his chamber, he was surprised to find Emilia waiting for him. She stood by the window, her back facing him, and he could tell that something was troubling her. 

"Sister?" 

She turned to him. Her breasts were creamy, milky white and barely contained by the elegant gold/red gown she wore. Theodric's dick stirred to life at the sight of his beautiful stepsister. He wanted her as much now as ever. 

But he shook his head, trying to clear his mind of such thoughts. He couldn't let himself be distracted by lust, not with so much at stake. 

"Emilia, what are you doing here?" he asked, his voice strained. 

Emilia turned to him with a worried expression on her face. 

"Theodric, I overheard Sylla talking to you earlier," she said softly. "I heard what she said about our family's past." 

Theodric felt a pang of guilt for not noticing Emilia earlier, but he quickly pushed it aside. 

"Yes, I know," he said, his voice flat. "I can't believe it myself." 

Emilia walked over to him and placed her hand on his arm, her touch comforting. 

"I know it's a lot to take in," she said. "But we have to face the truth and do what we can to make things right." 

Theodric nodded, feeling a sense of relief that he wasn't alone in this. 

"You know you aren't like your father. You don't have to repeat his mistakes." 

"I know," he said grimly. "But still...I can't help but wonder if the same darkness is inside me," he admitted, his voice heavy with the weight of his thoughts. "What if I'm no better than he was?" 

Emilia shook her head firmly, her eyes unwavering. "You are not your father," she said firmly. "You are your own person, and you have the power to make your own choices. You can choose to be better than he was." 

Theodric looked at Emilia with gratitude, his heart swelling with appreciation for her support. He couldn't help but feel a deep desire for her, a desire that he had been trying to suppress for too long. Now, more than ever, he needed her...he needed her warmth, her love, her touch. 

Without hesitation, he stepped forward and wrapped his arms around her, pulling her close. Emilia's arms went around his waist, her body molding against his. Her lips parted in a sigh as he leaned down to kiss her, his heart racing with both desire and guilt. 

But Emilia didn't push him away. Instead, she kissed him back with a fierce passion, her hands running through his hair as they both lost themselves in the moment. Theodric felt his body responding to her touch, his need for her overpowering all other thoughts. 

heart racing with both desire and guilt. 

But Emilia didn't push him away. Instead, she kissed him back with a fierce passion, her hands running through his hair as they both lost themselves in the moment. Theodric felt his body responding to her touch, his need for her overpowering all other thoughts. 

He lifted her up, her legs wrapping around his waist as he carried her to the bed. They fell onto the soft sheets, their lips still locked in a desperate kiss as they tore at each other's clothes. 

In that moment, all thoughts of family legacy and dark pasts were forgotten. All that mattered was that she was finally in his arms. 

As he stripped her out of her gown, he was struck by her incredible beauty. Her body was even more stunning than he had imagined, her full breasts creamy white and topped with rosy nipples. He couldn't help but run a hand down her body, his cock surging with lust. 

But he took a moment to take in her beauty, to drink in the sight of her face, her exquisite curves, before he slowly lowered his head between her legs. 

Emilia moaned in pleasure as he kissed her thighs, reverently running his tongue over her soft pussy lips. She tasted even better than he had anticipated, her juices flowing freely as he began to work her over, his tongue flicking her clit as her fingers tangled in his hair. 

He grabbed her hips and pulled her towards him, her legs wrapping around his shoulders as she pulled him in closer. He lapped at her pussy, drinking in her sweet nectar as she moaned and writhed beneath him. 

He pulled away suddenly, his eyes locked on hers in an intense gaze. Then, without warning, he entered her roughly, his cock sliding deep into her pussy. 

Emilia moaned loudly, her body arching in pleasure as she wrapped her legs around him. He began to fuck her with a powerful rhythm, each thrust sending waves of ecstasy through her body. She could feel her pussy becoming wetter as he fucked her, her desire rising to a fever pitch. 

She had never been fucked like this before, never felt such raw sexual need for a man. Her whole body began to tingle as she leaned up to kiss him, a wave of heat coursing through her as the intensity of their coupling grew. In truth, she had been in love with her stepbrother for years, but she had kept it a secret, just as he had. Now, seeing Theodric's powerful, masculine body thrusting above her, the bliss was exquisite. She ran her fingers over his muscles, feeling his huge cock splitting her open. He was so handsome, so strong. Her savior, her confidant...and now her lover. 

Theodric held her gaze as he took her, his thrusts growing stronger as her moans grew louder. His desire was rising to new heights as he watched her beautiful body writhing in ecstasy, her pleasure only adding to his own. 

Then, to his surprise, Emilia reached up and grabbed him by the hair, pulling his head in close to her as she kissed him. 

"Do it, brother," she said, her voice so low and seductive that it sent a shiver through his body. "Pound my pussy until I come." 

Her words sent a jolt of lust through him, and he felt his cock pulse with desire. Without thinking, he shoved himself deep into her pussy, feeling it squeeze him tightly as he began to thrust as hard as he could. 

Emilia gasped with pleasure, her pussy tightening around his cock as he fucked her. He could feel the pressure mounting in his balls as his cock rubbed against her g-spot. 

He groaned as she raked her nails over his back, pulling him deeper inside her as she orgasmed. Her body writhed in pleasure, her moans coupled with his as he pumped his cock into her. He could feel her pussy clenching around him as she came, her juices cascading around his cock. 

Theodric felt his balls tingle, a huge orgasm crashing through him as his beautiful stepsister writhed in passion beneath him. He groaned, unloading his heavy balls deep inside her womb, spurting thick jets of virile cream into her. Finally when he had spent himself, he fell upon her, sighing in weary pleasure. 

But that wasn't enough. Theodric had held back from her for too long. Now he had her in his grasp, he would take her...again, and again, and again. He fucked her in every position he could: on her back, legs spread; on hands and knees, his huge dick splitting her tight wet cunt from behind. He took her mouth, fucking her pretty lips; he took her ass, making her gasp in pleasure as her brother's dick speared deep inside her soft cheeks. He came on her tits; he came in her mouth; and he came inside her pussy too many times to count. 

When Theodric had finally finished using his pretty stepsister's body for his pleasure, it was early light. The two of them, exhausted, fell deep asleep in each other's arms. His seed trickled from Emilia's used pussy, and as it sank deep into her womb, it sought out the ovums that waited there, ready to be inseminated. 

Theodric's sperm raced through her body like a wildfire, seeking out her eggs and fertilizing them with his robust seed. The passion of their intense lovemaking had filled Emilia with a powerful euphoria, sending waves of pleasure crashing through her as she was taken by her brother again and again. 

Now it was only a matter of time before her belly would swell with Theodric's child. He had impregnated Morganthe, Isabella, Eileen, and Elenara. Lisanne was unknown... but the others were certain. 

And now, Emilia had been taken. Were she to give birth, the child would naturally inherit the throne, being a direct tie to Tiriene. Theodric knew this. 

He just hoped that he would be able to resist this curse that his forefathers had... this terrible, murdering need to slay and take what they wanted. 

Yet, a darkness was already growing inside him. As he lay with Emilia in his arms, he knew he would protect her, and their child, at all costs. 

Even if that meant slaughtering every other noble in the land. 
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A hot preview… 

She climbed over his lap and straddled him, her pussy hovering just above his hard, throbbing dick. He could feel the heat radiating off of her as he looked up into her eyes, and it felt like electricity was passing through them both. 

He knew what he wanted to do, but he had to wait for Isadora's signal. She leaned in closer and whispered in his ear. "Do you want it?" 

Theodric nodded eagerly and Isadora smiled before sinking down onto his big shaft. His eyes widened as he felt himself engulfed by her juicy cunt, the sensation so intense that it almost made him pass out from pleasure. 

Isadora moaned in ecstasy as she rode him, arching her back and pressing down against every inch of his thick cock until he was deep inside her. 

Reclaiming Tiriene: Part X 

Theodric, Morganthe, and Klarynna set out to infiltrate Cedric's castle. Based on information Theodric had gathered from his spies, he knew that the best course of action would be an internal attack and capture of Cedric himself. He did not want to risk an all out war, knowing that would be the worst case for everyone, and end up with more unnecessary troops lost. 

Once inside the castle, they were greeted with a mazelike labyrinth of corridors and hallways. Navigating this maze was a challenge, but Theodric was confident in his ability to lead the group. As they moved down one corridor, he saw a strange portrait. A woman, who looked familiar. 

"What does that say?" he asked, moving close to it to inspect. 

The portrait was of a woman with blonde hair and piercing blue eyes. She was dressed in a flowing white gown and held a single red rose in her hand. As Theodric approached, he noticed the inscription at the bottom of the portrait. It read, "In memory of Lady Isadora, beloved wife of Lord Cedric." 

Strange. I never heard that she had died, he thought. Whenever a noble died, proclamations were sent out to the entire province. There was no way she, someone as important as Cedric's own wife, would have been overlooked. 

"Either she's actually dead and he killed her himself...or something else is going on," said Theodric, mumbling to himself. 

Klarynna's sharp hearing picked it up. "You believe she is still alive?" 

"I don't know. It's possible." 

Theodric turned to her, his brow furrowed in thought. "Think about it. If he declared her dead, he'd have access to all her wealth, her family's fortune, their lands. We know Cedric isn't above doing that." 

Morganthe nodded in agreement. "It's definitely worth investigating." 

They made their way through the castle stealthily, avoiding the guards and other personnel. They finally reached the throne room where Cedric was holding a meeting with his advisors. 

As they listened in on the meeting, Theodric could feel his heart racing with anticipation. He knew this was their chance to strike and take down Cedric. They waited for the right moment, biding their time until the perfect opportunity presented itself. 

Suddenly, one of Cedric's advisors spoke up, "My lord, there have been reports of rebels lurking around the castle grounds. Should we not send out a search party to capture them?" 

Cedric scoffed, "Do not worry. Our defenses are impenetrable. They will not get past our guards." 

Theodric stifled a laugh. Now was not the time to bask in superiority. 

The group waited from the shadows until the advisors left Cedric's chamber. When he was alone, Theodric emerged from the shadows, followed by Morganthe and Klarynna. Cedric turned, surprised, as Theodric unsheathed his sword and pointed it at the king. 

"Your reign is over, Cedric," Theodric said, his voice low and menacing. "We have come to take you into custody." 

Cedric sneered, drawing his own sword. "You think you can take me down with just the three of you? I have an army at my disposal!" 

But Theodric was undeterred. He lunged forward, his sword clashing against Cedric's. Morganthe and Klarynna moved in to flank him, raising their staves. Morganthe's feathered robe fluttered around her as she chanted an arcane language, glowing blue light emanating from her fingertips. Klarynna summoned protective shields to defend Theodric as he charged toward Cedric, sword drawn. 

A vicious battle ensued as Cedric and Theodric clashed swords. Sparks flew as their blades met, and the sound of metal against metal filled the air. Cedric was a formidable opponent, matching Theodric's strength and skill with every strike. Neither man yielded, neither backing down for an instant. 

Morganthe and Klarynna did their best to help Theodric, but they were no match for Cedric's strength and experience. They managed to keep him at bay with magical shields and arcane spells, but it was not enough. Finally, after what seemed like hours of fighting, both men were exhausted. 

The battle had come to a standstill with neither man emerging victorious. 

Cedric had a sly look in his eye, as if he was waiting for something. Suddenly, he yelled out, "Guards! Come to my aid!" 

The guards swarmed in, taking Theodric prisoner. He yelled for Morganthe and Klarynna to flee. 

"Curse it all," said Morganthe, realizing she had no choice. She summoned a portal back to Castle Tiriene for her and Klarynna. Reluctantly, Klarynna followed, realizing they were no match for the vast number of guards now swarming the chamber. 

They disappeared as Theodric's arms were chained. 

"Take him to the dungeon," Cedric said coldly. "I will deal with him later." 

***** 

Theodric woke up in a dark cell some time later. His armor was gone and he wore only a pair of simple leather breeches. 

He had no idea how long he had been in there, but it felt like days. 

He heard a loud clang of a door opening and the sound of footsteps coming closer. Peering out of the darkness, he saw a beautiful blonde woman enter the cell, wearing nothing but skimpy clothing that barely covered her body. Her huge tits were on full display and Theodric felt his heart race with desire. She smiled at him mischievously before she spoke. 

"You are quite the dashing knight," she said in a sultry voice as she walked closer to him. "I've been sent here by Cedric to make sure you stay put." She ran her hands through his hair and leaned in close to whisper into his ear, "But I think I can make your stay here more enjoyable if you cooperate." 

By the gods, he thought, recognizing her as she came into the light. "Lady Isadora!" 

She grinned. "I suppose you thought I was dead. Most people do." 

"You...you're not?" 

"Of course I'm not." She sighed, leaning against the cell wall. "Everyone believes so because of that stupid painting Cedric put in the hallway. But it was a prank, you see." 

"A prank?" 

"He has an odd sense of humor, my husband. He thought it would be funny to paint me and title it 'In Memory Of.' I'm not dead, and never have been." 

"But everyone thinks you are!" 

"Not everyone," she said, running her fingers over his chest. She pulled her gown up and straddled him, her huge tits pressing into him. "Just those who don't know the full story." 

Theodric nodded, his mind still spinning. He could hardly believe it. 

"Anyway, I need you to cooperate with my, my mighty Lion of Tiriene. We need to know the entrances to your castle. Be a good boy and share them," she said, removing a hot poker, "So I won't have to use this." 

Theodric gulped, feeling a chill run through him. He had no choice... unless... 

He decided to lie. He made up fake entrances and told her those, instead. 

"Good boy," she said, getting off him and putting away the poker. "Now, I think I should reward you for your cooperation. How about a kiss?" 

Theodric felt his heart racing as Isadora leaned in and pressed her lips against his. She smelled of sweet perfume and tasted of honey. The kiss seemed to last forever, and when she finally pulled away, Theodric felt his whole body trembling. 

"Good boy," she said again. She slowly undid her gown, letting the fabric fall from her shoulders, revealing her immense, naked breasts. Theodric suppressed a groan at the sight. "You've been looking at these since I came into your cell. Would you like to suck them?" 

Theodric nodded, his mouth already salivating. He reached forward and took one of her nipples into his mouth, his tongue swirling around the hard nub. Isadora moaned softly, her hands caressing his hair. He continued his ministrations, his hands exploring her body as she arched her back in pleasure. 

Finally, she pulled away, her chest heaving. "That's enough for now," she said, her voice husky. "I think you've earned your reward. You're a good boy, Theodric. I'll be sure to tell my husband about your cooperation." 

With that, she put her gown back on and strode out of the cell, leaving Theodric alone in the darkness, his body still trembling with desire. 

***** 

She came back some time later, providing him food and water. He ate and drank gratefully. She was actually quite gentle in her ministrations. 

Then, she turned to him. "Will you reveal the location of your family's ancient treasures as well, or shall I get the poker?" 

He decided to lie again. It had worked the first time. 

"I can tell you where they are," he said, making up a location. He gave her in depth directions to... some pit in the middle of nowhere. She seemed to believe him, however, and he inwardly sighed in relief. 

Isadora smiled. "I thought you would be more willing to cooperate. You really are a good boy." 

She removed her gown once more, this time freeing not only her huge breasts, but her entire body. Her skin was smooth and supple, her pussy shaved bare. Her cunt lips glistened with wetness and Theodric's cock hardened to fullness at the sight. 

"As a reward, I think you deserve something you've been wanting a while," she whispered in his ear. 

She freed his thick, hard shaft and began to suck him. He groaned in pleasure as she licked and sucked his length, taking him deep into her throat. She bobbed her head up and down, her mouth filled with his delicious cock. 

As she took him deep, she caressed his balls as well, her fingers soft and gentle as she squeezed them. She worshipped his dick, making soft moans of pleasure. She used her enormous tits to pillow around his huge cock, letting him tit fuck her though he was still bound. 

"Oh gods, yes," she gasped, her nipples hard points as the huge warrior fucked her big breasts. Theodric could she she was clearly enjoying this. She sucked on his cock tip every time he poked up from her cleavage, and he ached to take control, to grab those breasts and give them the pounding they deserved. 

Finally, Theodric couldn't take it any longer and he felt a huge orgasm building up inside him. He groaned, releasing hot jets of pent up semen all over her pretty face and breasts. She gasped in pleasure, licking and sucking at his cum, reveling in the feeling of his hot seed painting her flesh. 

As Isadora was licking his semen, he saw the key at her belt. If I could just get hold of that. He devised a plan to sneak it away when she was distracted. 

Luckily, she was so caught up in the pleasure of devouring his cum that it was easy to grab the key and unlock himself while she wasn't looking. 

He played as though he was still bound, however, keeping his hands behind his back. 

When she was done, Isadora looked up at him with a satisfied smile. 

"Now, for your full reward," she said breathlessly. 

She climbed over his lap and straddled him, her pussy hovering just above his hard, throbbing dick. He could feel the heat radiating off of her as he looked up into her eyes, and it felt like electricity was passing through them both. 

He knew what he wanted to do, but he had to wait for Isadora's signal. She leaned in closer and whispered in his ear. "Do you want it?" 

Theodric nodded eagerly and Isadora smiled before sinking down onto his big shaft. His eyes widened as he felt himself engulfed by her juicy cunt, the sensation so intense that it almost made him pass out from pleasure. 

Isadora moaned in ecstasy as she rode him, arching her back and pressing down against every inch of his thick cock until he was deep inside her. 

They both groaned in pleasure, his cock throbbing inside her pussy. She kissed him passionately, and he returned the kiss, their tongues fighting for dominance as they writhed together. 

As she rode him, he could feel her giant tits jiggling and bouncing on top of him. Isadora continued kissing him, her tongue exploring his mouth as she rode him even harder. Theodric could feel his orgasm building up inside him, and Isadora seemed to be getting close to her own orgasm as well. 

When he felt like he could hold back no longer, Theodric reached up and grabbed Isadora's tits, squeezing them tightly. She gasped in surprise seeing his hands were free... but she did not stop him. Instead she moaned in pleasure as he took control, her pussy clenching around his cock as she reached her own orgasm. 

He held her tits as handholds as he pounded her hard, fucking her tight cunt. It was Cedric's penance, he decided, getting to fuck his wife while he could do nothing about it. He kissed her hard again, a deviant thrill filling him as he ravished the beautiful wife of his enemy. 

Isadora groaned, shuddering as waves of pleasure rocked her body. She loved this powerful, dominant warrior and how he fucked. She had not felt the likes of this kind of pleasure with Cedric in...well, their entire marriage. 

As Theodric's cock throbbed and erupted into her pussy, Isadora groaned, shuddering as waves of pleasure rocked her body. She grabbed his arms and kissed him passionately, her mouth a fierce heat, and she could feel his cock pumping his hot cum deep inside her, filling her pussy with his delicious seed. 

He's incredible... she thought to herself. She could not believe how wonderful this was as she felt his hot, sticky load spurt inside her. She leaned forward and kissed Theodric again, then pulled away, their eyes locked. "Mmmm, you'll be seeing me again soon," she said with a wink. She slowly got off him, her pussy making a wet sucking sound as she slowly lifted off him. Her cunt seemed reluctant to let go of his shaft, but when it finally did, thick, heavy globs of his sperm dripped out of her. As she dressed once more, she found herself relishing the feeling. It felt even more delicious when she returned to Cedric. 

She prepared to tell him what Theodric had told her, of the castle's defenses, and the family treasures...yet, Isadora realized she did not want to reveal Theodric's secrets. The powerful emotions she'd experienced while having sex with him convinced her of one thing: she wanted Theodric, and Cedric was a weak man in comparison to the virile, handsome warrior who had taken her in the dungeon. 

She would not betray him. 
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Celestine moaned as she felt Isella's tongue licking her pussy and writhing against her cunt. Her blonde hair fell all around her face, her eyes closed in bliss. 

Isella pushed her tongue as deep into Celestine's cunt as she could, sliding her lips up and down the soft mound and sucking on it. Celestine moaned and whimpered, her breath coming in short gasps. 

Isella cried out in pleasure as she was fucked, Emeric's huge dick impaling her over and over. She clasped her friend's hands and struggled to stay upright, Emeric's thrusts were so deep and hard. Celestine kissed her, rubbing her nipples.  

"I'm coming, love," she gasped into Celestine's mouth. "Oh gods, he's making me come!"  

"Yes, come for him," Celestine groaned. "Come on his cock, Isella."  

Reclaiming Tiriene: Part 11 

Unbeknownst to Theodric, while he was planning his escape from Cedric's castle, someone was watching. 

A man with dark hair, a wiry, muscled frame, and shrewd eyes observed from the rafters. He knew what was happening, and he knew everything there was to know about the Lion of Tiriene. 

He had an advantage. 

Emeric was plotting. He wanted to be on Theodric's good side. And since Theodric was currently a prisoner, he had the chance to gain his allyship. 

He had been in the castle for some time, gathering information and waiting for the perfect opportunity to make his move. Through his observations, he learned that Theodric was a prisoner in the darkest depths of the castle dungeons. 

As he made it to the entrance of the dungeon, Emeric impersonated one of Cedric's guards until he reached Theodric's cell. Upon entering, Emeric discovered that Isadora already had left him...and he had been rechained by the guards. 

Doubly bound, this time. 

Still, Emeric knew Theodric was a force to be reckoned with and he was confident that his plan would work. 

He drew his sword from its sheath and struck the chains with a single slice. They broke free, and Theodric looked up, surprised. 

"Who...who are you?" 

The man looked strangely familiar to him, but Theodric had never seen him before. 

"I am a friend...that's all you need to know right now." 

Theodric looked up at him in astonishment - but then his expression changed to one of gratitude as Emeric stepped back and motioned for him to take his freedom. 

Emeric ushered Theodric out into the hallway where he swept up his cloak and hood from behind a nearby tapestry, offering them to him so that they could make haste without raising suspicion. 

As they moved quickly down the corridor, Emeric led him through hidden passages and secret doors that would help them avoid detection as they made their escape. 

***** 

Klarynna, Morganthe and Emilia stood together in the main hall of the castle, working tirelessly over their plan to extract Theodric. It had been days since his capture, and they had put their heads together to concoct a plan. 

"We must try it," said Morganthe. "It's our best option to free him." 

"I agree. We haven't much other choice," said Emilia. She knew they had to free her stepbrother, at all costs. 

Suddenly the castle doors burst open. Emeric entered with Theodric at his side, looking a bit battered and bruised, but otherwise alive and whole. 

"Theodric!" cried Emilia, rushing into her brother's arms. The two kissed passionately, Theodric holding her tight. 

"How did you escape?" 

"I had help," Theodric said, gesturing to Emeric. "My friend here broke my chains." 

The women looked to Emeric, curious, and grateful. 

"Who are you?" Klarynna asked. 

"My name is Emeric." He said, bowing slightly. "I am a representative of a group in the neighboring kingdom who had heard of your plight. We heard of Cedric's evil plans and wanted to lend our aid to your cause. I believe I have been successful in doing so." 

Emeric stepped forward as the others looked on with admiration and respect, their faces beaming with gratitude. Theodric clasped his arm around Emeric's shoulders in a gesture of thanks. 

"Consider yourself a welcome ally in these halls," said Theodric. "You have given us a great gift, my friend." 

***** 

The group celebrated well into the night. Emeric was welcomed with open arms and treated like an honored guest, feasting with them in the main hall. Soon, servants began bringing out trays of food, and a great spread was laid out for all to enjoy. Roasted meats and vegetables were flanked by mounds of rice and steaming cakes of bread. Aromas danced through the air as wonderful smells filled their noses, causing everyone's stomachs to rumble hungrily. 

Serving dishes were heaped high with savory treats that delighted the taste buds. Forks clinked against plates as everyone dug in, grateful to have each other safe and sound at last. They all dined together and reveled in Theodric's freedom, glad to have him back. 

As the night drew on Theodric pulled Emeric aside. 

"You have done me a great service, my friend," he said. "I can never repay you for what you have done. However, I would like to offer you something in return." 

Theodric beckoned his servants forward and instructed them to bring forth any armor or weapons that Emeric desired. Anything he wished, they were to give him as a token of Theodric's gratitude. He also wanted to extend Emeric the opportunity to pick any women from the castle not already claimed by Theodric himself. 

"My lord, you are too kind," said Emeric, surprised. "Are you certain? This offer is far too generous." 

"You have done me a great service, Emeric. I cannot thank you enough, except with this small extension of thanks." 

"Then, I will accept. Gratefully." 

Theodric nodded and smiled, grasping the hand of his new friend. 

As Theodric retired to his quarters, Emeric decided to roam the castle. He could not believe that he had been offered such generous things...including any women he desired if they were not already sworn to Theodric. 

Emeric felt somewhat uncomfortable with that last part, for he had not been in the castle long enough to know any of the women, though they were certainly all beautiful. 

Emeric soon realized how blessed he was to have found such a generous place, far away from the lonely days and nights he had spent in his own kingdom of Bramrith. Though a noble's son, he often felt alone. 

Still, he knew it was just a matter of time before he had to tell Theodric the truth about who he was. The matter weighed heavily on his mind, and he sighed inwardly, wanting to forget it and enjoy the night. 

And then, suddenly, his heart stopped. A beautiful woman in a burgundy and gold gown had approached him and introduced herself as Lady Celestine of the court. She had very large breasts and a sweet, submissive smile that made Emeric's heart skip a beat. 

"My Lord," she said with an elegant curtsy, her voice like honey. "Our Grace Lord Theodric has informed me that you have been granted the privilege of choosing any lady here to be yours. I humbly request that you accept me." 

For a moment, Emeric was speechless. He looked into Lady Celestine's eyes and felt something he had never felt before: he wanted her to be his own. He wanted to know more about her. 

He smiled and bowed courteously in return before taking her hand in his own and gently kissing it in agreement of her request. "I would love to, My Lady." 

She blushed slightly before taking his hand warmly in her own. "Very well. Please, come with me to my chambers." 

Emeric followed her, feeling like he had been granted the biggest wish of his life. As they walked hand in hand through the castle grounds, Emeric looked up at the night sky and thanked whatever force was guiding him that day. 

When they arrived at Celestine's chambers, she opened the door with a flourish and stepped aside to let Emeric enter. He found himself in a large room decorated with rich tapestries and fine furniture. A fire burned in the hearth, giving off a warm, inviting glow that beckoned him in further. There was also a large canopy bed with thick velvet curtains draped around it - clearly fit for royalty. 

"Would you like a drink, my lord?" 

Celestine asked, gesturing towards a large decanter filled with a deep red wine. Emeric smiled and nodded in agreement. She poured two glasses of the wine before leading him to a small sitting area near the fire. 

For hours they talked and laughed, never tiring of each other's company. Emeric felt as if he had known her for years. The more time they spent together, the closer they became - and soon enough, it was clear that the night would bring something far more intimate than conversation alone. 

Celestine stood up from her seat and began to slowly undress in front of him. She was wearing an exquisite silk gown which she let slip off her body one piece at a time, revealing her curves beneath layer upon layer of fine linen and lace lingerie. Her breasts were soft and incredibly large, swinging free from their confines as she stripped. Her body was amazing, her waist smooth and trim and her pussy shaved smooth. 

She ran her fingers over her full breasts and gazed up at him submissively. "Do you like what you see, my lord?" 

Emeric swallowed hard and nodded in agreement. "I do very much, My Lady." 

She straddled his lap and kissed him, her big tits pressing into his chest, her pussy wet and soft against his muscled thigh. Emeric tangled his fingers in her hair and kissed her back, his heart racing. He hadn't been with a woman in...well, a very long time. It felt good, feeling her softness against him, and he was rock hard imagining what was going to happen next. 

"Thank you, My Lady, for allowing me to choose you and be here with you this night." 

"You are welcome my lord. I am happy you are here with me as well." She wrapped her arms around his neck. He ran his hands from her hips down to her thighs, feeling her soft body against his fingertips. 

"May I taste you, my lord?" 

He nodded, and she dropped to her knees and gently took Emeric's cock in her mouth, sucking on him slowly and running her tongue up and down his shaft. 

He groaned as she played with his cock, her mouth growing more insistent. He grabbed her by the hair and thrust his own cock into her mouth, fucking her throat hard and deep. 

She moaned and whimpered around his cock, taking him as far back as she could manage. 

He fucked her mouth hard, his cock glistening with her saliva as it slid in and out of her throat. 

He groaned loudly, loving the way her mouth felt as she worked it around his dick. 

She grabbed his ass and pulled his thighs, pulling him as close as she could manage. 

He thrust into her mouth, holding her head in his hands and fucking her face with reckless abandon. He had never felt so alive or so free in all his life. 

Emeric grabbed her hair and pulled hard, forcing his cock into her throat and holding it there as she struggled to breathe. 

She gasped around his cock, her eyes wide and watering. 

He pulled out. "I'm going to come in your mouth." 

"I'll swallow it, my lord." 

He thrust his cock back into her mouth and came hard, filling her throat with his cum. 

She swallowed his load and licked him clean. "Thank you, my lord." 

He released her hair and she stood up. She moved to the bed and spread her legs for him, parting her sex with two fingers. "Please, Sir, I must have you deep inside me." 

He couldn't say no to an offer like that. 

He climbed into the bed and gently parted her glistening pink pussy with his finger. She moaned as he gently caressed her folds, massaging the juices from her hot cunt, and slid two fingers gently inside her pussy. She moaned, spreading her legs wider for him. 

Emeric slid upwards and pressed his cock against her wet slit. 

Her eyes were fixed on his as he slid himself into her, penetrating her tight pussy inch by inch. Her cunt was so hot and wet, and it gripped him so tightly. They moaned in unison as he slid his cock deep inside her. 

She moaned as he penetrated her, her eyes glistening with desire. He pushed his cock all the way into her, until it reached the end of her pussy. She grabbed his shoulders and wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him as close as she could. 

He grabbed her tits and squeezed them firmly, sucking her nipples hard. She moaned and thrust her hips upwards, taking his hard shaft even deeper inside. She felt a huge orgasm rushing up inside her as she was roughly fucked by this powerful, dominant lord. 

He rammed his cock into her at a savage pace, fucking her harder than he had ever fucked a woman. The sound of her pussy smacking against his pelvis and the sound of her moans filled the room. 

"Fuck me, my lord, harder!" 

Emeric grabbed her by her hips and forced his cock even deeper inside her, spreading her wide and pounding into her. Celestine screamed in pleasure and came hard, her pussy gushing juices that flowed down the crack of her ass. 

He came deep inside of her, his cock shooting his cum deep into her pussy. She moaned as she felt him come inside her, his cock throbbing as he filled her with his hot cock. 

Emeric collapsed on top of her in exhaustion. 

"Thank you, My Lady," he whispered. 

Celestine gently stroked his hair. "Thank you, My Lord." 

The door creaked open. Another beautiful lady stepped in, to Emeric's surprise. 

"I heard the sounds," she giggled. "I thought maybe you were having some fun without me." 

The lady introduced herself as Isella, a friend of Celestine, and asked if she could join them. 

Though shocked, Emeric was very aroused at the thought of having not just one, but two gorgeous women in his bed...and gladly agreed. 

Isella removed her clothes, revealing a body just as enticing as Celestine's. She was smaller, but her breasts were actually bigger, her nipples big and red and her skin was soft and warm to the touch. 

As Celestine kissed him, Isella worshipped his cock, sucking on him deep and hard. 

Then, she smiled and moved to Celestine's side, kissing the other woman. He watched, stroking himself as the two embraced, their heavy tits smashing together. Celestine lay back as Isella kissed her way downward, spreading her thighs. Celestine gasped as Isella began to lick her soft, wet pussy, which still leaked Emeric's cum. 

Isella sucked on Celestine's swollen clit, making her moan and whimper in pleasure. 

Emeric could stand the erotic sight no longer. Hard as steel, he moved behind Isella and impaled her pretty, dripping cunt with his cock. She gasped in pleasure, her moans muffled by her face in Celestine's cunt. 

He grabbed her by the hips and slid himself deeper, pushing his cock into her with long, slow strokes. 

Celestine moaned as she felt Isella's tongue licking her pussy and writhing against her cunt. Her blonde hair fell all around her face, her eyes closed in bliss. 

Isella pushed her tongue as deep into Celestine's cunt as she could, sliding her lips up and down the soft mound and sucking on it. Celestine moaned and whimpered, her breath coming in short gasps. 

Isella cried out in pleasure as she was fucked, Emeric's huge dick impaling her over and over. She clasped her friend's hands and struggled to stay upright, Emeric's thrusts were so deep and hard. Celestine kissed her, rubbing her nipples. 

"I'm coming, love," she gasped into Celestine's mouth. "Oh gods, he's making me come!" 

"Yes, come for him," Celestine groaned. "Come on his cock, Isella." 

Isella screamed in pleasure as she came, her pussy gushing juices around Emeric's cock as it pumped into her. 

Emeric could feel Isella's pussy clench on his cock. He pounded into her, his balls smacking against her ass. 

Isella began to fuck Celestine's pussy with her fingers, sliding them in and out of her tight, wet cunt. Celestine's moans were silenced with a passionate kiss as she came, her body heaving as she spasmed and contracted in ecstasy. 

Emeric came hard, his cock spewing his load deep into Isella's cunt. She gasped and moaned in pleasure as she felt him spew hot jets of his seed inside her, her pussy gushing juices and her thighs soon coated with his cum as it dripped out of her. 

The three lay in a tangle of naked, exhausted bodies, spent after their night of passion. They fell asleep in each other's arms, their bodies intertwined - and for the first time in his life, Emeric felt almost... happy. 
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He gripped her heavy tits, grinning with sadistic enjoyment. His cock emerged from her cleavage over and over as he roughly fucked her breasts, and Elenara's moans of pleasure filled the chamber. 

But he didn't want to cum there... he wanted to fill her tight pussy with his seed, to force a baby into Theodric's slutty little elven wife, and make her take his child instead. 

"Strip her," he ordered the guards, stroking his thick cock as he waited for his men to fulfill the order. "Then spread her legs for me." 

The men surrounding her moved quickly, tearing her last shreds of cloth apart, leaving her completely naked. They moved at her ankles, spreading her long legs until they could see her glistening wet pussy, and her tight pink slit. 

Reclaiming Tiriene: Part 12 

Theodric had gained an ally: Emeric of Bramrith, a fellow warrior and the man who had freed him from captivity. He began to invite Emeric to meetings with him, to discuss plans for the kingdom and ventures into nearby forests for adventure and treasure. 

"You have been a great friend to me, Emeric," Theodric confessed one night as they were having a drink together. "I have come to rely on your counsel more than I had expected." 

Emeric hesitated. "I...appreciate that, my lord. I must tell you though, there is something I have been keeping from you." 

"Oh?" 

Emeric nodded. "I wanted to tell you before, but it's with a heavy heart that I must do so." He took a deep breath. "I know this will come as a shock but...I am your brother." 

Theodric stared at him, stunned. Of all the things he had expected Emeric to say, that was the last of them. "You...you're my brother?" 

"When Alaric III, our father, paid a visit to Bramrith one day, he bedded a noblewoman out of wedlock - my mother." 

Theodric's mind reeled as he tried to process the revelation. He had always known that his father had a wandering eye, but he had never suspected that he had fathered a child with another woman. "Why did you keep this from me?" he asked, his voice barely above a whisper. 

Emeric looked away, his face pained. "I didn't know how to tell you, my lord. I didn't want to cause you any more pain than you've already suffered." 

Theodric stood up and began to pace the room. He felt a mixture of anger, betrayal, and confusion. How could his own father have kept such a secret from him? And how could Emeric have hidden the truth for so long? 

"Emeric, I...I don't know what to say," Theodric said finally, his voice thick with emotion. "I need some time to think." 

Emeric nodded, understanding in his eyes. "Of course." 

Theodric went silent in his chair, looking away. 

"I will...give you some time, my lord." 

Emeric picked up his sword and left Theodric's chamber, his stomach in knots. 

Did I make a mistake? he wondered. Should I have kept the truth from him? But no...that was an impossibility. To hide the fact that Theodric was his own brother was the worst thing, and would only cause more problems when it finally became known. 

***** 

As for Theodric, his mind was reeling. He had always wanted a brother, but to know that he'd had one all along and the truth had been kept from him... 

He couldn't shake the feeling of betrayal, but he also couldn't ignore the fact that Emeric had been a true friend to him. Theodric paced back and forth, trying to make sense of his emotions. He had always felt a certain connection to Emeric, but he had never expected it to be because they were brothers. 

As the night wore on, Theodric couldn't shake the feeling that he needed to speak with his father about this. Yet he could not, because Alaric III was long dead. 

Unless... 

He decided to speak with Sylla. She had been the one to start him down this dark path; maybe she could offer some guidance. 

"I know you possess blood magic," he said as she sat down in his chambers one evening. "Can you also allow me to speak with the dead?" 

Sylla's eyes widened in surprise at Theodric's request. "It is possible," she replied cautiously. "But to speak with the dead is a risky endeavor. The spirits may not be willing to speak with you, or they may have their own agenda." 

"I understand the risks," Theodric said firmly. "But I need to speak with my father. I need to know the truth." 

Sylla nodded, her expression grave. "Very well. I will perform the ritual tonight. But be warned, my lord - the dead do not always give answers we want to hear." 

Theodric nodded, resolute. He watched as Sylla prepared the ritual, lighting candles and drawing symbols on the floor. He felt a slight tremble in his hand, but he did not look away. 

As Sylla began to chant, the candles flickered and the room grew colder. Theodric felt a presence in the room, and he knew it was his father's spirit. Alaric III materialized before him, looking just as he remembered him from childhood. 

"Theodric," Alaric III said, his voice ethereal. "My son." 

Theodric fell to his knees, unable to believe what was happening. He hadn't seen this man in so many years. Now, to see him as a ghostly figure before him... 

It was shocking. 

"You are looking well, Theodric. Mastery of the kingdom suits you." 

All the feelings he'd had as a boy came flooding back. How he had worshipped his father as a young man, thinking the very ground he tread on was sacred. He'd looked up to him as a warrior, as a mentor, as a guardian. His father had taught him swordplay, how to speak with the nobility, how to behave at court. He had been Theodric's hero. 

Until he'd learned the truth from Sylla about the War of Bones. 

And now, the shimmering form of Alaric looked almost... repulsive to him. 

But those feelings would have to wait. Right now he had to seek answers, and their time together was limited. 

"Father...I need to ask you something." 

"Speak, my son," Alaric III said, his eyes hollow and dark. 

"Is it true that Emeric of Bramrith is my brother?" 

Alaric's expression turned pained. "Yes, it is true. I had a moment of weakness with your mother's friend, and Emeric was born out of wedlock." 

Theodric's heart felt heavy. "Why did you keep it a secret from me?" 

"I was ashamed of what I had done. I didn't want to hurt you, my son," Alaric III said softly. "But I see now that I only caused you more pain by keeping the truth from you." 

Theodric couldn't help but feel a surge of anger. "You should have told me," he said through gritted teeth. "I deserved to know." 

"I know, and I'm sorry," Alaric III said, looking down at his feet. "But there is more to this than just Emeric being your brother. You need to know about the War of Bones." 

Theodric's heart rate quickened. "What is it?" he asked, his voice barely above a whisper. 

Alaric III took a deep breath. "The War of Bones was...a massacre. A genocide. We slaughtered an entire tribe of people, men, women, and children. It was a dark moment in our history, and it's haunted me ever since." 

Theodric's heart felt heavy as he tried to come to terms with what had happened. 

"You're saying you regret it? Slaughtering all those innocent people?" 

"Regret doesn't even begin to cover it, Theodric," Alaric III said, his voice filled with anguish. "I was young and foolish, and I thought it was the only way to secure our lands. But I was wrong. I should have found another way." 

Theodric felt a sense of numbness wash over him. He couldn't believe the extent of the atrocities his father had committed. But he knew that he needed to face the truth if he was going to be a just ruler. 

Theodric felt a lump form in his throat as he tried to process what his father had just revealed to him. "What do I do now?" Theodric asked, his voice shaking. 

"You must make amends for what has been done," Alaric III said. "You must be a better ruler than I was, one who can unite our people and bring peace to our land." 

"I hope you can forgive me, my son." 

Theodric looked up at his father's ghostly form, feeling a pang of nostalgia. "I don't know if I can forgive you," he said honestly. "You betrayed me, father. Not only did you hide the truth of the war from me, but you kept my own brother a secret all these years." 

"You were so young when I died. I couldn't tell you these things. I couldn't let you see how weak I had been in those moments." 

"You could have left me a letter, something I could read when I was older, to know you regretted it." The words came out bitterly, Theodric's fists clenched. 

Alaric's ghostly form began to fade and shimmer. "I...you are right, son. I should have done so." 

Hearing the regret in his father's voice softened Theodric's heart. He sighed. "I don't know what the future holds, but I do know that I need to make things right with Emeric." 

"That is a wise choice," Alaric III said, his form beginning to dissipate. "Remember, Theodric - family is important. Don't make the same mistakes I did." He looked gravely at his son. "And remember...forgiveness is a gift. Not just to the one forgiven, but to the forgiver as well." 

With that, his father disappeared completely, leaving Theodric shattered and unmoored. 

Sylla helped him shakily to his feet. "That was a lot to take in," she said, her voice soft and sympathetic. "But you have taken the first step towards healing, my lord." 

Theodric nodded, his mind still reeling from the revelations of the evening. "Thank you, Sylla," he said, his voice barely audible. "I...I need some time to think." 

"Of course, my lord," Sylla said, bowing respectfully. "Take all the time you need." 

As Theodric watched her leave, he felt a weight settle on his shoulders. He knew that his father's mistakes would not be easily forgotten, but he also knew that he had a duty to set things right. He would need to confront his past, his family, and himself if he was ever going to be the just ruler his people deserved. It wouldn't be easy, but he knew he had to try. 

**** 

"Bring in the prisoner," said Cedric, sitting on his throne, his lips curled into a grim smirk. He had successfully captured another of Theodric's little thralls: the beautiful elven battle mage Elenara, who had been wandering the castle grounds alone. 

The guards, taking no time to hesitate, opened the chamber doors and marched Elenara in. Her hands were bound with thick rope and her long golden tresses were matted and tangled. Her lovely face was dirty from the struggle, her gown torn and tattered, exposing her large breasts for Cedric to see. 

He looked upon her with a mix of contempt and admiration - she had put up a fight before finally succumbing to capture. "So you are Elenara," he said in a low voice. "You have caused me much trouble." 

Elenara lifted her chin defiantly, meeting his gaze without fear. "And I would do it again," she spat between gritted teeth. 

Cedric shot her a condescending smile as he rose from his throne and descended the steps towards where she stood. He circled around her slowly like an animal stalking its prey before stopping directly in front of her. She flinched as his hand reached down between her breasts, roughly caressing and rubbing her nipples. "Have you ever been taken by a true lord, my little elf?" 

Elenara's face twisted in disgust. "I would rather die than have you touch me," she hissed, her cheeks flushing with anger. 

"She doesn't look too pleased," one of the guards said as he observed the situation. "Maybe she needs some encouragement, my lord." 

Cedric nodded. "Benwick, the spell, please." 

A tall wizard moved closer to her from nearby, his fingers shimmering with purple energy as he intoned in a deep voice. He traced patterns down Elenara's body, the ritual magic sinking deep into her mind and her physical form. She shuddered as the disgust and repulsion inside her was replaced with pure sexual desire and need, even for a man she hated as much as Cedric. 

"Now I will ask you again, pretty elf," he said, lifting her face to his. "Have you ever been taken by a true lord?" 

Elenara struggled against her restraints even as Cedric's hands moved down to her thighs, finding their way under her skirt. His long fingers stroked her smooth skin, moving slowly and surely towards the throbbing heat between her legs. "No," she moaned, feeling herself growing wetter under his touch. 

"I'm going to make sure you never forget who you belong to, now," Cedric growled, his fingers exploring her dripping, throbbing folds. His tongue licked his lips hungrily as he felt her body slick with arousal. He was going to fuck this pretty elf until she cried his name in pleasure, then pump her full of seed until her belly swelled with his babies. 

She moaned, her face a mask of pleasure as he inserted his fingers one at a time, filling her with his thick fingers. Cedric watched her face as he moved them in and out, his eyes hungry with need. "This is what you were born for," he said softly. "No, this is what you were made for. Taking cock. Specifically, mine." 

Cedric moved back unbuckling his belt. He freed his huge, throbbing, hard shaft and held it before Elenara's lips. "Suck, pretty elf." 

She opened her mouth, eagerly taking his thick cock into her mouth. She sucked hungrily, licking and swirling her tongue all around his throbbing head. He moaned as she began bobbing her head, taking more and more of his cock into her mouth until her cheeks were full. 

"Ah, yes, that's good, little one," Cedric moaned, watching her as she sucked hungrily on his throbbing member. "I'm going to fuck your mouth now." 

He shoved his entire cock into her mouth, making her gag and squeal in pleasure as he began thrusting in and out of her throat. As he felt the pressure building inside him, he pulled out of her mouth and began slapping her face hard with his throbbing erection. 

Elenara felt her cheeks grow warm and flushed with humiliation and arousal as Cedric slapped her with his cock again and again. It turned her on so much to be treated like a whore, even if it was at the hands of a hated enemy. 

The men in the chamber, guards, nobles, magistrates, and the court wizard, watched hungrily, their dicks swelling as they watched the pretty, busty elven woman being roughly taken by their lord. Cedric reached for the front of her gown, ripping what was left with his strong hands, letting her naked tits fall free. 

Elenara gasped. 

"These are too big and pretty to let go to waste," he said, sliding his cock between her huge breasts. "Let's give you a nice titfuck, shall we?" 

He began roughly fucking her big breasts, the sensation of his huge throbbing cock sliding between them sending waves of pleasure through her body. He moved faster and harder, pushing her towards the edge of ecstasy with each thrust. 

His thrusts were fast and hard, sliding against her bouncing boobs and sending ripples of pleasure through her body. 

He gripped her heavy tits, grinning with sadistic enjoyment. His cock emerged from her cleavage over and over as he roughly fucked her breasts, and Elenara's moans of pleasure filled the chamber. 

But he didn't want to cum there... he wanted to fill her tight pussy with his seed, to force a baby into Theodric's slutty little elven wife, and make her take his child instead. 

"Strip her," he ordered the guards, stroking his thick cock as he waited for his men to fulfill the order. "Then spread her legs for me." 

The men surrounding her moved quickly, tearing her last shreds of cloth apart, leaving her completely naked. They moved at her ankles, spreading her long legs until they could see her glistening wet pussy, and her tight pink slit. 

"Spread her pussy," Cedric ordered, and one of the soldiers reached down, gently using his fingers to open the wet pink lips of her cunt. 

Elenara moaned as the men held her open for Cedric. Her pussy was already soaked with her juices, prepared to be taken by her hated enemy. To her horror, that idea made her even more aroused. She felt Cedric grip her hips, and then she felt the thick head of his cock press against her wet lips. 

She moaned as he thrust inside her, pushing his huge member deep inside her tight, wet cunt. She gasped as he began ramming into her, his cock pumping in and out of her. His thrusts were fast and hard, and her moans soon turned into screams as the pleasure grew more intense. She'd never felt so full, or her pussy had never felt so good. 

Cedric grunted in pleasure as he pounded Elenara's tight pussy, her juices flowing freely down his shaft and around his balls. She was moaning louder, the pain and humiliation forgotten as her pussy began to squeeze around his cock in orgasm. He smiled cruelly as he pumped into her again and again, making the orgasm last until she was close to fainting. 

Finally, he couldn't hold it back any longer. He gripped her hips hard and slammed into her one last time, his balls rising up and swelling as they filled with his hot, sticky load. He groaned as his cock deposited a big fat load inside her cunt, making sure his seed was as deep inside her as he could get. Above all, he wanted to knock her up, and force her to carry his child instead of Theodric's. 

He pulled out of her, letting the rest of his cum spray across her ass and pussy, and she screamed in pleasure. 

"Take her to my chambers," he said, direct his men. "I'll use her more later. Now I have some business to attend to," he said, zipping up his trousers. 

His guards did as they were ordered, taking the beautiful, naked, used elf, covered in cum and dripping semen from her pussy, to Cedric's quarters. There she would wait until her new master came to claim her again. 
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Isadora moaned. Cedric was cruel and vile, and that was why she stayed with him. No other man could give her this kind of pleasure, could humiliate her like him. Shame flushed her cheeks, and yet her pussy squeezed his thick, thrusting cock even tighter. 

Cedric pulled away, letting her swallow. He grinned, then he thrust his cock into her mouth, watching her swallow the large rod, enjoying the way her cheeks hollowed out and her neck bulged. He reached under the bed and produced a gag, forcing it into her mouth. 

He grinned as Isadora's eyes went wide. He tightened the straps around her head and around her neck, securing the gag in place. "I'm going to use your ass," he said, slapping her tits. "Your womb doesn't deserve my seed, not tonight. I've reserved that pleasure for Elenara. Perhaps she'll be the one to carry my heirs, since you haven't earned the right." 

Reclaiming Tiriene: Part 13 

Cedric decided it was time to launch an attack on Castle Tiriene. He had all the knowledge he needed for this purpose. Isadora had extracted information from Theodric, and they now knew the castle's weaknesses. 

He could use Elenara as extra leverage, too. Theodric would never do anything to put his precious elven slut in danger, and Cedric would use that to his advantage. 

"Isadora," he said to his wife one evening as they were preparing for bed. "I will need you to penetrate the castle when we invade, and find Theodric." 

Isadora's eyes widened in surprise, "You want me to do what?" 

Cedric placed a hand on her shoulder, "I know it's dangerous, my love, but you're the best infiltrator I've ever known. You'll be able to slip in undetected and find Theodric's weakness. Besides," he said, removing his shirt and pants, and getting into bed, "You've gained his trust." He eyed her closely. "Haven't you?" 

Isadora bit her lip, turning away. She hoped he could not see her expression. While it was true that she had gained Theodric's trust during their time together in the dungeon, the passionate sex between them had also made her loyal to the Lion of Tiriene. She had not betrayed the true location of the castle's defenses... or what she knew of them. 

For all she knew, Theodric could have lied. But it didn't matter, because she wasn't going to let him be in harm's way if she could help it. 

"Of course, my love," she said, keeping up the ruse. She removed her necklace, and then her gown, becoming naked like Cedric before sliding into bed. Isadora had always possessed a beautiful body, and Cedric appreciated every tight curve and swell of her breasts. 

He was still skeptical about the whole thing... but he had decided not to question Isadora's motives. If she claimed to know Theodric's weaknesses, then she would be the best one to capitalize on them. 

As his wife joined him in bed, Cedric grinned. He loved Isadora's huge breasts and the way they bounced and swayed. He pressed her onto her back, sliding between her thighs, his hard, large cock rubbing against her skin. 

"I fucked his elven slut into submission," he said, sucking Isadora's nipples. "She'll do anything I want, tell me anything I need to know." 

Isadora gasped. As revolted as her husband made her feel with his constant scheming and manipulation, he knew how to thrill her in bed. In fact, her hatred of him seemed to amplify her passion, and her pussy began to gush from his cruel dominance. She angled her hips upward involuntarily. "You...you did?" 

Cedric smiled, "Oh yes. I've dominated her completely. She's beyond resistance." 

Isadora's back arched in pleasure as Cedric continued to suck her nipples, flicking them with his tongue and letting his warm and wet saliva drip on her skin. "You have..." She caressed his head, stroking his hair and pressing her tits deeper into his mouth. 

"That's right," Cedric whispered huskily in her ear. "And after I'm done with her, her cunt will be gushing with my sperm." He grabbed Isadora's head, pulling it back. "Then you will fill it with your tongue, licking every drop of my seed." 

Isadora groaned at the thought, already indulging in fantasies of Elenara's tight pussy stretched out by Cedric's massive cock, her pussy lips dripping with juice. 

Cedric could see the pleasure in her eyes, knew she was imagining the elf's humiliation and suffering. He smiled, then slid his cock into his wife's wet pussy. 

"Think of how much you hate her," he said, grinding his hips into hers, making her gasp . "She's Theodric's elven whore, after all. He loves her, not you, my pretty wife. No matter how many times you suck his dick, he'll never pick you for his bed." 

How did he know...Isadora couldn't think, though, because Cedric's huge dick inside her drove all reason away. Ohhh," Isadora moaned. Her pussy was gushing, wet and sopping from his filthy words and the despicable truth of them. She hated Elenara, yes...jealousy boiled inside her just like the orgasm threatening to spill forth from her cunt. 

Cedric embraced her tight, clutching her large breasts. He pressed his face against hers, his tongue invading her mouth. 

Isadora wrapped her legs around him, pressing him closer and deeper inside her. She moaned in ecstasy as she felt his cock thrusting inside her, his member hard and thick as it filled her. 

Reveling in his dominance over Isadora, Cedric paused his thrusting, grasping her pretty neck. "Open your mouth," he ordered. 

She did, her eyes glazed and submissive as she looked up at him, her pussy throbbing around his cock. 

Cedric let a thick, wet glob of saliva drip from his mouth into hers, making her drink it. Disgust, humiliation, and pleasure filled Isadora as she was forced to take it, her husband's power and lust nearly overwhelming her. 

Cedric continued thrusting, and she knew what he was doing. He was reminding her of her failure as a wife, and his dominance over her. He was reminding her that, even when she was trying her best to please him, he could still take her and use her for his own pleasure. 

"You're such a wonderful husband," she said, feeling strange and dirty yet somehow fulfilled as she kissed his face. "I'm so lucky to have you." 

He started thrusting again. They had played this game a thousand times, and both knew the lines to it. "And you, my dear wife, are such a filthy whore. A disappointment. Your cunt is barely worthy to take my cock, but at least it's tight and wet, just like your slut mouth." 

Isadora moaned. Cedric was cruel and vile, and that was why she stayed with him. No other man could give her this kind of pleasure, could humiliate her like him. Shame flushed her cheeks, and yet her pussy squeezed his thick, thrusting cock even tighter. 

Cedric pulled away, letting her swallow. He grinned, then he thrust his cock into her mouth, watching her swallow the large rod, enjoying the way her cheeks hollowed out and her neck bulged. He reached under the bed and produced a gag, forcing it into her mouth. 

He grinned as Isadora's eyes went wide. He tightened the straps around her head and around her neck, securing the gag in place. "I'm going to use your ass," he said, slapping her tits. "Your womb doesn't deserve my seed, not tonight. I've reserved that pleasure for Elenara. Perhaps she'll be the one to carry my heirs, since you haven't earned the right." 

Isadora moaned around the gag, tears of shame at her eyes. He turned her onto her hands and knees, her pussy gushing wet. Reaching under the bed again, he took out a thick, heavy dildo and lubricated it with his wife's dripping juices. 

"You can take this cock instead. You don't deserve mine, that's for sure," he said scornfully. Inch by inch, Cedric slid the huge penis into Isadora's cunt, stretching her pussy as it went. 

Isadora groaned, her pussy tingling from the humiliation, her heart filled with love and desire. Cedric was fucking her with a dildo, reminding her with every thrust that she was not worthy of his cock. 

She loved it that way. She loved it that he was impregnating Elenara instead of her. He knew how to twist every deep desire she had - like giving birth to Cedric's baby - and using it against her, keeping it just out of reach. She loved it that he had entranced her, dominated her, forced her into submission. 

When the huge dick was lodged deep inside her cunt, he began to lubricate her ass with some special ointment, getting it nice and wet for his dick. Then, he slid his thick, enormous penis into her tight little ass, until he was balls deep inside her. 

Isadora moaned , tears of shame and pleasure streaming down her face, drool spilling from around the gag. There she was, filled up with the dildo in her cunt and Cedric's dick inside her ass, her mouth full of his gag. 

"I'm going to fuck Elenara's so hard she can't walk straight for a week," he said, thrusting into her ass, slowly at first, then faster. "And then I'm going to cum inside her, fill her with my seed. GIve her the baby you will never have." 

Isadora gave a muffled cry, her pussy quivering. She closed her eyes, imagining Elenara's gorgeous face looking at Cedric as his cock slid in and out of her pussy. She moaned through the gag, the humiliation of being replaced by another woman making her cum hard. 

"I'm going to make her moan, moan like a whore, so loud even Theodric will hear her. I'll knock his little elven slut up with my babies, and she'll give birth to my heirs. Not his." Cedric's hand grasped Isadora's throat, his voice gruff and dominant, his dick thrusting in and out of his wife's ass. He growled in lust at the thought of it: taking over Theodric's kingdom one way or another. If he couldn't do it by force, he would do it by knocking up all his wives. 

Isadora was lost to the huge orgasm coursing through her body. Her pussy spasmed around the dick in her cunt, while her ass clutched at Cedric's thrusting shaft. She felt slutty, used, controlled, and utterly dominated by him. 

Her pussy was gushing, and she came hard, her juices flowing out of her like a fountain. 

Barely able to contain himself, Cedric grunted, and Isadora felt his dick throbbing inside her ass. He groaned, thrusting into her hard as his cum filled her up. 

He pulled out slowly. "Enjoy that, my filthy whore wife," he said, sliding his wet penis between her ass cheeks, reaching around to slap her face gently. "That's what you're good for: taking my cum." 

She groaned in shame and arousal, her ass sticky and leaking with his semen. 

Cedric removed the gag and kissed her passionately, making her moan into his mouth. As cruel as he was, he loved Isadora. Their twisted relationship had gone on for years, and they both reveled in it. 

***** 

Back at Castle Tiriene, Theodric went to find his brother. Emeric was in his chambers, brooding over a letter he was reading. He looked up as Theodric entered, surprised. 

"Lord Theodric." 

Theodric closed the door behind him. "Brother...I need to speak with you." 

Emeric was surprised by Theodric's tone - it was not gruff, angry or annoyed, but instead almost familial. "Of course." 

Theodric took a deep breath. "Sylla helped me speak to Father," he began, his voice low and solemn. "He was in the afterlife, and he asked me to forgive him - and you - for what happened. He said that he wanted me to make amends between us, if I could find it in my heart to accept that." 

Emeric stood up, taken aback. He didn't know what to say. He didn't even know conversing with the dead was possible, though he knew Sylla's magic was powerful. "Do you think we can heal this rift between us?" Emeric asked hesitantly. 

Theodric looked at his brother with a tenderness that Emeric hadn't seen before. "I already have," he replied quietly. "It's time for us to move on from the past and start anew." 

Theodric extended his arm to his brother, smiling slightly. "What do you say?" 

Overjoyed, Emeric took his arm and stepped into his brother's embrace. Finally reunited, the two shared a warm moment, both glad to begin this new chapter of brotherhood. 

**** 

At dinner that night, the others could sense their bond was restored. Theodric seemed cheerful again, his usual pallor returned, and Emeric was his usual self. Celestine had joined them, sitting on Emeric's right, while Emilia and Eileen were also present. 

They all shared a meal, talking and joking with each other, but Theodric's expression soon shifted to one of seriousness. He put down his cup of wine and looked around the table. "I've received word from one of my informers that Cedric is planning an attack on Castle Tiriene," he said solemnly. "He has not revealed his plans yet, but I know it will be something drastic. We must prepare ourselves for whatever comes our way." 

Everyone in the room felt a chill run through them at Theodric's words. "Have we any time to prepare, brother?" asked Emilia. 

"Cedric's attack will happen within the next few weeks. We must prepare as best as we can in such a short time. I will gather the Council of Elders to discuss the matter and come up with a battle plan. I've already sent out orders to stock up on supplies and horses for the army. We must be vigilant." 

"Are you certain Cedric is preparing to attack?" asked Eileen, worried. Her belly was swelling from her new pregnancy with Theodric's child, and she feared for the baby. 

"I am," he replied grimly. "He will not give up until he gets what he wants." 

"What does he want?" wondered Eileen. "Does he want a battle to the death? Surely he wouldn't risk such a thing?" 

"I do not believe he will do so," replied Theodric. "He will attempt a siege, and we must be prepared for that." 

Emeric stood up. "I have an idea, brother," he said suddenly. "Our enemies think we're too divided to mount a successful defense against them. I suggest we let them think that." 

"Oh?" asked Theodric, turning to him. "What's your plan?" 

"As you said, we have a few weeks to prepare ourselves. We can use that time to our advantage, but we will prepare in secret, hiding our greatest forces. Instead of meeting him with our whole army, we can pretend to be less prepared than we are. We will only a small force, perhaps a tenth of our men, waiting outside for his attack. If Cedric believes we are weak, he will make a move against us. Then, we will send a force to his unguarded castle, and take control." 

It was a bold plan, but it had potential. "Hmm..." Theodric mused, rubbing his chin. "I will give it thought, Emeric. Please, attend our council meeting tomorrow. I believe your voice should be heard." 

Gladdened to know that he was to be included, Emeric smiled, and squeezed Celestine's hand.  
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A hot preview… 

He grit his teeth, his orgasm nearing faster than he expected. He withdrew from her ass and plunged his dick back into her dripping pussy. He began to fuck her hard, his balls slapping against her, his hips almost a blur as he plundered her cunt. 

Elspeth moaned as his balls slapped against her pussy, the sound of their bodies coming together filling the room and her ears. The sound only brought her pleasure and added another layer to her already overwhelming orgasm. 

Lord Cedric grunted, his whole body aching from the strain of holding back his orgasm. 

"That's it, Elspeth," he grunted. "Oh fuck, that's it. Cum for me, my little whore." 

Reclaiming Tiriene: Part 14 

Cedric stood at the top of Castle Myrdin, his fortress, looking down on the land. He'd gathered all the knowledge he needed to begin his assault on Theodric's castle. With any luck, he would finally be able to take control of Tiriene and its surrounding lands. 

Cedric was handsome but cruel, his dark hair neatly groomed, his face clean shaven save for a light bit of stubble. Still fairly young for a ruler, he was 25 now, and planned to seize as much of the kingdom as he could. He was ambitious, and always had been. Unlike Theodric, who wanted to be a good and just lord, Cedric's main motivation was amassing greater power. 

As Cedric turned to make his way back into the castle, he caught sight of a servant girl fetching water from the nearby well. She was young and fresh-faced, her hair tied in a loose braid that fell over her shoulder. Cedric's eyes lingered on her for a moment, and then he descended the stairs to the castle below. 

"James," he said, summoning his assistant. "That girl, the new servant. What's her name?" 

James bowed his head respectfully. "Her name is Elspeth, Your Grace," he replied, keeping his tone even. He knew better than to question Cedric's intentions towards the girl, but he couldn't help feeling a pang of pity for her. 

"Elspeth," Cedric repeated, testing the name on his tongue. "Bring her to my chambers tonight." 

As night fell, Cedric sat on his bed, sipping from a goblet of wine. Elspeth entered the room, her eyes downcast. She wore a simple linen dress, her hair still in its loose braid. Cedric motioned for her to approach, then reached out to stroke her cheek. 

"So, Elspeth, is it?" 

"Yes, my lord," she said shyly. 

She was incredibly sexy, her large breasts barely contained in the tiny corset he had instructed she be dressed in. She wore only a simple pair of thin lace panties that didn't do much to cover her pussy. He smiled to himself, knowing he'd enjoy tearing her out of those clothes. 

"Damn, Elspeth. Has anyone ever told you how beautiful you are?" 

She gasped as he pulled her into his arms, burying his face in her cleavage. She caressed his hair and his strong shoulders, already growing wet at the knowledge of what he wanted to do with her. 

"No, my lord," she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper. He pushed her back on the bed, then stripped off her corset, flinging it to the side. Her huge, full breasts were bared for him, the nipples hard points that he sucked into his mouth, making her moan. 

"I'm going to fuck you," he whispered huskily. "I'm going to fuck you, and when I do, you'll cum harder than you ever have before." 

He fetched a pair of wrist restraints from his bedside table and bound her to the bed. He enjoyed having his women tied down while he fucked them. It made his dick even harder. 

He laid his hand on her pussy, feeling the heat radiating through her lace panties. "You're going to cum, and you're going to cum hard, Elspeth." 

He removed her panties, then pushed his fingers into her wet cunt. Elspeth moaned, her juices already escaping her pussy. 

He fucked her with his fingers, enjoying the way her body squirmed as he brought her closer and closer to the edge. He removed his fingers and replaced them with his tongue, his lips and teeth suckling her clit. Her breathing was ragged, her whole body tense. 

He stood, his hard cock jutting from his groin. He positioned himself at her entrance and pushed in. She gasped, then moaned as he thrust his hips forward, burying his shaft deep within her. 

"That's right, Elspeth, moan for your lord," Cedric whispered, his hand on her throat, forcing her to look at him. He withdrew his dick only to push in harder and deeper, her pussy stretched around his shaft. 

"Oh, my lord," she gasped. "You're so big, I can barely take you." 

"Yet you are, girl. Look at how your cunt stretches to take my cock. Soft and wet and tight. I may well desire to use you on a regular basis, your pussy's so good." 

She blushed at his words, thrilled and excited at the idea of being Lord Cedric's submissive for more than just one night. 

He began to fuck her in earnest, his hips pistoning as he forced himself into her as deep as her body would let him. Her moans grew louder, her whole pussy clenching around him as she came. 

He fucked her for several more minutes, then withdrew, taking a pair of nipple clamps from the bedside table. He placed them on her nipples and she gasped, her eyes squeezing shut from the combined pain and pleasure. 

"Does it hurt?" he asked, smirking to himself. 

"Y...yes, my lord. But it feels good, too." 

"You'll get used to it. I know you can take more pain for me, Elspeth. You're a good girl, aren't you?" 

She nodded, her body quivering from the sensation of the clamps on her nipples. "Yes, my lord. I am a good girl. I'll do as you say, my lord." 

"Good girl. If you're a good girl, I might even fuck your ass before the night is through." 

Cedric smiled, then bent his head to suckle at her big breasts, the clamps pinching her nipples painfully. He reached underneath to squeeze her cunt. He slid his fingers into her wet pussy, pumping his fingers in and out in rhythm with his tongue on her nipples. 

"That's it, Elspeth. Cum for me. Cum on my fingers." 

Her pussy clenched, the orgasm ripping through her body, the pleasure almost more than she could bear. She moaned loudly as the orgasm tore through her. 

As she was still cumming, he slid his thick cock back into her, feeling the pulse and throb of her tight pussy. It felt amazing. He groaned, sinking deep into her, and began to rail her hard, growling and grunting with each thrust. He fucked her hard, his balls slapping into her as he fucked her with deep, penetrating thrusts. 

She looked so fucking good like that, bound to the bed, helpless, her nipples clamped, her pussy squeezing his dick. He decided to blindfold and gag her as well. 

She breathed hard as he inserted the gag into her mouth and strapped it in place. He knew she was waiting, anticipating what was coming next. He reveled in his power over her. Then, lubing up her ass, he slid his cock deep inside her tight little hole, making Elspeth moan sharply around the gag. 

He fucked her ass with slow, deep strokes, loving the way her body was trembling beneath him. He began to drive in hard, deeper, his hips slamming against her round, soft ass. The sound of their skin slapping together filled the air, echoing off the stone walls of the room. 

Cedric groaned as he felt her tight ass clench around his shaft. He fucked her ass with a slow, steady rhythm, enjoying the way her ass gripped his dick. He fucked her like that for a few minutes, then began to pound into her with a furious rhythm. Though blindfolded, he knew her eyes were shut tight as she took the combined pleasure and pain. 

"That's right, Elspeth. Take it all, that throbbing, thick dick inside your tight hole. Your ass is so good, girl." 

She moaned joyfully, ecstatic that she could please her lord so well. 

He grit his teeth, his orgasm nearing faster than he expected. He withdrew from her ass and plunged his dick back into her dripping pussy. He began to fuck her hard, his balls slapping against her, his hips almost a blur as he plundered her cunt. 

Elspeth moaned as his balls slapped against her pussy, the sound of their bodies coming together filling the room and her ears. The sound only brought her pleasure and added another layer to her already overwhelming orgasm. 

Lord Cedric grunted, his whole body aching from the strain of holding back his orgasm. 

"That's it, Elspeth," he grunted. "Oh fuck, that's it. Cum for me, my little whore." 

Her pussy clenched around his thick shaft and he arched his back, his own orgasm exploding from him. He roared in dominance and pleasure as he held his cock deep inside Elizabeth's tight, wet pussy, unloading his balls into her womb. Thick jets of creamy semen filled up her pussy, spurting around his dick buried in her walls. 

Breathing hard, he pulled out, watching her cunt oozing his sperm. He removed her restraints, the clamps, the gag and the blindfold, and she gasped as he took it out of her mouth. Finally free again, she gently rubbed her wrists, then smiled up at him. Every part of her ached, her pussy and nipples so sore...but it was a wonderful soreness, to know she had taken the pain for her Master Cedric. 

"Did I please you, my lord?" 

"Very much," he said, kissing her roughly and passionately, his mouth sealing over hers. His tongue swirled into her mouth, and she moaned lustfully against him. It amazed her how quickly she was falling under his spell. Even...falling for him. 

Her heart skipped before she could stop it. Swallowing nervously, she pushed the idea of love aside, not wanting to look at the possibility of Lord Cedric not returning her feelings. She had to stay focused on her duty, to do as Lord Cedric wished. 

He stared into her eyes, and she blushed, unable to look away. His gaze was so intense, so beautiful. She couldn't look away, her whole body too entranced by his. 

"Stay with me tonight, Elspeth." He pulled her into his arms, nestling her butt against his groin. "I want you to sleep with me." 

"But my lady Isadora...?" 

"She's otherwise occupied," he said gruffly, knowing Isadora's heart was with Theodric. "It's you I want right now." 

She smiled, placing her hand on his chest. "Then I'd be honored to sleep with you, my lord." 

He kissed her, his hand sliding down to her ass. He squeezed her ass cheek, then whispered in her ear, "I plan on fucking you again, before I fall asleep." 

She shivered in delight at the promise of more pleasure. 

"Yes, my lord." 

He kissed her again, this time more gently, his lips mild and soft against hers. She felt so safe in his arms, so loved. It was a dangerous feeling, for he was nothing to her but a servant. But she couldn't help herself, couldn't fight her feelings for him. Not as he held her against him. 

He moved over her and slid his hard dick into her mouth. She swirled her tongue around the head and shaft, tasting the salty muskiness of his shaft and the precum that seeped from the tip. She sucked hard, rolling her tongue around the head, teasing him, knowing that it would drive him wild. 

"Fuck, Elspeth," he groaned, his hands now cradling the back of her head, thrusting his cock into her mouth. 

She moaned around his shaft, and her pussy immediately began to tingle. She was enjoying this, she realized, something she'd never experienced before. Having her mouth and throat used by her lord gave her almost the same pleasure as having her pussy fucked. 

He grunted, holding the back of her head as he began to roughly fuck her mouth, pumping his cock in and out, her lips and tongue massaging his shaft. 

Elspeth moaned, her body trembling, her pussy hot and wet. Running her tongue over the underside of his shaft, she felt him shudder. He muttered something incoherent as he fucked her cheeks with quick, short strokes. 

The feel of his hands on her head, of his cock sliding in and out of her mouth, was almost too much for her to bear. She moaned, feeling the beginnings of an orgasm cresting in her body, wave after wave of pleasure running over her. She sucked hard, and Lord Cedric moaned loudly, his hands holding her head tight. 

"I'm going to cum, Elspeth." 

She moaned desperately, wanting to swallow every drop of his thick seed. She soon got her wish: Cedric lodged his dick deep within her throat, and thick, hot jets of sperm filled her up. She struggled to swallow, gagging some from the size of his massive cock inside her, but also from the copious semen spurting into her throat. Saliva and cum dripped down her chin. He grunted, holding her head tight, forcing her to swallow it as well as she could. The sight of her pretty mouth wrapped around his shaft made his balls pulse with desire. She looked good like that, he decided. 

Finally he pulled out, every throbbing inch of dick slowly withdrawing from her throat and mouth until she was left gasping, cum dripping from her lips. She gazed up at him breathlessly; she had experienced a subtle orgasm just from being throatfucked. 

"You liked that, didn't you?" he asked, smirking. 

She blushed. "Yes, my lord," she said in a whisper. 

"Good girl." 

He ordered her to go get herself cleaned up, then return to him in bed. He was pleasantly tired and ready for sleep. As Elspeth complied, and then sank into his arms fresh and soft, he smiled. She was a good fuck, and very submissive, eager to please the way he liked. Perhaps her destiny was not to be a serving girl. He was enjoying her so much that he might decide to keep her as his permanent sex toy. 

If he felt like it, of course. 

For now, he buried his face in her neck, breathing in her sweet scent. It was...pleasant. Almost fruity and floral. Much different from Isadora's mature, almost grassy smell. He liked that too, but in a different way. Of course, very soon, he would have many more women to choose from, once he invaded Theodric's castle and claimed his little harem for himself. 

I'll enjoy the sight, watching the mighty Lion of Tiriene on his knees while I fuck his girls. One by one. He'll just be forced to watch. Impotent. Useless. A mighty king turned to a worthless prisoner. The thought filled Cedric with glee. 

***** 

When the morning came, it was time to launch the assault. Cedric's forces were ready. After a brief pep talk, he saddled up, garbed in armor, to lead the charge on Theodric's castle. His troops were excited to finally claim the land for their lord. They rode out into the woods, and within a few hours, they reached the castle. A few men placed ladders against the gate while others started to fire arrows. 

Soon enough, the castle was surrounded and a great battle ensued. 

Theodric's men were fierce opponents, but Cedric's forces were more numerous and better equipped. Still, it was a hard fought contest with much blood spilled before Cedric finally breached the castle gates. He roared in victory as he charged inside, his sword held aloft and his troops following behind him. The battle within quickly turned into a chaotic melee of clashing blades and screams of mortal agony. 

Slowly but surely Theodric's men were pushed back until finally Cedric's soldiers had control over the entire main hall. All around them lay corpses: some of Theodric's loyal knights and many of Cedric's own men who had fallen during the fight. 

By the time they reached the throne room, Theodric was waiting, and he had a weapon in his hands. 

Cedric smiled evilly. "Brave of you to meet me, Theodric." 

"As brave as you to attack my castle." 

"You can hardly call it a castle," Cedric said, chuckling. "You live in a hovel, while I live in a castle fit for a king." 

"I am the king," Theodric said. 

"No," said Cedric. "I am." 

"You aren't even fit to rule a garden, much less the entirety of Tiriene." 

Cedric chuckled at that. "You're a witty man for a useless throne ornament." 

Theodric raised his sword, poised to strike. "I'm tired of bickering with you, Cedric. Let us end this quickly." 

Cedric chuckled. "Very well," he said. 

Theodric charged, his weapon thrusting at the other man. 

Cedric's sword knocked it aside with a clang. 

Theodric swung again, but Cedric easily evaded. 

"Come now, Theodric," he taunted. "Is that all you got?" 

Theodric lunged again, but the king's blade was deflected with a clang, and Cedric dodged his next blow. 

"You've gotten slow," Cedric said. "Try again." 

Now Theodric attacked with renewed energy. 

Cedric parried and evaded, but Theodric forced him back. 

He kept jabbing with his sword, striking for Cedric's legs and arms. 

Cedric had to step back, parrying blow after blow. Theodric was giving him hell, he realized. He hadn't expected that. At least, not yet. As much as he enjoyed a good fight, today he wanted to end things quickly. 

He swung his sword, knocking the other blade higher, then struck at Theodric's neck with his elbow. 

Theodric blocked the shot, and Cedric's blade clanged against his. 

"If that's the best you got, old man," Cedric said. "I'm disappointed." 

"At least my wives are loyal to me." 

Theodric slammed his fist into Cedric's face. 

The blow stunned him. He stumbled back, surprised, his hand on his cheek. 

"Ooh, did I hit a nerve?" Theodric chuckled. "Sad because your pretty wife likes me more than you?" 

Cedric's eyes flashed angrily, and he snarled. "That bitch will learn her place!" 

"No, she'll remain at my side, safe." 

Cedric wiped the blood from his lip. "You don't know what Isadora and I have together. Our relationship is beyond your petty comprehension." 

Theodric was about to reply when Cedric swung his sword. 

Theodric blocked it, and they crossed blades. 

Cedric charged at him, and he barely had time to parry the blow, his sword skittering across the flagstones. Cedric brought his sword down at Theodric's head, and the Lion of Tiriene ducked and rolled away. He picked up his own sword and blocked Cedric's next attack. 

Cedric attacked again. Theodric fought back with renewed energy. Again and again he stabbed and swung at the lord of the castle, every shot blocked or avoided. Cedric skittered backward, keeping his balance, but the other man's swings were forcing him into a corner. 

He couldn't let this continue much longer. He needed to win. He looked at Theodric's smug face, his unearned superiority. Cedric had hated him for so many years. Isadora's betrayal only angered him further. 

Now, Theodric's kingdom was in his grasp. With renewed force, he let forth a series of swift strikes, aiming for Theodric's weak spots. 

Theodric blocked, but Cedric was faster and more powerful, eventually wearing Theodric down. 

He quickly stepped back as Theodric stumbled, his sword tip drooping. Cedric closed the gap between them, putting the tip of his sword at Theodric's neck. 

"This is what happens when you cross me," he said coldly. "You understand that now, don't you?" 

Theodric stared defiantly at him and said nothing. Cedric chuckled. "Seems I've finally stunned you into silence. I'll enjoy watching you beg for mercy while you're being tortured in my new dungeon." 

Theodric spat blood. "You think you've won? Think again. Right now, my men are launching a secret attack on your castle." 

Cedric's smile faded. 

"Unlike you, I actually have men who can plot smart attacks. While you left your whole castle undefended, we infiltrated it. Anyone left inside will be our prisoner." Theodric got to his feet, dusting himself off. "So you'd better rethink your little plan." 

Cedric broiled with anger. If this was true... 

He thrust the sword at Theodric again. "You are no king, you pathetic piece of horse shit. You're not even worthy to lick my boot." 

He shoved the pommel of the sword at Theodric's head, knocking him out. 

Gruffly, Cedric called for his guards to take Theodric away and cast him into the dungeon. He was worried about Theodric's threat. If they had in fact assaulted his castle... well, it was bad news. 

Yet, he knew Theodric was too soft to have ordered his men to do anything serious. At worst, they'd have taken his servants and guards prisoners. Now that Cedric himself controlled Castle Tiriene, he could simply return with a force of men to his own Castle Myrdin, and rescue his people. 

He looked out across the ravaged grounds of Castle Tiriene. Everywhere, there was broken furniture, smashed doors, and scattered belongings. He saw the bodies of his opponents strewn across the ground. He gritted his teeth- they had paid a heavy price for their battle against him. 

Despite the danger that still surrounded him, Cedric's thoughts turned to Theodric's wives. He wanted them for himself. Now that they were unprotected he felt an need to claim them. "Find them," he ordered James. "Elaine, Emilia, all the others. I want them all assembled in my new throne room by tonight." 

James nodded, hurrying to obey Cedric's command. 

Once they were together, he would have to decide what to do with them. Those that were already pregnant by Theodric would remain at the castle. Though he could not have sex with them himself, Cedric would see that they were well-cared for. He was not a monster...just a tyrant. He smirked to himself. 

He would keep them. Let them birth Theodric's brats, then raise the children to serve him, the new master of Tiriene. Then, when Eileen and the other pregnant women had recovered, he could fuck them himself, and make them give birth to his heirs instead. 

"Now," he said, wiping his bloody blade. "Time to find Isadora." His traitor wife would join Theodric in the dungeon... or perhaps, even more cruelly, he'd just make her watch while he was tortured. 

Either way, thought Cedric, I win.  
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Reclaiming Tiriene Volume 2: Cedric’s Claim Part I 
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A hot preview…  

"Greetings, master," said one of the women. Her chains gently clattered as she reached between her thighs, pulling aside the tiny scrap of clothing over her pussy. Cedric sucked in a breath as her dripping wet, shaved slit came into view. "You need a clear mind for the long, difficult journey ahead. Our queen has given us orders to let you use us...as much as you desire. Would you like to be inside us?"  

Gods, they were so fucking gorgeous. Sexy. He couldn't say no. He pulled off his armor, tossed it to the side, then let his cock free, thick and throbbing. "Yes. I do want to be inside you." 

He pressed the tip of his dick to her dripping slit, inch by inch sliding inside the slave girl until he was balls deep. She gasped in pleasure, her velvety wet cunt clutching him tight.  

"Gods, you're big, Master," she moaned. He withdrew, then slammed back in, watching as her cunt eagerly swallowed him up. "I've never had a cock this big inside me. It's hard and thick, but oh so long...I can't wait to feel it in my ass, my mouth..." 

Reclaiming Tiriene Volume 2: Cedric’s Claim Part I  

Cedric had taken control of Tiriene Castle. He sent Theodric to the dungeons, while making plans to seize his wives for his own use. Isadora was currently confined to her quarters, a prisoner while Cedric decided her fate. 

There were so damn many to choose from. Good gods, he thought, reading through Theodric's journal, where he kept a list of occupying women in the castle. Elenara, Emilia, Lisanne, Klarynna, Sylla, Eileen, Morganthe...that didn't even count the ones he'd impregnated on his other adventures. There was mention of a serving girl, Isabella, and some other women he'd slept with as well. 

Outside, the priests were ringing their bells. Damn those idiot fanatics, he thought, scowling out at the cold, dark landscape. It was early morning, yet. He'd have to remember to order them to stop that damn chanting as soon as possible. 

"My lord," said James from the doorway. "You have a missive." 

"No rest for the weary," Cedric said, without looking up. "Sit down, have a drink with me, James. You've earned it." 

James was surprised, but accepted the offer. He knew better than to refuse. 

"What do you think of what we've achieved here?" Cedric said, looking to his most trusted advisor. 

James took a sip of the wine that had been poured for him and surveyed the room. "It is quite an accomplishment, my lord. You have shown great strength and cunning in taking control of the castle so swiftly." 

Cedric grinned. "Yes, and there is still much to be done. We must secure the castle's defenses, weed out any remaining traitors, and solidify our rule." 

He paused, taking a sip from his goblet. "But there's still one problem left to solve," he said, eyeing James over the rim of his cup. "Theodric's wives." 

James raised an eyebrow. "What do you plan to do with them, my lord?" 

Cedric grinned. "I plan to enjoy them, of course." 

He rose, setting down the cup. He patted James' shoulder. "Don't worry. You'll get your reward of women, too. There are plenty of others here, besides Cedric's wives." A cruel idea came to him, and he grinned. "In fact, I have a perfect reward for you right now." 

James lowered his gaze. He had no idea what his lord was planning, but knowing Cedric, it would be terrible. 

Cedric strode to the door and opened it. "You there!" he called out into the hallway, addressing the nearest servant, "Bring my wife to me." 

A few moments later, Isadora was brought into the room. She wore only a pair of nipple clamps, a gag, and a tiny little triangle of lace covering her pussy. James' eyes went wide seeing her. 

"Isadora's been without a hard cock for a while," Cedric said, spanking her bare ass and eliciting a muffled squeal of surprise from her. "And James, you deserve the finest piece of ass in the castle." 

James shook his head, horrified. "But my lord, she's your wife, I can't..." 

He looked to Isadora, who met James' gaze. She looked stunningly beautiful. He could see the slick wetness dripping down her inner thighs. Cedric had no doubt had his mages cast some kind of horniness spell on her to keep her in this state. 

"James, you're my closest friend. If anyone deserves to stick his prick inside her, it's you." Cedric chuckled. He walked up to his wife and grasped her heavy breasts, squeezing and kneading them. "Trust me," he whispered, licking Isadora's bare cheek. "She's an exceptional lay." 

With that, Cedric released her and left her standing, bound, where she was. He sat down across from James once more. "What was this missive you had for me?" 

"Oh - yes," James said, distracted. He had a very obvious bulge in his trousers now. "Sorry, my lord." 

"It's all right. Isadora's hard to ignore." 

"The missive is from Queen Madeia. She requests your help." 

"Madeia," he said, surprised. His scowl returned. The queen of Northelund, Madeia was the one person Cedric genuinely despised, and almost feared. She had a reputation for cruelty almost as ruthless as his own. 

"I see the wolf has lost its bite," he said. "She should know better than to ask for me. I'm not a dog to be called at her whim." 

James coughed, embarrassed. "She said it was a matter of dire importance. She requests an audience with you." 

"Can she come here?" 

He shook his head. "She asks that you journey to her castle, as she is indisposed." 

Cedric sighed. Still, perhaps there was an opportunity to be gained here. With a little subtle manipulation, he might be able to turn this tide in his favor. 

"Fine," he said, finishing his wine. "Tell her I'll go to her castle. It will take several days to get there." 

"It will be done." 

Isadora watched the door shut behind him, then turned to look at James. He was staring at her, his eyes wide and his lips slightly parted. For just a moment, she thought he might say something. But his gaze dropped to the floor again, and he looked away. She could see his cock straining against his pants. 

Isadora made a muffled sound against the gag. It was dripping with saliva. 

James realized she wanted to say something. He moved to pull the gag from her lips. 

"What is it, my lady?" 

He was so close to her, she could smell his cologne. She wanted to press her lips against his, to taste him. Isadora didn't know if that was a spell or what, but she couldn't resist him. She shook her head, trying to clear it. 

"I can't -" she gasped, her heart pounding. "I need you to inside me. Please, James, fuck me, fuck me now." 

"But...my lady," he gasped. "I can't...you're...my queen." 

"Then...think of it as a favor," Isadora said through clenched teeth. "I just need your cock inside me, now!" 

James was helpless against his own desires. He realized...Cedric had done this on purpose, an exercise in his own cruel power. And yet... James could not resist his beautiful queen. He'd desired her from afar for years. Cedric must have known it, which made his decision to place Isadora in this position, with James, all the more cruel. 

James traced his hands down her full breasts, her taut stomach, to her thighs. She was absolutely drenched in pussy juice, and as he slipped two fingers inside her, she cried out in joy. Her pussy made a wet, lewd sound as it sucked on his fingers, desperate to get more inside. 

"Please, James! I need it!" 

He tore at his belt and dropped his trousers, revealing his rock hard cock. 

Isadora gasped - she'd never seen a cock that big before, save for her husband's. Her hands were still cuffed behind her back, but he pulled her forward and she fell against him, wrapping a leg around his waist as he plunged his cock inside her. She moaned, feeling every inch of him filling her to the brim. 

"Oh gods, yes," she cried. "You're so fucking big. It feels so good." 

She felt him slide his hands down her back, gripping her ass tight. He cupped her ass cheeks, squeezing and kneading them, then leaned over to take a nipple into his mouth. Isadora felt her insides turn to molten liquid. She clenched her thighs around his waist, rocking against him, feeling her pussy tense with each thrust. 

"Oh, oh...yes, yes..." she panted in time with his strokes. "You're so deep in me, James...yes..." 

He paused his thrusts for a moment, looking into her eyes. He saw the Isadora he knew...albeit under the influence of a desire spell, but still. It was her, and he was finally deep inside her, just as he had wanted to be for years. 

How long this moment would last, he didn't know, but for now James wanted to enjoy it. He pressed a hard, passionate kiss on her lips, and she moaned into his mouth, returning it lustily. 

Isadora could feel her orgasm building. She moaned into his mouth as he kissed her, her muffled cries of pleasure muffled by James' lips. She shuddered, and he could feel her pussy tightening around his cock. "Oh fuck! I'm going to cum, James! You're making me cum!" 

James groaned into her mouth, and with a yell, he came, pumping his jism deep inside her. She felt his cock swell, and explode, releasing gush after gush of hot cum inside her. She writhed in pleasure, riding out the orgasm, and as he pulled away, she felt it stream out of her. She squealed in delight. 

She moaned, a sigh of happiness, writhing in pleasure. 

"Please James, more," she begged. "I need you again." 

"I...don't think I can," he said. "I've never, my lady, I don't know how -" 

Isadora gasped, biting her lip. She pulled him close with her thighs and kissed him hard, brushing her lips across his ear. 

"You can," she whispered. "You will. Please, James, release me. Help me out of these bindings." 

He freed her, and Isadora dropped to her knees, grasping his cock and beginning to stroke him. She swirled her hands around his wet dick, and he was quickly hard again. 

Isadora pulled him close, sinking to her knees, and swallowing his cock. She slowly slid her lips up and down his shaft, taking more in until he hit the back of her throat. 

Isadora knew how to give head. She'd had plenty of experience with her husband. She leaned in, and wrapped her lips around his cock, taking it into her mouth. She felt the cock in her mouth twitch, and she sucked it greedily, bobbing her head up and down, feeling it swell. She reached around to stroke his ass, and he leaned back against the wall, groaning. 

"I'm going to cum," he gasped. "Isadora, I'm going to cum." 

She worked his cock with her mouth, bobbing her head up and down his cock, her tongue and lips working him in a skillful manner. She moaned as she bobbed her head faster, then he grunted, thrusting his cock deep into her throat. She swallowed around him, feeling his hot cum flood down her throat. 

Isadora pulled away, gasping. She wiped the cum from her lips as she looked at her hand with a smile. 

Then, pushing him backward onto Cedric's bed, she mounted James, gripping his cock and lining it up with her slit. She gasped as she sank down onto him, letting his thick shaft impale her. 

She began to ride him slowly, gasping as she took him in and out. She rocked forward, then back, taking him deep inside her. 

James gripped her ass, moaning in pleasure as she bounced up and down on his cock. 

"Oh, oh James, your cock is so big," she moaned. "It feels so good inside me." 

She leaned over and kissed his lips. He returned the kiss and she began to move faster, slamming herself down onto his cock. 

She rode his cock hard and fast, his hands on her ass, guiding her as he pumped his cock in and out of her. She began to cum, gasping into his shoulder, her pussy tightening around him. 

James looked up at her, and was shocked to see tears in her eyes. 

"What is it?" 

"I...I just wanted you so badly," she cried. "I thought...I'd never have you." 

The revelation made James' head spin. She wanted him? 

She lowered herself onto him, then lifted herself up and dropped back down. She repeated the process over and over, faster and faster, until she was bouncing up and down on his shaft, gripping his shoulders as she moaned. 

James groaned as he felt her pussy clamping around him. He could feel her lips sucking on him, desperate for his cum. He grabbed her hips and thrust desperately upwards, matching her rhythm. 

"I'm going to cum!" 

"Yess!" 

James felt his cock explode, sending gush after gush of his hot cum into her pussy, and she cried out in pleasure, grinding against him. 

Spent, she collapsed on his chest, breathing hard. 

"James, I didn't think we would..." she trailed off. "When he left us here together, it was just for you to use me." 

She sat up, worried. "If he comes back and finds us, he'll know you let me out. Quickly. You must rebind me, and leave me here." 

"But, my lady..." 

"Don't argue, James. Please." She closed her eyes, a flash of pain across her beautiful features. "You know how he is." Her face softened and she smiled. "You have done me a great service, James. The spell is...reduced." 

He sat up, kissing her gently. "I enjoyed it greatly, Lady Isadora." 

She held him close and returned the kiss. Finally she moved off him, fetching the fallen bindings. 

"Tie me up again, and gag me. Leave me on his bed. He'll enjoy the sight of me used by you." 

James looked at Isadora grimly. He didn't want to, but he knew he had to do what she said. 

She flushed in humiliation as James tied her again and settled her on the bed. He had to admit that, with his sperm leaking out of her pussy, knees up, pussy exposed, nipples clamped, and bound/gagged, she looked incredibly appealing. He wanted nothing more than to take her again, but knew he needed to return to his duties. 

"My lady, you know if you ever need to call on me..." He whispered, leaning in close. 

She looked up at him, eyes wide and vulnerable. Then she slowly nodded in gratitude. 

**** 

The woods of Northelund were dense, snowy, and dangerous. As Cedric had expected, the journey took days and was grueling. But he was determined to get to Queen Madeia and find out what she wanted from her. 

Though her beauty was some of the most stunning in the entire land of Kedanis, she was - by his standards - a raging bitch. She, like him, wanted things to be totally under her control at all times. Northelund was vast, and should anyone dare to challenge her for it, she would immediately have them silenced. 

Permanently. 

She was also a lesbian, and as far as he knew, desired women only. Which made sexually manipulating her impossible, to his annoyance. Still, she desired power, and as far as he knew, would do anything to get it. She was hungry to conquer Kedanis, her lust for power rivalled only by his own. They had kept an uneasy truce for many years, though they were far from friends. If she was asking him for help, she must be desperate indeed. 

He could use her desperation to his advantage, he was sure. 

Arriving at her castle, he was greeted on the ramparts by Madeia's troops. Interestingly, he noticed they were all women. 

He was escorted through the courtyard and made his way up to her throne room. Madeia, however, was nowhere to be seen on the great black throne with red and silver roses decorating its curves. 

"Where is the queen?" he asked, looking to her advisor, who stood nearby. 

"The queen is busy at the moment," the woman said coldly. 

"Where is she?" 

The woman smiled at him. "She is...indisposed at the moment." She looked around, as if making sure Madeia wasn't around. "Have a seat. She will be with you when she is able." 

Cedric stared at the woman, and she glared defiantly back at him. He knew that Madeia was in there with one of her harem of women. He felt a flash of jealousy, the thought of Madeia with another woman making him snarl, though he quickly covered it. Why in the hells am I jealous? I don't want that man-hating bitch. 

"Cedric." 

He turned to see Madeia sweeping down the stairs, cloaked in a robe of sheer black silk. He watched as she strode towards him confidently, her high-heeled boots making a clicking sound on the hard marble floor. 

"I'm surprised to see you," she said. "I didn't think you'd accept my invitation." She sat down on the throne and turned to face him, wrapping her robe tight around herself. 

"I figured it was important, if you'd stoop so low as to ask me for help." 

"It is." She leaned back and tapped her fingers on the arm of her chair. She looked him over appraisingly. "You're looking well," she said. "Pity you're so arrogant and sadistic." 

"I'm not the one enslaving and abusing innocent women," he countered. 

"Oh, really? My reports say otherwise." She regarded him levelly, and he almost thought he heard a note of approval in her voice. 

"What can I do for you?" 

She flicked the ends of her short, shoulder-length blonde hair. "You're a man of action, Cedric. I have a job for you." 

"Why should I help you?" he said. "You hate my guts, as I recall." 

"I don't hate you, Cedric. I just can't stand you. That's different," she said coldly. "You're the best person for this." 

"What is it?" 

"I need you to find someone." 

"Who?" 

"A powerful red dragon. Velina. My sources say she has taken control of the dragon riders at Cithran Hold, as well as others. If she gains power over the entire faction, she'll be a formidable enemy...or ally." 

He folded his arms. "And why me for this job?" 

"Because she has something you want." 

"Oh?" 

"Lady Castillon." 

Cedric's eyes went wide. 

"What...how do you... are you sure?" 

"Certain." 

"I thought she was dead." 

"She was. Apparently the red dragon had her resurrected. Quite the feat, as I understand it." 

Cedric's mind raced over the possibilities, a wide grin splitting his face. Is she mine to keep, or does the Dragon Queen get her as her slave? He couldn't help but wonder. 

"What do you need?" he said. 

"I need you to infiltrate the riders, find out how much land they control. Any information about the dragon themselves. We need to know what their weaknesses are." 

"Why are you telling me this?" he said. "You don't like me." He eyed the queen, her face an unreadable mask. "Why would you trust me with this information?" 

She met his gaze, and for a moment, Cedric felt a chill through him. There was something icy about Madeia...something otherworldly. As if she had tapped into the power of the gods and taken it for herself, and it lay dormant inside her, ready to spring forth at any moment. "Because I know you, Cedric. I know your deepest desires, your filthiest fantasies. I can make them all come true with a snap of my fingers." 

He faltered. 

She had hit him with the news of Lady Castillon. If it was true, and she was alive... 

She sensed his indecision. Madeia closed the gap between them, her long nails slowly stroking and then grasping his neck. "You don't have to agree, Cedric. I can simply make you do it, if I wish. But I'd rather you said yes willingly." 

He suppressed a shudder, his cock twitching at her closeness. He knew she was right. She knew him well, and could very easily manipulate him to do her bidding. 

As Cedric locked eyes with her, his usual obstinance wavered. Madeia had a power over him he could not explain. He hated it, feared it...yet it would be a lie to say it wasn't real. 

"Answer me, Cedric." Her lips were inches away from his. "Will you do it or not?" 

Her breasts were pressed into his chest. Her fingers were inches away from his cock, now throbbing at her scent, her body against his own, the knowledge that she didn't want him - simply because he was a man. He should just take her, force her...make her see that his dick was the one that would make her scream in pleasure... 

But she was impenetrable. Unconquerable. The one woman who, for whatever reason, he could never claim. 

"Fine," he said. "I'll do it." 

"Good." She released him and moved back to her throne. "I'm traveling in a few days. I'll expect your report when you've found Velina." Queen Madeia accepted a piece of parchment from her advisor, who knelt nearby. "I've opened my armory to you. Any weapons or protective gear you might need is yours. You may have a room in my castle while you prepare." She signed the paper, then turned her attention to him. "I also have a selection of maidens you may use, as companions for your journey. And for pleasure." 

He raised a brow. "Pleasure? You're going to let me..." 

"Fuck them? Yes. They enjoy men as well as women. So, you may have your pick." 

The woman he really wanted to fuck was sitting there, on the throne. Madeia eyed him coldly, but with a certain superiority, as if sensing his desire. A slight smile played at her lips. 

Gritting his teeth, Cedric nodded slowly. Then he left the throne room. 

Maidens, he thought, knowing she was throwing him a bone. Yet it was a very sumptuous, enticing bone. 

He followed one of the guards to the room Madeia had provided him. He was stunned at how spacious and beautiful it was. Lying on the bed were three stunningly gorgeous women... wearing nothing but thigh-high stockings, tiny little scraps of cloth over their nipples and pussies, and thick leather collars around their slender necks. They all wore chains around their wrists and ankles. One was an elf. 

Outside the castle, he heard bells ringing. The same melody his priests had been ringing before he'd left his castle. The prayer to the goddess of love and fertility, Lethanae. 

Yet there was something odd, almost troubling about the sound, this time. Normally it annoyed him. This time it made him feel a sense of deep dread. Like something was coming - something he couldn't explain or control. 

"Greetings, master," said one of the women. Her chains gently clattered as she reached between her thighs, pulling aside the tiny scrap of clothing over her pussy. Cedric sucked in a breath as her dripping wet, shaved slit came into view. "You need a clear mind for the long, difficult journey ahead. Our queen has given us orders to let you use us...as much as you desire. Would you like to be inside us?" 

Gods, they were so fucking gorgeous. Sexy. He couldn't say no. He pulled off his armor, tossed it to the side, then let his cock free, thick and throbbing. "Yes. I do want to be inside you." 

He pressed the tip of his dick to her dripping slit, inch by inch sliding inside the slave girl until he was balls deep. She gasped in pleasure, her velvety wet cunt clutching him tight. 

"Gods, you're big, Master," she moaned. He withdrew, then slammed back in, watching as her cunt eagerly swallowed him up. "I've never had a cock this big inside me. It's hard and thick, but oh so long...I can't wait to feel it in my ass, my mouth..." 

He gripped her hips, grinding his cock deep inside her. She gasped and moaned, her pussy quivering around his shaft. Cedric was in heaven. This was the kind of pleasure he lived for, even if it was with a slave girl. 

He had a craving deep inside him he couldn't explain...but his desire, his lust, was far greater. It was insatiable. He needed to fuck more, and more, and more... 

As he pounded the beautiful woman into bliss, he couldn't help feeling like he'd made a deal with the devil. Madeia couldn't be trusted. She had an aura, a power - perhaps magical, perhaps something else - that drew men in. Cedric growled in bitter lust as he acknowledged to himself that he was as susceptible as anyone to it. He hated knowing she had control...but she did. 

He would do what she wanted him to. He had no choice. 

He gripped the girl's tits, sucking hard on her nipples, squeezing her huge breasts in his hands. She moaned, her chains rattling, pussy squelching from the violent thrusts of his cock within her. The other girls watched, rubbing their tits and pussies, moaning in pleasure as they fingered their wet slits. 

I will find the source of her power, Cedric thought darkly. I will figure out Madeia's secrets, and take them for myself.  

He pulled out of the girl's pussy and brushed his cock against her ass, slowly. She moaned, her pussy dripping, tight asshole still resisting his cock. He thrust in the tip, and she squealed. 

"Oh, gods! Fuck my ass, Master!" 

He slammed his cock deep into her ass, making her shriek in bliss. Her tight asshole clamped around his thick shaft, the pleasure almost more than he could handle. He had to make her enjoy it, make her come again and again, before he could enjoy his own climax... 

"Oh, fuck, yes! Cum in my ass, Master! Cum deep inside my ass! Oh, FUCK!" 

She came hard around his cock, her screams filling the air. He thrust into her ass again, and again, then grunted as his cock erupted inside her depths. He pounded her ass, then slammed his cock deep into her tight passage, holding himself there, groaning as he ejaculated more and more cum, feeling her ass clench and spasm around his dick. 

She screamed in pleasure, pulling on her chains, writhing against him, her body bucking with the intensity of her climax. 

He pulled out of her ass, breathing hard, his sperm dripping out of her used hole. 

"Please master," begged the second girl, the elf. She reached with her nails and spread her pussy like the first had done. "I need you inside me so bad." 

Cedric was still rock hard. Though always virile, he felt a sense of lust he hadn't ever before. As if it was almost...of magical influence. His dick throbbed, power coursing through his veins that seemed...otherworldly. Had Madeia enchanted him? Cursed him? Poisoned him? 

He stretched the elven girl's silky smooth, pink pussy around his huge, invading dick. She gasped in joy as he impaled her, her pussy lips spreading around his thick shaft as he slammed deep into her. Her cunt was warm and tight, and her juices dripped down his shaft. 

"Ahh, fuck! Gods, that's so fucking big! Fuck me, Master! Fuck me hard! Use my tight little pussy!" 

She was even deeper than the first girl, her pussy so wet that it felt like his cock was sliding through a river of silky smooth velvet. 

He pulled her long, silky blonde hair back, growling into her ear as he fucked her tight cunt. "You're a whore. Say it." 

"I'm a whore," she gasped. "I'm a whore, Master. Your whore. Please pump me full of your seed." 

"I'll cum when I want," he growled, thrusting hard, pounding her tight twat. He squeezed one of her tits, groping it, her hard nipple between his thick fingers. "And you will beg me for permission to cum." 

"I'll beg, Master," she gasped. She gasped in ecstasy as he thrust deep into her, feeling his enormous cock stretching her pussy. "Please... I'm begging, Master Cedric, please let me cum. I want to come on your cock. Let me come for you, please!" 

"Cum," he growled, sinking his cock balls deep into her twat with one final thrust. Her pussy spasmed, her juices coating his thick shaft. "Cum, whore." 

He gripped her tits, squeezing them as her body rocked with the force of his strokes. 

"Oh, Master! I'm cumming ... yes! Yes!" 

Her pussy spasmed as he fucked her, throbbing and pulsing around his invading dick. He came hard inside the elf, filling her cunt with his cum, enjoying her desperate wails of pleasure. 

Her pussy dripped with his semen. She panted in lust and joy, gazing at Cedric happily. 

The third girl waited for her turn. 

She spread her legs wide, pressing her tight, pink, glistening pussy lips against Cedric's cock. "Come inside me, Master. Let me feel your big cock in my tight slit." 

"You have to earn that," Cedric grunted, still hard, still aching for release. He took a nipple between his fingers, squeezing it with his strong fingers. "Beg." 

"Please let me feel your cock on my pussy, Master," she begged, her voice quivering with lust. "Cum inside me. I need to feel it...it's what I live for, Master. I need to feel your cock inside me." 

"First I'm going to fuck those huge tits," he grunted, sliding his enormous penis between her big breasts. He gripped them tight, letting the wetness from the girls' pussies and his cum coat her cleavage. 

She moaned in pleasure. "Yes, my lord, please fuck my tits! Use my huge breasts to get yourself off!" 

"Tell me you're my slave," he growled, sliding his cock back and forth between her pillowy tits. 

"I'm your slave," she moaned, gripping the chains around her wrists hard. "I'm your slave, Master Cedric. I'm just a slave. I live to be fucked by you." 

"That's my good little whore," he grunted, thrusting his cock between her boobs, his semen coating her cleavage. "That's a good little girl, being a good little whore." 

Cedric continued to work his cock between the soft tit flesh, enjoying the sensation. He was close...so, so very close... 

"Cum for me, Master!" she moaned, feeling his cock throbbing on her tits. "Cum on my huge breasts... I want to feel your cum, Master! I want to feel your hot seed on me! Please!" 

He groaned as his orgasm washed over him. His cock throbbed as he shot thick, creamy semen all over her big, beautiful breasts. The girl moaned in joy as she felt his cum warm her skin, covering her tits and her chest. 

She reached down and rubbed her pussy vigorously, moaning in pleasure as her orgasm washed through her. "Yes, yes, yes! I'm coming, Master! Oh, gods! Cumming from your hot, sticky seed all over my breasts. Yes, Oh, yes!" 

He watched her cum, enjoying the sight mightily. 

He pulled his monster cock from between her tits, his sperm dripping down her breasts. "Now turn around, bend over, and hold still." 

"Yes, Master," she breathed, turning and leaning over, her long, blonde hair falling around her. Her ass cheeks were smooth and soft, waiting for the master's dick. Her pussy was dripping in anticipation. 

"Do you like having a man fuck that tight pussy, slave?" he growled, stroking her ass, squeezing it. "Your mistress can't give you dick like this, can she?" 

"Ooooh it's so big," she gasped. "I love it when you fuck my pussy, Master. It's all I live for." 

"Which hole do you want it in?" 

"They're both yours, Master. You can use them however you want to." 

"I'm going to fuck this tight asshole." 

"Yes," she moaned. "I want your cock in my ass. Fuck my ass, Master. Please, I want your cock in my tight asshole." 

He pressed his cock against her tight, pink asshole, feeling the pucker clench around his head. 

She gasped and moaned in pleasure as his cock slowly slid inside her ass, her tight sphincter clamping around his thick shaft. 

She felt his huge, glistening cock slide deep into her ass, his powerful hands gripping her hips. He watched the sight of her hot cheeks swallowing his dick. He plunged into her over and over. And as he did, a strange sight overtook his vision... A symbol, one he did not recognize, burning red above the girl's ass. It appeared to be a dragon and a lion, swirling around one another, smeared blood-red and gold. 

The image lasted only a few moments - so brief he wondered if he imagined it. It caused him to pause his hard thrusts for a moment, his muscled chest rippling and heaving with his heavy breaths. 

The girl's chains rattled softly as she looked back over her shoulder. "Master...is everything all right?" 

"Yes...fine..." He shook off the strange vision, not wanting to dwell on it. He pulled his cock out of the girl's ass and slid his huge dick into her tight pussy hole. 

She cried out in joy, clutching the sheets. 

"You will be a good fuck toy for me," he growled, fucking her slow and deep. "Your mistress has given me claim over you to use as much as I want." 

"That's what I'm here for, Master," she moaned, her fingers caressing her dripping pussy. "Use me. Yes! Use my tight little pussy to get yourself off, Master! Please!" 

He spread her pussy with his huge cock, thrusting hard and deep into her tight cunt. He caressed her ass with one hand, feeling her soft, smooth cheeks. 

Her pussy spasmed around him, her juices coating his huge shaft. "Yes! Yes! Fuck me, Master! Use me! Make me cum!" 

His cock slid deep into her wet pussy again and again, her juices covering his thick shaft. He gripped her ass hard, his cock filling her sweet, hot pussy, and his eyes fell upon the image once again. 

The symbol burned brighter this time - the gold and red flames twisting again. Again it disappeared. 

He thrust into the wet depths of her pussy, his cock throbbing within her trembling sex. He ignored the strange vision, wanting to focus on the beautiful girl. He shoved his cock deep and hard into her pussy as she moaned and panted. 

"Cum for me, my sweet little whore," Cedric said, nibbling her ear. "Let me feel you come on my cock." 

She felt her orgasm wash over her. She panted and moaned in pleasure, her pussy spasming around his thick cock as she came. "Yes! Oh, yes! I love it, Master! I'm cumming on your cock! I'm cumming for you, Sir!" 

Her juices coated his cock as he thrust in and out of her tight cunt. 

She felt his hot, sticky cum coat her pussy as he came, filling her with his thick, hot sperm. He grunted as his orgasm overtook him, his balls twitching and his cock throbbing as it erupted in her pussy. 

The girl felt so much pleasure, collapsing in satisfaction on the bed, her womb coated with Cedric's virile, potent sperm. 

He pulled out, watching the three of them as they rested together, their pussies and asses dripping his semen, the third girl's tits coated in it too. 

He had never cum this many times in a row. What the hell had Madeia done to him? 

And how was it that he still craved more sex, even now? 
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A hot preview… 

"Fuck, Emilia," Theodric groaned. "I've missed you. I've missed your tight hot pussy." 

She moaned in agreement, rocking and grinding on his cock, the wet sounds of her pussy and his shaft churning together echoing through the dungeons. She squeezed her pussy muscles, milking his cock, making both of them gasp in pleasure. 

She freed her breasts from her gown and pressed them into Theodric's mouth, his lips sucking her hard nipples, his tongue swirling them. She caressed his strong shoulders and hair, gasping in joy as her brother sucked her. 

Her pussy began to squeeze him even tighter, and she knew he was getting close. She picked up speed, riding him hard, driving his cock into her pussy as he pumped away. She rode higher and higher, her breasts bouncing with every stroke of his dick. 

"Oh gods," she cried. "Cum in me, Theodric. Please, I need it." 

Reclaiming Tiriene Vol. 2: Cedric’s Claim Part 3 

Cedric waited grimly in his room at Velina's stronghold. What he had seen regarding Lady Castillon troubled him greatly. None of it made sense. What had she seen that had damaged her in this way? 

Cedric couldn't shake the thought of Lady Castillon from his mind, and so he finally decided to take action. He knew that Velina was a powerful sorceress, one who would have the ability to help him learn what Lady Castillon had experienced. Steeling himself, he descended the stairs and knocked on her door. 

When Velina opened the door, Cedric could see a look of concern in her eyes. She knew why he wanted to talk to her, and she already had an idea of what he was going to ask. "What can I do for you?" She said gently. 

Cedric took a deep breath before speaking. "I need you to provide me with a mind link spell," he said firmly, but respectfully. "I want to see what Lady Castillon saw." 

"Are you sure, Cedric? There are dangers that come with mind-linking." 

Cedric nodded. "I understand the risks. But I can't just sit here and wonder without doing anything. Please, Velina. I need your help." 

Velina hesitated for a moment before nodding. "Very well. But I must warn you, Cedric. The mind-link spell can be intense, and it requires complete trust between the two parties. Are you ready for this?" 

Cedric nodded once again. "I'll do what it takes." 

"Very well." Velina led him to Lady Castillon's chambers once more. She lay on the bed, her eyes fixed on the ceiling, seeing nothing. At least she was quiet, for the moment. 

"Place your hands on her shoulders. Focus on her," instructed Velina. "Think of your bond with her." 

She began to chant in a language that Cedric didn't recognize, and he felt a wave of energy wash over him. 

He closed his eyes and focused on his intention, reaching out to Lady Castillon's mind. 

Horrific images filled Cedric's brain. He saw Lady Castillon standing among a battlefield of carnage, blood and death all around her. Fires engulfed the corpses of the fallen, and cries of pain echoed through the darkness. She wept as she stumbled through the carnage, piles of dismembered limbs and decapitated corpses strewn about. 

Even more terrifying were the things he could not see, but only feel; a sense of desolation and despair pervaded the air, overlaid with the stench of death. 

Everywhere he looked was evidence of terrible violence; bodies burned beyond recognition, swords plunged deep into flesh, severed heads mounted on spikes. It was a scene straight out of hell. 

His hands shook uncontrollably as he emerged from his vision back into reality. He felt drained and weak from what he had experienced and could feel tears streaming down his face as Velina gently removed his hands from Lady Castillon's shoulders. 

"You saw it, didn't you?" she asked. "You saw what she saw." 

Cedric could not speak, still too much in shock from the terrifying vision. When he finally found his voice, he looked up and her and nodded. "I saw..." He looked back at Lady Castillon. Her eyes were closed now and she appeared slightly more peaceful. "I saw something worse than any foe imaginable. Who could have done this?" 

"The Underlords." Velina sat on the bed, gently placing her fingers on Castillon's forehead. "I'm sure you know the horrors they've committed." 

"Yes," Cedric replied. "I've heard rumors. But nothing of this magnitude." He looked at the beautiful Castillon, blaming himself for her suffering. "Why did they do this to her?" 

Velina's eyes narrowed. "Because they hate life and all that it brings. They are darkness incarnate. Everything they do is malevolent." 

Cedric grimaced. "I'll kill them. I'll make them pay for what they've done to her." 

Velina rose. "When you are recovered, come and speak to me. We will make plans for how to proceed." 

He nodded. Lying down next to his former lover, Cedric sighed, a sense of despair coming over him. 

***** 

Back in Castle Tiriene, Lady Emilia snuck into the dungeons, knowing Cedric was away. It gave her the chance she needed to find her beloved stepbrother/husband and speak to him with what little time she had. 

"Theodric?" she asked, slipping past the guards. "Are you down here?" 

She found him chained to the wall, his arms aloft. Her heart broke at the sight of her handsome brother, now wearing only a pair of leather breeches, looking tired, his cuts from the battle with Cedric fading into scars now. 

"Emilia," he said. "Why have you come? If Cedric finds you here he'll kill you." 

"I had to see you," Emilia replied, tears streaming down her face. "I can't bear the thought of you being imprisoned like this, while Cedric is out...doing whatever he's doing." 

Theodric let out a bitter laugh. "He's an idiot." 

"Please, Theodric," Emilia begged. "We have to find a way to escape. We can't stay here any longer." 

Theodric's eyes narrowed. "And go where? Cedric will find us no matter where we go." 

"We'll find a way," Emilia said firmly. "We'll escape this castle, and we'll start a new life somewhere else." 

Theodric remained silent for a moment, considering her words. "I don't know, Emilia. It's too risky. We could be caught, and then we would both be in even more trouble than we are now." 

Emilia wrapped her arms around him, kissing him desperately. "Please, brother. We must find a way. For us, for the others..." 

He looked into her eyes, knowing she was right. Finally, he nodded. "What's your plan?" 

Emilia pulled away from Theodric, taking a deep breath. "I've been gathering supplies and information. There's a secret passageway that leads out of the castle, but we'll need to be careful. We have to wait for the right moment to make our move." 

Theodric nodded. "I trust you, Emilia. But we can't do this alone. We need someone to help us." 

Emilia smiled. "I have someone in mind. A friend who owes me a favor. He'll be able to help us get out of the castle undetected." 

"Who is it?" Theodric asked. 

Emilia hesitated for a moment before answering. "His name is Darian. He's a thief. I met him in the market a few months ago. He owes me a debt, and I think he'll be willing to repay it by helping us escape." 

Theodric raised an eyebrow. "A thief? Are you sure we can trust a thief?" 

"We haven't much choice. Emeric has been taken prisoner, as well. We're at the mercy of anyone who can help us." 

"All right then. I trust you, Emilia." 

She smiled, kissing him again. The kiss lasted a bit longer this time, their lips passionately pressed together, tongues delving deep. She straddled his lap and lifted her gown, rubbing her pussy against his groin. 

"Gods, I've missed you, brother. I need you in my bed again." 

"I want you, Emilia," he grunted. He was hard now, eager to be inside her. 

She reached to his leather breeches and untied the laces, freeing his hard penis from its confines. Slipping her panties to the side, she sank her hot wet cunt down onto his hard cock, letting the tip enter her, gasping in joy as her stepbrother's immense shaft filled her up inch by inch. 

Her body shivered at how good it felt to have him inside her again, so hard and thick and familiar. She began to grind down on his lap, taking him completely inside her. 

Theodric gasped, his eyes closed, relishing the intense pleasure of feeling her tight pussy squeezing his cock. 

Emilia's hips began to rock back and forth, alternating between sliding up and down his length and circling at the tip, every movement making her pussy quiver in pleasure. 

"Fuck, Emilia," Theodric groaned. "I've missed you. I've missed your tight hot pussy." 

She moaned in agreement, rocking and grinding on his cock, the wet sounds of her pussy and his shaft churning together echoing through the dungeons. She squeezed her pussy muscles, milking his cock, making both of them gasp in pleasure. 

She freed her breasts from her gown and pressed them into Theodric's mouth, his lips sucking her hard nipples, his tongue swirling them. She caressed his strong shoulders and hair, gasping in joy as her brother sucked her. 

Her pussy began to squeeze him even tighter, and she knew he was getting close. She picked up speed, riding him hard, driving his cock into her pussy as he pumped away. She rode higher and higher, her breasts bouncing with every stroke of his dick. 

"Oh gods," she cried. "Cum in me, Theodric. Please, I need it." 

She grinded her pussy on his cock, her body trembling as she was brought closer and closer to orgasm. Finally, her breaths turned into a moan, a low animalistic cry rising from her lips as her orgasm washed over her. She rode out her climax, maintaining her pace as her pussy milked his cock, a stream of her juices trickling out of her cunt and down his shaft. 

Theodric grunted and held his shaft deep within her, feeling his balls tingle. Hot thick jets of his sperm pumped into her, filling up her womb. The two lovers kissed, their tongues dancing together. 

Emilia finally stopped, resting her forehead on her brother's shoulder as she caught her breath. 

"We'll find a way out of this, brother," she whispered. "I promise." 

"Come to me when you talk to your thief," he said. "I'll be ready." He chuckled. "As ready as I can be in these chains, at least." 

She smiled. "I promise, I'll return with a way to free you." 

Emilia slowly climbed off his lap, and Theodric's cock slipped out of her. He looked longingly at her pussy, watching as his cum dripped from her wet slit. He ached to have his hands free, to use her and ride her, to fill her again and again as he once did... 

She slid her panties back into place, Theodric's cum still deep inside her. With a final smile, she blew him a kiss and made her way quietly out of the dungeon, making sure the guards were nowhere to be seen. 

Theodric hoped the plan would work. He needed to get out of here. 

To take vengeance on Cedric and teach the bastard a lesson, once and for all. 
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Cedric pushed Jana's arms up further, forcing her to arch her back. He could feel his cock sliding against the entrance to her womb, every thrust bringing him closer and closer to climax. "Fuck me," Jana moaned, desperate for Cedric to finish her off. 

Cedric buried himself inside Jana, every inch of his cock deep inside her pussy. His balls slapped against her as he thrust, the sound reverberating through the tent. 

With every pump, he could feel the release building within him once again. He was close. 

"I'm going to cum," he said, his voice a low growl as he took hold of her ample breasts. He squeezed hard, pinching her nipples as he continued to pump Jana's hole with his cock. 

"Oh, my Lord," she gasped. "I'm cumming as well. Please cum deep inside me!" 

Reclaiming Tiriene Vol. 2: Cedric’s Claim Part 2 

Cedric left the next day, setting out for Cithran Hold. Madeia had charged him with finding all he could on the dragon riders. On Velina, the red dragon. If he could, he'd rather make a friend of her than an enemy. Red dragons were loyal allies, but if you got on their bad side...they could wreak utter destruction. 

Not to mention, if Velina had resurrected Lady Castillon, she had more power than Cedric could even imagine. His dick stirred at the memory of his old lover. One he'd long since thought to be dead, forever. 

Madeia had given Cedric a group of riders to accompany him. All were female. All of Madeia's warriors and servants, everyone in her command, was a woman. It was a choice that Cedric quite enjoyed. 

As they rode towards Cithran Hold, Cedric couldn't help but notice the way the sun was setting in the sky. It was a beautiful sight, one that he would have appreciated more if he wasn't distracted by the gorgeous women riding with him. They all wore tight leather pants and loose-fitting tops that showed off their curves. Cedric tried to focus on the task at hand, but his mind kept wandering to thoughts of what these women looked like underneath their clothing. 

As they made camp for the night, one of the riders approached Cedric. She had long blonde hair and piercing blue eyes. "Is something wrong, my Lord?" she asked, noticing the way he was staring at her. 

Cedric shook his head, trying to clear his thoughts. "No, nothing's wrong. Just a little distracted, that's all." 

The woman smiled. "Well, if there's anything we can do to help, just let us know." 

Cedric's eyes traveled down her body, appreciating the way her leather pants hugged her curves. "Actually," he said, "there is something you could do for me." 

The woman raised an eyebrow, clearly interested. "What is it?" 

Cedric found himself getting bolder. "I want you to come to my tent tonight." 

The woman's smile grew wider. "As you wish, my Lord." With that, she turned and walked away, leaving Cedric with a growing sense of excitement. 

When the woman entered his tent, Cedric felt his heart racing. She wasted no time in undressing, revealing a body that was even more stunning than he had imagined. 

"What is your name?" he asked. 

The woman approached Cedric, her curves accentuated by the flickering light of the torches outside the tent. "My name is Jana," she said, her voice low and sultry. "Is there something specific you want me to do, my Lord?" 

"Yes," he said, his voice a rough growl. "Get down on your knees and suck my cock." 

Cedric had been with a lot of women. He knew how to please them. And he knew how to make them please him. He sat down on the bed, his cock hard and throbbing for attention. 

Jana smiled as she knelt in front of him. Her big boobs bounced as she got down on her knees. She looked good like that, Cedric decided. Very submissive, ready to serve. 

She wrapped her hand around his shaft and gave it a few gentle strokes. Cedric took a deep breath, his anticipation building. Then he felt the warmth of her mouth as she wrapped it around his cock. Her tongue moved in a slow circle, brushing against his head every time she drew it back up. Cedric let out a groan of pleasure, his fingers burying themselves in Jana's golden hair. He liked his women like this, between his thighs with his dick in their mouth. 

Jana knew exactly what she was doing. She kept up a steady pace, bobbing her head up and down Cedric's cock. As she did, she reached her free hand up to gently cup his balls. Cedric shivered, a wave of pleasure rolling through him. His balls tightened as Jana continued to suck him, her tongue flicking across his head with every stroke. 

"The things I want to do to you," Cedric said, his eyes closed as he enjoyed the feeling of Jana's lips wrapped around his cock. 

Jana moaned in response, her fingers gently kneading his balls. Cedric could feel the pressure building inside him. He started to thrust, fucking Jana's face a little more roughly as time went on. He was getting close, and he knew that Jana was enjoying it. She moaned around his cock, her tongue returning to his head with every stroke. 

He could feel his orgasm building. It was more intense than he'd anticipated. "Are you ready to cum?" Jana asked, her voice muffled from Cedric's prick in her mouth. 

Cedric nodded, unable to speak as the pleasure built inside him. 

Jana wrapped her hand around the base of Cedric's cock, pulling her mouth off and replacing it with her hand. "Cum for me, my Lord," she said, her eyes sparkling. 

Cedric's cock erupted in her hand. Jana moaned as her fingers were coated in a thick goo of cum. When Cedric was finished cumming, Jana licked her hand clean, a satisfied look on her face. As she did, Cedric realized that he had more in mind for her. 

"Stand up," he said. 

Jana did as she was told, her naked body on display. Cedric grabbed her by the shoulders and pushed her down on the bed. Jana didn't resist. She looked more than happy to obey. Cedric climbed on top of her, pinning her arms above her head and holding them as she squealed in delight. 

"Oh, my Lord," she moaned. 

Cedric kissed her on the lips, his tongue invading her mouth as his cock pressed against her damp slit. Jana's juices were flowing, her body responding to Cedric's every touch. Cedric could feel his cock sliding between her pussy lips as he kissed her, driving his shaft deeper. 

When they parted, Cedric began to thrust, his cock plunging into Jana's tight slit. Jana groaned as his dick slid in and out of her pussy. When he reached the base, he could feel her juices flowing around his shaft. 

Cedric started out slow, his cock thrusting into Jana's pussy as she writhed beneath him. He took a moment to appreciate the look on her face. It was full of pleasure, her eyes closed and her mouth open in a soft moan. She moved her hips in rhythm with his, giving as much as she was receiving. 

He began to pound Jana with more force, his hips slamming against her as he drove his cock deep inside her pussy. Jana moaned in response, her fingers digging into Cedric's back as she bucked beneath him. 

Cedric drove his cock deep into her pussy, his cock swelling as he drew nearer to his orgasm. 

He began to pick up speed, fucking Jana harder with every thrust. Jana moaned again, her pussy throbbing as Cedric's cock plunged in and out of her. She was getting close, Cedric realized. He could tell by the look on her face, the way she was squirming beneath him. He could feel her pussy tightening around his cock. 

Cedric pushed Jana's arms up further, forcing her to arch her back. He could feel his cock sliding against the entrance to her womb, every thrust bringing him closer and closer to climax. "Fuck me," Jana moaned, desperate for Cedric to finish her off. 

Cedric buried himself inside Jana, every inch of his cock deep inside her pussy. His balls slapped against her as he thrust, the sound reverberating through the tent. 

With every pump, he could feel the release building within him once again. He was close. 

"I'm going to cum," he said, his voice a low growl as he took hold of her ample breasts. He squeezed hard, pinching her nipples as he continued to pump Jana's hole with his cock. 

"Oh, my Lord," she gasped. "I'm cumming as well. Please cum deep inside me!" 

Cedric let out a groan, his whole body tensing as the pressure became unbearable. His cock exploded, his ass clenching as he began to pump his cum into Jana's pussy. His balls ached as they emptied themselves into her, his hot sperm flooding her womb. 

Cedric pulled out at the last moment, freeing his cock from Jana's tight slit. He groaned as his dick pulsed, the last of his orgasm surging from his balls. He shot a thick wad of cum all over Jana's breasts, painting her nipples and clit with his semen. Cum poured out of his cock, and he continued to pump it until he was finished. 

When he was done, he collapsed next to Jana on the bed. She was looking up at him with the biggest smile on her face. "You were wonderful, my Lord," she said. "I hope we can do this again." 

"I think we will," Cedric said. "I'm not done with you yet." 

He fucked the beautiful Jana all night. By the early morning, he had emptied his balls into her many times. 

**** 

At first light, they set off again, reaching Cithran Hold's outskirts within a few days. 

He had to admit, even he was impressed by the sight of the Hold. It was the biggest he had ever seen, a massive walled castle dominating the landscape. It was built on the outer edges of the city, a holdover from an age when the city had been fenced-in rather than open to the countryside. It was a common tactic of defense, used by smaller groups of people to keep out larger forces. 

He knew that the dragonriders had been defeated by Theodric in previous months. It appeared that, under their current leader, they had begun to rebuild. 

As they approached, the drawbridge was dropped and they were welcomed in by a small group of dragonriders. They were clearly expecting Cedric, as their leader had requested an audience. 

Cedric followed them inside, his heart racing. He had never been in the presence of a dragon before, especially not one as powerful as their leader Velina. He had heard tales about her strength and power, stories that told of her ability to shape the land itself with just a few words. This made him more than curious about what she could do for him and his own goals. 

They reached the great hall at last, where Velina was already waiting for them. She was sitting on a throne crafted from diamonds and sapphires, watching them with eyes that seemed to know more than they said. She nodded slightly as they entered, motioning for Cedric to approach her throne. 

The dragonrider stepped forward and bowed before her with reverence. "My lady. Lord Cedric of Myrdin." 

Velina rose, approaching Cedric with long strides. "My Lord Cedric," she said. "It is a pleasure to meet you." 

She was quite beautiful, but dangerous. He knew she could roast him with a flick of her wrist. And so, Cedric decided to tread carefully. 

"My lady, it is a great honor. I've heard many great things about you." He bowed his head. 

Velina smiled kindly. "Thank you, Lord Cedric. I am honored by your praise." 

She gestured for him to take a seat, and he complied, eager to hear what she had to say. 

Cedric looked around the great hall, amazed by the opulence of it. He felt like a small mouse in the presence of a lion; but Velina's demeanor was gentle and he quickly warmed up to her presence. Especially when she offered them food and drink as they discussed his request for an alliance between their two factions. 

He was delighted with her hospitality and they began to talk about their respective goals and motivations. It wasn't long before Cedric realized that Velina was both intelligent and cunning—an ideal ally for him in his quest for power. 

As the conversation went on, he charmed her with stories of his adventures and flattery of her own accomplishments until finally she agreed to join forces with him. 

"My lady," he said, deciding to bring up the topic he'd avoided all night. "I have heard a rumor that you may be in possession of someone important. Lady Castillon...is she alive?" 

Velina smiled at that. "Yes, she is alive. And yes, she is here, with us." 

Cedric's heart jumped. "Then, you resurrected her? How? With a spell?" 

Velina shook her head. "No, Lord Cedric, I did not. But my necromancers did. She is alive, but she is not fully herself. Or at least, not yet. It might be best for you to see for yourself." 

She rose, gesturing for Cedric to stand as well. 

"Come with me, Lord Cedric. You shall see for yourself." 

They made their way down a long, winding corridor. It grew darker as they went on, branching off into smaller and smaller corridors. 

Cedric was beginning to doubt that he would ever see the light of day again. Velina was clearly taking them deep into the stone of the mountain itself. They reached a large wooden door, guarded by two more dragonriders. 

Velina placed her hand on the door, and it swung open soundlessly. 

Beyond it was a room that was both beautiful and frightening. The floor was made of a rich, dark mahogany. The ceiling was arched and painted with a mural of dragons dancing amongst the stars. And just in the center was a large bed, the covers thrown back. 

Thrashing around on the bed was a woman. She was screaming, her head shaking back and forth. It was Lady Castillon, no doubt about it. 

Her brown hair was unkempt and her face was covered in sweat. Her dress was ripped and torn, her chest and breasts spilling out from the torn fabric. She looked so out of control, so lost, that it made Cedric's heart ache. 

He moved closer, standing next to Velina as they looked on. "What happened to her?" 

Velina shrugged. "The necromancers are still finding out. Her mind...it's damaged. Something happened to her, something that caused her mind to fracture under the stress." 

Cedric's eyes were glued to the writhing figure on the bed. "Is there any way she can be fixed?" 

Velina sighed. "Perhaps. Her mind is important, you see. She knows things that I do not. She is critical to the plans I have for my people." 

Cedric frowned. "You want to rely on her knowledge. You want to trust in her." 

Velina nodded. "Yes. That is what I want to do." 

Cedric turned to Velina, meeting her eyes. "Maybe I can help with that. Maybe I can fix her." 

Velina shook her head, sighing. "My necromancers have tried everything. But...if you really think you can help, then you're welcome to try." 

Cedric nodded. "I will help if I can." 

Velina smiled, taking his hand. "Thank you. I know her mind will be in safe hands with you, Lord Cedric." 

Cedric turned back to the writhing woman on the bed. He wanted to help her. But was he really up to the task? 

Part of him wanted to run out of the room at first sight of her fear and pain. But another part of him felt a strange pull towards her. She needed him, he knew it in his heart. He could help her. He had to. 

He approached the bed and looked on as her thrashing grew more and more violent. 

"My lady," he said softly, placing his hands on her shoulders. "Do you remember me?" 

She stopped thrashing at once, her body going still. Her head turned to face him, her bright eyes staring into his. 

She seemed to recognize him - and then a moment later, began to thrash again, wailing unintelligibly. 

Damn whoever did this to her, Cedric thought, growling to himself. I will avenge her. And I will restore her to her former self. 
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Madeia resumed her thrusts, Lonae's pussy clutching tight around the huge, pistoning cock inside her. "If what you say is true, Cedric, then we have bigger problems -" she gasped as pleasure suddenly tore through her - "Than I originally believed." 

"I don't know, Mad....My Queen," he said through clenched teeth. "All I know is what I saw. Castillon was a smart, strong woman - now she's raving mad. And I intend to break whatever spell they've cast on her." 

Madeia gasped as she came, her cunt tensing and clenching around the long, thick black strap-on cock. "Mmm, I'm cumming." 

Reclaiming Tiriene Vol. 2: Cedric’s Claim Part 4 

Emilia worked tirelessly to free her stepbrother from the dungeons. It was difficult, but she and the thief she'd mentioned to him, a fellow named Malos, finally managed to find the right kind of pick for Theodric's locks. 

Malos and Emilia arrived at the dungeon together in the dead of night, dressed in all black to avoid attracting attention. They cautiously approached the entrance as Malos made sure his pick was securely hidden in his belt. 

"I'll distract the guards," said Emilia. "You get Theodric free, then sneak him out. I'll meet you upstairs." 

Malos nodded and watched as Emilia gracefully walked towards the guards, her hips swaying seductively. As soon as she caught their attention, Malos dashed towards the cells, his heart pounding against his chest. 

He found Theodric in the farthest cell, his face gaunt and his body covered in bruises. Theodric's eyes widened in recognition as he saw Malos. 

"Emilia sent me," Malos said, urgently. "We need to get out of here, now." 

Theodric nodded, and Malos set to work picking the locks on his chains. After several tense moments, he finally got them opened. Finally, Theodric was free, but weakened. Malos slung Theodric's arm over his shoulder and began to lead him out of the dungeon. 

Just as they were about to make it out, a guard spotted them and shouted for the others to come. Malos knew they didn't have much time left. He hastened his pace, supporting Theodric as best he could until they finally made it outside. Emilia was already there, waiting for them in the shadows. 

"Let's move," she said, her voice low but urgent. 

They hurried through the castle halls, desperately trying to get away without being seen or heard. Finally, they were free of the dungeons. 

Emilia breathed a sigh of relief and thanked Malos for his help. She then took Theodric back to her bedchamber so he could rest and recover from his ordeal in peace and safety. 

She tended to him daily, watching and making sure he rested soundly. Within a few days he was mostly back to himself, though a bit thinner. 

"We'll have to get the cook to prepare you some hearty meals," she said, taking a seat beside him on the bed and kissing him softly. "We need to get you back to full health." 

Theodric smiled gratefully at Emilia, his heart swelling with affection for her. He took her hand in his and brought it to his lips, kissing it tenderly. 

"Thank you for saving me," he said, his voice hoarse but full of emotion. "I don't know what I would have done without you." His gaze darkened. "Probably died in that dungeon." 

Emilia leaned in and kissed him again, feeling his warm lips against hers. She deepened the kiss and pressed her body against his, feeling his arms wrap around her waist as they embraced. "I would never have let that happen to you, my brother...my love." 

"You're too good to me." He let his fingers trail down her cleavage, rubbing her breasts gently. He'd missed these breasts, greatly. 

"I'll always be here for you, Theodric," she whispered, her breath hot against his neck as she nuzzled him. "No matter what happens, I'll never leave your side." 

Theodric felt desire rising up in him. He needed to fuck her, now, in this very bed. He began to free her laces, undressing her and pulling the fabric of her gown down her body. 

"Has Cedric touched you?" he said, sucking her nipples into his mouth. 

"No," she gasped. "He hasn't tried, thankfully. But I would never let him." 

"Good," said Theodric, a flash of possessiveness running through him. "I won't let anyone else have you but me." 

"And no one else will," said Emilia, her words silky and seductive. She grabbed his hair and pulled his head towards hers, kissing him with a hungry, ravenous passion. 

They fell back onto the bed, their clothes half off, kissing and embracing. Emilia pushed Theodric onto his back and straddled him, grinding her hips against his hard cock. 

"You're so big," she whispered, her hand wrapped around his cock as she stroked it up and down. "I missed this cock." 

"I missed you," he growled, his hands kneading her breasts as he kissed her neck and shoulder, inhaling the scent of her lust-soaked skin. "I want to fuck you so bad right now." 

"Then do it," she whispered, letting her gown slip off completely. "Fuck me so hard, I won't be able to walk tomorrow." 

Theodric grabbed Emilia's hips and flipped her around, spreading her knees and pulling her hips towards his. He fumbled with his breeches, sliding them down his thighs, freeing his hard cock from its confines. Then he took it hand, pressing it to her dripping slit. Inch by inch he fed her his cock, until it filled her up completely. 

Emilia gasped. "Oh gods, you're inside me. It's so big. So hard." 

He fucked her fast and hard, his cock driving into her wet, dripping pussy over and over. 

She moaned, his balls slapping against her clit with every thrust. 

"Oh gods, Theodric, I'm going to cum," she whispered, biting her bottom lip. 

"Cum for me, sister." 

Emilia let out a deep moan, and she gripped her bed sheets, her eyes squeezed shut. "Ah, Ah, YES! Oh, I love your cock!" 

"Your tight little pussy feels so good." 

"I love this cock so much," whispered Emilia, her eyes still closed in pleasure. "I love feeling you deep inside me." She reached her hand down and started to rub her clit with her fingers, her hips bucking wildly underneath him. 

"Fuck, it feels so good," moaned Theodric, his hips slamming into her ass as he thrust into her over and over. He let out a deep groan of satisfaction as he came inside her, filling her with his hot, sticky cum. 

Emilia moaned in pleasure, her pussy quivering and pulsating as she felt Theodric's potent sperm gush into her. She could feel it leaking out of her, running down her thighs to the bed. 

He took her a second time, now on her hands and knees. Spreading her legs, he entered her from behind, pumping his cock into her with every thrust. He gripped her waist, pushing his cock in and out of her tight, creamy pussy. 

He rubbed her clit with his fingers as he fucked her, making her moan loudly. 

"Oh gods," she gasped. "You're making me cum again." 

He continued to rub her clit, pounding her harder and faster as she writhed and bucked underneath him in pleasure. He felt her pussy spasm and clamp down on his cock, pulsing and squeezing it. 

"Ah, ah, ah, I'm cumming!" she moaned, her pussy gripping his cock like a velvet-lined fist. 

"I can feel it," he moaned, his cock twitching inside her. 

"Inside me, Theodric," whispered Emilia, looking over her shoulder at him. "I want to feel your hot seed inside me again." 

Theodric groaned and pushed his cock as deep as it could go inside her pussy, and he came. His cum gushed and poured inside her, pumping into her womb. 

"Oh, gods," whispered Emilia, she could feel his cum filling her up. "You're filling me up with your thick, hot cum. I love it." 

He held her close and kissed the back of her neck, still inside of her. "I love you." 

Emilia smiled. "I love you, too." 

Once he pulled out of her, Emilia turned around, kneeling between his thighs. She began to stroke and lick his cock, soaked in her juices and tasting the mingled flavors of their sex. Within minutes, his cock was hard again. 

She rose to her feet and mounted him, sliding his cock into her soaking wet pussy. She dug her fingernails into his chest and began to ride him, bouncing up and down on his cock in her cunt. 

"Oh gods, it feels so good." She bit her bottom lip, her eyes closed in pleasure. "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me." 

"I will, sister," he moaned, gripping her waist and bucking his hips upwards, his cock sliding in and out of her wet, tight pussy. He watched her breasts bounce and jiggle with every thrust. He gripped them, enjoying this position, where he could play with her tits while fucking her. 

"Your pussy feels so good," said Theodric, his cock throbbing as it slid in and out of her. 

"I love this cock," groaned Emilia, her voice stifled and breathless. 

Theodric felt himself building towards climax again, and he knew that Emilia was close as well. He wrapped his arm around her waist and picked her up, so that she was sitting on his lap. 

"Ride me," he growled, his hands squeezing her ass. "Ride me until you cum." 

Emilia began to bounce up and down on his cock, sliding it in and out of her dripping wet slit. "Oh gods, I'm going to cum," she moaned, gripping his shoulders as she began to shake and tremble. 

"Cum for me," he groaned, his cock twitching and jerking inside her. 

"Be-because of you," she moaned, gazing deep into Theodric's eyes. She loved him. She needed him. He was her husband, her master, and she would never let Cedric take him away again. "Because of you, I'm cumming." 

She moaned in pleasure, her pussy clenching and spasming around his cock as her orgasm rolled through her. He could feel it, so tight and hot around his thick penis. He began to spurt inside her, pumping hot jets of creamy sperm into her pussy a third time. 

Finally the two lovers collapsed on the bed, exhausted. He had needed her so much. After so long imprisoned, he needed to pump her womb full of babies over and over. 

She curled against him happily, sighing in contentment in Theodric's arms. "What are we going to do about Cedric?" 

"I have to find who's loyal to me still, in the castle. No doubt he's killed most of my men." 

"That's alright. I have plenty of loyal friends. We'll find enough men loyal to you to put Cedric in his place." 

"I hope so." His gaze turned to one of worry. "Without enough military might, he's going to be a problem." 

"Don't worry, Theodric, we'll beat him. That much I can say for sure." 

He sighed, beginning to feel pleasantly sleepy. "I know, sister. I know." 

She kissed his muscled chest, feeling his sperm drip from her used cunt. She was sore from Theodric's large penis, but in a very good way. "Sleep now, brother. We'll think more on it in the morning." 

"I love you, Emilia." 

"I love you, Theodric." 

***** 

A few days later, Cedric returned to Madeia's castle. He found her in her bedchamber, wearing a large, black strap-on cock, and she was fucking a beautiful maiden. 

"Go on," Madeia gasped, plunging her cock deep into the gorgeous woman's pussy. "I can fuck Lonae while you talk." 

He filled her in on everything as best he could above the sex moans and gasps in the room. "Velina will help us. She's agreed to join forces." Normally, he would have been turned on by the sight before him, and he was, to an extent. But witnessing Lady Castillon's crumbled sanity had left him a bit...limp. 

"She'll lend her troops to our aid?" asked Madeia, holding Lonae's ankles as she thrust her strapon cock deep into the woman's wet, sloppy pussy. Lonae was crying out in pleasure, her wrists bound to the bed above her. 

"Yes, they will. You can consider her our ally, for whatever purpose you might need." 

Madeia grinned, leaning forward and biting Lonae's nipple. Lonae gasped in shock, but moaned pleasurably as Madeia sucked and licked her nipple. "And your Lady Castillon? Did Velina have her?" 

Cedric growled under his breath. "Yes. She was...not herself." 

Madeia paused her thrusting, looking back at him with a raised brow. "Oh?" 

"The Underlords did something to her. Drove her mad. Perhaps they put a demon in her. That would explain it..." 

"What are you talking about?" 

"I heard that The Underlords have demon blood in their veins. I have heard that they bleed black when cut." 

"That's preposterous." 

"Perhaps. But I think it is worth looking into." 

Madeia resumed her thrusts, Lonae's pussy clutching tight around the huge, pistoning cock inside her. "If what you say is true, Cedric, then we have bigger problems -" she gasped as pleasure suddenly tore through her - "Than I originally believed." 

"I don't know, Mad....My Queen," he said through clenched teeth. "All I know is what I saw. Castillon was a smart, strong woman - now she's raving mad. And I intend to break whatever spell they've cast on her." 

Madeia gasped as she came, her cunt tensing and clenching around the long, thick black strap-on cock. "Mmm, I'm cumming." 

Lonae moaned and bucked her hips, her pussy spasming and throbbing as she came as well. The two women kissed passionately, and as he watched, Cedric felt his cock throb back to life. He imagined forcing Madeia down to the bed, spreading her legs and driving his dick into her. He'd make her a lesbian no more, turn her into a whore for cock -his cock. 

Madeia pulled her cock out of Lonae's pussy with a wet, slurping noise. "How do you think you'll do that?" she asked Cedric. "If the Underlords are as dangerous as you believe, you're no match for them." 

"Velina knows where they are. She'll help me," he said. 

"Oh?" Madeia asked, removing her strapon. Cedric took the moment to revel in the sight of her beautiful, naked body as she crossed the room. Her breasts, large and full, bounced, her shaved pussy on display. Gods, he wanted to fuck her. He'd have killed half the kingdom for a single night with her. 

She put on a long, velvety robe and gathered it about herself. "I'm not so sure. Velina's a dragon, yes, but she's only one." She sat down at her desk and poured herself some wine, eyeing Cedric. "Do you know why the Underlords are so named?" 

He frowned, shaking his head. 

"They serve Death itself, Cedric. The lord of death, Noxas, controls them. They have powers you and I cannot even conceive of. The power to touch your mind and melt it in an instant." 

"That may be so. But you don't know what I'm capable of." 

"You are bold," she said, eyeing him with a strange gaze, both curious and assessing. "Come here." 

Cedric glanced at Lonae, who was still lying on the bed in post-orgasmic rapture. She was watching Cedric and Madeia, a small smirk on her lips. 

He moved to Madeia's side as she instructed. 

"Kneel," she said, "and look into my eyes." 

Cedric did as she ordered. Her grip on him was tight, her eyes boring into his. He could feel the intensity of her gaze, and something else, as well... 

She placed her fingertip on his jaw and stroked slowly forward, her eyes turning to black pools. He felt like he was falling into them. The world seemed to fade around him as Madeia probed into his mind, searching his secrets with her magic. 

As she saw his desires, she smiled. She had her suspicions, of course, but they were now confirmed. Pulling away, she spread her thighs slightly, letting show just the tiniest glimpse of her bare pussy under her robe. 

"Very well, Cedric. I'll make you an offer you can't refuse." 

Feeling breathless but not knowing why, Cedric stammered, "What...what? My lady?" 

Madeia looked to Lonae, her eyes narrowing, her voice turning sharp. "Leave us." 

Quickly, Lonae gathered her robe and pulled it on, departing the chamber. Now, it was just Cedric and Madeia there, alone. 

"There's an item I need. A powerful relic you must retrieve for me. It might be what will help you win back your Lady Castillon, even. If you can obtain it, I'll give you what you want most." 

"What I...want most?" 

"Yes." She leaned close, her breath on his lips. "You want to be inside me so bad you can't stand it, Cedric. You know I never sleep with men, and it's driving you insane." 

He swallowed hard, trying to keep his gaze up, not look down at her perfect body. "Lady Madeia, I - No! Yes, I do want you! But that doesn't change anything. I will not -" 

"I said, look into my eyes, Cedric!" 

He did as she ordered. But when he did, he saw something...strange. A faint purple glow seemed to shimmer in her eyes. And in that moment, he knew that she could see into his mind, could know all his thoughts. She could see what he wanted the most in the world. 

"Now, tell me," she said, her voice like silk, "What is it you want?" 

Cedric swallowed hard, feeling his cock throb. "I want to fuck your flawless, tight little pussy until you can't walk straight." 

She laughed again, clearly pleased. "Most do. Men and women both. Men, of course, I never allow inside me. But you...if you can find the relic that I need, I will, perhaps, let you have a little taste." 

She took his hand, pressing it to her inner thigh, letting his fingers slide upwards. As he reached the soft flesh of her pussy, he groaned, feeling how wet she was. She soaked his fingers, her hot, wet labia rubbing against them. 

"You're the one man who's managed to impress me," she whispered, licking his ear. "The one man who actually arouses me." 

He kissed her then, his hands on her thighs under her robe, rubbing up and down. Her tongue danced in his mouth with his, and he could feel her body tremble. She liked this too, it seemed. Perhaps she was at least a little turned on by him. 

She stood and pushed him backwards. "Find me the relic and you can have this," she said. 

He fell to his knees before her. Her robe lay open, revealing her perfect, creamy body, the curve of her breasts, her erect nipples, her clean-shaven pussy. He leaned forward and kissed her stomach. She smelled wonderful - like sweat and sex, hot and fresh. He found her clit with his lips and kissed it. Madeia was the one woman he didn't just want to take roughly, to fuck and impregnate and discard. No...this woman he wanted to worship. To bow at her feet, to kiss and lick every tiny inch of her, to make her cry out with the pleasure she deserved. 

He'd never had these thoughts about a woman before. Women were to be used and fucked and discarded. What am I thinking? he wondered. But still his lips moved over her clit. He couldn't stop himself. He wanted to worship her. 

She spread her legs, letting him in. He kissed her pussy lips and tongued her slit, her wetness dripping onto his tongue. She moaned and spread her legs wider, her head falling back, fingers tangling in his hair. 

"You are skilled," she whispered, caressing him. "Almost like a woman." 

Anyone else saying that would have filled him with rage. But from her, it was a compliment, and he smiled with pride. 

Her fingers suddenly tightened in his hair, and she pulled him away. "Enough for now," she whispered, leaning in close. "Go, find the thing I need, and if you win, you can fuck me." 

With that, she kissed him long and hard, and tasted her own juices on his lips. Cedric moaned, feeling himself melt like a blushing maiden into his queen's mouth. No other woman could do this to him. Was it her magic? Her beauty? Her presence? He didn't know, but the throb in his cock, and his heart, was real. 

Madeia broke the kiss, pushing him back. "Go, Cedric. You know what to do." 

"Yes, my queen." 

There was no other option. He would retrieve her relic. And finally, she would let him fuck her. 
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"Where is the relic?" he grunted, gripping her breasts hard in his gauntlets.  

Lilea moaned as his cock slid in and out of her pussy, sending waves upon waves of pleasure through her. "It's deep within the cave. We have only to venture a few more - ohhhh! - a few more leagues inside."  

"You'd better be telling the truth," he grunted. He flexed his cock deep inside, her caressing her G-spot with the tip. Lilea gasped and clutched his strong holders, feeling incredible waves of pleasure.  

"Yes, yes, I'm telling the truth," she moaned. "I swear it. Give me more, Sir! Mmmm, fuck me harder! Make me cum!" 

Reclaiming Tiriene Vol 2: Cedric’s Claim Part 5 

Cedric set off to find the relic tasked by Queen Madeia. Finding it would not be easy. Madeia had told him it was buried deep within a cave somewhere in Underlord territory. And the Underlords, he knew, were very dangerous. 

Cedric trekked through the dense forest, his eyes scanning the bushes for any signs of danger. He had his sword strapped to his waist and his mind ready for battle. As he walked, he remembered the stories he had heard about the Underlords and their evil ways. 

The Underlords were known for their sadistic rituals and their love for torture. Cedric shuddered at the thought of falling into their hands. He had heard about their prisoners being skinned alive and their screams echoing through the caves. Not to mention, they were said to be of demonic origin. What kind of horrors they might inflict, he didn't want to know. 

As he approached the mouth of the cave, he could feel his heart racing. He took a deep breath and stepped inside. The air was thick and musty, and he could barely see in front of him. He drew his sword and held it tightly as he made his way deeper into the cave. 

The sound of dripping water echoed through the cavern, and Cedric's mind began to play tricks on him. He thought he could hear whispers in the dark, voices urging him to do terrible things... 

And then he heard it. A voice, a woman's voice. He stopped in his tracks and turned back to see a beautiful woman standing in the shadows of the cave. She wore skimpy armor that barely covered her ample chest, and her long brown hair cascaded down her shoulders like a waterfall. Her eyes were bright and inviting, and Cedric felt himself drawn to her. 

"Who are you?" he asked, lowering his hand from his sword. 

The woman smiled, revealing perfectly white teeth. "I am Lilea," she said, her voice soft and seductive. "And I can help you find what you're looking for." 

Cedric's heart raced as he considered her offer. He knew he should be wary of strangers, especially in a place like this. But something about Lilith made him feel safe, almost protected. He stepped closer to her, his sword still at his side. 

"I am Cedric," he said. "How do you know what I'm looking for?" he asked, eyeing her suspiciously. 

Lilith stepped forward, her body brushing against his. "I know many things, Cedric," she whispered, her breath hot against his cheek. "And I can lead you to the relic you seek. But first, you must do something for me." 

Cedric's mind raced as he considered her offer. He knew he shouldn't trust her, but he couldn't help himself. He was drawn to her like a moth toa flame. He took a deep breath and asked, "What do you want me to do?" 

Lilea leaned in, her lips brushing his ear. "I want you to pleasure me," she whispered, "and then I will lead you to the relic." 

Cedric's heart raced as he considered her offer. He knew he shouldn't trust her. What was she doing in this cave? Why couldn't he control his lust for her? He had so many questions, but couldn't ask any of them. His desire for her was too strong. He nodded slowly, and Lilea smiled, leading him deeper into the cave. 

He was unaware of the powerful magic she was weaving over him...or that she was, in fact, one of the Underlords herself. 

As they walked, Lilea began to touch him, stroking his arm and pressing her body against his. Cedric's mind was clouded with desire, and he couldn't resist her any longer. He pulled her close and kissed her passionately, his hands roaming over her body. 

Lilea moaned softly as she ran her hands over Cedric's chest and down to his pants. She unbuckled his belt and loosened his pants, reaching inside to stroke his hardening cock. 

"Mmmm, what's this you have for me?" she said, gasping as his fingers gripped her heavy breasts. 

Cedric reached up and slipped the straps of her top off her shoulders, exposing her ample cleavage. He took one of her nipples into his mouth and suckled. Lilea moaned and arched her back, pressing her body against him. Cedric responded by squeezing her firm ass. 

Lilea felt Cedric's cock throbbing inside his pants and released it, dropping to her knees before him. She licked her lips seductively, then unzipped his pants and pulled them down. Cedric stepped out of his pants and pushed her onto her back. 

"I want to pleasure you like you've never been pleasured before," Cedric said, his voice deep and raspy. "And then...I want you to lead me to the relic." 

Lilea smiled, her mind clouded with lust and her pussy dripping in excitement. "Mmm, that sounds like a deal," she said, unbuckling his belt and pulling it off. She unbuttoned his pants, and his cock sprang free, pressing against her belly. 

She sank down to her knees, eager to suck on him. Widening her lips, she took him into her mouth, his cock throbbing and delicious. 

The taste of him sent electricity up and down her spine, and she moaned loudly, licking his shaft as he groped her breasts, twisted her nipples. 

"Oh, Cedric," Lilea moaned. "You taste so good." 

Cedric groaned as her tongue stroked the length of his shaft. She swallowed him whole, sucking him harder and harder with each passing moment. He began to thrust his hips back and forth, fucking her mouth as hard as he could. 

Lilea moaned and slurped as he fucked her face, and when his cock was nice and wet she released it. She licked and stroked him with her tongue, then reached underneath and fondled his balls. 

Cedric's moans grew louder and louder, and he couldn't hold back any longer. He gripped her hair and pulled out, jacking off onto her face. 

Lilea opened her mouth to receive his hot cum, her tongue pressing out to catch any that flew by. Her face was covered in his sticky cum, and she looked up at him with a sexy smile. 

"Fuck me," she said, her voice raspy and her eyes clouded with lust. "Fuck me hard." 

Cedric didn't need to be told twice. He tore off the tiny strip of fabric that covered her pussy and spread her legs apart, his cock throbbing and pulsating. He wanted to make her scream. 

Lilea moaned as she felt his hard dick beginning to stretch her pussy open. She was incredibly wet, and she felt his cock pushing against her tight hole. 

Cedric grunted as he pushed his cock into her, inch by incredible inch. Her pussy gripped him tightly, and he could feel her juices flowing over his cock and onto his balls. Her walls were dripping wet. This slut clearly wanted to get fucked. 

"Mmmm, that's it," Lilea moaned. "Push it into me, Sir. I want it all." 

He reached for her top and tore it off as well, sucking her nipple into his mouth. 

Cedric's heart raced as he pushed his cock deeper and deeper into her pussy. He gripped her hips and began to fuck her in long slow strokes, and Lilea moaned in delight. His cock throbbed like a hungry viper, and she could feel every pulse with the beat of his heart. 

It had been so long since she'd had a cock inside her, she had almost forgotten how good it felt. Cedric grabbed her hips and thrust his cock deeper inside her. 

"Ohhh, Cedric," she moaned, her breasts jiggling. "You're so big. Fuck me hard!" 

Cedric repeated the motion, pumping his hips in and out as hard as he could. Lilea moaned and tossed her head back and forth as he fucked her, her body beginning to quiver. He felt her pussy tighten around his dick. 

Cedric reached underneath her and began to stroke her clit, and that was all she needed to erupt into waves of pleasure. She came hard, her body shaking and shuddering underneath him. 

Cedric gripped her by the throat and began to pound her hard. He felt his raging need boiling up inside him - the need to own, fuck, dominate. It had always been there within him since his first time having sex. It was part of his core, and even if Madeia somehow made it dampened, it was coming back now. 

Lilea cried out in joy as he pounded her pussy through her orgasm, and she came again, her body convulsing as she screamed, "Fuck me! Make me your slut, Sir! I will be your cum-slut, your hole to use, your dirty little sperm whore!" 

Cedric growled as he pulled out of her, his cock throbbing and pulsating with desire. "You want my cum?" he asked. 

"Yes, Sir," she said. "Give me your cum all over my pretty face." 

Cedric spread her legs far apart and stroked his cock, taking aim at her beautiful face. The cum began to burst from his cock in hot white jets, landing all over her face and breasts. 

Lilea moaned as the cum showered her, holding her big breasts up with her hands, and she spread her legs wide in invitation. "Mmmm, yes, Sir," she moaned. "Give me your cum all over my face and my tits." 

Cedric shot another spurt of hot cum onto her face, and she giggled as the spasms went through his cock. 

"Mmmm, that was a good one," she said. "I can feel it all over me." 

She reached up and sucked his cock, wanting every last drop of his cum. When she was sure she'd sucked out the last of his cum, she stood up and kissed him. 

Cedric pushed her back onto the floor and spread her legs apart, lining his hard cock up to her dripping wet cunt and pushing inside. 

Lilea moaned as he filled her pussy again, and she jerked her hips back and forth, meeting each of his thrusts. She reached down and wrapped her hand around his shaft, stroking him as he fucked her. 

He fucked her hard and deep, taking her and making her his. She was his slut, his slave, his cum-slut. He pounded her pussy harder and harder, claiming her and making her his. 

"Where is the relic?" he grunted, gripping her breasts hard in his gauntlets. 

Lilea moaned as his cock slid in and out of her pussy, sending waves upon waves of pleasure through her. "It's deep within the cave. We have only to venture a few more - ohhhh! - a few more leagues inside." 

"You'd better be telling the truth," he grunted. He flexed his cock deep inside, her caressing her G-spot with the tip. Lilea gasped and clutched his strong holders, feeling incredible waves of pleasure. 

"Yes, yes, I'm telling the truth," she moaned. "I swear it. Give me more, Sir! Mmmm, fuck me harder! Make me cum!" 

Cedric fucked her harder and harder, his cock stroking her G-spot with every motion. She moaned and bit her lip as he plowed her. Her pussy contracted around his cock, her walls squeezing him exquisitely. 

Cedric pulled her hair, slamming himself into her harder and harder. He felt his balls tighten and his cock pulse. He couldn't hold back - he wanted to cum inside her. The need to claim and conquer her was overpowering. 

"Mmmm, yes, Cedric, give it to me," she moaned. "Fill my cunt with your cum! I want to feel you explode inside me!" 

Cedric continued to fuck her, his cock pulsating and throbbing, until she was screaming in delight. Her pussy was so wet, so tight, so warm. He felt her pussy contract hard around his cock, and then he could hold back no longer. She moaned as she felt the hot cum erupting from his cock into her pussy. She felt the first stream of cum hitting her, the force and warmth of it making her climax again. 

Lilea's pussy squeezed his cock as he came inside her, and he could feel every pulse of her pussy around his cock. He could feel his cum spurting into her, filling her pussy beautifully. She moaned as she came, her body shaking and shuddering as she was overcome with pleasure. 

Cedric collapsed onto the floor, exhausted. He lay there, panting, and Lilea rested her head on his chest, giggling. 

"That's a good boy," she said. "Now you've given me just what I need." 

She kissed him, then stood up, looking down at him with triumph. Cedric found that suddenly, he couldn't move. 

"What - what did you do?" he gasped. 

Lilea did not answer. She turned, and walked to a nearby ledge, where she chanted something strange. A large chalice appeared, and she took it. Lowering it between her legs, she gasped, and parted her cunt lips with two fingers, letting Cedric's semen drip out of her, filling up the chalice. 

What the hell is she doing? he wondered. More importantly, why can't I move my fucking arms?  

"You bitch," he spat. "What did you do?" 

She looked back at him then, her eyes glowing with dark purple magic. "Be silent, or I will have to silence you myself," she whispered. Then, she waved her hand... and the walls of the cave began to shudder and rumble. 

Turning, Lilea left, holding the goblet in her hand. The cave entrance began to close, thick boulders falling down in front of it. She had cast a spell to create a barrier, trapping Cedric inside. 

Terror filled him as he realized he was stuck here. There was no way for him to move. 

He was going to die in here. 
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A hot preview… 

Cedric grinned, and gripped the sides of her ass. He thrust deep inside her, sliding the full length of his cock into her asshole. 

Lilea screamed in pleasure. She'd never had her ass fucked before, but now she knew what she had been missing all of these years. "Ohhh...ohhh...ohhh...it's so big..." 

Cedric began to pound her tight asshole, enjoying the feeling of her flesh squeezing his cock tightly. She screamed and moaned, her body shuddering. Her breasts bounced as he thrust into her, slapping against her body. 

"Ohhh...ohhhh..." Lilea moaned, her voice wavering. For the first time in her life, the queen was beginning to lose control. Cedric grinned, and slapped her ass harder. 

Reclaiming Tiriene Vol. 2: Cedric’s Claim Part 6 

Cedric lay in the cave for so long he lost track of time. He was a prisoner, and could not even move, thanks to whatever spell Lilea had cast on him. 

He had never been in a situation like this before. Desperate. Hopeless. His throat was parched and dry, his stomach growling with hunger. 

I'm going to die in here, he realized. 

Cedric sunk further into despair, his thoughts drifting back to days long past. He remembered the warmth of the sun on his face as he galloped through the forest as a child, or laughing with his siblings around a crackling fire at night. He thought of how he used to wander through Myrdin's bustling halls, through the city nearby, and enjoyed the sights, smells and sounds of the town. 

He thought of his whore wife Isadora and how many times she'd tried to cuck him. It was the memory of her that brought his rage back to life. I can't fucking die in here. I've got to punish that bitch of a wife I have. Who will do it if I don't? James sure as hell hasn't got the balls to. 

Cedric was not a spiritual man. He hated the sounds of church bells. But now, he had no choice but to pray to Aethor, god of conquest and vengeance: the only god he'd even slightly believed in. 

"Lord Aethor," he said through gritted teeth. "Hear me. I humble myself before you. I beg for aid, no matter what cost. Break my bindings and free me from this place." 

As Cedric finished his prayer, he felt a strange sensation take over his body. It was as if a wave of energy was passing through him, filling him with newfound strength. Suddenly, the spell binding him to the cave floor began to loosen, and he felt his arms and legs become free. He couldn't believe it. His prayer had been answered. 

Cedric stood up, feeling stronger than ever before. His thirst and hunger were still present, but they no longer seemed to bother him. He looked around the cave and noticed a small opening in the ceiling, allowing a small beam of light to shine through. It was his chance to escape. 

He started to climb the cave wall, using the small crevices and rocks as handholds. It was difficult, but he pushed through the pain, his determination fuelled by his anger at Lilea, and having been trapped here by here. He finally reached the opening and peered through. 

To his surprise, the light came not from the world outside, but from torches lining a new section of the cave. This part appeared to be inhabited. There was a walkway, and it was warmer. He heard voices coming from somewhere further down the cave hall. 

Cedric stuck his head out and looked up and down the walkway. There was a guard standing at the other end of the hall, but he was turned away to face the other way. It was now or never, Cedric thought to himself. He climbed out of the opening and onto the walkway. He looked left, then right, then slowly crept his way forward, towards the guard. 

Cedric was just inches away from the guard when he heard him speak. "Another fresh one just arrived," the guard said. "I don't know who's next. We've got to keep this up." 

"I know," another voice replied, the voice of yet another guard. "All we can do is our best. The Lady's mercy is upon us." 

Cedric didn't hesitate. He struck the guard on the back of the head, knocking him out instantly. He turned to the other guard, who had heard the commotion and was reaching for his sword. Cedric moved quickly, grasping the guard's hand and twisting it until he released the weapon. Cedric then delivered a powerful punch to the guard's face, sending him down to the ground. 

Cedric picked up the sword, his grip tight around the hilt as he made his way through the cave. The voices were growing louder, and he could hear the sounds of people weeping, groaning, and screaming. He followed the sound until he came upon a large room filled with women chained to the walls, many of them crying and begging for mercy. In the center of the room stood Lilea, her back turned to him as she talked to one of her guards. 

Cedric rushed towards her, his sword raised high above his head. "You!" he roared. "You will pay for what you've done!" 

Lilea turned around, a look of shock on her face as she saw him. "Cedric...what...how did you escape?" 

Cedric didn't answer. Instead, he lunged at her with his sword, determined to defeat her once and for all. They fought furiously, their blades clashing in a deadly dance. Cedric was fueled by a burning rage, and more than that - the god Aethor's power was in him now. His prayer for vengeance had been answered. 

Cedric could see how much the fight was taking out of her. He heard her begin to breathe heavily. He took advantage of this and made a few slashes at her, but she managed to dodge them. 

Finally, Cedric was able to overpower her, and with a mighty thrust he pinned her underneath him in the chamber. Lilea, defeated, lay still beneath him, gasping. She still wore only the tiny bikini armor, and her large breasts moved heavily with her breathing. 

The guards watched, hesitant, afraid to tangle with the powerful warrior who had defeated their queen. 

"You tangled with the wrong guy, Lilea," he said, his hand gripping her throat. 

Her eyes widened with fear. "Cedric...please..." 

"Oh don't worry, love. I'm not going to kill you. On the contrary, you'll be of great use to me." 

His fingers left her throat, sliding down her front, caressing her heavy breasts. With one smooth movement, he tore the fabric away from her chest, making her tits bounce. 

Lilea gasped in shock, her nipples standing straight out, pointing at him. Cedric gripped her tit and sucked the nipple into his mouth. 

"Ohh!" Lilea moaned at the touch of his tongue on her nipple. Almost immediately, she began to feel wet between her legs. 

The other guards stared on, confused. 

Cedric continued to suck and lick at her nipple. He reached behind her and unbuckled the bikini armor, letting it fall to the ground. Lilea moaned as Cedric's hand slid down her body, and gripped her thick, round ass. 

"What are you going to do...Cedric!" she gasped. 

"Have fun, like I said," Cedric said, smiling. "You're going to enjoy it, just like you did the first time." 

Cedric slid his hand up her thigh, and cupped her tight, wet pussy. He slid a finger into the folds of her pussy lips, and probed inside of her. Lilea gasped in pleasure at the sensation, and Cedric smiled again. He slid one more finger inside of her, then began to pump his fingers in and out of her. 

He pulled her pussy lips apart and began to rub her clit. 

Lilea gasped loudly. "Ohhh!!!" she moaned. 

Cedric lowered his face to her other nipple. He pulled it into his mouth and sucked, then bit down on it, gently. Lilea shrieked in surprise at the mingled pain and pleasure, but her pussy began to pulse in desperate need. 

Cedric slid his finger from her wet pussy and brought it to her mouth. "Taste yourself," he commanded. 

Lilea hesitated, but she took his finger in her mouth and sucked on it, tasting her own juices. She moaned as she sucked on his finger, then finally he released it from her mouth. 

Cedric reached for his belt and undid his breeches, freeing his hard cock. Not only would he teach this bitch a lesson, he'd master her once and for all, showing her who was truly in control. 

The enslaved women around the watched, incredulous, as did the guards. Everyone was shocked, amazed that this man could tame their queen. 

Lilea bit her lip, and moaned. Her eyes were slitted as she looked up at him, and her chest heaved with her heavy breathing. Cedric's hard cock stood at attention, thick, heavy, and huge. 

Cedric grinned. "Open your mouth," he ordered. 

He leaned in, and slid his cock into her mouth. 

Lilea's soft lips expertly slid down the length of his shaft, taking the entirety of his cock into her mouth. She wrapped her lips around his shaft as he thrust his cock in and out. He could feel the head of his cock bumping the back of her throat. 

Cedric held her head in place, thrusting his cock deeper into her mouth. He gripped her hair, and began to fuck her mouth like she was a common slut. 

"Ohh...ohhh..." Lilea moaned, gasping and whimpering as she was forced to suck on his thick cock. 

Cedric pulled his cock out of her mouth, and she gasped for breath. "The other women here...they're all mine," he said. "And once I'm done with you...I'm going to take them all." 

Before she could answer, Cedric spread her legs, tore her panties off, and slid his cock deep inside her dripping slit. She gasped in joy as he impaled her, and moaned as her pussy squeezed his cock for all it was worth. 

Cedric began to thrust into her, making her moan and gasp at the size of his shaft. Lifting his hand, he gripped her neck and thrust harder, pistoning his cock in and out of her. He could feel her juices running down her thighs, and the warmth of her pussy around his cock. 

"Ohhhhhhhhhh Cedric!" Lilea moaned, as he rammed his cock into her. He could feel her pussy clenched around him tightly, her body beginning to shake. He gripped her breasts and squeezed them. 

"Cum!" he growled, his teeth clenched. 

Lilea screamed, and her whole body shook with orgasm. Cedric felt her pussy clench around his cock tightly, making him groan. 

He began to pound her harder and faster, slamming his cock into her, over and over again until his body tensed. 

He pulled his cock out of her, and gripped his cock, jerking off. He came with a yell, spraying thick jets of semen all over her face. She stuck her tongue out, moaning like a whore, trying to catch as much of his hot seed as she could. 

She swallowed. 

Then, Cedric pulled her up, gripping her roughly. He positioned her on hands and knees, gripping his cock and sliding it into her pussy from behind. 

"Ohhh Cedric...ohhhh!" Lilea panted, gasping with pleasure. 

"You like my cock?" Cedric grunted. 

"Oh yes! Cedric!" 

Lilea's large breasts dangled in front of her. Cedric reached over, and began to squeeze and roll her nipples. 

"Ohhh god...ohhh!" she moaned. 

She moaned and gasped as he wrapped his hand around her neck and started to thrust faster. Her body began to twitch, and her screams grew louder. "Ohhh...ohhh!" 

He reached down and pinched her clit, and she cried out, shattering in orgasm. 

Cedric thrust deep into her body as she convulsed in orgasm. 

He gripped her hips, and plunged his cock into her slit. He began to pound her wet pussy, enjoying the feeling of her wet tightness around his thick cock. She moaned and whimpered underneath him, gripping the shreds of her torn clothing beneath her. 

Cedric grunted as he fucked her. He gripped her huge round ass, spanking her hard, as he rammed his cock into her. 

Lilea could feel her pussy begin to pulse again. "Ohhh...Cedric...ohhh..." 

Cedric could feel his cock begin to twitch inside her pussy. He tensed, then released inside of her. Cum exploded inside of her, filling her pussy to the brim. He gripped her, and pounded her pussy, making her scream and moan in ecstasy. 

He pulled his cock free from her pussy, and gripped her ass. 

"Spread your ass," he growled. 

Lilea did so without question, spreading her ass cheeks wide, exposing her tight, pink asshole. Cedric smiled, and slapped her ass, hard. 

"Ohhh...ohhhh!" Lilea gasped. 

Cedric positioned his cock against her asshole. He slid the tip of his cock into her tight hole, and then pushed harder. Her entire body tensed, pushing him back. 

"Ohhh...ohhh...ohhh..." Lilea moaned, fighting the sensation of his cock sliding into her tight depths. "Ohhh...n-no...no...it's so good...it's too much..." 

Cedric gripped her hips tightly. "What the fuck did I say?!" 

"I'm sorry!" she yelled, shuddering. 

"Tell me you want me to fuck you," he commanded. 

"I-I want you to fuck me," she gasped, trying to hide the pleasure she felt at his words. 

Cedric grinned, and gripped the sides of her ass. He thrust deep inside her, sliding the full length of his cock into her asshole. 

Lilea screamed in pleasure. She'd never had her ass fucked before, but now she knew what she had been missing all of these years. "Ohhh...ohhh...ohhh...it's so big..." 

Cedric began to pound her tight asshole, enjoying the feeling of her flesh squeezing his cock tightly. She screamed and moaned, her body shuddering. Her breasts bounced as he thrust into her, slapping against her body. 

"Ohhh...ohhhh..." Lilea moaned, her voice wavering. For the first time in her life, the queen was beginning to lose control. Cedric grinned, and slapped her ass harder. 

Lilea shrieked, and her body shuddered. She moaned loudly, and her pussy began to pulse. 

Cedric's cock throbbed inside her asshole. He gripped her hips, and continued to pound her tight hole as her body shook with orgasm. She screamed as her pussy squirted all over the floor, and her asshole squeezed his cock tight. 

Cedric's cock throbbed, and he came inside her ass. He grunted and pumped thick, huge jets of sperm into her tight little hole. Cedric pulled his cock free from her asshole, and let her fall to the floor, exhausted. 

Lilea collapsed down onto the floor, gasping for air. She looked up at him, breathing heavily. 

Cedric smiled, and pinched her nipples. 

"You belong to me now, Lilea. Clean yourself up, get dressed, and let's go." He looked to one of the guards nearby, his eyes blazing with power. "You. Unchain these women and have them brought with me." 

The guard hesitated, looking to his queen. Lilea nodded weakly. "Do...do as he says." 

Atop her throne, Cedric saw what he was looking for: the relic. It was a bright, pulsating red crown. The thing that Madeia had told him to find. 

He gripped it, his quest finally complete. Now he would conquer the one woman who had eluded him: the Queen of Northelund herself. 
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"Please, my lord Theodric. I need you deep inside, now!" 

That was all the permission Theodric needed. He bent Gallinae over the bed and spread her beautiful ass cheeks apart, exposing her warm, wet pussy. He slid his hard cock into her pussy without warning and she moaned, her eyes rolling back in pleasure. He began to thrust inside her, hard and fast, and she couldn't stop herself from coming. Her pussy clamped down on him, sending a rush of pleasure through his entire body, and she cried out as she had a long, shuddering orgasm. 

He turned her onto her back and pressed her into the sheets, kissing her passionately. Again, Theodric drove his cock into her wet, squelching pussy, and she cried out, her hips bucking against him. 

"Oh my lord, yes!" she moaned. 

Reclaiming Tiriene Vol. 2: Cedric’s Claim Part 7 

With Cedric now elsewhere, Theodric had reclaimed control of his castle, thanks to Emilia's help. Now, he could rule - at least for now - peacefully, planning to take Cedric down once and for all... 

Whenever he returned. 

It troubled Theodric that his former enemy had seemingly disappeared off the face of the earth. He was nowhere to be found in Kedaris, at least that Theodric's scouts could find. 

That gave the Lion of Tiriene a reprieve, at least, so that he could focus on his chief goal: breeding a new line of masters, kings, who would take up his mantle when he was gone. 

As time passed, Theodric got all of his wives and mistresses pregnant. Even Emilia's belly soon swelled with their child, who of course would lay first claim to the throne. 

At night, as he lay in his chamber, Theodric's mind grew dark and filled with violent thoughts of Cedric. He imagined Cedric dying at his own blade, growling in rage, clutching his fist in frustration that the man was so far out of reach. 

Theodric became increasingly determined to kill his rival and protect the throne that was rightfully his. In order to keep an eye out for any suspicious activity or signs of Cedric’s return, Theodric dispatched several scouts throughout Kedaris, but also beyond its borders into neighboring lands. 

He had spies watch all those who entered and left his castle grounds; no one was allowed to enter without proper authorization from him first. He hired mercenaries and paid them handsomely for their services; they were tasked with being on perpetual guard around the perimeter of the castle walls. 

Theodric used every resource available to him in order to ensure that Cedric could never threaten him, or his wives, again. 

One night, as he lay in bed with Emilia cradled against him, a thought crept into Theodric's mind. He could kill Cedric - now. He could hire an army of assassins to find and snuff out Cedric before he had time to gather any more strength or allies... 

Emilia sensed his unrest and turned to him, looking curious. "My love, what's wrong?" 

Theodric's eyes moved to meet hers, a smoldering energy behind them as he spoke, "I cannot shake the feeling that Cedric is out there, lurking in the shadows. We must take action before he strikes." 

Emilia nodded, understanding the urgency in his voice. "What do you propose we do?" 

"I will gather a group of the finest assassins and hunters, and we will track him down. We will see to it that he never returns." Theodric's grip on Emilia tightened as he spoke, a fierce determination in his eyes. 

Emilia's expression softened as she caressed his cheek, "It sounds so dangerous, brother. I fear if you embark on this mission, you won't come back." 

He smiled reassuringly. "You know me, Emilia. I'll be careful." 

"You weren't too careful when you got yourself locked in the dungeon." 

"A careless mistake. I'll remedy it this time." 

She sighed, knowing she couldn't stop him when he put his mind to something. "All right. But please, come back home safe. For me...and for the baby." She rubbed her swollen, pregnant belly. 

Theodric kissed her and pulled her close. "I will, my love. Trust me." 

**** 

The next day as he consulted an advisor in his throne room to set out on the hunt for Cedric, a page arrived. "My lord," said the boy. "A Lady is here to see you." 

"A Lady? Whom?" 

"She refused to give me her name, my lord. But she insists that she has important information for you. She says it concerns Cedric." 

Theodric frowned. "Show her in, then." 

A few minutes later, the mystery woman was escorted into the throne room. She wore a cloak that partially hid her face, but Theodric could tell from her bearing that she was of noble birth. 

"My lord," she said, curtseying. "I have come to offer my services to you." 

"What services?" Theodric asked, intrigued. 

"I know where Cedric is hiding," the woman said. "And I have a plan to take him down." 

Theodric leaned forward, his eyes narrowing. "How can I be sure that you're not here to trick me? That you're not one of his spies?" 

The woman smiled. Drawing back her hood, she revealed a beautiful, delicate face with pale skin and incredible features. Lowering the cloak from her shoulders, she wore armor that was quite skimpy - perhaps fashionable? - But definitely not practical, as it showed off her amazing body. Her gauntlets were of fine gold, as were her shoulder guards. Her cloak was a deep, rich red. Her breasts, which were huge, were barely covered by strips of thin gold fabric, and around her neck she wore a regal collar of red and gold, matching her house colors. She had a slim waist, and wore a single red rose in her long, lustrous brown hair. 

"I am Lady Gallinae," she said. "If you need a token of my trust, then read this." 

She handed him a missive, detailed and meticulously written in flowery script. In it, she recounted the circumstances of Cedric's tyranny against her own kingdom and how he tried to enslave everyone in her care. She even included evidence of her own spies witnessing Cedric meeting with other allied lords to expand his reach. 

Theodric read through the missive in growing anger. He could see why Lady Gallinae had come to him - if they worked together, they could take down Cedric before he gained any more power. He put the missive aside and looked up at Lady Gallinae. 

"You have my thanks," he said solemnly. "I am truly grateful that you have brought me this information." 

Lady Gallineae bowed her head gracefully in response. 

"Please, my lord," she asked. "May I join you on your quest to find him? I want the bastard's throat cut as much as you do." 

Theodric studied Lady Gallinae for a moment, taking in her beauty and the determination in her eyes. He could see that she was not one to be trifled with, that she was a warrior in her own right. 

"You may," he said, nodding. "But know that there will be danger. Cedric is not to be underestimated." 

"I understand," Lady Gallinae said, nodding in turn. "I am more than capable of holding my own in battle." 

"Very well," Theodric said, standing up. "We leave at first light. Gather your things." 

As Lady Gallinae turned to leave, Theodric called out to her. 

"And Lady Gallinae," he said. "Thank you again. I owe you a debt for this." 

She turned back to face him, a small smile playing on her lips. 

"Don't thank me yet, my lord," she said. "The real battle is yet to begin." 

***** 

Theodric and Gallinae set out for the last known location Cedric had been seen. It was deep within a dark forest, 

and they had to travel carefully, as there were many enemies lurking in these woods. They came upon a group of bandits, but Theodric and Gallinae dispatched them with ease, their swords flashing in the moonlight. 

As they continued through the forest, they encountered more hostile men. Theodric was determined to take them all down, one by one, until they reached Cedric himself. Lady Gallinae fought alongside him, her movements lithe and graceful as she sliced through the enemy with her own sword. 

It wasn't long before they came upon what they believed was Cedric's hideaway - a small cabin, nestled in a clearing within the forest. Theodric motioned for Lady Gallinae to stay back as he approached the cabin, his hand on his sword. He could hear voices inside, and the sound of someone sharpening a blade. 

Theodric kicked open the door and prepared to confront Cedric, his sword drawn. 

"It's time for you to die, Ced -" 

Theodric's words were cut short as he saw what was actually inside the cabin. A hunched old woman, knelt over a sharpening stone, where she was honing a curved blade. 

She looked up at Theodric and Lady Gallinae, her eyes narrowing with suspicion. 

"What do you want?" she growled, her voice scratchy and rough. 

Theodric hesitated for a moment before speaking. "We were looking for Cedric. Do you know where he is?" 

The old woman snorted. "Cedric? He hasn't been here in years. Left me to die alone in this forsaken cabin." 

Theodric raised a skeptical eyebrow. "Are you sure?" 

The old woman glared at him. "Of course I'm sure. Why would I lie to the likes of you?" 

Theodric sheathed his sword and turned to Lady Gallinae. "We should move on. Cedric must be somewhere else." 

As they were about to leave, the old woman spoke up again. "Wait," she said. "I may not know where Cedric is, but I do have something that will...help you." She grinned, showing a mouthful of yellowed old teeth. 

Theodric drew back, uncertain. "You do?" 

"Yes, a simple spell..." She reached into a nearby container and grabbed a handful of some sort of spice. Then, without warning, she threw it at Theodric and Gallinae. 

The spice settled onto their skin, and within moments its effects were unmistakable. The two of them felt their blood heat up in their veins, a warmth that seemed to fill their entire bodies. 

The spice acted as a powerful aphrodisiac, making Theodric and Gallinae incredibly horny. They both felt themselves drawn closer together, unable to resist the urge to touch one another. 

Theodric shook his head in disbelief as he looked at Lady Gallinae. "What is this magic?" he murmured. 

The old woman cackled with laughter as she watched the couple embrace each other passionately. 

"It's simple," she said. "Love is a powerful force - one that can conquer all. Or at least, that's what those silly old wives' tales claim!" 

The old woman rose up to her full height, and to Theodric's astonishment, her form began to shimmer and change. From an old woman, she transformed into a huge, powerful demon, her eyes blazing red, her body now youthful and tempting. Her voice became thunderous and terrifying. "Don't forget this moment, Bastard of Tiriene," she screeched. "The Underlords remember what you and your cursed bloodline did!" 

Theodric and Gallinae watched in horror as the demon spread her wings and flew away, leaving only a trail of smoke in her wake. 

They both looked around the hut, relieved to find that they were alone. 

"What on earth was that?" asked Gallinae, clutching onto Theodric's arms for support. 

"A demon," he answered grimly. "An Underlord, I suspect." 

Gallinae looked at him in shock. "The Underlords are all dead!" 

Theodric turned to her, shaking his head. "No, my Lady. I don't think they are. I've heard tales that they stir again, deep within the bowels of the earth." 

Gallinae shivered, remembering the terrible stories she'd been told as a child. "Then that smell...that horrible stench...?" 

"That was not from this world." 

"My lord, what should we do?" she asked. 

Theodric thought for a moment. "We must go back to my kingdom for the time being," he said. "This is too dangerous for us." 

She nodded, shivering slightly. The lust spell was still incredibly potent, working its magic deep inside both of them. She suddenly became aware of Theodric's hard cock pressed against her thigh, and the pulsing, throbbing wetness inside her own pussy. 

"My lord..." 

"Lady Gallinae..." 

Their eyes met, and they could not stop themselves; they succumbed to the burning passion inside. Gallinae threw her arms around Theodric's neck and kissed him passionately. He groaned and pressed his hand against her huge breast, squeezing the full mound roughly. 

"Please, my lord," she begged. "I need you inside me." 

"Truly? You desire me, Lady Gallinae?" 

Gallinae hesitated, her heart pounding in her chest. Suddenly, she realized that she did want him. She wanted him fiercely and passionately. 

"Yes," Gallinae said, her voice almost a whisper. "I want you. I want you inside me." 

Theodric's lips covered hers again, and they began to tear at each with lustful abandon - the sweat gleaming on their skin, the burn of lust raging inside them. Armor fell, and clothes were torn away. Theodric gripped her tiny bikini top and tore it off, making her gasp as her breasts bounced free. 

Theodric reached down and began to fondle Gallinae's huge breasts, squeezing them and kneading her immense flesh. Gallinae moaned with pleasure as she felt his powerful hands on her, and caressed his hair as he leaned forward and captured a breast in his mouth, his tongue flicking against her nipple. 

He began to suckle on her tit, his mouth moving fervently. Gallinae shook her head and bit her lip, driven insane by the fervent lust inside her. 

"Please, my lord Theodric. I need you deep inside, now!" 

That was all the permission Theodric needed. He bent Gallinae over the bed and spread her beautiful ass cheeks apart, exposing her warm, wet pussy. He slid his hard cock into her pussy without warning and she moaned, her eyes rolling back in pleasure. He began to thrust inside her, hard and fast, and she couldn't stop herself from coming. Her pussy clamped down on him, sending a rush of pleasure through his entire body, and she cried out as she had a long, shuddering orgasm. 

He turned her onto her back and pressed her into the sheets, kissing her passionately. Again, Theodric drove his cock into her wet, squelching pussy, and she cried out, her hips bucking against him. 

"Oh my lord, yes!" she moaned. 

Theodric began to thrust into Gallinae faster and faster, harder and harder. 

Gallinae threw her head back and moaned with pleasure, her back arching in ecstasy as she was consumed by a wave of passion. 

"Oh...my...lord!" she cried out. 

Theodric began to moan and growl as he felt his orgasm approaching. "I...I'm coming!" 

Gallinae felt the warmth of Theodric's cum inside her pussy, ignited by her orgasm. Her pussy clenched around his cock, and she reached out and gripped the sheets, moaning loudly. "Yes..." Gallinae felt the hot, sticky jizz shoot deep inside her pussy, filling her completely. 

But the magic spell still lingered... 

Theodric impaled her again, his cock still ragingly, rock hard. He gripped her hips, making her tits bounce as he fucked her, her soft, wet pussy squeezing and milking him. She tightened her arms around his neck and licked his ear, begging for him to fill her up again. "You're so big inside me, Lord Theodric. Please give me your babies!" 

He groaned, desperate to fill her again and do just that. But first he wanted to fuck that pretty mouth of hers. 

Theodric pulled out of her pussy and lay down on the bed beside her. Gallinae immediately turned toward him and began to stroke his cock. She opened her mouth and bent over, taking his cock into her mouth. She began to suck him. 

. 

Theodric moaned in pleasure, and he reached down and began to rub Gallinae's pussy. She moaned and sucked him harder, taking his throbbing cock deep into her throat. She gagged and choked herself on his length, enjoying the feel of his massive shaft in her mouth. 

Theodric reached down and pushed two fingers deep into her wet pussy. Gallinae began to suck his cock harder and faster, sliding her tongue over the shaft and nibbling the head. He moaned and groaned, his pleasure intensified by her slurping sounds. He pressed two more fingers into her pussy and began to fuck her with his fingers, the wet, squelching sounds filling the room. 

She moaned loudly and switched position, now lying on her back. 

Theodric finger fucked her faster, harder, his fingers moving like pistons in and out of her pussy. He sucked on her clit as she writhed under his fingers. 

Theodric raised himself up again and pressed the tip of his cock to her mouth. Inch by inch he fed his penis into her throat again, and she moaned with pleasure as he began to fuck her mouth. 

His cock was rock hard again, and she slurped and sucked him eagerly, deep throating him as he fucked her throat. 

His hands gripped the back of her head, holding her into place as she sucked him. He groaned in pleasure as the pleasure surged through him again. He could feel another orgasm approaching... 

Gallinae could feel Theodric's cock throbbing in her mouth and she gagged as she swallowed his length. 

Theodric groaned as he came again, his cock exploding in her throat. Gallinae closed her eyes and sucked harder, and at last Theodric pulled out of her and she gasped for air. 

He pulled out of her and jerked his cock as he came on her stomach, rubbing the hot cum around her soft, creamy flesh. Gallinae moaned in pleasure as she felt the hot, sticky cum run down her stomach and between her breasts. 

But he was still not done. 

Theodric spread her legs and began to impale her pussy once more, to her delight. She could not get enough of his huge, thick, driving cock. Every time he filled her up, she cried out in joy. 

Theodric gripped her knees and spread her legs apart, and began to slide his cock in and out of her wet snatch. Gallinae moaned with pleasure and arched her back, her huge breasts bouncing. Theodric leaned down and began to suck on her nipples again, one after the other. 

When she came again, Gallinae clutched Theodric's shoulders tightly. Her back arched with pleasure, and she felt her pussy spasm and throb with him deep inside her. 

Theodric continued to fuck her, harder and faster. Gallinae spread her legs wider and wrapped them around him, and Theodric began to pound her pussy like a jackhammer. 

Gallinae moaned with pleasure. "I want your babies in me, my lord! Please fill me with your cum again!" 

Theodric groaned and slid deeper inside her. 

Gallinae could feel yet another orgasm building inside her body, the pleasure intensifying - and that's when it happened... 

"I'm coming...again!" Gallinae cried out. 

Theodric groaned and continued to fuck her, desperate to fill her up with his cum again. Gallinae's pussy began to clench around Theodric's cock, and as she came, she felt a new sensation - the tingling of magic. The spell was beginning to subside...but she was still eager for him to fill her with his seed. 

At last Theodric came inside Gallinae, and she moaned in pleasure. Thick, hot, pulsing jets of sperm filled her womb again, coating her insides. She cried with ecstasy, clutching him tight. 

They kissed again and again, and finally sated, the two lovers collapsed on the old witch's bed, exhausted. 

It was some time before Gallinae rolled over and found the strength to speak. 

"I...I must confess, my lord..." she said. 

She felt Theodric stir beside her. She leaned against his strong chest and looked up at him, biting her lip. 

"I know that spell was supposed to make you fall in love with me. And I know it was not very strong or it wouldn't have worn off so quickly," Gallinae said. "I'm...I'm glad the spell was not very strong because...because I'm...I'm in love with you already." 

He looked down at her, surprised. "My lady...you're in love with me?" 

She nodded. "Please don't be angry, my lord, it's...It's magic, I'm sure. But you are also very brave, and handsome...I've heard tales of your courage, your legacy. It's hard not to fall under your sway." 

Theodric smiled. "You have a very kind heart, Lady Gallinae." 

"And you are very much in it, my lord." 

They kissed, and he drew her close to him. 

She felt a tiredness, and a sweet, pleasant soreness from his cock having stretched her pussy and mouth so wide. Feeling safe in Theodric's arms, Gallinae drifted off into sleep, knowing they would resume their journey in the morning. 
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A hot preview…  

Elenara cried out in joy and pleasure as her husband's brother pounded her pussy hard. Though she longed for Theodric, Emeric was a wonderful man in his own right. He was strong and protective, and she knew she could trust him to care for her and the other while Theodric was away.  

As they kissed, and she felt Emeric's thick cock throbbing in her womb, she knew she would be glad to bear his babies as well.  

"Please, my lord. Cum inside me. I want to feel you filling me up."  

"Of course, my lady," he replied, his voice deep with passion. "You know I want to give you everything you desire, and I definitely desire your pussy."  

Reclaiming Tiriene Vol. 2: Cedric’s Claim Part 8 

Theodric woke up with Lady Gallinae in his arms, sleeping soundly. Her body was soft and warm, and he enjoyed the feel of it. Slender and small, she was petite, but also very sweet. She had confided in him the night before that she loved him - was that true? Perhaps it was. 

As he looked at her beautiful, delicate face and sweetly sleeping form, he realized...perhaps, he might feel the stirrings of love for her too. They hadn't known each other long, and maybe it was just magic, but... 

Do you believe in love at first sight, Theodric? Someone had asked him that, a long time ago. But now he couldn't remember who. 

She blinked her eyes open, stirring from sleep. "Mmmm...Hello, my Lord," she said softly. "Did you sleep well?" 

Theodric smiled down at her, feeling a warmth in his chest. "I slept very well, my Lady, thank you," he replied, his voice barely above a whisper. He stroked her hair and looked into her eyes, wondering if he should tell her how he felt. 

But before he could say anything, Lady Gallinae leaned up and kissed him. It was a soft, tender kiss, but it sent a jolt of electricity through his body. He deepened the kiss, exploring her mouth with his tongue, and she responded eagerly, pressing her body against his. 

They broke apart, gasping for breath, and Theodric looked at her with a mixture of desire and uncertainty. "Lady Gallinae," he began, but she put a finger to his lips. 

"Please, my Lord, don't say anything yet," she said, her eyes pleading with him. "Let's just enjoy this moment together." 

Theodric nodded, and began to kiss his way down her body. He drew back the sheets slightly, revealing her round, full breasts. He began to kiss and lick them gently, sucking on her nipples. 

Lady Gallinae moaned quietly as he teased her nipples, which were stiffening from his warm, wet mouth. She ran her hands through his hair, clutching at him. He was making her feel things that she had never felt before - magical things. 

"Yes," she hissed. "Oh, Theodric..." 

He licked and sucked a little harder, cupping her breasts with his hands. He began to pull the sheets back further, revealing her hairless, creamy little pussy. 

Lady Gallinae gasped and moaned as he kissed her lips and then the insides of her thighs. She parted her legs slightly, revealing her wet pink pussy. He could see her labia pout out from between her thin, pale thighs, and he licked his lips. 

Lady Gallinae inhaled sharply as he began to kiss her labia, licking up and down, nibbling and sucking on her tender pussy. She began to moan and squirm. "Yes, Theodric, please, yes..." 

Theodric licked his lips and then began to kiss it again. But this time he avoided her clit, taking her labia in his mouth and sucking on them gently. He moved his head back and forth slightly, driving her wild with desire. 

"Theodric..." she moaned, her voice trembling with need. 

He pulled her labia out from between her thighs again and began to suck gently on her clit, licking it with his tongue. He began to flick it gently with his tongue, and slowly but surely Lady Gallinae began to cum, squirming and pouting her pussy against his lips. 

"Yes, Theodric," she moaned, gripping his hair and pulling him to her. "Suck my clit, my Lord, please. Ohhh..." 

Theodric sucked her clit harder and faster, lapping at it with his tongue. He closed his eyes and felt the taste of her pussy on his tongue. 

Lady Gallinae opened her thighs wider and gasped again. She could feel his tongue working her little pink clit, and she ran her fingers through his hair, moaning softly. Suddenly the warmth and tingling between her legs began to grow, and she gasped as she felt an orgasm begin to overtake her. 

Lady Gallinae began to cum harder, and she pulled his hair, moaning in joy and pleasure. Theodric licked and sucked harder, keeping up a steady rhythm, until the beautiful noblewoman had finished her orgasm. 

She gazed at him with desire, breathless. 

Theodric rose up, his muscled chest and abs rippling as he gripped his hard cock. Taking it in hand, he began to slowly work it into her slick, tight pussy, forcing her cunt to stretch around his girth. 

Lady Gallinae gasped as he filled her, holding her breath as he slid his cock deep into her pussy. Theodric had a very large cock, and she had never been taken like this before. She'd heard about it, of course, and the other young noblewomen had told her about how wonderful it was, but now she knew of her own experience that it was true. 

"Oh, yes," she hissed. "Fuck me, my Lord, fuck me hard." 

Theodric did as she commanded, gripping her hips and thrusting his cock deeper and deeper into her pussy. He began to fuck her harder and harder, driving his thick shaft into her with a steady rhythm, until finally she began to cum, her pussy gripping his cock like a warm, wet velvet glove. 

"Oh, my Lord," she moaned, her pussy spasming and convulsing. "Yes, yes, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me." 

Lady Gallinae lifted her hips up to meet him, moaning with desire. 

Theodric worked his cock deeper and deeper into her pussy, until he was buried all the way inside. He began to fuck her, hard, thrusting faster and harder. 

"Oh, Theodric, oh yes," she gasped and moaned, wrapping her arms around him and pulling him close. She tried to keep up with his rhythm, thrusting her hips against his. 

"Your pussy is so tight," he grunted, fuck fucking her. 

"Yes, yes," she moaned, her voice raspy with desire. "My pussy is tight, because I want your cock inside of me." She moaned with pleasure. 

Theodric reached down and began to rub her clit again, and he felt her shudder and moan. He began to thrust harder and faster, pinning her arms above her head. 

"Oh, my Lord, your cock 

feels so amazing inside of me," Lady Gallinae moaned, her pussy tightening around his cock and squeezing it. "Your cock feels so good." 

She gasped and moaned as he continued to pump his cock into her pussy. He grunted and gasped as he fucked her, pushing her thighs up to her stomach, now, thrusting his cock deep into her pussy. Theodric fucked her harder and harder, pressing her thighs back and fucking her deeper than ever. 

"Yes, yes, fuck me, fuck me Theodric," she moaned, writhing beneath him. "Fuck me, please, fuck me." 

Theodric was driven by pure lust now, fucking her hard and fast. They both moaned and grunted with pleasure. 

"Oh yes, Theodric," she gasped. "Your cock feels so big inside me," she moaned, her voice trembling. 

"You're so tight, my Lady," he growled, gripping her hair and pulling her head back. "I want to feel you cum on my cock." 

"Yes, yes," she panted. "Please...I want to feel you cum inside of me." 

He began to thrust even faster, and she began to cum hard on his cock. Theodric grunted with pleasure as he felt her pussy begin to spasm around his shaft. 

"Oh, Theodric!" she gasped, moaning loudly. "Yes, yes, cum inside of me, my Lord!" 

Theodric began to cum deep inside of her pussy, his shaft spasming, the cum shooting up from his balls and exploding out from his tip. He buried his cock inside of her and held it there, filling her pussy with his cum. 

Theodric slumped down on top of her, heavy and warm. They lay together for several moments, kissing softly, and then Theodric rolled over, his cock slipping out of her with a soft wet slurping noise. 

"We have to return to the kingdom," he said, thinking grimly about the task ahead. "I'm not sure what to do next. Perhaps I can consult my sorceresses." 

"If you wish, my lord, we could return to Galdinor, instead." 

"To your kingdom?" he asked, surprised. "Do you think that's wise?" 

"I know we're under siege. But with Cedric missing, it could be the perfect opportunity to catch him off guard." She looked off into the distance. "There is a path in the woods that we could take. It's hidden well, and we could make it unseen. I know that it would be dangerous. But it may be the only way that we could end this." 

Theodric thought about this for a moment. It was actually quite a sound plan. "All right. If I go with you, we could work together to bolster your kingdom's forces. We could launch an attack against Cedric, hit him while he's unprepared." 

She nodded, smiling. 

The two set off later that day, heading to Galdinor on horseback together. 

***** 

Emeric, meanwhile, had been freed as well, taking control of Tiriene in Theodric's absence. He was troubled about his brother's plan to go after their enemy, not believing it was wise at all. 

Still, Theodric was king, so he had to obey. 

He kept a watchful eye on the kingdom while Theodric was away, not suspecting in the slightest of the dark plot which had been planted by one of their own advisors. 

He noticed the advisor had been acting strangely lately and had taken to disappearing for hours at a time, returning with an air of smugness that made Emeric suspicious. 

After some investigation, he discovered that the advisor, one Simon Ghall, had been recruiting mercenaries from across the land in secret and was planning to launch an attack upon Theodric's wives as soon as he returned home. The plan was that they would be enslaved and used as bargaining chips against Theodric himself. 

Emeric quickly formulated a plan to foil this dastardly plot and took a band of men to Simon's quarters. 

When they arrived, they found the advisor in his chambers, surrounded by a number of men with swords. 

He tried to make a run for it, but the men quickly surrounded him and apprehended him before he could escape. They dragged him off to the dungeons and locked him in a cell while Emeric reported back to Theodric about what had transpired. 

Theodric was enraged when he heard of Simon's betrayal and declared that he would face the full force of justice for his crimes. 

"Emeric," he wrote, "Take care of the kingdom in my stead. You must see to it that everything is secure, as you have done, my brother. Also, once all my wives have given birth, I must make a request of you." 

Emeric wrote back with curiosity to ask Theodric what he wanted him to do. 

"They have needs," Theodric replied. "As do you, of course, as a man. I must ask that you satisfy any of my wives who wish your company in bed. While I am not there, you are the only man I trust with their hearts, and their bodies." 

Emeric was shocked. Theodric was asking him to sleep with his own wives, to keep them happy? 

Still... He knew it made sense. With Theodric temporarily absent, helping Lady Gallinae, it only made sense to have the one man he trusted most - his brother - bedding them in his stead. 

"I shall do it, Lord Theodric," he answered. "When you return, your wives will be happy, their needs sated." 

"Very good, Emeric," Theodric replied. "I shall return soon. And we will face our enemy together." 

"Until then, my lord," Emeric wrote back. 

Emeric went first to Lady Emilia, who was very swollen with Theodric's child, and he told her of what Theodric said. 

She smiled and nodded. "It is good for you to take his stead, my lord. The other queens trust you equally, knowing you are the closest to Theodric we have, right now." 

"Thank you, my lady," Emeric said, smiling. "I will do what I can to keep you all happy in his stead." 

"My lord, just knowing that Theodric has such faith in you is enough. I know he will return soon. And you have my utmost faith that you will keep his home, and us, safe." 

Emilia considered a moment, then said, "Lord Emeric, I think you should pay a visit to Elenara. She gave birth many moons ago, and Theodric's baby son is now being raised by the nurses. I believe she may be lonely with him gone, and I know you could give her comfort." 

He nodded and agreed, and the next night he made his way to Elenara's quarters. 

The beautiful elven sorceress was studying in her chambers, quietly poised over a book, wearing only a thin nightgown that barely covered her enormous breasts. 

"Oh, my lord," she said in surprise as he entered. "Forgive me! I did not hear you at first." 

Emeric smiled at the sight of her, and he bowed slightly. "My lady," he said. "It is I who should apologize for intruding on your studies." 

"Please, do not apologize," Elenara said with a gentle smile. She stood up and walked towards him, her eyes fixed on his own. "I am glad you have come to me. Theodric has gone away and I am feeling so lonely without him here." 

She placed her hands upon Emeric's shoulders. "He asked that you take care of us in his stead," she said softly, her voice trembling slightly with emotion. "Will you... comfort me in his place?" 

Emeric looked into the elven woman's eyes - they were full of warmth and sadness - and it broke his heart to see such loneliness in them. He knew Theodric would want to help ease this suffering for her. 

"Of course, Lady Elenara. It would be my honor, and joy." He put his hands on her cheeks and cupped them, gazing into her beautiful eyes. Slowly, he kissed her. 

Elenara melted in his embrace, accepting his kiss, and she returned it with interest. She pulled him closer to her, wrapping her arms around his body, and she moaned in pleasure as they kissed. 

Emeric's cock grew hard as he wrapped his arms around the sorceress, his hands sliding down the curves of her body. Elenara was all woman - she had the body of a goddess. Her skin was so warm and soft, it felt like silk under his fingers. 

"Elenara, I want you to feel comforted," he whispered into her ear, his voice deep and sultry. "I will take care of you, my lady." 

The elven sorceress sighed, closing her eyes. "I know you will, my lord." 

Her lips were soft and supple, and he could feel her yearning for him. He let his tongue slip into her mouth and her arms circled his neck. He lost himself in the kiss, enjoying the taste of sweet wine on her breath, the feel of her big, soft breasts pressing against him, and the intoxicating aroma of her sensual perfume. 

He felt her body press against him, and his cock quickly stiffened fully, pushing against her dress. 

He could feel her nipples beginning to get hard against his chest, and he reached down to cup her big ass. He pulled her against him, pressing her hard against his stiffness. 

Elenara kissed him harder, grabbing his hair with her hands. Her tongue twisted around his in slow, delicious passion, and she pulled back to pant heavily, her breath hot against his lips. 

"Oh, my lord," she gasped. "Please, I need your big cock inside me." 

She didn't have to ask him twice. He pulled her close and kissed her again, his tongue sliding into her mouth. He heard her moan as he began to knead her ass. 

She moaned happily into his mouth, and her hands slide down his chest, over the smooth fabric of his shirt. 

He felt her slim fingers slide across his stomach, feeling his muscles down to his waist, and he moaned as she moved in closer, crushing her body against his. 

He felt her huge breasts pushing against him, and he adjusted his grip on her ass to slide his fingers up the back of her thighs. 

She pulled away from him. "Come, my lord," she said, her voice husky and thick with lust. "Let us find a more comfortable place." 

They moved together to the bed, and Elenara held his gaze as she removed her nightgown, letting it fall to the floor, her beautiful body now naked on display for him. 

Emeric could feel his dick throbbing, wanting nothing more than to plunge into her wet, hot pussy and make her his. 

He took a step back and undid his belt, letting his pants drop to the floor. He kicked off his boots and let his thick, rock-hard cock bob free. 

Elenara gasped at the sight of it. "Oh, it's so big, my lord," she said breathlessly. "Please, may I service you?" 

She knelt before him, and stroked his cock as she took the head into her mouth and began to suck it. Her tongue teased the crown of it, licking around the shaft, and then she started to bob her head up and down, letting her tongue slide around his cock as she took him deeper and deeper into her mouth. 

He closed his eyes and moaned, his fingers tangling in Elenara's long, silky hair as she worked her mouth up and down his cock. 

Her lips hugged the shaft as she sucked and slurped on it, her tongue and lips working around the cockhead, her tongue swirling around. 

He groaned in pleasure and dragged his fingers through her hair, letting her work his cock for a long moment, before he pulled her back. 

Elenara looked up at him with her big, beautiful amber eyes, and smiled. "Do you like how I suck your cock, my lord?" 

He nodded, his hand on his hard, throbbing dick, gasping for breath. "You are a goddess, Elenara. You are the most beautiful woman any man could ever dream of having." 

She reached out and gripped his strong ass, stroking his tight, muscular thighs as she worked on his cock. 

"Mmm, Elenara," he moaned in pleasure. "That feels so good. Keep it up like that." He felt the warmth in his stomach growing, his balls tightening and his cock throbbing as she sucked him harder and deeper. 

She moaned and began to bob even faster, sucking his cock and stroking his balls. He could feel her hands moving up and down his thighs, as she took him deeper and deeper into her mouth. 

He felt his orgasm building. "Oh, Elenara," he groaned. "I'm going to cum soon." 

She moaned, her cheeks flushed with lust as she gave him the blowjob of a lifetime. 

"I'm about to cum," he groaned, his balls churning and his cock twitching. The beautiful elven woman sealed her lips tight around his dick, his shaft held deep in her throat, as thick, hot jets of sperm blasted out of his cock. She swallowed eagerly, making sexy little moaning noises as she sucked hard on him, trying to take it all. 

Her lips were so soft and sensual around the base of his cock, and the feel of her silky hair in his hands was making him shudder in ecstasy. 

He felt her hands slide up his thighs, rubbing his belly as she rid his cock of his cum. She licked his cock clean, sucking it till she was certain he had no more to give her. 

"You taste so delicious, my lord," she said, her voice husky with lust. Her hot breath was tickling his cock as she spoke, and he could feel it throbbing in her mouth. 

He reached down and pulled her up to her feet. He kissed her, and her tongue was soft and wet and hot as she kissed him back. 

"Emeric," she said softly, her voice full of emotion. "Make love to me." 

Emeric lifted her into his arms, kissing her passionately, then placed her down on the bed, spreading her thighs. Taking the tip of his hard cock, he spread her pussy lips slowly around his thick girth, forcing her to stretch and take him. 

Elenara groaned and arched her back, spreading her thighs wide as he began to push his thick, hot cock deep into her. She was so wet and warm, her pussy lips so soft and silky, that he slid deep into her with ease. He let go of her hands and placed his hands on her breasts, kissing her again. 

Elenara moaned in delight as he filled her. "Oh, Emeric," she exclaimed. "You're so big!" 

He pushed forward, making her moans grow deeper. Her pussy was so hot and silky as he sank deep into her, the thighs of the elven beauty spreading wide to take his thick cock. 

He began to pump his hips, thrusting hard into her, feeling her huge ass jiggling as he bottomed out deep inside her. 

She moaned in pleasure as he started to fuck her. "Oh, my lord, you're so big!" she said, panting. "Oh, it feels so good!" 

He could feel the pressure building in his cock again, and his lust for the beautiful sorceress grew. He slid one hand down and gripped her ass, squeezing the soft, smooth flesh as he pounded her pussy harder than he'd ever fucked anyone before. 

Elenara's hips bucked into his, and she moaned as he pushed forward, filling her pussy completely, making her squirm with joy. 

He pulled back, then pushed in again, and her pussy began to clamp down on him, sucking at his cock. Soon, they were moaning together, his cock sliding in and out of her tight, slick pussy, and he began to pump her harder. 

Elenara wrapped her legs around him, still moaning in ecstasy as he pounded her pussy. He grabbed her ass and thrust into her, and he could feel that she was close to cumming. 

Elenara cried out in joy and pleasure as her husband's brother pounded her pussy hard. Though she longed for Theodric, Emeric was a wonderful man in his own right. He was strong and protective, and she knew she could trust him to care for her and the other while Theodric was away. 

As they kissed, and she felt Emeric's thick cock throbbing in her womb, she knew she would be glad to bear his babies as well. 

"Please, my lord. Cum inside me. I want to feel you filling me up." 

"Of course, my lady," he replied, his voice deep with passion. "You know I want to give you everything you desire, and I definitely desire your pussy." 

He began to pump her even faster, and she felt the heat building in her as well, along with the tension. 

Elenara felt the tension building inside her, and she moaned in delight, her hot breath tickling Emeric's ear as she panted. 

"Cum for me, my lady," he whispered. "I promise I'll give you everything you need and more." 

She nodded, moaning and nodding and then with a cry, she came hard, her pussy gripping his cock, tight as a fist as he pumped her faster and faster. 

Emeric groaned, and his thrusts became even more powerful. She could feel him grow even harder inside her, his shaft swelling to enormous size. His hands were on her tits, squeezing, massaging, making her nipples so hard, and she could feel her pussy squeezing him in ecstasy. 

"Please, my lord, cum inside me!" 

With a roar, he thrust deep into her, and she felt his cock throbbing as he shot his powerful seed deep into her. 

She moaned as she felt it pool up inside her, and he thrust again, spreading the seed inside her, making her pussy so creamy and wet, his hot cum flowing into her fertile womb. 

She let out a long moan, and he thrust hard, and she felt him cumming again, and again, his cock pulsing and throbbing over and over inside her. Elenara came again, her tight pussy squeezing every drop of semen from Emeric's shaft. 

It was several minutes before they could catch their breath, and then Emeric pulled her tight into his arms, kissing her gently. 

"Thank you, my lord," she whispered. "I feel so safe, so warm in your arms." 

"Always," he whispered, stroking her hair, as he pulled the covers over them." 

Emeric fell into a blissful sleep, knowing he would have his work cut out for him, keeping all of Theodric's wives happy and full of cum. But it was a job he'd enjoy, greatly. 
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"Cedric," she moaned again. "Oh, Cedric!" 

"Yes," he said gruffly. "That's it. Moan for me, my queen." 

His cock glided out of her, wet with her juices. He slid himself back into her, enjoying the tightness of her ass. 

He started pumping into her faster, again and again. 

Madeia moaned as his cock slid in and out of her ass, her pussy throbbing with pleasure. She could feel another orgasm building within her, coming fast and hard. 

Her whole body was shaking in pleasure, and Madeia was moaning wildly. 

Reclaiming Tiriene Vol. 2: Cedric’s Claim Part 9 

Queen Madeia was in her chambers when she heard the approach of her messenger. "My Lady, Lord Cedric has returned. He wishes an audience with you, when you are ready." 

The queen stood, turning to her messenger. She had been waiting for Cedric's return for what seemed like an eternity. She wanted the relic - no, she needed it - and only Cedric could bring it to her. 

"Show him in," she commanded, and the messenger bowed before exiting the room. 

Madeia took a deep breath and walked over to the window, her heart pounding with anticipation. She watched as Cedric entered the room, his tall, muscular frame filling the space. His dark hair was tousled and he had a rugged, handsome look on his face that Madeia found appealing. It was unusual for any man to attract her, but he was the one exception. 

"My Queen," Cedric said, bowing before her. 

"Cedric," she replied, her voice barely above a whisper. 

He walked over to her and took her hand, kissing it. Madeia felt a rush of desire course through her body, yet she hid her feelings, showing a face that was composed and neutral. She did not want him to know how he affected her. 

"Did you find it?" she demanded. "The relic?" 

As he met her gaze, Madeia saw something strange in Cedric's eyes; a red flash, almost a glow. His expression was different, too; though he was a dangerous man, capable of violence, there was something in his face that sent a chill through her. 

"Yes, my queen. The relic -" He reached into his cloak, and drew out the pulsating red crown he had promised to return to her. 

Madeia’s heart skipped a beat as she took a step closer to Cedric, her eyes fixed on the crown. She reached out tentatively, as if afraid to touch it. The jewel, pulsing with an otherworldly energy, seemed to hum with a life of its own as it rested in Cedric’s hands. It was a thing of beauty, unlike anything she had ever seen before. 

But as she reached out to take it from him, Cedric pulled back, his grip tightening around the crown. 

Madeia frowned, surprised by the sudden tension in the room. 

“What is it?” she demanded, trying to hide the quaver in her voice. 

"You promised," he said. "You promised to give me what I want." 

She paused, her stomach flipping as she sensed what he wanted. "Yes, I did. Give me the crown, and I'll let you have me for the night." 

Cedric's grip on the crown relaxed, and he held it out toward her. Madeia snatched it from his hand, taking it into her grasp. 

She held the crown up, looking at it in awe. It was etched with ancient symbols, and the pulsating red jewel at its center seemed to beckon to her, calling out to her with a voice that only she could hear. 

But as she looked back up at Cedric, she realized that he was no longer the man she thought she knew. His eyes were dark, his expression twisted with a desire that was both familiar and unsettling. 

"Come with me," she said, leading him to the bedchamber. The air was thick with the scent of sandalwood and jasmine as they entered. The room was dimly lit, with candles casting flickering shadows on the walls. 

She placed the crown on her table. 

Madeia turned to face Cedric, her eyes locked on his. She felt a stirring in her loins as she gazed at his muscular frame. She knew what he wanted, and she was willing to give it to him. Indeed...despite sleeping only with women, she wanted Cedric in a way that surprised her. He was the only male she'd been attracted to, that she could remember. It was his deviance, his inner evil, the thing inside him that she recognized within herself. His perverse willingness to do the same bad things she would do -- all in the name of power, and of lust. 

She stepped closer, running her fingers down his chest. Cedric leaned in, his lips meeting hers in a fierce, passionate kiss. His hands roamed over her body, tracing the curves of her hips and breasts. 

"Gods, my queen," he grunted, kissing her neck, pulling her close. "You're the one woman I've wanted, who I haven't been able to claim. It's driven me mad." 

"I know, Cedric. You've earned your reward." 

He pulled back for a moment, eyes blazing. "I brought you something else, my queen." 

"Oh?" 

Cedric took her to the window, and gestured below. There, standing together, were the women he'd rescued from Lilea's cave. Lilea herself was there as well, though now chained, her hands in manacles. 

"These women were enslaved. I brought them back to you. An extra present. I know you like pretty girls," he said, grinning at her. 

"Yes, you're right, I do." 

She turned back to him, her lust ignited at the thought of all those women down there that she could fuck. "You are impressive, Cedric. I might just keep you around." 

He smiled and picked her up, carrying her to the bed. Setting her down on it, he pressed himself between her thighs and kissed her roughly, trailing his fingers up her inner thigh. 

Madeia moaned into his lips, excited for her first sex with this rough warrior. 

His hand slipped up her thigh, his fingers parting her folds. Her head fell back, and she let out a sigh as he teased her clit for a moment, flicking his fingers up and down her wet slit. 

He slid a finger inside her, licking at her neck as he did so. She moaned again as he pressed his mouth to hers, intensifying the kiss, as his finger plunged deeper inside her. 

He pulled away, gazing into her eyes. "Have you ever had sex with a man before, Madeia?" 

"No," she whispered. "No man has ever been worthy of my body. Until you." 

Cedric grunted, removing his pants. He released his cock from its confines, the thick shaft hard and ready. Madeia moaned, reaching out to grasp it. She ran her fingers along its length, tracing its veins and the swollen head. 

Cedric turned her over, positioning himself behind her. He pulled her ass up in the air, squeezing her cheeks as he kissed her lower back. He ran his hands down her backside, his fingers pressing into her skin. 

Then he entered her, her wet hole enveloping his thick cock with ease. He slid all the way into her, his thighs pressing into her hips. 

Madeia moaned, her pussy already wet and wanting more of him. He reached around her, his hands resting on her breasts. He squeezed them, feeling their fullness, reveling in it. 

Cedric growled deep in his throat. He wanted to break her, to make her so addicted to sex with him, to his cock, that she would never fuck another woman, or another man. He wanted to make her his and his alone. 

Yet, as he began to plow her tight depths, he knew that he could not. That was the devilish thrill of Madeia; she was the one woman he never would claim, not fully. Perhaps, deep down, he liked it that way. 

His other hand slid up her torso, cupping her breast and grinding his palm against her erect nipple. 

Cedric leaned in and pressed his lips against hers, kissing her deeply. He grabbed a handful of her long, thick hair, pulling her head back in submission. 

Madeia moaned, her whole body shaking as he fingered her, the sweet pleasure of his touch driving her wild. 

"You're a tight one, my queen," he whispered into her ear. "I'm going to fuck you until you can't walk." 

She moaned with desire at his words. As he began to pound her, faster, harder, she braced herself against the headboard, managing to hold on as he did so. 

Her eyes rolled back, a deep moan escaping her lips. He felt so good inside her. His hands roamed her body as he fucked her, rubbing her breasts and caressing her thighs. 

"That's it, my queen. I knew you were a slut. I knew you needed it." 

Madeia moaned, her body afire. She'd never experienced such rough sex before. Normally she herself was the aggressor, using her strapon to fuck women. It was strange, but incredibly pleasurable, to be the one getting ravaged this time. Cedric was a true master of the bedroom -- rough, passionate, and powerful. 

She felt him grab the back of her hair, pulling her head back even further. 

"I'm going to make you scream," he growled. "Do you like that, my queen?" he growled, thrusting his hips faster. "Are you enjoying yourself?" 

"Cedric," she moaned. "Yes, fuck me. Harder, faster. Make me feel it!" 

He growled again. "As my queen commands." 

He grabbed her hair, pulling it hard as he fucked her reckless as a raging bull. 

A low moan escaped from her lips, her body shaking. Cedric's cock felt huge inside her. He was so masculine, so dominating. 

He slammed his hips against hers with each thrust, filling her slowly and painfully. She cried out in pleasure. Her whole body shook with each hold. She could feel an orgasm building deep within her core. 

Madeia's pussy was on fire, the pleasure building, building, building. She felt like screaming, but held it in as Cedric squeezed her breasts again, pinching her nipples between his fingers. 

The pain was a good pain -- the kind of pain she loved. She liked it rough and hard, and Cedric delivered. She felt her pussy tighten around his cock, the pleasure beginning to crest. 

Cedric grunted as well, thrusting into her like a wild beast. His grunts became louder and more urgent as his orgasm approached. He rammed her, faster and harder, holding her against him. 

"I'm going to cum," he groaned. "Where do you want it?" 

"On my face," she moaned. "I want it on my face, your hot load!" 

"My queen..." 

Cedric pulled out, gripping Madeia's hair as he jerked his cock. Thick, hot jets of sperm splattered onto her beautiful features. She had always hated men and their filthy cum...and perhaps now, letting Cedric paint her with his, it made the moment even hotter. To her own amazement, she stuck her tongue out, trying to catch the heavy splatters, wanting to drink his very essence. 

Madeia felt her pussy clench tight as she orgasmed hard, moaning loudly as she came. Her juices spilled out of her, trickling down her thighs. 

Cedric squeezed out the last few drops of his steamy load, some of it splattering onto her tits. 

"My queen," he said, his cock still hard as iron. "You're perfect." 

A river of thick, hot cum ran down her face, coating her lips and cheeks. She licked her lips, tasting him, relishing his taste. 

She gasped with pleasure as he moved his hands to her backside, grabbing her ass spreading it, forcing his cock into her again, inch by inch. Having a cock in her ass was incredible, pain and pleasure mingling, and her pussy pulsed with joy. 

His cock slid deep inside her, his balls pressing up against her. 

"That's it, my queen," Cedric said hoarsely. "Take my cock deep in your ass." 

She moaned, as he began to thrust in and out of her. Sensing her desire, he slid a finger inside her pussy as he penetrated her other hole. 

"Cedric," she moaned again. "Oh, Cedric!" 

"Yes," he said gruffly. "That's it. Moan for me, my queen." 

His cock glided out of her, wet with her juices. He slid himself back into her, enjoying the tightness of her ass. 

He started pumping into her faster, again and again. 

Madeia moaned as his cock slid in and out of her ass, her pussy throbbing with pleasure. She could feel another orgasm building within her, coming fast and hard. 

Her whole body was shaking in pleasure, and Madeia was moaning wildly. 

Cedric's cock slid in and out of her, faster and faster. He grabbed her ass and jerked her back onto his cock, thrusting hard. Her whole body shook with the force of his thrusts, her whole body shaking as he fucked her mercilessly. She could feel his cock hard and huge deep inside her, thrusting so deep, every pound of his hips making her cry out in joy. 

In just a few seconds, he pulled out, and Madeia knew exactly what he was about to do. 

"I'm going to spray your back with my hot load," he said. 

He grabbed her hair and yanked her head back, his cock pressed against her skin. 

"Do it," she moaned. "Please." She rubbed her clit, feeling her orgasm begin to bloom. 

With a loud roar, he sprayed his load against her back, his cock spewing out thick jets of his sperm all over her skin. It was hot, and it felt good. She gasped in pleasure, his load splattering on her skin only making her cum harder. 

She screamed out, her whole body shaking. Her orgasm ripped through her, her pussy spasming, her juices flooding out of her. Her whole body was shaking as she climaxed, her moans echoing throughout the bedroom. 

"Cedric!" she screamed. "Cedric! Oh, Cedric!" 

Cedric grunted as he came, the last of his load coating her lower back, and her sumptuous ass. 

"That's it," he said. "You look so good covered with my cum. My queen." 

She moaned, the feeling of his hot load gliding down her back more than enough to satisfy her. She lay her head on the bed, panting for breath. 

"Now lick me clean," Cedric commanded. 

For anyone else, she would have never complied. She was a queen, after all, and she gave the orders... except in this moment. Right now, submitting to Cedric felt like the most natural thing in the world. 

She turned to him and began to clean his cock with her mouth, sucking on the thick, swollen head, licking up and down the shaft. 

Cedric moaned, his cock already hard again. She could taste herself mixed with his semen, and it turned her on even more. Her pussy was throbbing with desire. 

When she was satisfied, Cedric pushed her to the bed and spread her legs. He slipped his cock inside and began fucking her again. She moaned with pleasure. 

He slammed his cock into her, fucking her fast and hard. He grabbed her by the hair and pulled her head up, forcing her to meet his gaze. 

"I'm going to cum inside you again," he growled. "Are you ready?" 

"Yes," she moaned. "Do it. Cum in me. I want you to." 

Cedric grunted, his cock throbbing as he pounded her, harder and harder. She was so wet and so ready, and after the last orgasm, she was ready for another. 

He cried out as he came, filling her with his hot cum. 

Madeia moaned as his cock slid in and out of her, thick ropes of cum squirting deep inside her. Her pussy clenched and spasmed, and she could feel her orgasm building. 

She moaned. "Cedric, I'm going to cum again!" 

"Yes," he said. "Cum for me. Come all over my cock." 

She wrapped her legs around him, thrusting her hips as he fucked her. She felt another orgasm begin to crest. She let out a high-pitched moan, her body shaking, the pleasure near unbearable. 

Cedric grunted again as he spewed his load, hot and thick, deep inside her. Madeia screamed out, her body shaking, her juices flowing out of her, drenching the warrior's cock and balls. 

She moaned as her orgasm began to fade, her body quivering with pleasure. Cedric held his cock deep inside her, spurting the last of his load and coating her inner walls. 

He kissed her, and she returned it eagerly, fully submitting to her powerful male lover. She could not remember the last time she'd had sex this intense...if ever. 

His cock finally stilled and he pulled out, lying next to her. She gasped for breath, her pussy still spasming. 

"My queen," he said, his voice hoarse. "Did I please you?" 

"Yes," she said, her eyes half-lidded. She felt so satisfied. 

"What is your command?" he asked. 

"You are mine," she said, settling into his arms. "You are my warrior now, Cedric. And this..." She let her hand stroke down his muscled chest to his groin, where his now deflating - but still large - cock was settling. Her nails slowly stroked his shaft. "This will be seeing a lot of use from me." 

He grinned. "Just what I wanted to hear." 
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"Y-Yes, Master," she gasped. "I want to taste your cum." Her pussy ached for relief. She needed release. 

Cedric chuckled, stepping back a few paces, reveling in his power over her. 

"Come to me," he said. She crawled to him, eagerly watching his bobbing, hard cock as she approached, her heavy boobs swaying as she moved. 

Reclaiming Tiriene Vol. 2: Cedric’s Claim Part 10  

Riniya was a maid employed by Queen Madeia, her current task to clean the lady's quarters. Though she could not entirely remember how she had ended up in the queen's employ, she found her job to be very fulfilling. The queen kept her well-cared for, fed, clothed, and paid handsomely. 

Usually, the queen only entertained female partners at night; Riniya knew this, because she had been cleaning the queen's chambers for a few years now. So it surprised her greatly to find traces of male sperm on the queen's sheets that morning. The sheets were ripped and torn in some places, covered in dried vaginal lubricant and semen. She also found a used dildo and anal plug fallen to one side of the bed. The queen's wrist restraints had been used, and the bedding was missing a blanket. 

Riniya knew all too well what this meant. A foreign partner had been involved, and the evidence had been left all over the bed. It was very unlike the queen to leave her quarters and roam the halls like this. It was up to Riniya to remedy this situation. She went to the queen's throne room, where she found the queen herself, dressed in casual clothes. She was in the middle of writing something. Riniya curtsied and began to speak, "M-m-my apologies, my lady...but I'm afraid I have bad news. Your quarters have been severely...messed up. I believe someone has used your room without your knowledge. There is no evidence of it save a few of your belongings in the chamber. I will clean your quarters immediately." 

The beautiful Queen Madeia turned, her blonde hair looking a bit unkempt instead of in its usual place. She appeared startled by Riniya's presence. 

"Someone in my room?" 

"Yes. There were some...toys out of place," she said, blushing. "I know you don't usually leave it like that, and so.." 

The Queen shook her head. "No, no one's used my chambers. Please clean the room as usual, Riniya." 

"...as you wish. I apologize again." 

Queen Madeia began to write again, and Riniya curtsied before leaving back into the halls. 

She felt so out of sorts. If no one had used the queen's chambers, then - she had willingly let herself be used by a man? 

What man on earth could claim the queen in bed? 

Riniya soon found the answer, when she was tending to some roses in the Queen's garden. "You look as pretty as those flowers," came a male voice behind her. She looked back, stunned to see a handsome, dark-haired, slightly cruel-looking man gazing down at her. He wore a noble's attire, and was quite muscled and formidable in appearance. Riniya was not sure she would be able to outrun him, should she need to. 

"T-Thank you my lord," she said. "Do I know you?" 

"Not yet," he said, stepping in close, "but we should remedy that." 

Before Riniya could protest, the handsome stranger pulled her close and kissed her passionately. 

She was shocked at the suddenness of this man's advance, but also found herself unable to turn away. He was rough, kissing her like she had never been kissed. The feel of his tongue in her mouth, the way he held her...it was all new to her. Riniya could feel her resolve breaking. She could feel her body responding to this man. She did not know what would happen if she simply ran off... 

He broke the kiss, and looked at her, his eyes dancing. Riniya wanted to slap him, but she could not find it in herself to do so. His tongue had woken something within her. She felt a need stirring in her, that had been entirely unknown to her before... 

"A-are you going to use me?" she asked, voice shaking. "Because I will have to fight you off if you do." 

The man laughed. "Fight me off? That's funny, my little elf slut. I don't need to. I have power..." His eyes suddenly blazed a fierce red, almost demonic. "Power you can't even dream of." 

The cruel, handsome stranger suddenly tore Riniya's gown front, freeing her large, heavy breasts. She gasped in shock, but could barely respond before his mouth was at her nipple, sucking hard. Pleasure soared through her, and she instantly ached for his thick, hard cock inside her. 

She had never felt such pleasure in all her life, though she had heard of men that liked to suck on women's breasts. She had never dreamed that it would be this pleasurable. She opened her mouth to protest, but her words were silenced as the stranger's mouth closed over her other breast, exciting it to an even further sensitivity. 

The stranger began to kiss her again, as if nothing had happened at all. 

Riniya tried to make sense of what was happening, but she could not. 

She could not understand why she was enjoying this. She could not understand why her body was responding, why she was kissing him back, or why she wanted to be at his command. 

She could not understand why she wanted to be his sex slave. Willingly. 

"What is this power you have, my lord?" she gasped. 

"Call me Master," he said, eyes blazing. "That's the only name you need to know." 

He began to play more roughly with her breasts, squeezing and sucking them. The pleasure was so immense, she could not help but feel like she was melting. He continued to kiss her tits passionately, and begun to run his hands up her legs. She could not stop him. He was just too strong. She was his. 

"You will be mine, my little whore, and you will serve me all the while." He kissed her roughly again, hands reaching up to cup her swollen breasts. Riniya moaned loudly against him. Unable to fight him off, she gave up. She gave in. She surrendered. And she loved it. 

"Please, sir..." she cried out, "please...I need it." 

He pulled out his thick, hard cock, rubbing it up and down her inner thighs. She could feel the hot, wet kisses he left along her body, from her thighs upward. When his mouth returned to her breasts, she could feel him licking her nipple with his tongue. 

She was so wet, she easily took his hard, throbbing shaft inside her. She moaned as he filled her, his massive dick stretching her tight little pussy. It felt so good, and all she wanted was to please him. 

Soon the handsome man was fucking her hard, and Riniya rode each thrust, her body responding to his like she had never thought possible. He was good at this, and knew exactly how to draw out her pleasure. He was rough, and forceful. She loved it. She loved the way he wrapped his arms around her waist, thrusting hard into her. She loved the way he used her like human fuckmeat. She loved the pleasure she felt under his domination. 

She could feel his cum begin to fill her pussy, although he did nothing to warn her. Riniya did not say anything either, and he finally pulled away out of her. He kissed her passionately again. "You are my whore," he said. "And you will love it." 

The man lowered her to her knees, grabbing her large, heavy breasts and putting his cock between them. He began to fuck her tits, making her moan with the pleasure of his big dick in her cleavage. 

She could feel it flushing her skin with heat. His whole body was flushed, and she could feel his heart pounding in his chest. 

"You like that?" he asked, voice deep and dark. "You like having my big cock in your tits?" He reached down and began to pinch her erect nipples, sending a thrill through her. "You're going to be my plaything, my whore. You'll do whatever I want, whenever I want. You don't have a choice. Say it." 

"Yes, Master!" she cried out. "I will do whatever you want." She was his, she was completely his. Who was this man? Where did he come from? She did not care. She would do anything he wanted. She knew she should try to resist him, but she could not. This man was her Master, and she craved his domination. 

"Please..." she gasped, the words barely escaping her lips. "P-please...master...allow me...to suck you..." 

He stopped, grinning. "You want my cock in your mouth, whore?" 

"Y-Yes, Master," she gasped. "I want to taste your cum." Her pussy ached for relief. She needed release. 

Cedric chuckled, stepping back a few paces, reveling in his power over her. 

"Come to me," he said. She crawled to him, eagerly watching his bobbing, hard cock as she approached, her heavy boobs swaying as she moved. 

Cedric grinned down at her, gently slapping her breasts. "You've got nice big tits. I like that." She giggled, rubbing her breasts up against his cock as she licked it. 

She began to suck, loving the taste of him and the feel of his hard cock. She sucked harder, loving the moan of pleasure he let loose. His hips began to thrust, fucking her soft, cushioned lips. His penis was big and thick, and she adored each inch of it. She took it fully down her throat, her tongue lapping at the underside of it. She was addicted. She couldn't get enough of his cock. 

Riniya moaned in pleasure as she sucked him off, her pussy dripping now. He began to grunt and groan loudly, and she could feel his cock pulse. Riniya pulled away, and he finished on her face, his hot cum covering her nose and cheek. She giggled, rubbing her face in it. 

"My lord, you are so big..." she gasped. "You are twice the size of anyone I've ever been with..." 

"You like big dick, do you?" He smiled down at her, his cock still hard. "You want more, my little whore?" 

She nodded eagerly. 

"Come back to me when you're ready for more." 

He tweaked her nipple again, sending waves of pleasure through her. He stepped back, and disappeared. Riniya was left kneeling alone, cum dripping from her face, her pussy aching for relief. 

Who is he? she wondered. How has he so quickly made me desperate for his cock? 

Her questions would have to go unanswered, for now. 

But one thing was clear: with this kind of mastery, he would have to be the one who had claimed Queen Madeia. No other man could - except, perhaps, for this dark stranger. 

**** 

Theodric and Lady Gallinae spent several days planning and plotting within her kingdom, Galinor. It was quite vast and beautiful, and Theodric quickly found himself enamored with the place. 

It was a large kingdom, rich and bountiful. Gallinae explained that she had inherited it from her father, the former king, and that her brother was next in line to inherit the kingdom. He was currently out of the kingdom, participating in war, Gallinae explained. 

Gallinae was intelligent, beautiful, and a very skilled warrior. He found himself falling for her - enchanted by her incredible looks, her sweet personality, and her kindness for her people. 

The two were riding together one evening when she asked him, "Are you happy here, my lord?" 

"Yes, very." He smiled at her, but felt a bit sad. 

"And yet...?" She looked at him curiously, sensing there was more. 

"It's been a welcome relief from the pressures of ruling Tiriene. Of dealing with Cedric. And yet, I know we will have to face him someday." Theodric sighed. 

"We will. We will face him. And we will defeat him. I know you can bring peace to your kingdom, and mine." She gave his hand a little squeeze. 

"Knowing that only makes me want to do it sooner rather than later..." 

"But the people of Tiriene deserve a king who is happy and in love, don't you think?" 

Theodric smiled. "I do." 

"And you are happy here, with me." 

"I am." 

She grew quiet for a moment, then decided to ask what was on her mind. "Lord Theodric, have you thought about the foretold curse? That your family will have to face the Underlords again someday, as the prophets have spoken of?" 

He closed his eyes for a moment, then nodded grimly. "Yes. When the day comes...I shall fight my best." 

"I would not have you face those odds alone," she said. "I would fight by your side. I don't like to think about it. I don't want to see the kingdom you have worked so hard to build in ruins. But if we must face them - together, we can fight them." 

He kissed her sweetly. "I would have it no other way." 

It was settled. The two would become a pair, and Gallinae would help him rebuild Tiriene. 
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He cut her off with a slap at her breast, making her gasp in shock. Then Cedric began to fuck her savagely, pounding her pussy hard and fast. He gripped her throat, making her cry out.  

His rough, dominant, violent thrusts quickly drew up another orgasm inside her. She had never been fucked like this, not even by Theodric. His fingers pressed her clit and he sucked hard at her nipple. Soon, she was coming and coming, her walls pulsing around his cock. 

Drawing back again, Cedric whispered cruelly, "You will bear my child, Emilia. And you will bear him gladly."  

"My lord...Ohhhhh!" She squirmed beneath her, feeling waves of pleasure so intense, she thought she would lose consciousness.  
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Theodric returned to Castle Tiriene with Lady Gallinae at his side. Though they had not found Cedric, they had taken the time needed to forge a strong alliance and settled on a plan to ensnare him once and for all when he returned to Theodric's home. 

Theodric informed Emeric and the others of his plan, and everyone was instructed to lay low until Cedric came back, so as to trick him into thinking that Theodric was still in the dungeons. 

"If he has gathered allies, or resources... we will have to plan for that," said Theodric grimly at his war table. 

As the days went by, Theodric and Lady Gallinae grew closer. They spent many hours discussing their plans for defeating Cedric and their shared hopes for the future of their kingdom. One night, as they sat alone in the courtyard, Theodric took Gallinae's hand in his and looked deeply into her eyes. 

"Lady Gallinae, I know this is not the time or place for love, but I cannot help but feel drawn to you. Would you consider being my wife, should we emerge victorious in our battle against Cedric?" 

Gallinae's heart fluttered at the thought. She had always admired Theodric, but never dared to hope for anything more than a political alliance. But now, with his hand in hers and the moonlight shining down on them, it seemed like anything was possible. 

"I would be honored to be your wife, my lord," she replied with a smile. 

Theodric leaned in and their lips met in a kiss. 

From a tower above, Isadora watched, her eyes narrowed in thoughtful slits. She had pledged herself to Theodric in secret, wanting to be free of Cedric's cruel tyranny. If she could aid his cause...she would. 

She turned to James, who had come to her chambers that night. "You say he's with Queen Madeia? If that's true, he'll have vast armies. She's one of the most powerful leaders in the realm." 

"He did indeed set out to meet with her, my lady. But I cannot say what his outcome was, in that meeting. He did not contact me again after." 

Isadora's mind raced with possibilities. If Cedric had indeed gained the support of Queen Madeia, then Theodric's plan would have to be modified. She knew that they needed to act quickly before Cedric could amass too much power and become unbeatable. 

"Send a message to our allies in the north," she instructed James. "Tell them to ready their troops and meet us at the border. The time has come for us to take the fight to Cedric." 

As James hurried off to deliver the message, Isadora made her way to Theodric's chambers. She found him sitting at his desk, poring over maps and reports. 

"My lord, we need to talk," she said, entering the room. 

Theodric looked up at her, surprise evident on his face. 

"Isadora, what brings you here at this late hour?" 

"I have information that you need to hear," she said, taking a seat across from him. 

She proceeded to tell him everything she knew about Cedric's whereabouts - and his alliance with Madeia. 

Theodric's face darkened as he listened to Isadora's words. He knew that Cedric's alliance with Madeia would make him an even greater threat than before. But he was determined to defeat him, no matter the cost. 

"We will need to modify our plan," he said, rubbing his chin thoughtfully. "But we cannot back down now. We must take the fight to Cedric and put an end to his tyranny once and for all." 

Isadora nodded in agreement. "I have sent word to our allies in the north. They will be ready to march at a moment's notice." 

"Good. We will need all the help we can get," said Theodric, standing up. "But before we do anything else, I must speak with Lady Gallinae." 

As he passed by Isadora, she stood up and caught his arm. "My lord, there's one more thing you should know," she said hesitantly. 

Theodric turned to face her, his expression unreadable. 

"Speak," he said. 

Isadora took a deep breath. "I've pledged myself to your cause, my lord. I'll fight for you until my dying breath." 

He smiled. "I know, Isadora. I trust you. You won't be Cedric's slave any longer, I promise that." 

He leaned in close and kissed her. Isadora sighed in pleasure and returned the kiss, her arms going around his neck. Theodric pulled her close, deepening the kiss. They broke apart, breathless, and Isadora looked up at him with a mix of desire and determination in her eyes. 

Theodric felt his cock stir; Isadora was beautiful, and she had freed him from Cedric's cell all those moons ago, when he had first been imprisoned. Now might be his last time alone with her for a while, with the coming battle. He gazed into her eyes, stroking her cheek. "Isadora, if you wanted to remain here with me, after Cedric is gone..." 

She shook her head. "No, my lord, I'll fight beside you, always." 

Isadora brushed her lips against Theodric's again, and he deepened the kiss, pulling her into his arms. She moaned as he slid his hands down her back, cupping her ass through her skirt, and she responded by rocking her hips against his. They were both already breathing heavily as they broke apart, gazing into each other's eyes. 

"My lord," Isadora said, her voice thick with desire, "what happens if we don't defeat Cedric?" 

"If Cedric overcomes us, you know what will happen." 

Isadora shuddered at the thought. She knew exactly what he meant. Cedric would steal Theodric's land, his title, and his wealth - and then he would kill him. She did not want to think about living in a world where Cedric was victorious. 

"We won't let it happen." 

She pulled Theodric with her to the bed and began to remove her gown, freeing her large, heavy breasts for him to suck and caress. She gasped as his large, powerful hands began to squeeze them, sending tingles of pleasure jolting through her body. Theodric bent his head to her neck, licking and kissing the soft skin of her throat. They undressed each other quickly, pausing to kiss and caress each other's bodies as they went. 

Theodric took a moment to admire Isadora's nude body, with her wide hips and full breasts. He groaned as he thought of how lucky he was to have her by his side in this struggle. He leaned in to kiss her soft, full lips one more time before laying her down on the bed. 

Lying down beside her, he took a moment to run his hands down the length of her body. He loved the feel of her large, soft breasts against his chest, her big, sexy ass against his hands. He trailed his fingers down her flat stomach, feeling her muscles contract as he worked his way to her pussy. 

"My lord, please fuck me!" 

Theodric growled, his cock hardening at her words. 

She grasped his thick shaft, stroking it as she straddled him, and slowly lowered herself onto him. She let out a low moan as he filled her, and she began to move. 

Theodric stared up at her as she rode him, lost in ecstasy. She was so beautiful. He had never fucked a woman as beautiful and strong as Isadora. She was made for taking and wielding power. 

He watched as her full, round breasts bounced with her movements, her red lips parted with pleasure. He tangled his hand in her hair and pulled her down, capturing her lips in a passionate kiss. 

Isadora moaned into his mouth, and broke away from the kiss, throwing her head back with pleasure. Theodric grasped her hair again and pulled her head back down so that he could kiss and suck her sensitive, protruding nipples. 

When he had his fill of her breasts, Theodric switched positions, moving behind her to penetrate once more, pressing his cock deep inside her pussy. She moaned and threw her head back as he thrust into her, and he watched her face as he fucked her. He loved the way that her lips turned up into a little smile, the way her eyes fluttered shut, the little moans that escaped her throat. He ran his hands over her large, heavy breasts and her thick, soft thighs, and she threw her hands above her head, grasping the pillows. She bounced back against him, moving faster. 

Theodric reached down to play with her clit as she continued to take him, and her pussy began to contract around his shaft. He pressed two fingers into her wet pussy while he pinched her clit. She cried out, her pussy gripping him. 

Her pussy was so wet, so hot, and so tight. Theodric continued to pound into her, deeper and deeper, until her pussy tightened around his shaft one more time, and her juices ran down his shaft. 

He pulled out and gripped her big breasts, sliding his cock between them. She gasped as he began to roughly titfuck her, and she reached back and grabbed his ass cheeks, pulling him deeper into her cleavage. 

He grunted and groaned as he slid his cock between her breasts, the soft, warm skin of her cleavage caressing his shaft. 

Her heavy breasts wrapped around his cock, squeezing his shaft. He could feel his cum rising in his balls. 

He removed himself from between her breasts and slid his cock into her mouth, thrusting deep into her sweet, sensual lips. She sucked her him deeply, gazing up into his eyes reverently. He was so different than Cedric; strong and dominant, yet kind. He was a king worthy of giving her womb to. She would have his children, but not Cedric's. 

Theodric held her hair and thrust into her mouth several more times, then pulled out and spread her legs. Holding himself above her, he stretched her pussy with his large cock once more, plunging deep inside her. 

Isadora gasped as he began to fuck her again, feeling another orgasm rising up inside her. 

She closed her eyes, feeling Theodric's hands on her breasts, squeezing them. He leaned down to suckle on her nipples, his tongue swirling around her hard, pink buds. 

"Moan for me," Theodric said, his voice husky with desire. 

"Yes, my lord," she responded, moaning lustily. Theodric thrust into her faster. He grabbed her wrists and held her arms above her head, pounding her rough and hard. 

"Oh my lord," she said, her voice soft and breathless. 

He grunted with each thrust and watched her face as she came closer and closer to climaxing. Her mouth was open, her eyes shut tight, and her eyelids were fluttering. 

She was close, and so was he. 

He pulled her against his body and kissed her deeply, thrusting as he did so. Theodric felt her pussy tighten around his shaft and her juices run down his cock. He growled as he felt his own orgasm rise within him, and Isadora cried out in ecstasy as she came again. 

He shot his cum inside her, and Isadora moaned with pleasure, gripping him tight, reveling in the feel of his seed pulsing into her womb. She loved the feel of his cock between her legs, shooting his cum deep into her pussy. She held onto his muscular ass, feeling his cock throbbing deep inside her. 

They collapsed onto the bed together, breathing heavily. 

"That was amazing," he said, wincing slightly as he pulled out of her. 

"Yes," Isadora said, smiling up at him. 

Theodric let out a contented sigh, stroking her hair, and she turned to kiss his hand. 

They lay together for many moments, speaking softly, and then Theodric rose and put on his robe. "I need to speak to Lady Gallinae to make preparations. Will you be able to handle things here?" 

Isadora nodded. "I'll tell James to keep a look out for any word from Cedric. He still believes the castle is in his control." 

"Good." Theodric gave her a last solemn look, then turned to leave. 

Isadora sighed, pleasure and satisfaction washing over her. She'd had sex with James - she knew he was loyal to her. She trusted him, and even felt deep affection for him. But Theodric was different. Sex with him was rough, intense...his cock was so huge, so penetrating. Almost magical. And the feel of his cum inside her was amazing.... she felt it deep inside her womb, perhaps making her pregnant right now. 

She had never wanted children with Cedric - no, never. But with Theodric, she would gladly endure a pregnancy. 

**** 

Some days later, Emilia watched from the ramparts as Theodric's men made their preparations, aligning with Lady Gallinae's troops to defend against the onslaught Cedric was sure to bring. They disguised themselves in Cedric's colors, the green and gold of Castle Myrdin, to pretend they were still under his command. If their plan was successful, Cedric would have no idea the castle was now secretly under Theodric's control once more. 

She rubbed her belly, fearful for the baby, for the coming battle. As much as she trusted Theodric's plan, she had no such certainty where Cedric was concerned. He was a wild card, and she had no idea when he would make his move. 

As the days continued, there was still no sign of him or Queen Madeia making any move to return to Tiriene. The castle fell into a lull of tense calm, always waiting and watchful. Emilia gave birth to a healthy baby boy, another son of Theodric, and the Lion of Tiriene held his heir with a smile. 

"Our son," said Theodric, kissing Emilia. "Isn't he incredible?" 

"Just like his father," Emilia said, stroking her son's sandy hair. They named the boy Regillus, and Theodric doted on him. Emilia was happy to watch him do so, and she felt a deep, protective love for her own son. She thought of what would happen if Cedric returned, and she trembled. 

One evening, Emilia looked out the window of the nursery, where she often found herself with Regillus. She could see the dark grove of trees in the distance, and she wondered if Cedric was out there, waiting, plotting, planning a way to take over the castle. She spent many nights in this state, thinking of ways they could trick him. 

And so she came up with a splendid plan...one that Theodric readily agreed to. 

***** 

Several months later, on a moonless night  

"It's time." 

Cedric led his men back to Castle Tiriene. He had a few of Madeia's warriors with him as well. As far as he knew, given James' reports, Theodric was still imprisoned. But Cedric was not dumb, nor was he blind. He knew James was loyal to Isadora first - and that Isadora loved Theodric. If there was a way to break him out of the dungeon, those cunning backstabbers would have found it. 

So when he returned to the castle, finding it quiet in the dim glow, he did not count on finding friendly faces. The men were wearing his colors, but had their loyalty changed? He could not be sure. 

He dismounted his horse and looked around warily. James came to meet him, hurrying out to the courtyard. 

"My lord, I am so glad to see you! We were worried you had been injured. It has been a long time since you set off to see the queen." 

"Well, I'm back now," he said gruffly, patting his horse before striding up the stairs, James following. "Where is everyone?" 

"Just as you left them. Though Lady Emilia has now had her child so..." 

Cedric grinned. "So she is fertile again? I may claim her womb for myself?" 

"Yes, my lord." 

"Excellent. Then I'll be in her chambers." With that, he turned and headed for Emilia's room, eager to fuck the beautiful chief wife of Theodric's harem. 

James watched him depart, then quietly went to Isadora's chambers, knocking. "My lady." 

She opened the door, reading his gaze. "He's back, isn't he?" 

James nodded. "Yes. He's gone to Lady Emilia's room." 

"Then, just as we had hoped, he's planning to take her. We'll surprise him when he least expects it." 

James joined her in her room, and they sat down to wait. 

***** 

Cedric found Lady Emilia in her room, bent over her writing desk. She was wearing a thin gown, the fabric sheened and translucent. It barely covered her generous breasts, and he felt his cock swell at the sight of her incredible body. 

Now, finally, he could claim his prize - her womb. 

"Lady Emilia," he said softly, running his hands down her back, feeling the silky skin beneath her gown. 

She looked up at him, smiling slightly. "My lord. I am glad you have returned safely." 

"Indeed I have." He kissed her neck, his gloved fingers squeezing her nipples. "Now stand for me, take this thing off, and get onto the bed. Spread your legs for me." 

Emilia glanced back nervously. "Please, my lord, do not hurt me." 

"I won't hurt you. I want you to enjoy this. I want to make you feel good." 

He could see her nipples poking through the sheer chemise she wore. Carefully, he lifted the garment over her head, revealing her full breasts. He licked his lips, then suckled on her nipple. 

"Mmm." She leaned back, parting her legs slightly for him. "You do that so well, my lord." 

"So, you like that?" He went between her legs, stroking her clit. "I want you to come. I want to make you feel good." 

She moaned softly, rubbing her nipples. He moved to the other breast, sucking hard and biting her nipple. She squirmed, enjoying his rough touch even though she knew she shouldn't. He was so much different than Theodric... brutal, even cruel. A part of her was excited by him, and another part terrified. 

In the dim light, he could see the glistening pink of her pussy lips, and he felt his cock harden at the sight. She got on the bed and lay down, spreading her legs as he commanded. Cedric stripped, then mounted the bed. He grabbed her ankles, spreading her legs apart, marveling at the sight of her pussy. The flesh was swollen with arousal, her little clitoris protruding from it. He ran his hands up her thighs, enjoying the sensation of her smooth skin, then stroked her outer cunt lips gently. 

"You like that?" 

She nodded, watching him closely, her eyes hooded. She bit her lip, her eyes never leaving his. "My lord is very skilled." 

He leaned down to suckle at her large breast, the nipple hardening at his touch. 

He toyed with her clit, teasing it, then plunged a finger into her cunt. He stroked it in and out, then added a second finger. She moaned, spreading her legs wider, her body trembling. He could feel her tight little pussy gripping onto his fingers, and his cock throbbed in response. He added a third finger, then a fourth. Emilia let out a cry, and he knew she was close. He wanted her to come first, so that when he was inside her she would be so excited she would come again. 

He stroked faster, working her pussy with his fingers. Emilia's moans and cries filled her room, and he could not wait any longer. He pulled his hand away from her cunt, then quickly moved up her body. He slid his cock into her wet, sopping cunt, and she shuddered at the sensation of his cock stretching her pussy. She was so tight and so wet that he slid into her easily, filling her completely. He looked into her eyes and began to thrust into her, gently at first, then harder, the sound of their bodies slapping together filling the room. Emilia let out a gasp, then another, and her body spasmed, her pussy convulsing around his cock, pulling him deeper into her. Cedric groaned, then leaned down to bite at her breast. 

"Does that feel good?" 

"Oh..." 

"Does it? Answer me, Emilia." 

"Yes...my lord..." 

"Good. Because I can feel how tight your little cunt is around my cock. It feels so good, I just might come inside you right now." 

"Please, my lord...don't." Emilia looked up at him, her eyes pleading. 

He paused, his face darkening. "You don't want to bear my child? What, my seed isn't good enough to defile your precious womb? Only Theodric can have you, is that right?" he demanded angrily. 

"My lord, I -" 

He cut her off with a slap at her breast, making her gasp in shock. Then Cedric began to fuck her savagely, pounding her pussy hard and fast. He gripped her throat, making her cry out. 

His rough, dominant, violent thrusts quickly drew up another orgasm inside her. She had never been fucked like this, not even by Theodric. His fingers pressed her clit and he sucked hard at her nipple. Soon, she was coming and coming, her walls pulsing around his cock. 

Drawing back again, Cedric whispered cruelly, "You will bear my child, Emilia. And you will bear him gladly." 

"My lord...Ohhhhh!" She squirmed beneath her, feeling waves of pleasure so intense, she thought she would lose consciousness. 

He growled and fucked her harder, his cock throbbing as her cunt squeezed him. She could feel her pussy clenching around his enormous cock, and she gasped, her body shuddering. Cedric thrust into her again, and she felt him cum inside her, his hot semen hitting her womb, filling her up. 

"Now!" shouted a voice from behind the door, and suddenly it burst open. A horde of guards, still wearing Cedric's colors, rushed in. Their spears were pointed straight at him. 

"What is this?" growled Cedric. "You've betrayed me, Emilia?" 

Despite herself, Emilia felt a strange pang of regret as she watched Cedric's handsome face twist into a look of rage. 

"I had no choice." 

The soldiers pulled him away, tearing him off her. His cock sprang free of her womb with a loud slurp, his semen leaking out of Emilia's pussy. As the men held him there, angry and disheveled, Emilia's gaze ran down his body. His cock was still thick, though now growing soft, to dangle between his thighs. She longed for it inside her again, ravaging her, punishing her. 

The soldiers watched, seeing Emilia vulnerable, her legs spread, her cunt leaking Cedric's sperm. "We're too late," said one of them. "He's already taken her." 

"He won't take anyone else," said the second. "Our orders are to drag him to the dungeon." 

"I want to see him choking on the end of a rope," the first soldier growled. 

Cedric glared at Emilia, then spat on the ground at her feet. 

"Your orders, my lady? To the dungeon with him?" 

She drew herself up, grasping the sheets to pull them around herself. It was Theodric's command and her own plan... why did she now have second thoughts? It made no sense... she wasn't loyal to Cedric. Gods - she hated him! 

Didn't she? 

"My lady?" 

"Don't do this, Emilia," said Cedric, his gaze dark. "Don't betray me." 

"I'm not betraying you!" she replied. "I never was loyal to you, Cedric! You're nothing to me. Theodric is my true king." 

"Is he?" laughed Cedric. "Can Theodric protect you from his own curse?" 

She blinked, her eyes going wide. "Curse?" 

"You know perfectly well what I mean." 

"No..." 

"You can ask him yourself. He's down there with the guards who just arrived to execute me." 

"Silence!" said the soldier to his left, thrusting his gauntlet into Cedric's gut. Cedric doubled over in pain with a grunt. 

"Don't harm him - just..." Emilia's hands went to her mouth in concern, and fear. What did Cedric mean...curse? 

"Emilia, don't let him toy with you as he has done to me," said Cedric, pained. "I'm going to the dungeon, and I'm going to die there." 

Emilia looked up at him, tears filling her eyes. Theodric was her king and her lord... she owed him her loyalty. She could not betray him. But she could not let Cedric die, either. 

She remembered the feel of him deep inside her, how powerfully he had claimed her. One little fuck wasn't enough to turn her against her lover, her own stepbrother... her king. Theodric. 

She steeled herself and looked to the guards, tears falling from her eyes. "Take him to the dungeon." 

Cedric's face tightened, and a look of hurt passed over his face. He said nothing, but he glanced at her as the soldiers hauled him out of the room, his eyes filled with sorrow. 

"Please don't hurt him," she whispered. But the words were too late. Cedric was dragged out of the room as she watched. 

The soldiers hauled him away to his death, his prized cock mocked by its own uselessness. After he was gone, Emilia could still see it in her mind, his massive cock, its head exposed, bouncing along as he was taken away. It was too much, and she started to sob into her hands. 

Emilia lay in bed, crying. She could not stop thinking about what Cedric had said...about the curse. But what curse? 

Alaric was long dead. Theodric had vowed not to repeat his mistakes. He'd sworn as much to Emilia when they were in bed together. Surely... there was no truth to Cedric's warning. 

...Was there? 
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He got behind her, gripping her hips as he pushed his cock inside her from behind. Her hands dug into the sheets as she felt him deep inside of her, filling her from behind. He slid his cock in and out of her pussy, driving deeper into her - harder and deeper than she had ever felt him before. 

Madeia moaned, digging her fingers into the sheets as Cedric fucked her from behind. He was a wild animal, pounding into her with reckless abandon as he pulled her hair. Madeia moaned, feeling the tension build up inside of her - her body tensing as she felt the chain reaction of her orgasm building inside of her. 
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Emilia rushed to Theodric's quarters. She told him what had transpired, and her stepbrother's face went from dark to much more encouraged. "Thank the gods the bastard is finally in prison." 

Theodric stood, moving to his desk. "We'll keep him in that dungeon for now. Thank you, Emilia. It seems we've won a victory." 

Emilia shifted her weight and bit her lip. "Theodric, my love... Cedric told me something before they took him away. The curse... what is it?" 

Theodric's smile fell. "He told you about it?" 

She nodded. 

"How in blazes did he know?" Theodric said, gripping his glove angrily. Then he shook his head. "Nevermind - I'll tell you, Emilia. The curse he spoke of... It's our family legacy. Sylla showed me, in the tomb, many moons ago." 

Emilia's eyes widened. "What kind of curse?" 

Theodric leaned against his desk, sighing deeply. "It was placed on our ancestor, Alaric I. You see, he was a warrior and a leader, but he was also a man filled with ambition. He sought power above all else, and it led him to ruin. He made enemies of the gods and they cursed him - doomed him to an eternity of seeking more power at any cost." 

Theodric looked away, his face grim. "That same curse has been passed down for generations now - binding us to that same fate." 

"But you aren't like that, Theodric," said Emilia, clutching his hand. "You aren't power-hungry." 

Theodric shook his head. "I'm not, but that's only because I've spent my entire life fighting against it. The curse is like a constant weight on my shoulders, tempting me to make decisions that would lead to a lust for power." He looked down, his gaze darkening. "You've seen it in how many women I've bedded. Eileen, and her father - I didn't have to take her, impregnate her, but I wanted Manfred's kingdom. I gave her a child just to secure an heir." 

Emilia grew quiet, listening to Theodric's confession. Her heart ached for him, knowing that he had been struggling with this curse his entire life. 

"Theodric, I... I didn't know," she said softly, trying to find the right words to comfort him. 

He looked up at her with a pained expression. "I've kept it hidden from everyone, even my closest friends. I didn't want anyone to know that I was bound by this curse. But now that Cedric knows... who knows who else does?" 

Emilia reached up to caress his cheek. "You don't have to fight this alone, my love. I'm here for you, and I'll always be with you." 

Theodric closed his eyes, leaning into her touch. "Thank you, Emilia. I don't deserve someone as kind and compassionate as you." 

He kissed her hand. As he did so, a knock on the door came - it was Isadora, with James. 

"My lord," said Isadora. "Someone is here to see you." 

Theodric and Emilia exchanged a confused look. Who could be here at this hour? 

As they followed Isadora and James to the castle's entrance, they were met with a sight that was both unexpected and familiar. There was Queen Madeia in all of her regal glory, disguised all in black. Her eyes were full of determination, not fear - she had come on a mission, despite the risks involved. 

Theodric was stunned. He recognized her, of course - how could he not? 

Queen Madeia eyed him intently, sizing him up. 

"Make no mistake, Theodric. I'm not your friend." She removed her black cloak, revealing her stunning beauty. "But right now, we have a greater threat to deal with." 

Theodric had no idea what she was talking about, but he could sense that it was something serious. His curiosity peaked, he asked her, "What is this threat you speak of?" 

Queen Madeia smiled grimly. "It is the Voidspire - an ancient and powerful Underlord who is coming to take our kingdom. Our only hope of survival lies in forming an alliance between the kingdoms of the realm." 

She looked at Theodric with a knowing look. "I am here to ask for your allegiance in defeating this menace." 

Theodric's mind raced as he processed the information. The Voidspire was a legendary Underlord, rumored to have immense power and an army of fierce warriors at his command. If he was truly coming for their kingdom, then they were all in grave danger. 

Theodric turned to Emilia, who was equally shocked by the news. "What do you think we should do?" he asked her softly. 

Emilia took a deep breath, her mind racing with possibilities. "We should help her, Theodric. If this Voidspire is as powerful as they say, then we'll need all the help we can get." 

Theodric nodded, turning back to Queen Madeia. "We'll join you in this fight," he said firmly. "But we'll need to gather more support first. We can't do this alone." 

Queen Madeia nodded. "Where is Cedric?" 

Theodric's face grew dark. "He's been placed in the dungeons," he said. "He was plotting against me, trying to take the throne for himself." 

Queen Madeia's eyebrows lifted in surprise. "I see," she said slowly. "May I see him?" 

Theodric hesitated for a moment before nodding. "I will have someone escort you to him," he said, motioning for one of his guards to accompany her. 

As Queen Madeia left with the guard, Emilia turned to Theodric. "Do you trust her?" she asked. 

Theodric shrugged. "I don't know her well enough to trust her, but I believe her when she says that this is a serious threat. We'll need to work together if we want to survive." 

Emilia nodded in agreement. "We'll need to start preparing right away. I'll help you gather support from the other kingdoms." 

Theodric smiled, feeling a sense of relief at having Emilia by his side. "Thank you, my love. I don't know what I'd do without you." 

***** 

Cedric, now locked in the same chains that had once bound Theodric, coughed in pain. His rib had been broken by the soldier's punch, but he tried not to show it - especially when he heard the oncoming rattle of the door lock, telling of someone coming. 

Probably more damned guards. 

He thought to himself, resigned. He closed his eyes, slouching against the cold stone wall. 

The door opened slowly, and Cedric's eyes flew open in shock as he saw the silhouette of Queen Madeia framed in the doorway. She was accompanied by one of Theodric's men. 

He heard them talking. Madeia said something - then suddenly, she gripped the guard's throat and his eyes went wide. The man's neck snapped, and Madeia tossed his corpse to the ground. 

Cedric felt a shiver run down his spine as he realized the gravity of the situation. Madeia was not here to negotiate - she was here to free him. 

The queen stepped forward, and the chains around Cedric's wrists began to glow a brilliant gold. He felt a pull in his chest as the light from Madeia's hands grew brighter, and soon, he could feel the chains loosening. The metal shimmered and glowed until it began to vanish before his eyes - leaving nothing but dust behind. 

He looked up at Madeia in awe, not quite believing what he had just seen. 

Madeia helped him to his feet. He winced...but awe overcame pain, momentarily. 

"How did you do that?" he asked in a whisper. 

She smiled wryly. "I have a great many abilities you don't know about." 

"I didn't think you'd come for me." 

"As if I was going to leave you here." She kissed him, hard, and as she did, her magic permeated his body, healing his broken rib. He gasped as strength returned to him, and he was whole again. 

"You and Theodric are going to have to get along for the time being. The Voidspire has awakened." 

Cedric's eyes widened in shock as he heard the words. "The Voidspire? I thought that was just a myth." 

"It's not a myth," said Madeia gravely. "And it's coming for our kingdoms. We need to prepare a defense, and quickly." 

Cedric grimaced. "You expect me to tolerate that insufferable bastard? Theodric's a pain in my side, has been for too long." 

Madeia raised an eyebrow. "This isn't about you and your petty grievances, Cedric. This is about our survival. Theodric may not be your favorite person, but we need him on our side if we're going to stand a chance against the Voidspire." 

"If it was anyone but you..." 

Madeia leaned in and kissed him again. "I know." 

Taking his hand, she led him up the stairs and down the castle hallways. A cadre of guards was coming toward them - so Madeia quickly tugged Cedric into an empty bedchamber, closing the door behind them. 

"We must wait," she said, "They won't be patrolling at dusk." 

"Are you sure?" 

"Positive," Madeia replied, a dangerous glint in her eye. "We have to be careful. There are spies everywhere." 

Cedric nodded in agreement, feeling a sense of unease wash over him. He knew that Madeia was right, but the thought of being trapped in the castle with no way out made him feel claustrophobic. 

He moved to the bed, sitting down gruffly. How in blazes was he going to deal with Theodric - as an ally? 

He hated him. 

Madeia was going to force him into a truce? Really? 

As they waited in the silence, Cedric's mind raced. He had always hated Theodric, and the feeling was mutual. The thought of working with him made his skin crawl. But at the same time, he knew that there was no other way forward. The Voidspire was a threat to them all, and they would need to pool their resources if they hoped to stand a chance. 

Madeia sat down next to him, her hand resting on his shoulder. "I know this is difficult for you, Cedric," she said softly. "But we must put aside our personal feelings for the greater good." 

Cedric scoffed. "Easier said than done," he grumbled. 

Madeia sighed. "I know. But we have no other choice." 

He looked to her, taken in by the sight of her beautiful face...her body. He would do it for her...for his queen. 

Cedric moved in close and held her jaw, turning her face to his. "Convince me." 

He kissed her, and as their lips met, Madeia felt a surge of electricity coursing through her body. She let out a muffled moan as Cedric deepened the kiss, his hands roaming over her curves. 

His hands moved to her gown, removing it slowly, as his mouth left trails of fire across her naked flesh. 

She gripped his shoulders, gasping as Cedric took her nipples into his mouth, sucking gently. She arched her back as he swirled them with his tongue, sending an electric shock of pleasure through her core. 

Cedric moved one hand to her pussy, sliding two fingers inside of her as he teased her nipples with his teeth. She moaned in pleasure, sinking into the pillows as Cedric's fingers worked their magic. His mouth worked her breasts as his fingers worked between her legs, opening her up to him as he teased her to a peak. 

Madeia groaned as Cedric's fingers worked inside of her, rubbing her in all the right places. Gods, he felt good. She still loathed masculinity, and men - but somehow, Cedric defied that loathing. She enjoyed the rough scent of his sweat, his maleness...the feel of his hard cock through his breeches. His body was now dusted with wounds and scars... his muscled chest with a sheen of sweat. He took control, spreading Madeia's thighs as he removed his own breeches, moving between her legs. 

Cedric grinned as Madeia's eyes widened at the sight of his cock. He was pleased to see that she was impressed - he was proud of his length, but still, the look on her face told him that he measured up. 

He positioned himself above her, guiding his cock into Madeia's wet pussy. She was warm and wet, and he slid inside easily. 

He braced himself against the bed, thrusting deeper in her. She gripped his shoulders, feeling a sense of relief at being pleasured by the man she loved. Madeia could sense a change in him, a change of heart. 

Cedric looked down at her, his unkempt hair falling in his eyes. He felt a sense of peace as he looked into her stormy gray eyes. "Theodric will have to get along with me," said Cedric, "Because I'm going to be making love to my queen tonight." 

Madeia smiled. "I am your queen, am I not?" 

"You are." His gaze was piercing, burning... his devotion to her complete. She had never seen Cedric so intent - so driven. And his look of love as he stared into her eyes made her feel powerful, and safe. 

Cedric's thrusts grew harder and deeper, his cock filling her completely as he plowed her pussy. Madeia moaned deeply as he licked her neck, pressing his hips against hers and driving himself deeper inside of her. 

She wrapped her legs around him, moaning as Cedric's cock slid inside her pussy. He held her breasts in his firm hands, squeezing them as his cock slid in and out of her. As Madeia felt the sweet release of an orgasm building inside of her, Cedric pulled out of her, flipping her over onto her hands and knees. 

He got behind her, gripping her hips as he pushed his cock inside her from behind. Her hands dug into the sheets as she felt him deep inside of her, filling her from behind. He slid his cock in and out of her pussy, driving deeper into her - harder and deeper than she had ever felt him before. 

Madeia moaned, digging her fingers into the sheets as Cedric fucked her from behind. He was a wild animal, pounding into her with reckless abandon as he pulled her hair. Madeia moaned, feeling the tension build up inside of her - her body tensing as she felt the chain reaction of her orgasm building inside of her. 

Cedric's cock slid deep inside of her as he yanked her hair, pulling her body against his. Their bodies crashed together as he pounded into her, fucking her with all he had. He needed her. He needed her to feel good. He needed her to feel pain. He needed her to feel pleasure. 

He reached around and grabbed her breasts, teasing her nipples as he fucked her. 

She moaned as he rubbed her clit, making her breath catch in her throat. 

"Gods, Cedric," she gasped. "You're so fucking...big." 

He grinned, driving his cock deeper inside of her. "Cum for me, my queen," he growled. "Cum for me." 

Cedric's words sent her over the edge, and as he fucked her into oblivion, he felt the tension release inside of him as Madeia came in a shuddering wave of pleasure. 

She felt his cock swell inside of her, and she knew that he was close. 

Madeia tightened her pussy around his cock, pulling him deeper into her. "Cum for me, Cedric," she urged. "Spill your load inside me." 

He groaned, his cock swelling inside his queen's womb. He spurted inside her, thick, hot jets of sperm filling her up, dripping down around his heavy dick inside her. 

Madeia moaned as she felt him cum inside her, filling her with his seed. 

Once again, Cedric collapsed onto the bed, breathing hard. 

Madeia rolled over next to him, breathing heavily. "You've changed," she said, her hand on his chest. "What happened to you?" 

Cedric looked into her eyes, and for a moment, they both knew the answer. He had changed because of her. He had changed because ... he loved her. 

"I would die for you, my queen. Theodric can roast on a pike for all I care. But I will give my life protecting you. If the Voidspire is real...if we must go to war..." He gritted his teeth and clenched a fist. "I will kill that thing. I swear it." 

She smiled up at him. "You won't have to protect me. I will protect you." Her eyes blazed and she kissed him fiercely. "You are mine, Cedric." 

Cedric groaned into her mouth, feeling her fingers wrap around his cock. 

He knew she was right... 

He was hers, as much as she was his. 
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A hot preview… 

"James, fuck me, pound me hard. Make me forget everything that's happening." 

He kissed her, picking her up and carrying her to the bed. Spreading her legs and laying her on her back, he began to fuck her hard as she begged, his balls slapping against her clit. 

"Oh, fuck, oh god!" 

His cock was thrusting deep inside of her, and she loved it. 

He kissed her again, running his hands through her hair. Her tight pussy wrapped around his cock as he thrust, and he groaned from the pleasure of it. 

Reclaiming Tiriene Vol. 2: Cedric’s Claim Part 13 

Cedric and Madeia appeared in Theodric's throne room. The lord of Tiriene was stunned - how on earth had Cedric escaped the dungeon? 

"Madeia - did you do this?" he asked angrily. 

Madeia stepped forward, her head held high. "Yes, Theodric," she said icily. "I helped Cedric escape. He has agreed to a truce with you, for now." 

"A truce? What truce?" 

"To prepare against the coming Voidspire." 

Theodric eyed his enemy warily. "Cedric? Is this true, you agreed to it?" 

Cedric met Theodric's gaze, his tone as icy as Madeia's. "I did it for my queen," he said. "Not for you." 

"Your queen?" Theodric laughed. "Since when do you swear allegiance to anyone, Cedric? Or has she actually managed to tame you?" 

Cedric's eyes blazed with anger at Theodric's words. He took a menacing step forward, but Madeia placed a calming hand on his arm. "Theodric. You need to gather every single soldier at your command, every lord who is loyal to you, every force you possibly can. The Voidspire is beyond comprehension, just how powerful it is." 

Theodric frowned. 

But now, with Cedric and Madeia standing before him, he knew that he could not ignore the threat. He nodded slowly, his eyes fixed on Cedric's face. "Very well," he said at last. "I will gather my soldiers and prepare for battle. But make no mistake, Cedric - this truce is temporary. When the Voidspire has been defeated, our war will continue." 

Cedric's lips twisted into a sneer. "As you wish, my lord," he said, his voice dripping with contempt. "But know this - I will not rest until Tiriene is under my control, and you are nothing but a distant memory." 

**** 

As the three of them were gathered together in the throne room, a single elven woman waited outside. It was Riniya, the serving girl, only now she had a companion. 

Lilea, the Underlord princess. 

"You're certain Madeia believed you?" asked Lilea. "That the Voidspire is real?" 

"Yes. They all remain convinced that it's an actual threat. Humans are quick to fall for old fairy tales." 

Lilea raised a brow. 

"Er...present company excluded, of course," said Riniya hastily. 

Lilea peered through the windowpane, watching the activity. 

"They clearly believe it. They're actually working together." 

Riniya nodded. "Yes, they are. And that's why we need to strike now, while they're distracted with this Voidspire threat." 

Lilea frowned, considering her options. "We can't risk being caught, Riniya. If we fail, it could mean war." 

"But we won't fail," Riniya insisted. "We have the element of surprise on our side, and the power of the Underlords at our disposal." She glanced at the relic she'd stolen from Madeia's chambers: the red crown that had been Lilea's, all along. 

Lilea nodded, knowing that Riniya was right. They couldn't afford to wait any longer. "Fine. But we need to move quickly and make sure we don't leave any evidence behind." 

Riniya smiled, a wicked glint in her eyes. "Don't worry, my princess. We'll do it. I know my way around this castle." 

"But how? Did you work here?" 

Riniya's smile widened. "Oh, you could say that. Let's just say I have some old connections here." 

The two women then began to sneak into the depths of the castle, Lilea using her demonic powers to take control of the guards and force them to turn on Theodric. Once she had assumed control of the guards, Lilea and Riniya were able to move freely through the castle. 

***** 

James waited nervously in Isadora's quarters. He knew there was an important discussion going on, but he did not know the details. Isadora had been present, and she returned later that evening, finding him in her room. 

"The alliance is in place," she said, sighing in fatigue. "Or the truce, I should say." 

"So... Madeia, Cedric, Theodric? All working on the same side?" 

Isadora nodded, slipping out of her gown and into her lover's arms. "Yes. For now, at least." 

James settled her onto his lap, looking into her eyes. "You really think it will last?" 

"I hope so." 

She kissed him, enjoying the feel of his strong arms wrapping tight around her. 

His lips were warm and inviting, and as he deepened the kiss, a surge of passion coursed through her. 

Without a word, she stood up and began to undress James, revealing his tanned muscular body beneath his clothes. Then James slowly began to explore her body with his hands, pressing gentle kisses along her neck and chin as he moved down towards her breasts. 

He squeezed them roughly, sucking on her nipples passionately. He loved Isadora, and would give anything - even himself - to protect her. His lady. 

She gasped as James sucked her tits. He loved how big and incredibly firm they felt against his lips, and he wasn't about to hold back. His hard cock throbbed as he kissed her breasts, his tongue swirling around her nipples roughly. 

He kissed down her belly, his tongue licking her soft skin as he moved down to her groin. Isadora watched, getting hotter and hotter as he got closer to her pussy. 

James looked up into her eyes, grinning. "Isadora, you're the most beautiful and sexiest woman I've ever known. You're my lady, and I love you with all my heart." 

She blushed, looking into his eyes. "You've captured my heart, James." 

James smiled and swirled his tongue around her clit, already wet from watching him pleasure her nipples. She moaned and gasped, her breath quickening as he teased her. 

James continued to suckle on her tits as Isadora tugged away at his pants, letting his ridiculously long cock spring free and impale her on the spot. 

He was so big, and she was so tight. Isadora moaned as she felt it inside her, stretching her out in the best way imaginable. 

She wasn't even sure she could handle all of his cock, but as he pumped inside her it felt incredible. 

James then moved her up and down, gently fucking her from underneath. She moaned again, feeling the hardness at the base of his cock rub against her clit. 

"James, fuck me, pound me hard. Make me forget everything that's happening." 

He kissed her, picking her up and carrying her to the bed. Spreading her legs and laying her on her back, he began to fuck her hard as she begged, his balls slapping against her clit. 

"Oh, fuck, oh god!" 

His cock was thrusting deep inside of her, and she loved it. 

He kissed her again, running his hands through her hair. Her tight pussy wrapped around his cock as he thrust, and he groaned from the pleasure of it. 

James pinned her down, and as they kissed Isadora could feel his cock throbbing inside of her. 

"Oh, James...I'm so close, I needed this so badly," she moaned as he sucked her nipples, the pleasure overtaking her senses. 

Isadora gasped, his cock throbbing inside of her as her pussy throbbed around him. She needed to cum, she needed it so badly. 

She moaned as James continued to fuck her, the sensation of pleasure in her womb growing greater. The orgasm was upon her. 

"Oh, god! I'm...I'm cumming!" 

He thrust into her, pounding her as she writhed and moaned beneath him. 

She moaned loudly, her hands reaching up to tug at his hair. She loved how hard he fucked her, and she loved the way his hard cock throbbed inside of her. 

James grinned and grunted, pounding her harder, watching her face contort in pleasure. She was so incredibly gorgeous when she came. 

"Cum for me, my lady," he groaned, feeling his cock swell up inside her. 

She screamed in pleasure, locking her legs tight around his waist. James couldn't hold back any longer, and the feel of her pulling him even deeper into her pussy made him shoot. Thick, hot loads of creamy sperm splattered into her womb, painting her inner walls. 

The sensation of his hot cum filling her up was more than Isadora could take. She squirmed and moaned, lost in the intensity of the moment. Her own orgasm overtook her, and she bucked and writhed beneath James as his cock pumped her full of his hot spurts. 

Her pussy throbbed around his huge cock, squeezing him tightly. She gasped and moaned, enjoying the feel of his thick hot cum spilling into her pussy. 

"Oh, James..." 

James grinned, kissing her once more. "You're cumming so hard, my lady." 

"Because of you..." 

When she had recovered, James turned her over, putting her on hands and knees to impale her from behind. Filling her up with his big penis, he began to fuck her again, smiling wickedly as she moaned in pleasure. 

He gripped her tits, squeezing them as he fucked her. She gasped and moaned, taking his cock as deep as possible. 

She was moaning and screaming, her pussy tightening around his cock. He loved how much he turned her on, and he loved fucking her. 

He could feel his cock throbbing again. 

"Oh, god, I'm cumming, James!" 

He thrust harder, his cock throbbing as his sperm spurt into her waiting pussy again. She moaned, taking his hot seed like a good girl. Her cunt spasmed, another powerful orgasm pounding through her body, pleasure filling her up. 

He groaned, holding her close as they both rode out the pleasure. He leaned over, kissing her neck and shoulder. Isadora turned to kiss him, giggling. 

"Gods, you make me feel like a silly girl in love again, James." 

James smiled. "You are my silly girl in love, Isadora. I'm so glad you're back with me." 

"Me too," she whispered, turning around to kiss him once more. 

Isadora snuggled up against James, his strong arms wrapped around her as they fell asleep. It was the best sleep she'd had in a long time. 

The next morning, she awoke feeling refreshed. The stress of the previous days seemed to have melted away, and for the first time in a long time Isadora felt happy. 

She was surprised to hear a knock on the door that morning. James turned over next to her, waking up in confusion. "Who is that?" 

"My lady," came a voice behind the door. "I need to share some news with you." 

Isadora quickly wrapped a robe around herself and opened the door. "Yes, what is it?" 

The castle maid, Isabella, gripped her hand tightly. "My lady - we must go. The castle's been overrun." 

"Overrun, what do you mean?" 

"The guards are no longer themselves," Isabelle said, her voice trembling. "They've been taken over by some sort of demonic force. They have captured Madeia, Cedric and Theodric." 

Isabella's words struck fear into Isadora's heart. She ran to the window, looking out to see a now unfamiliar sight - the castle grounds were filled with demons and strange creatures, laughing as they terrorized those within the castle walls. 

"The Underlords!" she gasped. 

She rushed back to James' side, helping him up from the bed. "We must go. Now." 

Without hesitation, they grabbed what few belongings that they had and hurried out of their room, with Isabella at their side. They ran down the hallways and staircases until they reached the secret exit. 

"Isabella, how do we escape?" 

Isabella led them to the secret passage, and Isadora watched as the tunnel opened up to a massive cavern. It was full of bones and skulls, and it looked like a terrible place to be. They passed through the network of dark caves and tunnels until finally they emerged into the light of day, some distance between themselves and the castle. 

As Isadora looked back, she saw the once proud Tiriene falling to ruins at the hands of the demons taking control. 

The walls were crumbling, the towers being destroyed and the once clear sky now filled with black smoke. The Underlords had taken over, and Isadora could only pray that they would escape this fate. 
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A hot preview… 

He began to thrust, sliding in and out, slower this time, taking his time with her. He kissed her possessively, dominantly, every thrust intended to remind her that he now owned her. Every forceful movement of his hips pounded her deeper into submission; by the end of this fuck, she would be totally under his control. 

He grinned wickedly, thrusting faster into her, squeezing his dick deep into her pussy, against her cervix. Her eyes flew open. 

"Oh my fucking god, David! Your cock is huge! You're fucking me so fucking hard!" 

"You've got a tight, hot pussy, slut. I love fucking your cunt." 

"Oh fuck, I love it too, baby! Fuck your mommy harder, sweetheart!" 

Revenge: Owning the Household Part 2 

David went downstairs and found his stepmother setting out a nice big steak for him, as he'd instructed. He grinned, his dick already twitching again at the sight of her sexy little milf body, those huge tits and full lips. He couldn't wait to be inside her again, but first he needed food. 

"Thanks, Mom," he said, sitting down at the table. 

"I figured you must be hungry," she said, giving him a cold look. He knew she still hated his guts, but she was being nicer, at least. Maybe it was the effect of the perfume that had turned her horny for him. 

She was naked aside from a small apron she had put on that barely covered her enormous tits, the little straps hiding her nipples. 

"You look really sexy in that apron," he said appreciatively. "I'll provide instructions for how you should dress as we continue this little affair. I have big plans for your wardrobe, Mom." 

She put her hands on her hips, making her tits stick out even more. "David, how dare you order me around like you're my Master? You don't fucking own me!" 

Strands of hair fell down around her face messily, making her look even sexier. He couldn't wait to get his dick inside that hot mouth of hers. 

"Don't I, Mom?" 

He took the perfume out and gave another little spritz into the air. The minute the scent hit his stepmother's nose, her angry look faded, replaced by shock. Immediately it began to work its magic, making her incredibly horny and weak in the knees. 

"David, I...I don't know what...." 

"Yes, you do," he said, getting up and walking over to her. He picked her up by her cute little ass, and she wrapped her legs around his waist as he carried her to the bedroom. 

She held on tight, her anger replaced with powerful raging lust. David kissed her, and she eagerly returned it, moaning into his mouth. 

He set her down on the bed and tore off her apron, exposing her bouncing tits, which sprang free. Grabbing her big breast, he sucked her nipple into his mouth, making her moan with pleasure. 

"David, oh god, what have you done to me..." 

Between her thighs, her tight little wet pussy was dripping, twitching, aching to get his huge dick buried deep inside. 

"I can tell you're going to be a very good sex slave, Mom. You're going to love being my cum slut. But first, you need to learn to take a big dick deep in that slutty throat of yours." 

She looked up at him with big, submissive eyes, so horny that she would do anything he told her to. "Y...yes..." 

"Yes what?" he said sharply. 

She lowered her gaze in humiliation. "Yes...Master." 

"Good. Now take that pretty tongue of yours and start licking my cock." 

He ripped off his pants and freed his big cock, which sprang free, standing rigid and hard. 

Stephanie licked her lips as she stared at it, thrilled beyond belief at the thought of sucking it. 

"I can't wait to shove my cock down your throat, my pretty little slut," he said. 

Mom got down on her knees and leaned in, flicking her tongue tentatively over the head, tasting the salty pre-cum. She moaned with delight at the flavor. 

"Oh god, you're going to be a great little cock sucker for me, aren't you?" 

She nodded, and he held his cock out to her. "Okay, suck it." 

She opened her mouth and took him in, wrapping her tongue around him. David groaned and put his hand behind her head, guiding her mouth up and down as she sucked him off. She gagged a bit at first, but he made her practice until she was more comfortable with his girth, thrusting and withdrawing, in and out, letting her get used to the size. 

He held his shaft between her lips, watching saliva drip down around his giant dick. She looked so fucking hot with a mouthful of cock. 

"That's great, Mom." He repositioned himself so he was standing over her on the bed, getting a better angle to go deeper into her throat. Crouching above her, he began to fuck her throat in deep, slow strokes, making her moan and gag with each one. 

"You're such a good little cocksucker, Mom, such a naughty little slave. I can't wait to make you my cum whore. I'm going to teach you so many new things, my horny little fuck toy." 

He pulled out of her hot little mouth, and she immediately began licking the head of his cock. He watched as she ran her tongue over him, up and down along the shaft. 

"Such a good little cock sucker," he said. "I think we're ready for the next lesson. Since you like sucking my dick so much, let's see how your cunt takes it. I'm going to fuck you so deep and hard your little pussy will never be the same." 

She spread her legs for him, lifting up her hips, and David could see how her juices were flowing freely, soaking her slit. 

He put his hands on her tits and squeezed them as he hovered over her. Stephanie moaned as he roughly squeezed her nipples, sending sparks of pleasure directly to her pussy. 

"You like having your tits played with, don't you, slut?" 

"Y...y...yes, Master!" 

"Good, because they're going to be fucked often. A whore like you needs to have her big titties manhandled every fucking day." 

He rubbed his dick over her pussy, coating his shaft with her dripping juice. He settled between her long, sexy legs, and began to part her punk pussy lips with the fat head of his cock. 

She moaned lustily. "Oh my god, you're so big." 

"Yeah, I'm pretty big, aren't I?" he said with a grin. He pushed forward, entering her tight little slit slowly, until he was buried balls deep inside her. "Oh yeah, that's a good fuck, isn't it?" 

She moaned and nodded, her legs spread wide, her pussy dripping with hot, sweet nectar. Her cunt was stretched wide and sopping wet, craving more of his cock. 

"I'm going to fuck you so hard, Mom, I'm probably going to split you in two. But that's what cum sluts like you want, isn't it? You want to be split in two by my huge cock." 

"Yes, Master. Fuck me hard." 

"Good. And you're going to cum on my cock over and over again, aren't you?" 

She moaned in enthusiastic approval. "Oh my god, please fuck me, Master, please stretch out my slutty little pussy." 

"Well, first we need to get you ready. I'm going to give you a little taste of the orgasms I'm going to give you now." 

David began to pound her pussy, reaching around and rubbing her clit with one hand while he fucked her. 

She moaned, unable to take what he was giving her. "Oh fuck, that's so good, Master, I don't think I can take it." 

"Sure, you can, slut. Take it all. You need to be fucked hard. You need to be fucked so fucking deep." 

He pounded her so hard, she thought her cunt would break. 

"Oh yes, David, I want it so bad. Fuck me hard!" 

He began to pump her hard, holding her legs up and spreading them wide, watching her tits bounce as he drove his dick into her again and again. 

"You're such a greedy little cockslut, aren't you? You want it deep, don't you? You want my cum deep in that cunt. You want me to fill your tight little hole up with cum!" 

"Oh yes, please, David, cum in my pussy!" 

He pulled her legs back, exposing her tender ass, and spread her asshole with one huge hand. 

"That's right, I'm going to fill you up with my cum, Mom." He pressed the tip of his thumb against her asshole, and she moaned as he began to push it in, feeling her ass stretch around the tip of his thumb. 

What a fucking hot sight, he thought, enjoying the vision of his stepmother taking his dick in her pussy and his thumb in her ass. He wanted to fill her completely. He knew he had a dildo around here somewhere...she'd look great with a cock in her mouth, too. But that would have to wait because was about to cum. 

"Oh fuck, I'm going to cum soon. I'm going to cum so fucking hard!" 

"Do it, cum in my pussy, Master!" 

He started shooting, his cum filling her pussy as she screamed out in pleasure. He plowed her harder and faster, his cum dripping out of her pussy as he filled it with rope after rope of hot cum. 

She screamed out in pleasure as the orgasm tore through her. He had never felt anything like this. She felt like she was going to pass out from the intensity of the orgasm. 

"Oh my god, that was amazing..." She gasped. 

"You're telling me, slut. You're one hell of a fuck," he said with a grin. 

"You're going to get fucked a lot more, Mom. I can promise you that." 

His tone was full of menacing promise, and it was clear he had a huge sex drive. She knew he would make good on his words, and it sent a shiver of lust through her. She kissed him, running her tongue along his lips. "I have no doubt of it, Master." 

She was already settling into her new role, a product of the perfume and David's dominance, combined. 

Stephanie had a feeling she was going to get fucked a lot, and she couldn't wait. 

As David slowly pulled his cock out, thick globs of hot semen leaked from her well-fucked pussy. She looked down at the lewd sight of her son's cum dripping out of her. Strangely, she felt less animosity towards him... 

As she looked up at him, watching him stretch his muscled body, she felt a twinge of desire...of something else. Something almost like...love. 

Motherly love. 

I'm just his stepmom, not even his real mom! Why would I feel that way?  

She bit her lip, conflicted. He had bred her...and she'd enjoyed it, both times. 

A lot.  

David moved on top of her, gripping her chin as he pulled her into a deep kiss. She moaned into his mouth, gripping his strong shoulders, feeling him move between her thighs again. She yielded to him and a deep sense of wanting to please filled Stephanie's core. 

He was hard again, the tip of his cock rubbing her leaking pussy. She gasped as she felt him begin to slide inside her again. "Oh my god, David, you're hard again!" 

"Youthful vigor," he reminded her. "Plus, my testosterone levels are off the charts. Like I said, I'll need to fuck you several times a day. At least five. You're good with that, right?" 

She started to answer, but he suddenly shoved his huge penis deep inside her wet, waiting womb, which gripped him tight and pulled him in fully. "Oh, god," she moaned, a powerful orgasm tearing through her just from being penetrated by her son's cock. 

He began to thrust, sliding in and out, slower this time, taking his time with her. He kissed her possessively, dominantly, every thrust intended to remind her that he now owned her. Every forceful movement of his hips pounded her deeper into submission; by the end of this fuck, she would be totally under his control. 

He grinned wickedly, thrusting faster into her, squeezing his dick deep into her pussy, against her cervix. Her eyes flew open. 

"Oh my fucking god, David! Your cock is huge! You're fucking me so fucking hard!" 

"You've got a tight, hot pussy, slut. I love fucking your cunt." 

"Oh fuck, I love it too, baby! Fuck your mommy harder, sweetheart!" 

She'd never called him things like that before. David's dick throbbed as he realized the perfume was affecting her on a deeper level, making her not just submissive, but also...making her fall in love with him. 

It was even better than he'd planned. 

His ballsack slapped against her bare pussy as he began to pound her harder. 

"Oh my god, David, you feel so good inside me," she moaned. 

He grinned. "You like being fucked by your son, huh?" 

"Oh god, yes, I didn't know it was possible, but it's the best sex I've ever had!" 

He grinned, pounding her harder and faster, pulling her legs back as he began to fuck her like a machine. "You want to be my cum-hungry cockslut, don't you?" 

"Yes, yes, fuck me, Master! I want to be your cockslut more than anything!" 

The young man leaned down and kissed her passionately, reaching between her thighs and rubbing her clit while he fucked her in earnest now. 

Stephanie gasped, and came, powerful waves of pleasure flooding her whole body. As he felt her cumming, David grunted, pounding harder and faster. He wanted to fill her up again, to impregnate his mom again. He was going to breed this bitch so many times, she'd never leave his side. 

"Oh, god, David, I'm cumming again! Fuck me harder!" 

And he did. 

Stephanie screamed out in pleasure, gripping his hard shoulders as he fucked her harder and harder. "Oh my god, David, your cock is tearing me up! It feels incredible! I feel like I'm going to pass out from pleasure!" 

"You love being fucked by your son?" 

"Oh god, yes, more than anything!" 

"You want me to cum in your tight little pussy?" 

"Oh fuck, yes, I want you to fill me up so fucking good!" 

"You want to be my cum-hungry cockslut forever?" 

"Yes, Master, oh god, fuck me, I want you to use me like your little cum bucket!" 

He slowed his thrusts, his balls tingling, a groan leaving him. It was coming...very soon... 

"Oh my god, David..." she moaned, feeling the throb of his heavy, hard penis inside her walls. "You're going to cum again?" 

"You're going to take it, slut," he said, grunting. "You're going to take every fucking drop of my cum." 

"Fill me up, Master! I love it when you cum in my pussy!" 

He moaned, pounding her hard and fast again, feeling his balls tighten. It wouldn't be long now. 

"Yes, Mom, I'm going to fill you up with my cum! I'm going to give you a big fucking load!" 

Her eyes went wide as he felt the familiar twitch of his cock. "Oh fuck, David, I can feel it! Cum in me! Breed your slutty mommy!" 

"Yes, Mom! Take my cum in your pussy!" 

"Oh my god, yes honey! Fill your mommy up, get me good and pregnant! Put a baby in your mommy's pussy, sweetheart!" 

She came again. She felt thick jets of her stepson's hot semen pulsing into her, a second huge load getting dumped in her fertile womb. He came and came, every huge splash making her gasp with joy, and she kissed him, feeling suddenly, incredibly happy. 

When he'd finally finished dumping his his balls inside her again, he panted above her, collapsing on his sexy mother's body. When he'd caught his breath, David rolled to the side, his dick slurping out of her, leaving her cunt gaping and leaking more cum. 

"At this rate," she said, spreading her pussy with two red-nailed fingers, then sliding one against the heavy oozing cum, "you're going to have a baby brother in no time." 
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A hot preview… 

"Oh, David!" she moaned, looking into his eyes. "Oh my god, you're so big! I've never taken a cock so fucking huge!" 

He gripped her tits with both hands, bouncing them together as he thrust his cock deep inside her over and over again. He could feel her pussy tightening around his dick as she neared another orgasm. He began to thrust into her faster and faster, harder and harder. Her tits slapped against his chest as he rammed her hard and deep. He grunted like a wild animal, uncontrollable. She moaned again and again, her eyes rolling in her head. 

The aphrodisiac perfume was still thick in the air, and it was all David needed. His huge cock was coated in her juices, and her tight cunt was sucking on it. 

"Your fucking pussy is so tight, Mom. Gonna make me cum." He grunted, his balls tightening. "I'm gonna fill you up, get you good and pregnant!" 

Revenge: Owning the Household Part I 

David was a bad, bad dude. Sure, he was only 23, and he should have had his whole life ahead of him, but he had been in and out of the prison system for years. 

Covered in tattoos, he was ripped as fuck, with muscles that would make women wet and men envious. He had a personality to match: gruff, violent, and thuggish. It hadn't done him any favors in keeping him out of trouble. 

He had been wronged, and that was why he was in this place. 

The one person who had put him here was the one he wanted revenge on: his stepmother. He could remember the day she had testified against him in court, her cold gray eyes never wavering as she lied about him to the jury. She had done it all for money; now, as David lay in his prison cell every night, he vowed to get revenge on her somehow. 

She was such a raging bitch. She was also super fucking hot. She had huge tits, and he suspected they were totally natural. With long blonde hair, very straight, and her trim waist, curvy hips, and full round ass...god, watching her take his huge dick would be the best sight of his life. 

But how could he do it? He couldn't just break out of prison. Despite his best efforts, a full-scale jailbreak was impossible without outside help - something he knew wouldn't be coming any time soon. So instead, he began to hatch a plan from within the confines of his cell. 

He started by plotting an escape route and collecting supplies - including a hacksaw blade tucked away inside a hollowed-out book that someone had smuggled in for him - and stockpiling them in his bedside cabinet. 

He knew that the prison was surrounded by a fifteen-foot high fence. It was topped with coiled barbed wire that would tear him to shreds if he got too close, and there was a guard tower every hundred and fifty yards or so. Guards with machine guns kept watch from them. 

The fence could be climbed, but only at certain points. Additionally, there were motion-sensitive alarms and lots of security cameras up there, and if he was spotted, he would be shot on sight. 

On the day of his escape, he would have to be incredibly careful. 

He knew that he couldn't attempt it in the dead of night, so he decided to time his escape for the few hours of darkness that remained after the sun had gone down. 

He had planned for every contingency, and he was ready. 

Finally, his chance came, and David made his escape. He edged up to the fence line slowly, staying in the shadows so as not to be detected by the surveillance cameras or guards. His heart was pounding as he took a deep breath and began to scale the fence. He reached the top in record time, landing safely on the other side without triggering any alarms. He raced through the woods that surrounded the prison grounds, dodging trees and leaping over rocks as he went. Soon enough, he was at least two miles away from the prison walls and felt relatively safe. He stopped for a few moments to catch his breath while thanking whatever gods had intervened on his behalf that night. 

He now had to find his way home. David began to trudge through the woods, walking for hours until he finally came to a small town. He could see the lights from his stepmother's house in the distance and felt a wave of relief wash over him. He knew he was almost there. 

As he approached, his heart began to race with anticipation, and he felt an overwhelming sense of joy as he caught sight of the familiar place that had been his home for so many years. He crept closer until he reached the window, peering through it into the warmly lit interior. 

And there she was - Stephanie, his stepmother - sitting alone in her chair by the fireplace. She was humming softly to herself while working on some knitting. She was wearing only a skimpy little pair of panties and a bra. Obviously she was alone, since she would never have dressed that way with his dad around. 

David's blood boiled, rage filling him. She was the bitch who'd put him in prison, forced him to suffer all those years. Now, he was going to make her pay. 

David had a special perfume in his pocket, one that had been given to him by a weird guy in prison. Supposedly it had the ability to melt even the iciest woman's defenses and turn her into an uninhibited, horny slut. 

He crept into the house, silent, and entered the living room. Raising the little vial of perfume, he spritzed it into the air, filling it with the sexual substance. 

Instantly, Stephanie began to moan, her body trembling with pleasure. She was obviously under the influence of the perfume's powerful aphrodisiac effects. 

Stephanie began to undress herself eagerly, her breathing heavy and labored as she moved in a trance-like state. She stroked her breasts and fingered her nipples fiercely as the perfume filled her senses and aroused her intense desires. Her entire body was trembling with anticipation now, and she couldn't help but let out a loud groan as she felt herself becoming more aroused by the second. She began rubbing her pussy through her panties as she bit down on her lip in pleasure. Her breath became quicker and shallower, and soon enough she couldn't take it anymore - she ripped off the thin fabric of her panties and bra, exposing herself completely to David's gaze. 

He stepped forward and made himself known. He was wearing only his prison pants, and his cock was rock hard and huge. He had never felt so powerful before, and the knowledge of what he had planned next sent a thrill through him that he hadn't felt in years. 

"David!" she gasped, shocked, totally naked and spread wide open for him, her pussy glistening with juice. She couldn't stop herself from plunging her fingers into her cunt for relief. "What...what are you doing here?!" 

David smiled wickedly at Stephanie as he advanced towards her, ready to make his filthiest fantasies come true. 

"I decided I'd had enough of prison, Mom." 

His muscles rippled as he advanced on her, pulling down his pants, freeing his huge, hard, menacing cock. She gasped in lust and fear, not knowing what he planned, but unable to stop masturbating. The perfume's effect was just too strong. 

She kept on plunging her fingers in and out of her wet, sloppy pussy as David came toward her. "Why don't you let me take over?" he said, gripping her wrists and pinning them to the couch. He smelled her sexy, wet aroma, so incredible that it made his cock pulse and drip with precum. Before she could answer, he buried his face in her cunt and began to lick, his thick, large tongue sliding along her soaking wet pussy lips. 

She moaned in pleasure as she felt her stepson's tongue slide between her thighs, licking her pussy lips and clit and making her squirm out of control. He sucked on her clit while he fingered her, his tongue sliding in and out of her wet, tight pussy. This wasn't supposed to happen - she hated this irritating little prick! - but here he was eating her out, and she was loving it. 

David could feel his balls begin to tighten with anticipation. He couldn't wait to fuck her, to get his big dick into that tight wet cunt and force her to take his loads. It would be the ultimate revenge. He knew how much she hated him, and he was going to enjoy every minute of it. 

He slid his free hand up to her chest, squeezing her breasts, and pinched her nipples as he ate her out. She screamed in pleasure, incapable of control as the thick, warm feel of his drooling tongue slid up and down her wet cunt. 

She moaned loudly, making no attempt to stop him. She was too dazed and horny to protest. David held her wrists in place with one hand, and used his other to rub his huge cock as he ate her out. 

It felt so good that she came, filling his mouth with her hot pussy juices. He began to lap them up eagerly, hungry for his tasty treat. 

"Ahhhh....fuck that's good," he grunted, licking his lips. "I've needed some good hot pussy for a long time. Yours is the best, Mom." 

"David!" she gasped, as he stood up, gripping his hard dick and pressing the tip to her slit. "You can't cum inside me...I'm not on the pill!" 

"That makes it even better," he grunted, stretching her lewd wet cunt around his invading dick. "The ultimate revenge. You send me to prison, I get you pregnant." 

She was about to reply, but suddenly David shoved his huge cock deep inside her. An incredible orgasm hit her, her body shaking and trembling as she came again. 

All she could think of was the huge cock inside her, stretching and filling her, scratching an itch she'd never been able to get to. 

She moaned and screamed his name, over and over again. He fucked her deeply, his enormous penis stretching her out, plunging deep, thrusting again and again. She was consumed by pleasure and horniness. He was fucking her and she loved every second of it. She couldn't think of life without this cock, her stepson's cock, and she didn't want to. 

David reveled in his power over her. With her legs spread wide, her mouth open as she screamed in joy, her gushing wet pussy taking his dick...it was the sight he'd dreamed of for years. He gripped her huge tits and sucked on them, swirling his tongue around her hard nipples. What a filthy slut, he thought. I'm going to enjoy corrupting her. Making her take dick on the daily.  

Maybe if she's lucky, I'll break my buddies out of jail and have them fuck her, too.  

She felt herself go stiff as yet another explosion of pleasure ripped through her, and she moaned, over and over again. 

Her pussy juices were flowing, making David's cock so slick that he slid in and out of her with ease. 

"Oh, David!" she moaned, looking into his eyes. "Oh my god, you're so big! I've never taken a cock so fucking huge!" 

He gripped her tits with both hands, bouncing them together as he thrust his cock deep inside her over and over again. He could feel her pussy tightening around his dick as she neared another orgasm. He began to thrust into her faster and faster, harder and harder. Her tits slapped against his chest as he rammed her hard and deep. He grunted like a wild animal, uncontrollable. She moaned again and again, her eyes rolling in her head. 

The aphrodisiac perfume was still thick in the air, and it was all David needed. His huge cock was coated in her juices, and her tight cunt was sucking on it. 

"Your fucking pussy is so tight, Mom. Gonna make me cum." He grunted, his balls tightening. "I'm gonna fill you up, get you good and pregnant!" 

He gripped her hips and slammed himself deep inside her, tensing, releasing explosion upon explosion of semen as he came. She felt the flow of his hot cum filling and stretching her out, and she screamed again, a mixture of humiliation and pleasure. She was being forced to take the hot load of her stepson, a man she hated, a man who deserved to rot in prison... And the thought only made her pussy spasm even harder. 

After he'd finished cumming, he pulled his limp dick out of her sloppy pussy with a loud pop. She rubbed her pussy and licked her lips, trying to catch her breath as she looked at David. 

"Jesus Christ, David, what were you thinking?" She looked down at her used pussy, and stretched it open with two fingers. His potent semen was leaking out of her. She wasn't on the pill...she could easily get pregnant from a rough pounding like that! 

"That was incredible, Mom. It felt so good to finally come inside your fuck-hole." He grinned, licking his lips. "I can't wait to do that again." 

"What the fuck, David?" She scowled at him, angry at herself for being so helpless, for enjoying his rough play so much. She scowled, but inside she was screaming for more. 

He laughed at her. "You're in no position to complain, Mom. You should have heard yourself. You were begging for it." 

She gasped, enraged, but also excited at the thought of that huge, hard dick slamming into her again, pounding her, fucking her. "How dare you talk to me like that? I'm your mother!" 

"You sure are....and that makes this all the better," he said, stretching his neck and flexing. "I gotta go shower. I've been on a long trek to get back home, and I need to rest." 

He picked up his pants, eyeing them with disdain. "Gotta burn these fucking things. I'm hungry, too. Get in the kitchen and make me some food, okay, bitch?" 

With that, he turned and headed up the stairs, leaving his mother lying naked on the sofa, a mixture of shame and excitement running through her body. 

She could feel the sticky semen leaking out of her, and a shiver ran up her spine... Her pussy was still convulsing from the pounding he'd given her, and she was hungry for more. 

She could hear his footsteps on the stairs, and she knew she'd better get used to this, at least for a little while. After all, he was a prisoner, a dangerous man...if she didn't obey him, who knows what he might do? 

She couldn't believe the way he had talked to her, ordering her around like a slave! And yet...she found herself doing exactly what he said, heading to the kitchen to fix him some food, all the while stewing over what had happened. 

She could hear his footsteps on the stairs, and she knew she'd better get used to this, at least for a little while. 

As she cooked, she felt his semen sliding down her thighs, and gasped. It was horrifying, disgusting, yet... incredibly arousing, at the same time. She couldn't get the feeling of his big cock in her pussy out of her mind. It was incredible, touching places she'd never known existed. I came so many times... with him deep inside me, filling me up with his sperm...  

She bit her lip, unable to get the image of that huge, menacing cock out of her head.... 
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A hot preview 

David grabbed her beautiful, bouncing tits, and began to massage them, kissing her roughly, possessively. She's mine now. My fucking little mommy slut. Stephanie gripped his shoulders, nails digging into his skin, and he fucked her harder, slamming his cock into her as her hand moved up and down over his shaft. 

His cock was in heaven inside of his stepmom, and he pounded her relentlessly. Stephanie moaned loudly, burying her face in her stepson's neck, as his cock slammed into her over and over. She was so wet, so lewd, and she loved it when he took control like this. No other lover had ever made her feel this way. 

The more he fucked her, the more she wanted. She was addicted to him. 

Revenge: Owning the Household Part 4 

David sat brooding in his room after the rough sex with Stephanie. He had enjoyed it as much as ever, but something was weighing on him. Why hadn't the police come after him, after he'd broken out of jail? 

His stepmother had framed him; that much he knew. But he'd made his escape weeks ago, and heard nothing in the news, not even the slightest hint that anyone was looking for him. Hell, he'd gone right back into the prison - disguised, of course - without anyone even looking twice. 

It just didn't make sense. 

He felt Stephanie's soft hands go around his shoulders and she pulled him into a tight hug, her big naked breasts rubbing against his cheek. "Morning, handsome. How are you feeling?" 

"Good," he said, lust stirring in him, and he took his stepmom's nipple into his mouth to give it a slow, soft suck. That was one thing that would always make him feel better. 

Stephanie giggled, stroking his hair. "You're so sexy, you know that? Every time you do that, I just get so wet..." 

She moved over his lap and straddled him, taking his hard cock and guiding it to her wet slit. She sank down onto him and gasped as he filled her up, his huge, throbbing dick invading her easily. 

"You're so wet," he grunted, holding her hips as he began to thrust slowly into her. 

"You came in me so many times last night, baby. I've got so much semen inside my pussy." 

She kissed him, her full lips soft and wet, her nails dragging against his neck. 

"You like that, don't you? My slutty little pussy? It's so full of your cum." 

"Mmmm," he purred, squeezing her ample ass. "I'm gonna dump another load inside you." 

"Good," Stephanie said. "I can't wait." 

"You want my cum?" he asked, stroking her ass cheeks. "You want to feel me squirt deep inside you?" He began to slide his cock in and out of her slowly, his hand on her hip. She gave a shivering moan. 

"Mmm, yes, baby. I'll do anything to feel your cum inside me." 

David grabbed her beautiful, bouncing tits, and began to massage them, kissing her roughly, possessively. She's mine now. My fucking little mommy slut. Stephanie gripped his shoulders, nails digging into his skin, and he fucked her harder, slamming his cock into her as her hand moved up and down over his shaft. 

His cock was in heaven inside of his stepmom, and he pounded her relentlessly. Stephanie moaned loudly, burying her face in her stepson's neck, as his cock slammed into her over and over. She was so wet, so lewd, and she loved it when he took control like this. No other lover had ever made her feel this way. 

The more he fucked her, the more she wanted. She was addicted to him. 

"I love your big cock inside me," she moaned, her wet pussy clamping down on him. "Right now there's so much cum in my pussy... I want to feel more of it. I want you to fill my cunt again." She rubbed her clit as his balls banged against her, rubbing herself to orgasm. 

He grunted, holding her hips tight, sucking on her big boobs. He gripped them, his massive fingers squeezing and kneading her soft flesh. 

"You're gonna make me cum," she moaned, her pussy squeezing his shaft. "I'm gonna cum around your cock. I love it so much." 

"Cum then, Mom," he said, his balls tingling and his cock throbbing. "Cum all over my dick." 

She groaned, her pussy gripping even tighter at his cock as she began to cum. David grunted, his balls tightening up. 

Stephanie orgasmed hard as David's cock began to throb and thrust even harder into her. He gripped her ass tight and lifted her to the bed, laying her down on the mattress, spreading her legs as he began to thrust into her again. He enjoyed this position most of all, because he was in total control. 

"Oh, yes, that feels good!" Stephanie moaned. "Fuck my cunt deep." She thrashed her head from side to side, panting and gasping. "Come inside me again. It feels so good." She held his face tight to hers, kissing him hard. 

"I'm gonna cum in you, slut," he grunted, looking down at her. "I'm gonna shoot my load deep inside your little cunt." 

"Yes!" she blurted. "Yes, please! Fill me!" 

Her face contorted as she came again, her pussy clenching around his cock. Climax ripped through her as she spasmed beneath him, her tight, wet cunt milking him hard. 

He grunted as his cock began to pump hot cum into her, his balls throbbing as he shot another huge load into his stepmom. Stephanie groaned, her eyes rolling back as his hot, sticky cum filled her hole. Her spasming pussy milked his cock, making him grunt, and the orgasm seemed to go on forever. He pulled his cock out of her, cum pouring out of her pussy onto the bed. 

David stood triumphantly over his stepmom's body, watching as she lay satisfied beneath him, his semen oozing out of her cunt. 

She has to be pregnant now, he thought. He needed to find another woman to add to his harem, to fuck and breed. The desire to dominate was intense, as was the urge to put babies in as many wombs as he could. 

He decided he would take a look down at that Curiosity Shoppe Peter had mentioned, and see what he could find out about the sex perfume. With a little luck, he could knock up half the town. 

**** 

A beautiful blonde named Lisa sat at her post in the Curiosity Shoppe, quietly reading a book and sucking on a lollipop. She liked her job, as it gave her plenty of time to study and do anything she wanted. The shop barely got any customers at all, being a novelty store. 

Suddenly, the door opened and a man walked in. Lisa's eyes widened as she took in the muscular frame of David. He was tall and imposing, with tattoos covering his arms and chest. His physique alone was intimidating, but then he spoke to her, with an air of authority that sent a shiver down her spine. 

"Hi," he said in a deep voice. "I'm looking for some information about a special kind of sex perfume." 

Lisa blinked at him in surprise, wondering who this man was and why he was asking about such an odd thing. She didn't dare ask though, and instead she simply nodded her head before standing up from her chair and walking to the back of the shop where they kept the strange elixirs that customers requested from time to time. 

She pulled out several bottles of varying sizes, some labeled 'Love Elixir', 'Aphrodisiac Mist', 'Sensual Stimulation' and finally, 'Sex Perfume." 

"Do you know which of these it is?" 

He pulled out a small vial labeled 'Horny Potion.' "This is the one my friend gave me. Do you know how it works?" 

Lisa bit her lip, thinking. 

"Can you explain it to me?" he asked. 

"Well," she said, her voice quivering. "That potion is a kind of aphrodisiac." She cleared her throat, hoping he couldn't tell how nervous she was. "It makes anyone who smells it extremely horny, and it makes them want to have sex as soon as possible." 

"So it will make anyone horny?" he asked. "Even women?" 

"Yes," she said quietly. 

"And they'll want to fuck men?" 

"Yes," she said quietly. "Anyone who smells it is affected." 

"Okay," he said. "Do you know anything about the chemical makeup? Like...why it's so potent?" 

She took a deep breath. "Well, it's made from the extract of a rare plant," she said. "It's what they used to call the 'Love Vine.' " 

"Love Vine?" he asked, looking down at the vial. "Huh, interesting. I've never heard of that." 

"It's quite rare," she said. "It's a very powerful aphrodisiac." 

"How powerful?" 

"It's the strongest aphrodisiac known to mankind." 

"I'd like to order more of that," he said, his eyes moving down to her name tag, "Lisa." 

She sighed. "I'm afraid I can't just sell you a few vials of that," she said. "It's illegal to sell the Love Vine. It's only available on the black market." 

"How much would it cost?" 

"About a hundred thousand dollars for a small bottle," she said. "You'd have to find a black market dealer." 

Well, I am a criminal, he thought. "Any leads? A name, maybe?" 

Realizing how quick he was to accept her words, Lisa's heart began to pound faster. This guy really was someone she didn't want to tangle with. Was he a mafia boss? A drug lord? 

"Sure. Let me write it down for you." 

She quickly scribbled a name and address onto a slip of paper and passed it to him. "That's a guy I know," she said. "He sells Love Vine and other aphrodisiacs. He's a friend of a friend of mine, so he'll probably help you out. He'll probably want to meet with you in person, though." 

"Okay," David said. "That's fine." 

He tucked the paper into his pocket. "Thanks for the help, Lisa. You've been very helpful." 

He started toward the door, but didn't reach it before Lisa spoke up again. 

"I just have one question," she said. "When you said you were looking for information about the perfume...w-was that for you?" 

He turned around and looked at her. "Why do you ask?" 

She blushed and bit her lip. 

"I, uh... " 

"You want to try it," he said, a smirk on his face. "You want to know what it feels like to be so horny all the time." 

She could feel her cheeks burning bright red. She pursed her lips together and nodded, her eyes cast down toward the floor. 

"I can use it on you, Lisa. Just say the word, if that's what you want." 

She could feel her pussy tingling. Why was she even considering this? 

"I can make you feel so good, you know," he said. "You'll just be a helpless slut under my control." 

Something about his voice, so dominant, so powerful, made her want to do everything he said. She wanted to be his little plaything, to melt into his arms and let him do whatever he wanted with her. 

He moved back to her, setting the perfume on the counter. "My name is David. You can trust me, Lisa. I'll make you feel amazing if you want to get fucked." 

A wave of pleasure rippled through her body as she heard those words, and without realizing it she was nodding her head. "Yes, please," she whispered. 

David looked down at her. "Yes, please, Master." 

"Yes, please, M-master!" Lisa stuttered. 

David smiled, and gave a small spritz of the perfume into the air. As Lisa smelled it, intense waves of horniness began to flood her, and her pussy throbbed and dripped. She was ready to be David's slut. 

He wrapped his arms around her, pulling her tight against his body. He could feel her nipples hardening against his chest, and his cock was growing stiff in his pants. 

He kissed her passionately, their lips meshing together, his tongue exploring her mouth, feeling every inch of her. She moaned softly as he touched her, running his hands down her back, over her ass, and down her legs. She was so sexy, and he loved feeling her body against his. 

"Get on your knees, slut," he said. "Open up and show me your wet mouth." 

Lisa sank to her knees, and David slid his pants down to his ankles, his erect cock resting inches from her face. She couldn't take her eyes off it, and was so crazy horny that she instinctively opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue, licking the head of his cock. She tasted his precum, and a shudder of pleasure shook her body. She couldn't believe she was doing this, but it felt so good, she wanted more. 

"That's a good little slut," David said, moaning softly. "You like that taste? You like it when I fuck that pretty little mouth?" 

"Mmmhmm," she moaned around his cock. She loved it, and she was so turned on that she didn't care if someone walked in and saw them. 

He held her head, guiding his dick into her lips, then pulling out, slowly fucking her sweet little mouth. 

She moaned louder now, his cock resting just between her lips, lips that parted and tried to suck him back in. 

"Take your bra off and show me your tits." 

She did as he ordered, quickly removing her shirt and bra, exposing her pert breasts and hard nipples to his gaze. On her knees sucking the big dick in front of her, she felt extremely slutty. Her pussy was making a heavy wet stain in her panties, aching to be filled up by him. 

He started thrusting a little harder, really fucking her mouth, and she moaned around his cock. "See, Lisa, you're so fucking horny that I can just use you like this. I don't even have to touch your pussy to make you cum." 

"Mmmm-hmmm," she moaned, whimpering around his cock as he fucked her mouth, her saliva dribbling out of her mouth. She loved being used this way, she loved being his little slutty cock-sucker. 

She moaned louder now, his cock resting just between her lips, lips that parted and tried to suck him back in. 

"Oh yeah, slut, suck my cock," he groaned, then started thrusting his cock back into her mouth. She moaned as he thrust forward, the thick head pushing past her lips into the back of her throat. He thrust into her quickly now, and she moaned loudly, her eyes watering as he fucked her mouth. She had heard people talk about 'throat-fucking' before, and she had never understood why anyone would want to do that. Now she understood. She wanted to be throat fucked more than anything. 

"Get your panties off, Lisa. I want you naked." 

She quickly complied, taking her skirt and panties off as well. Then she returned to her previous position and got his dick deep into her throat again. 

She felt David's hand move up her stomach and cup her breast gently. He massaged it as he thrust forward, the head of his cock pushing past her lips, and going into her throat with each thrust. He could feel her gagging around his cock, and he loved it. She was his little slut, his personal cock-sucker, a toy for his pleasure. 

It was so humiliating, but she couldn't stop herself. She loved it. She needed to be on her knees, servicing him, obeying his every command. 

"You're such a good little bitch, Lisa," David said, as he thrust into her mouth again. "I'm going to fuck your little mouth all night." He tore off his shirt and pants, so he was naked now. 

She moaned around his cock, hanging on every word, every sensation. She was so close to cumming from just having his cock in her mouth. She wanted him to fuck her mouth hard, to fill it with his hot cum. She wanted him to stretch her throat until he was balls-deep in her. 

She felt his hand slide down her stomach, gently brushing the top of her mound, and then rub up and down on her wet slit, spreading her pussy juices over her swollen lips. His thick fingers kneaded her breasts, teasing her nipples. She moaned, louder now, the combination of her clit being rubbed and her mouth being fucked almost too much to take. She whimpered, wishing he would fill her up. 

He began to fuck her throat harder, faster, grunting in pleasure. God, she felt good. Incredibly good. 

"Is my little bitch ready to cum for her master?" he asked. 

"Mmmmmm!" She moaned loudly again, her mouth filled up with his hard dick. She could feel her clit swelling, and she knew it wouldn't be long now. 

David pulled his cock out of her mouth now, and she gasped for air. He was still rubbing her in small circles, right on her swollen clit. She moaned loudly, and looked at him, shaking her head. She wanted to cum, she wanted it more than anything. 

"Please, Master. My little pussy feels so empty. Will you please put your big, hard cock deep inside me?" 

He grinned, lifting her up and wrapping her legs around his waist as he set her down on the counter. She wrapped her arms tight around his strong shoulders. His hard dick rubbed her wet slit, pulsing as it prepared to delve deep into her pussy. 

"Spread your legs," he ordered. "Show me that cunt." 

She spread her legs wide, and she could feel his dick pressing against her opening. She moaned, and he held her tight. His cock was so hard, and her pussy was so wet, he slid into her with ease. 

"Oh, fuck, Master, fuck me, please!" she begged, almost crying from the need to feel his cock deep inside her. "Please, fuck me!" 

"Beg me, Lisa," he said. "Beg me like a good little slut." 

"Oh please, please fuck me," she begged. Her pussy throbbed, juices dripping from it, longing to be filled up by him. All she wanted was for him to thrust deep inside her, to fill her up with his hard cock. 

She moaned loudly as he filled her completely. She tried to move her hips, trying to get him to move, but he held her tight, not letting her do anything. He just waited, letting her pussy adjust to the size of his thick cock. 

He moved his hands down her sides, over her hips, and then grasped her ass, pulling her tight against his body, and then held her there, as he started thrusting into her. Lisa's pussy throbbed and spasmed as a huge orgasm crashed through her from being fucked by this powerful, dominant criminal. 

"Oh my God, Master, yes, fuck me, fuck me, please fuck me!" she screamed, cumming hard. She could feel her pussy juices running down her thighs. She couldn't move, her muscles were paralyzed from the intense pleasure she was feeling. She could feel him thrusting into her, deep and hard, and she moaned in pleasure and delight. 

He let out a low, animalistic growl as her tight pussy spasmed around his cock. Dammit, she felt good. He thrust into her harder, feeling his own orgasm rapidly building up. 

"Ahhhh I'm gonna cum in you, whore," he groaned. "Gonna fill you up. You on the pill?" 

"No!" she gasped, both excited and terrified at the prospect of watching her belly swell with this handsome criminal's baby. "I'm not protected. If you cum inside me, I'll get pregnant!" 

"Good," he groaned, and sucked her small titty hard. He couldn't wait to watch them get bigger and swell up from milk when she had his baby in her. 

"Oh fuck, baby, I'm gonna cum," he growled, as he thrust into her. "Your little pussy feels so good. I'm gonna put a baby in you." 

"Cum in me! Cum in me, Master!" she moaned, her eyes closed in bliss, in ecstasy, in satisfaction. Finally, her little cunt was getting filled up by this big cock. She moaned, feeling her own orgasm build up once more, until it was a hurricane of lust and passion, crashing down on her. She screamed in pleasure as she came. Her pussy juices flowed out of her, running down his balls and dribbling onto the counter top. 

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, I'm cumming, I'm cumming!" he groaned. "I'm gonna cum in your pussy!" 

"Ahhh!" she moaned, her pussy still spasming around his cock. She tilted her head back and screamed, "Fuck me, fuck me! Cum in me, fill me up with your cum, Master! Put a baby in my little belly and force me to give birth to your sons!" 

He leaned forward and kissed her hard, passionately, as he fucked her harder. His muscles strained, his veins stood out, and he growled into her mouth as his cum shot into her. His load was so huge it filled her pussy and shot out, spilling down her thighs. 

"Ahhhh! Yes!" she moaned, as his cum filled her, the sensation of his hot seed splashing on her clit sending her into another orgasm. She quivered against him, holding on for dear life as he pumped huge jets of semen into her, wave after wave of cum hitting her pussy. 

Finally, with a last throb of his heavy balls, his cock jetted the last of his load into Lisa's unprotected womb. His semen sank deep into her, the tip of penis slowly pushing it in even further. It soaked into her insides, coating her, making her pregnant. 

They kissed one last time, then David pulled out of her, letting his load seep out of her cunt and coat the counter below her. 

"Now you know what the perfume does," he said. "Did you enjoy it?" 

"More than I can say," she said, and smiled up at him. She reached down, and felt her pussy, coated in his cum. She held up her hand, showing him thick strands of his semen. "You filled me up so much, Master." 

"Good. Keep that load inside you, understand?" 

She shivered at his dominant tone, nodding eagerly. "I wouldn't waste a single drop, Sir." 

He put his clothing back on and started for the door. "When I find the guy who sells me this perfume, I'll be back to thank you, Lisa." With that, he smiled at her and left. 

"I'll be waiting," she whispered, and touched her belly. She could feel his cum inside her, and she knew what she knew she was becoming pregnant at this very moment. She was excited to bear his child. She hoped he would give her more sex, more loads, and force her to take his cock as much as he needed her to. 
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A hot preview 

"You're my pain slut, Mom. Say it." 

"I'm your pain slut, Master! Your whore for bondage and punishment! Whip me, spank me, punish me, breed me... do anything you want to me, I'll take it all!" 

"Good girl," he said, fucking her hard and deep. 

He pounded her hard and fast, enjoying the way she screamed and moaned with each thrust. His cock had never been harder or bigger, and he felt himself being pushed to cum very soon. 

She could feel his cock growing even bigger inside her, stretching her cunt so wide. She liked it, feeling him stretch her out. 

David drank in the sight of his stepmom stretched out underneath him, her legs high in the air, her feet looking gorgeous and sexy in those little strappy red heels. Her cunt taking his cock, her pussy lips wet and puffy, her inner walls juicy and lewdly sucking at his huge dick. Her tits bouncing with every thrust, punished with the clamps on her nipples. Next time I gotta get a gag for her, he decided. She'd look even sexier with that hot little mouth stuffed full. 

Revenge: Owning the Household Part 3 

David had Stephanie fully under his control. The perfume given to him by his fellow prisoner had altered her mind...and her heart, as well. As the weeks went by, he noticed how much kinder and sweeter she was. The raging bitch part of her seemed subdued... at least for now. 

David wanted to control the other women in his household the same way. His stepsisters, Aurora and Kit, and there were plenty of other women he'd had his eyes on before going to prison. He wanted all of them to submit the same way that Stephanie had. 

But first he needed answers. He needed to know the limits this powerful perfume had, and exactly how it worked. Now dressed in a suit he borrowed from his dad's wardrobe, he disguised himself and returned to the prison to pay Peter a visit. He had grown out his beard as well, and since all his tattoos were hidden, he knew they wouldn't recognize him now. 

He sat down across from Peter on the glass, his old buddy looking shocked to see him. 

Hey man, long time no see," David said with a smirk, trying to seem casual. 

Peter's eyes darted around nervously. "What are you doing here, David? You know you're not supposed to come back here." 

"I know. But I need your help with something." 

Peter raised a brow. "Oh really?" 

David leaned in closer, his eyes locking with Peter's. "I need to know everything you know about that perfume you gave me." 

Peter grinned. "Is it working? You drowning in pussy yet?" 

"It's workin' like a fuckin' charm, man. You have no idea how good it is." His expression turned serious. "But I need to know how it works, and how far I can take it." 

Peter looked at him appraisingly. "I'll tell you, but on one condition. When I come callin' you for a favor, you do me right, okay?" 

"Anything, man." 

Peter leaned in close and lowered his voice. "Go to this little place on 4th street. It's called The Old Curiosity Shoppe. They have special stuff like that perfume. They keep it hidden in the back, but mention my name and they'll let you see." 

"Shit man, that's amazing. You just call me up when you need me to return the favor." 

"I'll hold you to that, David." 

David left the prison quickly before he could be recognized. The minute he was off the grounds, he stripped off the uncomfortable suit, returning to his usual shirtless tattooed self, with the jeans he had on. "God DAMN it feels good to be free," he said. "WHOOOO!" 

David blasted the radio and drove down the highway, reveling in his freedom. Not only could he fuck all the babes he wanted, but he could get revenge on everyone who had wronged him. 

And that list was long. 

***** 

Stephanie was alone in her bedroom getting dressed in the outfit David had instructed her to wear. It was the sluttiest thing she'd ever seen: crotchless panties, a sex harness for her tits where her nipples were completely exposed, and a pair of nipple clamps along with it. Normally she'd never wear something like this, but ... for some reason, she felt compelled to do anything and everything David wanted. 

She felt like a different person. A person she could only describe as "Stephanie 2.0". 

He'd also instructed her to shave her pussy, which she did dutifully. He'd said he wanted to see her smooth shaven and ready for him. 

When the outfit was on and she was shaved as smooth as possible, she looked at herself in the mirror. She let out a giggle at how slutty she looked. He'll love this, she thought devilishly, then picked up the clamps to put them on. 

She gasped in mingled pain and pleasure. They were tight...but she was very turned on, imagining what he was going to do to her, and her arousal made them feel really good. She realized she liked pain, something that her husband, David's father, had certainly never shown her. Of course, their sex life was non-existent, so how would he? 

When she had finished dressing for David, Stephanie grabbed the slutty red high heels that he'd wanted her to wear, and then laid back on the bed for him, legs spread, cunt dripping with excitement. He said he wanted her missionary, since it was the best position for breeding. She couldn't wait to feel that enormous throbbing dick of his deep inside, scratching the itch no other guy could. 

She heard David downstairs, coming back home. Her heart started to race and she felt an intense heat rush through her body. When he finally thudded up the stairs, she heard him pause for a moment before entering the bedroom. 

When he finally stepped into the room, shirtless and hot as fuck, Stephanie couldn't help but be in awe of just how hot her stepson was. His tattoos were wild and fierce looking, like fire blazing across his skin. 

He didn't say anything at first. Instead, he slowly walked towards the bed with a look of predatory intent on his face. She felt herself trembling with anticipation as he approached. 

"Shit, you looking fuck hot, Mom," he grunted, unbuckling his belt, then his jeans. "I'm going to punish your slutty little pussy the way it needs." He held the belt, stretching it with his hands. "Let me see you on your hands and knees." 

She trembled with desire and excitement, presenting her ass and dripping pussy to him. She felt so vulnerable, so exposed. 

And yet, she loved it. 

He gently began to punish her bare ass with the belt, giving her short slaps with it. She gasped at the stinging pain and pleasure mixed together, but felt a strange thrill as he continued slapping her ass and eventually moving up to her back and sides. He moved methodically around her body, making sure not to miss any spot. 

With each slap of the belt, Stephanie was coming closer and closer to orgasm. Her pussy was throbbing with desire and need for his hard cock, begging him to fill her up. 

"What a filthy pain slut you are, Mom," he said, his voice gravelly with lust. His cock was raging hard at the sight of his stepmother's bare ass turning red from the belt, and the way she took the pain...the way it made her cunt drip even more. "I had no idea what a masochist you are." 

His words made her whimper with shame and arousal. Her pussy twitched and throbbed, aching to be filled. 

Each slap left a searing heat across her skin, making her gasp and squirm in pleasure. He spanked a little faster, harder each time until she was begging for more. With each stroke of the belt, waves of pleasure crashed over her body. 

She fell onto the bed exhausted from the spanking session, trembling with pleasure and satisfaction from the intense sensations that had just been unleashed in her body. David followed suit by stripping off his jeans and getting onto the bed, raising her up and easily sliding his hard dick into her wet pussy from behind. 

Stephanie's eyes went wide in shock as the enormous cock filled her up. "Oh my god!" she screamed in pleasure, orgasm beginning to crest as his giant penis slid in deep. "You're so fucking big, David!" 

"Tell me how much you love that cock, Mom," he commanded. "Beg for it." 

"Oh god, it feels so fucking good, David," she moaned. "It feels so fucking good to have your big thick cock inside me." 

"I bet it feels even better when my baby batter shoots up inside you," he grunted, hips pistoning. "You just wish I could give you a baby, don't you?" 

"I do!" she moaned as much as she could with his cock stuffed inside her. "I want your baby so bad!" 

"Really?" he asked, making her look back at him. "You want your stepson's baby growing in your womb?" 

"Oh god, yes, yes!" she breathed. "I want to feel your cum inside me. I want to feel you pumping my womb full of cum!" 

David grunted as he began to fuck her hard, grunting and groaning as he plunged in and out of her tight pussy. He felt her cunt convulse around him and flood with juices as she came. Her pussy quivered around his cock, sucking him in and pulsing. 

He flipped her onto her back and entered her again, enjoying the dominant position on top of her. 

"Oh god, that feels so good!" she moaned, legs spread wide. "Fill me with your cock!" She gripped his strong shoulders and gazed up at him with love and desire. 

David smiled. This was the life he'd fucking dreamed of in prison. He'd happily rail his tight little stepmom every day from now on. Thing is, if I get her pregnant, I need more sluts to knock up til she pops out a baby.  

He sucked on her nipples, enjoying the way she looked in the harness. Grinning, he squeezed them through the clamps, then gently pulled, making her scream with pain and pleasure. 

"Oh god!" she cried. She began to cum, feeling incredible waves of sensation, mingled aching tingles and soreness in her nipples, and ecstasy in her pussy. "I'll do anything you want me to, baby...just keep making me feel so good!" 

"You're my pain slut, Mom. Say it." 

"I'm your pain slut, Master! Your whore for bondage and punishment! Whip me, spank me, punish me, breed me... do anything you want to me, I'll take it all!" 

"Good girl," he said, fucking her hard and deep. 

He pounded her hard and fast, enjoying the way she screamed and moaned with each thrust. His cock had never been harder or bigger, and he felt himself being pushed to cum very soon. 

She could feel his cock growing even bigger inside her, stretching her cunt so wide. She liked it, feeling him stretch her out. 

David drank in the sight of his stepmom stretched out underneath him, her legs high in the air, her feet looking gorgeous and sexy in those little strappy red heels. Her cunt taking his cock, her pussy lips wet and puffy, her inner walls juicy and lewdly sucking at his huge dick. Her tits bouncing with every thrust, punished with the clamps on her nipples. Next time I gotta get a gag for her, he decided. She'd look even sexier with that hot little mouth stuffed full. 

He moved slowly in and out, just watching her take him. When he could stand it no longer, he began to slam into her with rough, deep strokes, his cock hitting her G-spot again and again. As she screamed his name and came again, David groaned, holding his dick all the way inside her walls as he spurted huge thick jets of virile sperm inside his mother's pussy. 

"Oh my god, David!" she gasped, marveling at the amount of cum that jetted out of his cock. "You're cumming so much deep inside me. You're filling up your mommy's pussy!" 

He kissed her, rough and hard, the last pumps of semen spurting into her, coating her womb. 

Stephanie's pussy continued to pulse around his shaft, her pleasure mounting at the thought of him filling her up with his potent cum. She could feel her pussy being stretched and filled, and loved every second of it. 

She knew that David would be a good father someday, if she gave him a child. 

He pulled out of her wet and sore pussy, leaving it empty and yearning for his cock again. He felt thoroughly spent, but also raring to fuck again, to fill her up another time. His dick was still rock hard, twitching with excitement, wanting to fill her pussy and her mouth up again and again. 

She rolled over and spread her ass cheeks, making him groan with lust at the sight of her peachy, red ass and dripping cunt. He slid his rock hard cock back into her tight cunt, enjoying the way she moaned and filled the air with the scent of arousal. His hands roughly groped her tits, kneading them and making her grunt with pleasure as he pumped away at her wet and horny pussy. 

He felt her pussy start to convulse again, and her moans grew louder and higher until she was shrieking in ecstasy. He groaned as he felt her walls begin to squeeze his cock wildly, milking the cum out of him. Feeling himself spurting a second time inside her, Stephanie screamed with pleasure, her pussy throbbing even more, soaked in his cum, her body convulsing. 

Stephanie collapsed in a sweaty heap, her pussy thoroughly fucked. 

As she lay there shuddering with pleasure, David slid out of her, watching his cum ooze from her cunt and drip onto the bed. He lay back on the pillows, content and sated, at least for the moment. He removed her clamps and instructed her, "Clean off my cock, Mom. Show me how you worship your stepson's dick." 

She obeyed him, lapping at his shaft hungrily, slurping at his balls. He sighed as her tongue played over the tip of his dick, brushing over the sensitive head and licking at it lovingly. She licked up the thick strands of cum, humming in delight and making him moan, and sucked on his cock until it was nice and clean. 

She felt sore from the fucking and the spanking she'd just been given, but the soreness felt good. She was filled with lust for her stepson, and knew that as long as she had him, she'd never feel deprived of sexual contact. She felt happy, loved, and fulfilled, and would do anything for him. 

She nuzzled his big penis, rubbing her nose against his powerful dick and heavy balls. Despite just having cum huge loads in her, twice, they were still so massive. She worshipped her son's enormous horse cock, the heady, masculine musk of it making her pussy throb with need again. 

He had turned her into the depraved slut she truly was, bringing out the horny part of her that had been dormant far too long. 
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A hot preview…  

Kira screamed in ecstasy as he fucked her, her pussy stretching to take his enormous dick. 

Her tits jiggled and bounced as he rammed his cock into her, his big hands squeezing her ass as he fucked her harder and harder. 

"You like my big cock, don't you? You like it when it stretches your tight little pussy?" 

"Oh fuck YES!" Kira cried. "FUCK YES! Fuck me with that big fucking dick!" 

Revenge: Owning the Household Part 5 

Kira Winterson observed David from her vehicle, watching him and taking notes. She had been tracking his whereabouts since he had broken out of prison. Though he clearly believed he was invincible, he had no idea he was being monitored. His release and continued freedom was planned, thanks to her. 

Kira had always been gifted with cunning intelligence and the ability to manipulate those around her. It was what made her one of the most sought after operatives in her field. She was always one step ahead of her targets, anticipating their every move and constantly adjusting her strategy to ensure success. 

David was no exception. She had been tracking him for weeks, studying his every move and waiting for the right moment to strike. It was a game of cat and mouse, and Kira was determined to come out on top. 

As she watched David from her car, she couldn't help but feel a sense of satisfaction. He had no idea what was coming for him. He thought he was free, but little did he know that he was walking right into her trap. 

However, as David left his house, wearing just his pants, Kira couldn't help but feel a sudden attraction to the impressive muscled figure he cut. He had always been a handsome man, but it was in that moment that she truly appreciated his masculine stature. Despite her mission and his status as her target, she couldn't deny that there was something about him that made her heart flutter. 

He turned to walk away and Kira quickly snapped out of her reverie. She knew she needed to focus on the task at hand if she was going to succeed in capturing him. Taking a deep breath, Kira started up the car and followed David into the night. 

David walked at a brisk pace, turning into a dark and dingy alley on the outskirts of town. Kira followed, parking her vehicle a few blocks away so as not to draw any attention to herself. She watched from afar as David pulled out wads of cash from his pocket and began conversing with someone in the shadows. Judging by their body language, it seemed like both men were trying to negotiate some type of deal. As she observed them in the dim light, she noticed that it was an exchange of some sort of small package. Drugs? she wondered. David had, to date, not been implicated in any drug deals. It would be odd for him to suddenly dive off the deep end like that. 

She watched as David pulled something out of the package. It looked like a small pink perfume bottle. He seemed extremely pleased with its contents, thanked the man, and left. 

Kira knew this was her chance. She had been looking for more information about David's activities since his release and this could be just what she needed. With a quick glance around to make sure that no one was watching, Kira jumped out of the car and made her way over to the alley where David had been standing moments ago. 

The area was eerily quiet aside from the occasional sound of a rat scurrying around in the shadows. There was also a strange smell in the air - something pungent yet sweet. 

Suddenly, just as Kira stepped into the alleyway, she felt a pair of strong arms wrap around her from behind. Her heart leapt in her chest as she recognized David's voice whispering in her ear. 

"I know you've been following me," he said. 

Kira was too surprised to answer. She could feel his warm breath on the back of her neck and the sensation sent shivers down her spine. He held her tight against his powerful body and for a moment, she was unable to move or think straight. She could feel the heat radiating off of him and it made her entire body tingle with anticipation. 

"Who are you?" he demanded. "Why are you tracking me?" 

Kira's mind raced as she tried to come up with a plausible cover story. She had never been caught before and the suddenness of the situation left her unprepared. 

She took a deep breath and tried to calm herself down. 

"I'm a private investigator," she said finally, her voice steady. "You have no idea how many people have been looking for you. You're a wanted man, David. I'm just doing my job." 

David seemed to relax a little, but he didn't let go of her. Kira could still feel his breath on her neck and it was making it difficult for her to concentrate. 

"A P.I.? Shit." He let go of her, turning her to face him. "So I bust out of prison and they don't take me back, they just fucking stalk me? What kind of headgames are you fucks playing?" 

"I'm not part of the prison or the government," Kira said. "I'm a hired gun and I'm just doing what I'm paid to do." She knew that she needed to gain his trust, so she kept her tone passive and her word choice simple. 

"Yeah?" he said, his gaze sweeping over her body, his demeanor changing. His eyes lingered on her full, firm tits, her cleavage showing in the tight-fitting top she wore. "Are you paid to fuck criminals? Cause that's what you're gonna be doing in a couple seconds here, sweetheart." 

Before Kira could protest, he took out the small pink vial of perfume and sprayed some in the air. 

Instantly, the scent filled the air. It was a strong yet strangely sweet smell that sent a wave of warmth through Kira's body. Her knees suddenly felt weak and her heart raced with desire. She had never experienced anything like it before. Her pussy began to drip, and she parted her lips, her mouth feeling dry. 

David smiled knowingly as he watched her response to the perfume, reaching out to take her by the waist. He pulled her close, his hard body pressing against hers. 

"That's right," he purred softly. "You feel different now don't you? You feel... aroused? Well that's what this stuff does to you. It makes you want me more than anything else in the world." His voice was hypnotic, sending shivers running through Kira's body as she felt herself becoming increasingly aroused by him. 

"What the...what is that stuff?" she gasped, as David's hands began to squeeze and rub her breasts, his lips on her neck. 

"A little something that will make you feel real good, sweetheart." 

David easily swept her up in his arms and carried her back to her car. Finding it unlocked, her opened the backseat and laid her out inside it on her back. 

He began to strip her clothes off, kissing and rubbing her roughly. His huge hands moved all over her body, exploring every curve and inch of her skin. She gasped as he pulled her panties down, his face pressing hungrily to her dripping cunt. 

"Oh jesus, fuck!" she cried, his big tongue beginning to lap at her gushing juices. 

As his tongue pressed against her clit, Kira moaned and spread her legs wider, grinding against his face and letting the pleasure wash over her. Her juices flowed freely as her body responded to the scent of the perfume and his soft, skilled licks. She felt like she was going to explode with pleasure as he lapped at her, her body trembling beneath him. 

David smiled as he pulled away, seeing Kira's flushed face and lustful eyes. 

"Mmm, you're enjoying yourself, aren't you? You want me to make you come, don't you? You want to feel what it's like to be fucked by a real man." 

Kira nodded, unable to speak as she felt heat radiate through her pussy at his words. 

"I want you to beg for it," he insisted. 

"Oh god, please, fuck me! I want you David, I need you inside me so bad..." 

She had never felt anything as good as those warm lips on her pussy, and her body thrilled at the feeling of his tongue as he lapped at her juices. 

"Mmm... you taste so good, baby," David said, his voice muffled as he continued to lick and suck at her dripping cunt. "You're so fucking wet... and you just got wetter." 

"Fuck yes..." Kira moaned, her cunt juices mixing with his saliva. "I'm so fucking wet..." 

David smiled. He was gonna pump this little bitch full of sperm right in the back of her own car. She'd beg to take all his loads, thanks to the perfume that had changed his whole world overnight. 

"Good thing you are wet," he said, tugging down his pants and freeing the enormous cock he had under there. "Cuz you're gonna get stretched good and wide." 

Kira gasped as she saw his cock - it was easily the biggest she had ever seen, and she cried out in delight as he began to slide himself into her tight, wet pussy. Her juices ran freely down her thighs as his cock spread her pussy wide and pushed deeper inside her, making her shudder with pleasure. 

Kira screamed in ecstasy as he fucked her, her pussy stretching to take his enormous dick. 

Her tits jiggled and bounced as he rammed his cock into her, his big hands squeezing her ass as he fucked her harder and harder. 

"You like my big cock, don't you? You like it when it stretches your tight little pussy?" 

"Oh fuck YES!" Kira cried. "FUCK YES! Fuck me with that big fucking dick!" 

He could feel her hot, wet pussy clenching around his cock as he thrust in and out of her, her juices flowing over him. 

David took hold of her hips, pumping his huge dick in and out of her with intense speed until he was pounding her like a jackhammer, his huge balls slapping against the base of her cunt with every thrust. 

Kira bit her lip, fighting back her moans as he fucked her hard and deep, ramming his enormous cock deeper inside her until she felt like she was going to break in half. It didn't stop her from lifting her legs and wrapping them around his hips, pulling him in deeper, sobbing in pleasure as she felt his enormous cock going as deep as it could. 

"Oh god, I'm cumming," she screamed. David's huge dick was making her climax. 

The car rocked and shook from the forceful fucking happening inside it, the windows steaming up. David watched the little slut cum on his dick, enjoying the feel of her tight pussy throb on his penis. As she spasmed in pleasure, he began to slow the pace of his fucking, watching her slick walls as he moved in and out of her. 

"I'm not finished with you," he said, his voice as deep as the thrusts of his cock. "I'm going to fill up your tight little pussy with cum." 

He began to fuck her faster, pinning her against the car, his cock slamming into her aching cunt. 

"Oh fuck, I'm going to cum again," Kira moaned. "Oh god, please let me cum again!" 

"Cum on my cock," he said, increasing his pace. 

Kira screamed in pleasure, her body shaking as she came again, even harder than before. Her pussy tightened and spasmed around his enormous, thrusting cock, milking him for every drop of cum he had to give her. 

His big dick throbbed and twitched deep inside her as he began to fill her pussy with his cum, watching her shudder and moan in pleasure as she felt him pumping his load into her. 

When he was done, he pulled out of Kira's pussy and flipped her on her hands and knees. Rubbing her tight little asshole, he grinned. 

"You want more, huh?" he said, his voice low and hypnotic. "You want to take my load up your ass?" 

"Oh god, yes!" she cried, desperate for another dose of his thick sperm. 

Kira yelped as she felt his cock enter her, his huge penis spreading her asshole. 

"That's right, let me fuck this ass," he growled. It was such a hot sight, watching those sexy little asscheeks get split open by his big dick. "My big cock is gonna open you up and load you full of cum." 

She moaned and sobbed in joy as he moved deeper inside her, his cock forcing her asshole open. 

Kira felt her asshole stretching to take his cock, and she loved it. 

"Oh yeah, your ass is so fucking tight," he said, using her own juices to lube up his cock. 

"Oh yes, pound my asshole, fuck me hard with that big dick!" Kira moaned, begging for more. 

She felt him sinking his cock in and out of her hole, opening her up, and she knew his big dick was spreading her open and preparing to fill her up with sperm. 

"I'll take your loads anywhere you want, Sir," she begged, her tongue hanging out in lust. "My mouth, my ass, my pussy, my tits, anywhere! Just don't stop fucking me with that huge dick!" 

Hearing her begging for his load as he fucked her was too much for David. He grunted and began to cum in her asshole, watching as his cream fill her up. 

Kira cried out as she felt his cock begin to twitch inside her, his sperm shooting into her asshole. "That's what you wanted, isn't it? You want all my cum in your ass?" 

"Oh god yes, please," Kira sobbed. "I want your hot sperm deep inside my slutty little ass." 

"Well lucky for you, I'm not done with you yet. And you're going to get the rest of it in that hot little cunt of yours." 

David pulled his cock out of her ass and flipped her on her back. 

Kira moaned as she felt him press his cock against her pussy, spreading her lips wide as his big dick slid into her. 

"Oh god yes, fuck me," she moaned, her hips bucking up to meet him. "Fuck me hard, and fill me up with that big dick." 

David fucked her deep and hard, his hands on her ass as he thrust deeply into her. Kira felt like she was being split in two, but it made her moan and cry out in pleasure. 

David could feel her hot, wet pussy clamping around his cock as he fucked her, her juices running over his dick and balls. He groaned as he looked down at her, her beautiful face flushed with pleasure. 

"Fill me up," Kira moaned. "Get me pregnant! I want your baby in me!" 

"You want to get knocked up?" he asked, ramming his cock into her. 

"Yes! I want to stay home from work and have your babies! I want you to force me...quit my job...have to pump out kids for you!" she gasped. Her own words shocked her, but this perfume seemed to unlock not only horny desires...but deeper ones as well. 

"That can be arranged," David grunted, slamming his cock into her, and he knew she was close to cumming again. 

"Are you ready for my cum?" he asked. 

"Oh god yes, please, please, please!" Kira begged. 

"Then cum for me. Cum for me hard! Because you're gonna get so much sperm in your hot little pussy, you're gonna get good and pregnant soon." 

Kira screamed as her orgasm hit her like a truck, her pussy throbbing and spasming around his dick, milking him and begging him to fill her up. 

"Here it comes, slut. Get ready to have my baby in your belly." 

As he pounded her, he could feel another load building in his balls, ready to flood her pussy with more hot cum. 

"Oh yes, give me your cum, Sir!" Kira moaned. 

Her pussy tightened on his cock, and David came hard, filling her pussy with his semen. 

Kira felt his hot load filling her up, and she moaned in pleasure as she felt his thick sperm pulsing deep within her womb again. She could happily take his cock every day of her life, it felt so good, gave her such incredible pleasure...joy...even ecstasy. 

Kira reached down and rubbed her clit as he fucked her, letting his cock stretch her pussy open and fill her up with his cum. 

He kissed her hard, dominating her mouth, her body, her entire soul. She returned his kiss with love and devotion, feeling herself becoming bound to this man...falling under his spell. 

David could tell she was different now. The perfume had altered her, changed her, the same way it had his stepmom. An almost instant personality switch, making her submissive and horny. Would it wear off? Or were the perfume's effects permanent? 

Though he'd secured a new supply of it, he still didn't fully understand how it worked...and that was what bothered him. 

But right now, a hot babe was milking the last of his cum from his dick with her tight pussy, and that was good enough for him... 
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A hot preview… 

She started to suck his bottom lip into her mouth, and her hand moved down to his pants, unzipping them and taking out his hardening cock. 

"I want you so bad," he whispered. 

"Then take what you want, David," she said, tearing open her blouse and freeing her bra-clad breasts. "Have your way with me." 

He reached down and took off her bra, letting her beautiful tits spill out and jiggle gently. She was so hot... and, now that he was looking at her naked body, he realized how much he wanted her. 

He bent down and took a nipple in his mouth, sucking on it gently as he played with the other one with his hand. She moaned softly as he pinched and pulled at it, and she arched her back, thrusting her breasts towards him. 

Revenge: Owning the Household Part 6  

After making sure he had Kira's number in his phone so he could use her for sex whenever he wanted, David returned home. Stephanie was likely very horny, and was accustomed to regular fucking, so he knew he'd need to give her her daily sperm injection. 

Kira had been a nice distraction, though. David had enjoyed just how quickly she'd warped to his desires, thanks to the perfume. He'd scored plenty of bottles of it, and now had a great supply. 

As he rounded the corner of his home, David was suddenly stopped in his tracks by a group of armed officers. He squinted to make out who they were in the dusky light. "What's this all about?" he asked cautiously. 

The leader of the group stepped forward. "You're under arrest, sir," he said gruffly. "We have reason to believe you've been using an illegal substance and we need you to come with us for further questioning." 

Shit, he thought. David knew that he had to act fast if he wanted to get away. Without another thought, he sprinted down the street as fast as his legs could carry him. His heart pounding and adrenalins surging through his body, David felt like time had slowed down in an attempt to help him evade the authorities. 

He darted around corners, dodging glances from passersby who looked upon him with a mixture of confusion and alarm. David kept running until he was certain that the guys weren't following him anymore; only then did he stop, huffing and puffing with exhaustion. For a moment, all was quiet except for the sound of his labored breathing as it filled up the night air. 

Shit shit shit. So much for the police not coming after him. Now, he had to figure out a way to get the cops off his trail. It was either that, or make a run for it, and live life off the grid. But that did not seem appealing, at all... 

David was a reasonably smart guy, and he had the power of persuasion, thanks to this perfume. What if I find a sexy little lawyer babe, get her on my side, and get her to argue me off the hook? 

That was a plan he could stand. 

So David set out to find an attorney who could help him. He searched far and wide, scouring the city with a fine-toothed comb in order to locate a lawyer who was competent and capable enough to fight his case. 

Finally, after weeks of searching, he found her. Her name was Jennifer Brown, and she was a semi-successful criminal lawyer who was known for getting cases like David's cleared or dismissed. She had a sharp tongue and an even sharper mind, which made her an ideal candidate for what David needed. 

But more than that, she was beautiful. Her long hair cascaded down her back in lush waves; her eyes were beautiful and compelling; and her curves were enough to make any man weak in the knees. She had a confidence about her that exuded power and strength, yet still managed to be alluring and inviting at the same time. 

One look at those big tits under her blouse, and he was rock hard. 

David made an appointment with Jennifer the next day, and arrived for his first meeting with her. He was quite nervous, but also excited to finally meet someone who could potentially free him from his legal woes. 

When David arrived at the office, he was surprised to see that it was small and cozy; there were shelves of books lining the walls and a large mahogany desk in the center of the room. Jennifer sat behind it, her long locks cascading down and framing her delicate features. She wore a white blouse and short blue skirt that showed off her curves in all the right places, and she met David's eyes with a cool gaze as she motioned him towards one of two armchairs opposite her desk. 

"So," she said after they had both settled into their chairs. "You want me to help you get out of this mess." It wasn't so much a question as it was a statement; she already knew what she needed to do to help him. 

"Yes," said David. "I need these fuckin' cops off my back." 

She nodded. "I'm going to need you to give me some background information about the case, and then I'll do my best to get your charges dismissed. On one hand, this is a very serious crime. On the other, though, there's a high probability that we can get it thrown out." She pointed to a framed degree on the wall. "After all, I'm pretty good at what I do." 

David perked up at this. "Really?" he asked. "So, you think you can get it done?" 

She shrugged. "I'm going to have to speak with the police a bit, and poke holes in their investigation, but yes, I think I might be able to get it cleared." 

"Thank you," said David, and he meant it. "You don't know how much this means to me." 

She smiled. "For a handsome guy like you, I'm sure I can make it worth your while." 

He grinned. "I like the way you think." 

"Well, let's do this, then," she said. She flipped through a small notebook and picked up a pen. "Tell me everything." 

As David proceeded to tell Jennifer all that he knew about the case, he felt his erection growing harder and harder. With every word that came out of his mouth, she took down in her notebook, and every time he stared at her tits or long legs, his passion grew hotter. 

I've gotta fuck this bitch, he told himself. 

Finally, after an hour or so, David had told Jennifer everything he knew. "I think that's everything," he said. "I'm not sure I can think of anything else that could help." 

She nodded. "Well, that will have to do for now. I'll begin working on the case immediately." 

Discreetly, as she filed some notes, David took out his perfume vial, and spritzed a small spray into the air. He knew it would take effect quickly. 

"I'll see you soon, then," he said, and he stood up. 

Jennifer rose from her seat as well. As she did so, she rearranged her clothes so they hugged her figure in just the right way. Her blouse pulled up to reveal her flat stomach, and her skirt raised up just high enough to show off her gorgeous legs. 

She smiled. "I hope so," she said. "I'd like to make this a regular thing." 

"Oh yeah?" he asked. "What do you mean?" 

She took a step forward and placed a hand on his chest. "I like you," she whispered. "I think you're pretty cute... and I can tell you're good in bed, from the way you talk." Her hand slid down towards the bulge in his pants. "I don't usually have sex with clients, but for you I can make an exception." 

Through his jeans, her hand massaged him gently. 

"Yeah," he said. "Yeah, I'd like that." 

Jennifer smiled, her eyes boring into his as she stepped forward, her body pressed up against his. He felt the warmth of her breasts, and her lips were almost against his as she whispered, "I bet you'd like to get to know me, too..." 

"Yeah, I would." 

"And I bet you'd like to get me into bed and... fuck me like an animal..." 

"Yeah," he grunted. "Yeah, I'd like that." 

"Well," she whispered, and her breath tickled his earlobe, "I wouldn't mind it at all..." 

David groaned softly as she continued to rub his cock through his pants. He placed a hand on her waist, and pulled her in more firmly, so she could feel just how excited he was. 

"I want to make you feel good," she hissed, her hot breath falling onto his cheek. She squeezed his bulge more firmly. "I want to make you feel so good... so, so good..." 

That was all it took. With that, David lost all control. 

He pushed Jennifer back towards her desk, and pinned her down with a fierce kiss. Her tongue swirled around his, and he could feel the bulge in his pants growing even harder. 

She started to suck his bottom lip into her mouth, and her hand moved down to his pants, unzipping them and taking out his hardening cock. 

"I want you so bad," he whispered. 

"Then take what you want, David," she said, tearing open her blouse and freeing her bra-clad breasts. "Have your way with me." 

He reached down and took off her bra, letting her beautiful tits spill out and jiggle gently. She was so hot... and, now that he was looking at her naked body, he realized how much he wanted her. 

He bent down and took a nipple in his mouth, sucking on it gently as he played with the other one with his hand. She moaned softly as he pinched and pulled at it, and she arched her back, thrusting her breasts towards him. 

She was incredibly horny, and so wet. She was a criminal lawyer for a reason: she found rough men like David very attractive. She'd never acted on her desires before, but there was something about him that she couldn't resist. 

He helped Jennifer out of her skirt, then slid her panties down her thighs, revealing a shaved smooth slit that was dripping wet with lust for him. Jennifer gasped as he spread her legs and began to lick her pussy. 

His tongue swirled around her swollen clit, and she groaned as her hips arched towards his mouth. 

David ran his fingers through her labia, spreading them open and revealing the pink inner flesh of her pussy. It dripped with her juices, and he couldn't help but stick his tongue out and taste her. She was delicious, a rich flavour that sent him reeling. He had to have more. 

He buried his face between her legs, lapping at her from asshole to clit, enjoying every second of it. She moaned and writhed, her hands tight in his hair, pulling him into her. He could feel her thighs pressing against his face, her skin smooth and soft. 

He jerked his cock as he licked her pussy, his dick dripping with precum, aching to be inside her. 

She was so wet that he could feel her juices running down his chin as he flicked his tongue quickly across her clit. 

"Oh my God," she moaned as he continued to lap at her pussy. "Oh my God, you're so good at this... ooh..." 

David began to alternate between licking her out and sucking on her clit, bringing her closer and closer to climax. She wiggled her hips and thrust her pussy into his face, letting him pleasure her however he wanted. 

At last, she came in a sudden burst of pleasure. Her body trembled and her pussy spasmed, and as she came her juices spurted out of her and onto David's face. 

"Oh my God," she groaned. She took his head and pulled it up, holding him close. "Oh my God, that was so good, David..." 

"Call me Master," he instructed, kissing her hard on the lips. 

Her nipples were hard, and they pressed against his chest as she kissed him. Her lips were soft, and he let her taste her own pussy on his mouth. 

He pushed her back down onto the desk, and tugged off his pants and shirt. "Are you ready for me?" he asked Jennifer. 

"Of course, Master," she whimpered, and she spread her legs for him. Sitting at the edge of the desk, she spread her cunt with two fingers. "Please, put your big, hard cock deep inside me." 

He placed his hands on her hips, guiding his cock towards her entrance. She was so wet that he slipped in easily, her pussy gripping him tight as he pushed his hips forward. Inch by inch, her tight little pussy swallowed him up. 

She moaned and groaned, taking him in. Her pussy was so tight that, as he slid deeper inside her, he could feel her inner walls squeezing him like a perfect, smooth, wet fist. He slid in deeper and deeper, and when he was at last balls deep inside her, she let out a long, low moan of pleasure. 

"Oh, God," she moaned. "Oh, God, you're so big... oh, God..." 

David wrapped his arms around her waist and thrust his hips forward, jamming his cock deep inside her. 

She squealed. "Oh, God, yes, fuck me, oh Master..." 

He began to thrust, harder and harder, his hands gripping her waist tightly. Her tits bounced beneath him as she took his cock. 

"Fuck me, Master," she begged him. "Fuck me like an animal..." 

"Get on your hands and knees," he growled, pulling his cock out of her pussy. 

"Yes, Master," she said, and she got off the desk, moving onto all fours. She put her ass up in the air for him, her pussy twitching and throbbing in anticipation. 

He positioned his cock against her entrance, and he rammed it deep inside. She screamed in pleasure, her head pressing against the carpet as he began to fuck her. 

"Yes!" she moaned. "Yes, fuck me like the filthy slut I am, Master, yes!" 

He slammed his cock in and out of her, his hips slamming against her ass with wet, slapping sounds. His balls slapped against her pussy, and her juices dripped from her onto the floor. Her breath came in ragged gasps, and she moaned and groaned as he fucked her. 

She was so tight, so wonderfully hot and wet. He slid his cock in and out of her, and gripped her hips tightly, pinning her down and fucking her hard. 

She was moaning loudly now, and as she came once again her juices spurted onto the floor. He heard the squelch of her cunt as he fucked her, stretching that little cunt nice and deep. 

He slapped her ass as he pounded her, leaving red marks on her skin. She gasped, enjoying the pain. David had found that most of the women he fucked had an inner pain slut, and he enjoyed bringing that out in them. "Would you like to take a nice spanking for me sometime?" he grunted. 

"Oh, yes," she moaned. "Yes, I'd love to take a spanking from you..." She looked back over her shoulder, tits bouncing from the force of his thrusts. "I'll take anything you want me to, Sir. Pain, pleasure, all of it. Just please keep giving me that huge cock!" 

"You're a naughty girl," David growled. "I could tell the moment I saw you." 

"Yes, Master," Jennifer moaned. "Oh, God, I'm so bad, oh God, I love it, fuck me, oh, David, fuck my little pussy, please!" 

He fucked her harder and harder. He slammed his cock deeper and deeper inside her, until the tip of his shaft was brushing against her cervix. She gasped and shrieked and moaned like the dirty little slut she was, and he loved it. 

He could tell that she was going to come again. Her moaning was becoming higher pitched, and her pussy was clenching around him in anticipation. 

"You like that?" he asked, his balls slapping against her ass. 

"Yes, Master," she moaned. 

He grabbed her hair and yanked her head back, then he thrust forward one last time, his cock spasming inside her. She cried out as he exploded, filling her pussy with his cum. 

The feel of his sperm spurting into her sent Jennifer over the edge again. She came hard on David's cock, milking him as his dick twitched and squirted inside her. Her pussy clenched around him, and he groaned as his balls emptied, filling her to the brim with his cum. 

David pulled his dick out of her and stepped back, admiring the view. Her pussy was stretched and sore, and her juices were dripping from it onto the desk and the floor. Her pussy was a mess, oozing semen, twitching from the aftershocks of orgasm. 

It looked fantastic. 

He leaned in, using his fingers to spread her pussy lips, watching his cum slowly trickle out of her hole. Shit, just the sight of it was enough to make him throb with lust again. 

He pulled his shirt back on and tucked himself back into his pants. "I'll see you soon, Jennifer." He turned to her. "Leave that creampie in your pussy, all right? I like knowing my semen's in you while you work with clients." 

"Yes, Master," she said with a shy smile, and she wiggled her hips, her pussy twitching and clenching. 

I shouldn't be doing this, Jennifer thought. I shouldn't be fucking him, but I can't help myself. He's so hot, and he's so fucking good at it. I love the way that cock feels inside me... 

As David left her office, she knew she was a lost cause. He was so hot, and that cock was addictive. She already wanted it back inside her, going so deep, spurting those thick loads into her womb. 

Hell, as hot as he was, she would gladly even get pregnant for him... 
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A hot preview…  

Jennifer moaned, her cunt squelching. She loved the filthy way he talked to her, making her feel not like a successful lawyer, but a depraved horny slut. Her nails scraped his broad shoulders, the enormous cock plunging in and out of her.  

"Oh fuck yes..." she moaned. "I'm gonna cum..." David squeezed her tits, making her come hard. "Oh fuck yes..." 

"Good girl. Cum on that cock."  

He sucked her nipples, then began to pound her pussy even harder. His powerful thrusts rocked the bed, making it shudder with every lunge. 

"Yes!" she screamed. "Oh fuck yes! Fuck me with that big cock!"  

Then he pulled her up and lay on his back, so that she had to straddle him. 

"Good girl. Now ride this cock." 

Revenge: Owning the Household 7 

David's sexy little lawyer babe, Jennifer, was working on getting his charges dropped. Though criminal, they appeared to be fake, planted by...someone. Originally, he had told her it was his stepmom, but Jennifer was beginning to have her doubts as she delved deeper into his case. 

It seemed more likely that David's estranged father, who had always resented David's success in life, might be behind the planted charges. Jennifer spent long hours investigating the case, pouring over legal documents. 

Jennifer invited David over for dinner one night to share her discovery with him. 

As David arrived at Jennifer's apartment, she greeted him with a tight, sensuous hug. He couldn't help but notice the way her skimpy little dress hugged her curves perfectly, making him hard with desire. But before he fucked her, he needed to hear her out. She had important information to share with him. 

They sat down for dinner, and Jennifer began to explain her findings. 

"David, I think your father might be the one behind these planted charges," she said, taking a sip of her wine. 

David couldn't believe what he was hearing. "But why would he do that?" he asked, furrowing his brow. 

Jennifer sighed. "It's not uncommon for family members to be behind false criminal charges. Your success has always made him jealous, and he might see this as a way to bring you down a peg." 

David leaned back in his chair. His father had always been distant, but he'd never seemed jealous. Or even...that he would set me up... 

Jennifer put a hand on his knee, giving him a reassuring smile. "We'll fight this. We'll prove your innocence and show your father that he can't bring you down." 

"It could be because of Stephanie. His wife...my stepmom." David frowned into his wine glass. "She was always a bitch to me so I assumed she framed me. If she didn't, and it was him instead...Was he actually jealous this whole time? Maybe she was attracted to me." 

David's head was spinning, and Jennifer's hand on his leg wasn't helping with that. She leaned in close to him. "I can't say for sure. But David, I want you to know that I believe in you. I believe that you are innocent, and I want to help you prove that." 

He looked at her, nodding. She was starting to feel like the only person he could trust. Even if Stephanie was under his control...he still didn't know what her motives were. 

At least one thing was for sure. Jennifer had also been affected by the mysterious perfume, and she was super horny for him. She was ready to fuck, and he knew that would help him feel better. 

Jennifer squeezed David's thigh, then leaned forward and kissed him deeply. David let his hand fall to her shoulder, then slipped it up her dress. 

"Oh, David..." Jennifer whispered, smiling. 

She stood up and David followed, kissing her deeply, and then she led him to her bedroom. They fell together on her bed, and David began to caress her tits through her sexy little dress. 

"Take this off," he said, his voice powerful, commanding. 

Jennifer pulled the dress over her head and David took her gorgeous tits in his mouth, sucking on the nipples while he massaged her other tit. 

David rolled Jennifer onto her stomach on the bed and spread her legs. He slipped her thong down her sexy legs and kneeled between them, ready to fuck her. He rubbed the head of his cock on her clit, then slipped inside of her, making her let out a gasp of pleasure. 

"Oh shit you're so big," she moaned. "I still can't believe how thick you feel inside me." 

David began to pound her pussy, and she grabbed the sheets. David reached up and squeezed her tits, then leaned forward and licked her neck. 

"That's a good little bitch," he grunted. "You take a big cock real nice, huh?" 

Jennifer moaned, her cunt squelching. She loved the filthy way he talked to her, making her feel not like a successful lawyer, but a depraved horny slut. Her nails scraped his broad shoulders, the enormous cock plunging in and out of her. 

"Oh fuck yes..." she moaned. "I'm gonna cum..." David squeezed her tits, making her come hard. "Oh fuck yes..." 

"Good girl. Cum on that cock." 

He sucked her nipples, then began to pound her pussy even harder. His powerful thrusts rocked the bed, making it shudder with every lunge. 

"Yes!" she screamed. "Oh fuck yes! Fuck me with that big cock!" 

Then he pulled her up and lay on his back, so that she had to straddle him. 

"Good girl. Now ride this cock." 

She climbed on top of him and sank down on his cock, moaning as he filled her. She began to ride him, gyrating her hips as she bounced up and down. He grabbed her tits and squeezed them, and she moaned with pleasure. 

He pulled her forward until her breasts hung in his face, and he sucked on her nipples as he fucked her pussy. 

"Fuck yeah..." she moaned, her eyes rolling back in her head. 

"Is this the best cock you've ever had?" 

"The best. So thick, so strong..." 

He gripped her hips and railed her hard, thrusting deep up into her. She screamed in joy, cumming again and again from his jackhammer cock. 

He forced her face down on the bed and began to fuck her from behind. He liked this angle because he could watch her take his cock in a very nice view; she liked it because she felt like a total slut, being forced into doggy style with the rough criminal. 

"Yes!" she moaned. "It's so big! Oh fuck yes!" He slapped her ass, and she screamed with delight. "Fuck me! Fuck me! Oh god, you're so strong!" 

She squealed as he fucked her hard, her hips rocking back and forth as she took his cock. 

"I'm gonna cum again!" she screamed. "I'm gonna cum so hard!" 

"Cum for me." 

And she did, her cunt squelching as she came all over his cock. "Oh fuck yes!" 

David watched her ass as he slammed into her and knew she was enjoying this just as much as he was. 

"That's right!" David growled. "This is what you like, isn't it? A big hard cock fucking you like a little slut?" 

"Yes!" she screamed. "Fuck me, fuck me!" 

"Who do you want?" he growled. "Who's your master?" 

"You," she said, her voice a whimper. "Only you, Sir. Yours is the only cock I want." 

Jennifer came again and David let out a long groan, then pulled out of her. She turned around to see that he was getting ready to cum, stroking his dick fast. 

"Show me those tits. Stick your tongue out. I wanna see it." 

She quickly did what he ordered, showing her big tits for him, holding them up and sticking out her tongue. He grunted as he began cumming, spurting long white streams of semen all over her gorgeous tits. He spurted onto her tongue as well, painting it with his heavy load. 

Jennifer loved it, letting his hot cum paint her hot body. This was the sexiest night she'd ever had. She wondered why she'd waited so long to submit to a real man like David. 

David pulled her face in close to him and began to fuck her mouth, forcing his long cock into her mouth, making her suck it. 

"Mmm...fuck yeah." He sighed. He grabbed her head and rammed his cock down her throat, making her choke on it. "That's a good fucking mouth." He pulled his cock out and spat on her face. "You are a fucking slut." 

She moaned lustfully and gazed up at him in complete submission. She would do anything for this dominant man. 

He picked her up and carried her to the shower, then brought her down to the floor and they began to kiss. 

His hands roamed her body, and she knew he was going to fuck her again. She felt like her body was on fire with lust. 

David lifted Jennifer up and pressed her against the wall, and she wrapped her legs around him. He stuck his cock in her pussy and began to thrust, her nipples grazing against his hard chest. 

"Oh shit!" she hissed. "You're so fucking big! Jesus!" She held on tight to his shoulders, getting slammed again and again with big dick. 

She felt herself cumming again. 

"Oh god!" she screamed, her orgasm overtaking her. "Oh god! Oh fuck!" 

"Oh yeah," he said, slapping her ass. "Take that cock!" 

He fucked her hard and she came again and again, orgasming hard on his cock. She screamed and clawed at his shoulders, feeling like a whore. 

Jennifer wrapped her arms around his neck and leaned in to kiss him. She loved the way he fucked her. He was strong and wicked, and she knew she was his. 

David forced her against the wall and started to thrust harder and faster. "I'm gonna make you come so fucking hard," he grunted. "I want you to show me how a big slut you are." 

"Oh, fuck yes," she cried, her pussy quivering around his thick cock. "Cum on my face! I'm your little slut!" 

David pulled out and began to spray his load all over her, drenching her in his cum. It splashed on her face and dripped onto her tits and legs. 

She loved being in the shower with his huge, powerful body, letting him show her what it was like to be his slut. 

He put his cock back in her mouth and she sucked it, letting his cum drip down her throat. 

"Fuck yeah," David said. "That's what I want to see: My slut with my cum all over her face." 

Jennifer felt so sexy, being drenched in his cum. It was already running down her legs, and her body felt so alive, like it had never been before. Jennifer had been with many men, but she'd never been fucked like this. She'd never been so completely possessed by a man. 

She was his slut. 
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Sofia gasped in joy as her pussy was filled with David's huge cock. He was so rough, so handsome, so confident and dominant. He took what he wanted. Sofia decided she would happily give up her pussy to him any time he needed.  

He began to fuck her, thrusting deeply into her, holding her thighs and pulling her back on his cock. She clawed at the floor as he fucked her, thrusting deeply into her tight, wet cunt.  

He had not lied. He was good at fucking women.  

"Oh my god, you're amazing, Sir," she moaned. "Fuck me, fuck my cunt! Oh my god!"  

He grunted, thrusting his cock into her over and over again. "I love your tight, wet pussy."  

"Oh god, I love it too, I love your cock!" she moaned, arching her back. "I love how it feels in my pussy!"  

Revenge: Owning the Household Part 8  

David still couldn't believe his own father had betrayed him, framing him for downfall of his business, even the murder of his associates. David did not realize just how deep the framing went until Jennifer, his lawyer, dug into the details. 

"This goes way deeper than I originally thought," she said, biting her lip as David fucked her over the desk while she explained the case. It was hard to concentrate with his enormous penis inside her, making pleasure trickle through her whole body. 

"What are you talking about?" David said, angling her to the side so he could go deeper. Jennifer grabbed the side of the desk and moaned as he pounded her pussy. 

"This isn't just about you and your father," Jennifer said, teeth gritted as her pussy throbbed, "and the contract you signed..." 

She moaned as David pounded her harder, the desk shaking. "Earle Investments... It's run by the mob." 

"What?" David said, gripping her hips and pounding her harder. "The fucking mob owns my dad's company?" 

"Yeah," Jennifer groaned, feeling her pussy clench as she drew closer to an orgasm, "but it goes deeper... They're cleaning up old crime scenes and setting up new ones. It's a pretty big deal in underground circles. I did some digging and found your dad was working with them. It's why you're here. It's why he framed you." 

David held her hips as she moaned, his penis throbbing, ready to come. He pounded her harder and harder, watching her breasts bounce. "I wish I killed that fucking bastard!" 

"You'll get your chance," Jennifer moaned, coming with a shudder and a moan. Her pussy clenched around David's cock, squeezing it and making him come. He gripped her waist and growled as he finished, spurting thick jets of cum into her pussy, holding himself inside her womb while she shivered in pleasure. 

"Fuck," he grunted, slumping back in the office hair. "I can't believe he did that shit. My own father." 

"It's insane," she gasped, as he slid out and semen spilled across her thighs. "But it's what happened." 

Her nude breasts were large and full. David leaned forward and kissed them, feeling her nipples harden against his lips. As he sucked on her, she caressed his hair and moaned. 

"There has to be a way...some way I can end this nightmare once and for all." He swirled his tongue around her left nipple, making her gasp. 

"I think...The mob boss, Vincenzo. If you could get to him, or his family, and somehow gain control...you would be able to change the course of things." 

David moved her onto his lap, impaling Jennifer on his throbbing cock again. She cried out in pleasure as her pussy was penetrated, the huge dick filling her up. 

"Control his family?" David growled, burying his face in her tits. "I know of a way I could do that." 

"He has a wife," gasped Jennifer. "Sofia. She's beautiful, with three daughters. All of them have a stake in the family business. Perhaps you could convince her and the daughters to give you access." 

David pounded Jennifer's pussy from beneath her, making her whimper and moan. "That's the only way," he grunted, "to take down this fucking cocksucker once and for all." 

"I think we both know you're good at getting women to do what you want," Jennifer moaned. "With that huge dick of yours..." 

"Mmmm," David grunted, his cock still buried deep inside her. "Will you help?" 

"Yes," she moaned, gasping as he began to pound her again. "I'll do whatever you need." 

He gripped her hips and began to rail her hard, already visualizing his revenge against his father. He would find this Vincenzo, seduce his wife and daughters, and fuck them all. With them under his control, David could finally get payback against the man who'd sent him to prison. 

"Oh fuck!" cried Jennifer. "Jesus fuck you're so fucking BIG!" 

He gripped her hair and fucked her, feeling the pleasure of her tight, wet pussy traveling up his cock. He looked at her face, pretty and flushed with pleasure. 

David pulled Jennifer off his cock and pushed her down onto the floor. "Get on all fours bitch," he growled. 

"Yes sir," she replied, doing as he commanded. He grabbed her hips and pushed into her from behind, thrusting deep and hard, impaling her little pussy on his cock, listening to her scream. 

"YES!" she screamed. "Just like that, fuck my tight little pussy!" 

"I'm going to fuck the living shit out of you," he growled, gripping her hips and pounding her. She moaned in pleasure. 

"YES! YES!" she screamed. "Fuck me David, fuck me!" 

He grabbed her hair and pulled her head back, biting her neck and sucking on her. She moaned and came around his cock. Her pussy throbbed, squeezing his cock as she gasped. David grunted in triumph, fucking her harder and harder, slamming his cock into her tight, slick pussy. 

"You're going to be my fucking sex slave, understand?" 

"Yes!" she moaned. "I'm your slave! Fuck your slave's little cunt until she screams your name!" 

He held her hair and fucked her with his huge penis, making her pussy throb. She cried out and came, her pussy pulsating and clenching his cock. He gripped her hips tight and fucked her hard, making her come again. As she moaned and gasped in pleasure, he felt his orgasm building. 

"Yes, Sir, pound my pussy hard. I deserve it. Fuck me like the filthy whore I am!" 

Jennifer was such a slut. David loved it. 

"I'm coming on your cock!" she screamed. "GOD YES!" 

The attorney came, her pussy throbbing and squeezing his cock. He grunted and filled her with cum, holding himself in her as she shuddered and moaned. 

"Oh fuck," she cried, her pussy milking his cock as he came inside her again. He groaned and pushed forward, thrusting and spurting thick jets inside her pussy. 

Finally, he pulled out, watching his cum spill out of her pussy and onto the floor. 

"That's three loads. Enough for today," he said. "With the one you took in your mouth and swallowed, I think you've enjoyed plenty of cum." 

"Thank you, master," she whimpered. "I can't wait for the next cum injection." 

He patted her ass and got dressed. It was time to pay Vincenzo a visit. 

**** 

David began to plan his visit to Vincenzo. He contacted a few contacts he had in the area and found out where he lived. He checked into a small motel near Vincenzo's residence and prepared himself for the upcoming mission. 

The day of his visit, David set out early in the morning, taking a taxi to Vincenzo's house. When he arrived, he was greeted by a beautiful woman named Sofia, who informed him that she was Vincenzo's wife. She led David inside and showed him around the house. 

Sofia then brought him to the kitchen where she said her husband usually took his meals. 

"So, you are an associate of my husband?" she asked, smiling warmly. 

David looked at her, his eyes lingering on her breasts. 

"I've known Vincenzo for many years," David replied. 

"And you've come to ask a favor?" Sofia asked, sipping her wine. 

David stared at her cleavage. "I have come to make a proposal," he replied. 

She gestured for him to continue. "I'm listening." 

David reached out and caressed her thigh. "I would like to get to know you better. You're a very beautiful woman." 

"I am also a married woman," she replied, smiling and brushing his hand away. 

David continued to stare at her cleavage. "Yes, but your husband is away on business often, is he not?" 

"Yes, but-" she started. 

"And he would not mind if you spent time with me?" 

"I'm sorry-" she replied. 

David slid his hand back up her thigh. "Will you let me take you out to dinner tonight?" 

Sofia sighed and stood up, smoothing her skirt down. "I'm sorry, I can't. It's inappropriate. I'm a married woman." 

David smiled and stood up, grabbing her and pulling her close. "You really shouldn't say no to me," he whispered. 

"My husband-" she began. 

David took the perfume out, spritzing the air lightly. 

Sofia's eyes went wide as she inhaled, immediately becoming compliant and horny. 

"So, dinner?" he asked, gently rubbing her inner thighs again. 

"Of course...anywhere you would like, Sir." 

"Dinner it is, then. But right now," he said, unzipping his pants. "I want you on your knees with my dick in your mouth." 

David's cock pulsed in front of her mouth. Sofia looked up at him, her eyes wide. He smiled and turned her face towards his cock. 

"Oh my god," Sofia sighed in happiness, slowly dropping to her knees before his cock. "It's so big." 

"Open wide, Sofia," he murmured, grabbing her hair. 

"Yes, Sir," she moaned. Sofia's mouth opened for him and he slid his cock inside. She moaned and fell forward, wrapping her lips around the base of his cock, still looking up at him. 

David closed his eyes and groaned, holding her head in his hands as she began sucking him, licking his shaft and swallowing his head. She sucked gently, slurping and moaning, making him groan in pleasure. 

David groaned and fucked her mouth, pushing his cock deep into her throat. She groaned in pleasure, taking it in her mouth and throat. He fucked her mouth, thrusting deep and making her gag and choke. She tried to pull back, but he held her head and made her take his cock deep into her throat. 

"You love taking my cock down your throat, don't you?" he asked, looking down at her. She whimpered and nodded. "Yes, Sir," she moaned, clearly horny. 

It looked good, having his enemy's wife on her knees, with his penis in her mouth. 

After a few minutes, he pulled his cock from her mouth. 

"Good girl," he grunted, moving her to the floor and pushing her skirt up over her hips. "Bend over." 

She did, kneeling on all fours for him. He parted her thighs, pulled down her panties, and slid his cock into her soaking wet cunt. 

"Don't worry. I'm really good at fucking women," he promised, giving her ass a good slap. 

Sofia gasped in joy as her pussy was filled with David's huge cock. He was so rough, so handsome, so confident and dominant. He took what he wanted. Sofia decided she would happily give up her pussy to him any time he needed. 

He began to fuck her, thrusting deeply into her, holding her thighs and pulling her back on his cock. She clawed at the floor as he fucked her, thrusting deeply into her tight, wet cunt. 

He had not lied. He was good at fucking women. 

"Oh my god, you're amazing, Sir," she moaned. "Fuck me, fuck my cunt! Oh my god!" 

He grunted, thrusting his cock into her over and over again. "I love your tight, wet pussy." 

"Oh god, I love it too, I love your cock!" she moaned, arching her back. "I love how it feels in my pussy!" 

She moaned in pleasure, feeling his cock inside her. 

David grabbed her hair and yanked her head back, his cock hammering her pussy hard and deep. 

"You're my cum slut now," he whispered. "Got it?" 

"Yes, Sir, I'm your slut," Sofia moaned, moaning as he fucked her pussy. He was so rough and merciless. She loved it. He made her pussy throb with pleasure, tightening and pulsing around his cock. 

David's cock throbbed with pleasure as well. She was such a slut. He fucked her pussy deep and hard, thrusting his cock into her again and again. Sofia moaned and came, her pussy throbbing and squeezing his cock. Her orgasm made his cock jerk in delight, thickening and pulsing. 

"Oh fuck, I'm going to cum," he groaned as he fucked her. 

"Yes! Oh my god, cum in my pussy!" she cried out, thrusting back on his cock and squeezing his shaft. "I want you to cum in my pussy!" 

David groaned and came, filling her pussy with cum. Thick hot jets of semen pumped and pulsed, coating her womb. 

"Oh my god," Sofia sighed, feeling his cum fill her. He pulled his cock from her pussy and she collapsed on the floor. 

"All right, get dressed," he said. "I'm taking you out for dinner tonight." 

Nodding, Sofia smiled, ready to do anything and everything he wanted. 

As she readied herself, David went to Vincenzo's study. To his surprise, all his files were unprotected. 

David quickly went through the documents, amazed at what he found. There were invoices for payments to gangs in town, contracts and agreements for drug trafficking, and even bank records of offshore accounts that Vincenzo had been hiding from the authorities. This was enough evidence to convict Vincenzo and put him away for a long time. 

David quickly gathered all the paperwork he needed and stuffed it into a folder. He knew this was enough proof to bring to Jennifer so she could get the conviction they wanted. 

Having completed his mission, all that was left to do was fuck Sofia as much as he wanted. 
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"I'm going to cum in you again," he groaned. 

"Fill my pussy," she whispered. "Please fill my pussy with cum." 

He grunted, thrusting quickly into her. Her pussy was so tight and warm. The thrusts were deep, and she could feel his cock rubbing over her sensitive spots. 

"Oh, god," she moaned, "I'm so close." 

He tightened his grip on her hair, making her head arch back. He kissed her passionately as he slammed his cock in and out of her pussy. 

"Oh yeah," he moaned. "I'm going to fill your pussy with my hot cum. I'm going to cum in your pussy. I'm gonna give you a baby, Jennifer." 

"Yes," she moaned, "I want your baby! I'm your little fuck slut. I want you to fill my pussy with cum and make me have your baby." 

Revenge: Owning the Household Part 10 

David was ready for his day in court. He had made the necessary preparations, consulted with Jennifer, and come up with all the needed evidence to prove his father and Vincenzo had set him up. Now, he was ready to become a free man again. 

David and Jennifer arrived in court early that morning. From the outside, the building looked imposing yet majestic, with its tall pillars reaching up to the sky. As they stepped inside, they were met by a bustling atmosphere of people making their way through the hallways. The walls were covered with portraits of judges from centuries past and documents that had been signed into law decades before. 

David and Jennifer made their way past security and into the courtroom where his trial was set to take place. The room was filled with an air of anticipation as everyone waited for proceedings to begin. David took a seat at one end of the long mahogany table while Jennifer stood behind him ready to provide any assistance he needed during this nerve-wracking moment. 

As David looked around, he noticed Vincenzo and his father seated on one side of him while several lawyers occupied chairs. David bristled with rage at the sight of his father. 

"That bastard," he muttered under his breath. "I wanna fucking kill him." 

Jennifer put her hand on his arm. "Just let me do all the talking here, David. Remember, we want to get your name cleared." 

He forced his anger under control and nodded, knowing she was right. 

The asshole wasn't worth his time anyway. 

on the other. It was clear that they were all prepared for a long and grueling battle. The judge entered the room and took his seat, his robes rustling as he moved. 

Jennifer stood up and addressed the court in a clear, confident voice. She laid out his case, pointing out the inconsistencies and lies that his father and Vincenzo had used to frame him. She presented evidence that showed their true motives and schemes to ruin David's reputation and send him to prison. 

As David spoke, the tension in the courtroom grew thicker. His father and Vincenzo looked increasingly nervous and agitated. It was clear they had not anticipated the strength of David's argument. 

After several hours of testimony and cross-examination, the judge retired to his chambers to consider the evidence. David and Jennifer waited nervously outside the courtroom, pacing back and forth. 

Finally, the judge emerged from his chambers and took his seat. He cleared his throat and began to speak. 

"Based on all the evidence presented in this case, I hereby declare that David is not guilty of the charges brought against him. His name is cleared, and he is free to go." 

There was a loud cheer and applause burst out as David rose to his feet before being embraced by Jennifer. 

They held each other tightly, smiling and laughing as everyone patted David on the back and shook his hand. 

"I'm so proud of you," Jennifer whispered in his ear. "You really are the most amazing man I've ever known." 

David's face was flushed with pride and happiness as he and Jennifer left the courthouse. 

"Should we go celebrate?" Jennifer asked, rubbing his thigh in the car as they drove. Her hand moved very close to his crotch. 

He grinned, feeling hornier than ever now that he was free. "Hell yeah, baby. Your place or mine?" 

"Mine of course," she said. "I want to see this big, thick cock of yours again." 

He laughed and turned on the radio as he drove back into town. Everyone on the road waved to him, cheering for his victory. Traffic even stopped for him as he made his way through the center of the city. 

He and Jennifer walked through her front door. She shut the door behind them, then turned to him, grinning in excitement. 

"God I'm so wet for you," she whispered. "You can't imagine." 

He grabbed her, kissing her deeply. 

She pressed her body against him, moaning softly. 

"I'm all yours, baby," she said. "Do whatever you want with me." 

"Anything?" he asked, grinning. "Even if I fuck you in the ass like before?" 

She laughed. "Especially then." 

He unzipped his pants and pulled his cock out of his pants, letting it spring free. She gasped at the sight of it. It was crimson red and throbbing. 

"Oh god yes," she moaned. 

"Come on, bend over," he said, urging her to bend over the kitchen counter. 

Jennifer obeyed, tugging down her skirt and panties, turning around and bending over. He grabbed her ass cheeks and spread them wide as his cock brushed up against her tight asshole. 

"I'm so ready to have you back inside me," she whispered. "Please, David." 

She really enjoyed anal sex with him, more than anyone else. It was the filthiness of the act, the hugeness of David's cock, and the fact that she knew he liked using her that way. Of course, the pleasure of having his huge dick in her ass made it even more enticing. 

She spread her cheeks wider as David's cock brushed up against her asshole. He rubbed up and down her crack a few times and then pressed his cock against her tight opening. 

With a swift motion, he embedded his cock into her ass. 

Jennifer cried out loudly, gasping and panting. 

"Oh fuck, it feels so good," she cried. "It's so big in my ass." 

He began to thrust his cock in and out of her asshole. He always loved this position because he could pull her hair as he fucked her. 

"Oh fuck yes, tear my ass apart," she moaned. "I'm your slut. I'm your anal whore." 

He pulled her hair as he slammed his throbbing cock deeper into her ass. She was so tight and hot, every inch of her ass muscles grasping his cock tightly. He could feel her sphincter muscles contracting around his cock as he fucked her. 

"Yes, let me have it," she moaned. "Fuck your cock into my tight ass as hard as you can. I'm yours. I'm your dirty little slut." 

It was music to his ears, hearing her speak like that. He loved it when she was submissive to him, to his sexual needs and desires. He was the one in control, and she loved it. 

He pulled her hair harder as he pounded her ass. Her body shook and trembled as she approached orgasm. 

He grabbed her hair and pulled harder, ripping her away from the counter. She staggered and fell to the floor as he continued to fuck her hard. She cried out as he slammed his cock into her asshole. 

His balls slapped up against her wet cunt as he fucked her ass. She reached down and rubbed her pussy, moaning as she played with herself. Her body tensed and then relaxed as she came hard. 

"Oh god yes, you're making me cum," she gasped. 

"I'm going to cum too," he moaned. "Your asshole feels so fucking good." 

He slammed his cock deeper into her asshole as he came. He groaned as he exploded deep in her ass, filling her ass cavity with thick, hot cum. 

"I love it when you fill me with cum," she moaned. "I love feeling it in my tight little asshole." 

David pulled out, watching his cum drip out of her ass. He pulled her into his arms and carried her to the bedroom, kissing her passionately on the way. 

They both stripped off their clothes and David decided to fuck her ass again. He was enjoying the thrill of anal sex with her. Jennifer liked the humiliating aspect, and David could tell it was making her orgasms more intense. 

He pushed the tip of his cock into her asshole and she gasped, then moaned as he penetrated her. 

"I'm ready for you again," she said. "My tight little asshole is waiting for your cock." 

He could feel her asshole gripping his cock as he began to thrust it in and out. 

"Oh yeah, fuck my ass," she moaned. "Ram that cock up my ass." 

He grabbed her hair and pulled as she pounded her ass against his cock. He thrust it in and out of her asshole, grunting as he pulled on her hair. 

"How does it feel?" she gasped. 

"It feels amazing," he moaned. "Your ass is so tight and hot." 

"I'm your ass whore," she whispered. "Use me." 

"I am," he said, fucking her asshole hard. "I'm using your tight little ass." 

He began to play with her pussy as he fucked her in the ass. It turned her on even more. She started to play with her clit as he fucked her ass. She was getting off on the act of dominating him. 

He thrusted in and out of her asshole, loving how tight it was. It was so snug and warm, and every time he thrust his cock into her ass he could feel his cum leaking out of her ass. 

Finally she came again, shuddering and shaking as she shuddered on the bed. As she came, she cried out, loving the vigorous, dominant way he pounded her butt. 

"Fuck yeah, you're cumming are you?" he asked, slamming harder into her ass. "I bet your tight little ass feels amazing right now." 

"Yes, it feels amazing," she moaned. "Use my ass. I don't care what you do with it. Just keep fucking me." 

He leaned over and kissed her passionately as he fucked her ass. 

"I love your tight little ass," he whispered. "I'm going to keep fucking it until you can't walk." 

"Don't stop," she begged him. "I'm cumming so hard right now." 

He could feel her ass contracting around his cock. She moaned in pleasure, the sensation of her ass tightening around his cock was almost too much for him. 

"I'm going to cum in your ass," he moaned. 

"Oh my god I'm cumming," she moaned. "Fill my ass, Sir. Give it another good, hot dose of that thick cum you have!" 

He fucked her hard until he started to cum again. He groaned, exploding in her ass again. 

When they were done, he collapsed on the bed beside her. 

"That felt so good," she said. "I love it when you fuck my ass. I love how you use me for your pleasure." 

"And I love how submissive you are to me." 

"Nothing makes me happier," she said, smiling. "I'm a dirty, nasty girl, aren't I?" 

"Yeah, you're a slut," he said, slapping her ass. "You really like anal sex, don't you?" 

"More than I ever expected." 

As they lay resting together for a while, Jennifer softly kissed him. "I'm so happy we won together today, baby. It made me proud to know I helped you get your freedom." 

"Me too," he said, "I'm glad to know we got that asshole back finally." 

"He deserved it," she said. "They should have gotten him sooner." 

"Yeah, that asshole deserved everything that's happened to him," he said. "He deserves to be in prison. That's all he deserves." David frowned. "He will go to prison, right?" 

"Oh yes. All the evidence proves you did nothing...and he's the real criminal here." 

David nodded. 

She kissed him again, then straddled him. Jennifer was wet and he was hard. She slowly sank down onto his thick, erect cock, gasping as he pussy stretched to take him inside her. When he was all the way in, she had a mini orgasm from how huge and thick he was in her. 

She placed her hands on his chest and began to ride him. 

She bounced up and down on his cock, moaning as she fucked him. 

Jennifer felt his cock throbbing deep in her pussy, and she loved it. She had never felt so full in her life. She loved having his cock in her pussy and his cum in her ass. 

"Oh god yes," she moaned, slamming down on his cock harder. "Fuck my pussy. I'm your dirty little slut." 

"You are," he said, "You're my dirty little slut, and I'm going to keep using your tight, wet cunt." 

"Use my cunt," she moaned, slamming down on him. "I'm your little whore. You can do whatever you want with me. You're in control." 

"Mmm, yeah," he moaned. "You love having a big, thick cock in your tight little pussy, don't you? You're a dirty little girl. You love being used. Don't you?" 

She leaned forward and kissed him hard, as she continued to bounce her ass up and down on his cock. 

"Yes," she moaned. "I love being used. I love being your dirty, nasty whore." 

He flipped her onto her back, then pulled her legs up, resting her feet on his shoulders. She couldn't believe how deep he was inside her. 

She moaned in pleasure as he started to thrust hard and deep into her pussy. He grabbed her hair and pulled, watching her face as she moaned in pleasure. 

He slammed his cock in and out of her pussy, groaning as he felt her heat. Her pussy was so tight, and he loved feeling her wet, snug heat surrounding him. 

He pulled on her hair and she whimpered as she came again. 

"I'm your little whore, baby," she whispered. "I'm your little fuck slave. I'll do anything you say. I'll do whatever you want me to do." 

He groaned as he fucked her faster, pounding her pussy over and over. He pulled on her hair as he grunted, his balls slapping against her ass. He buried his cock deeper and deeper inside of her pussy. 

"I'm going to cum in you again," he groaned. 

"Fill my pussy," she whispered. "Please fill my pussy with cum." 

He grunted, thrusting quickly into her. Her pussy was so tight and warm. The thrusts were deep, and she could feel his cock rubbing over her sensitive spots. 

"Oh, god," she moaned, "I'm so close." 

He tightened his grip on her hair, making her head arch back. He kissed her passionately as he slammed his cock in and out of her pussy. 

"Oh yeah," he moaned. "I'm going to fill your pussy with my hot cum. I'm going to cum in your pussy. I'm gonna give you a baby, Jennifer." 

"Yes," she moaned, "I want your baby! I'm your little fuck slut. I want you to fill my pussy with cum and make me have your baby." 

"I'm going to cum in your pussy," he moaned. "I'm going to give you my baby." 

He began to pound her pussy hard, groaning as he came. Jennifer shrieked as her own orgasm rocked through her. She shook in pleasure as she felt him shooting his cum into her pussy. 

She groaned and he squeezed her ass. 

"Feel me cumming in your pussy," he whispered. 

Jennifer shivered. She loved feeling his cock throbbing inside her. All that thick, hot sperm. The sperm of a rough, dominant man. Once a criminal, now proven innocent. She would gladly give birth to his babies. 

He finally finished cumming inside her, and he pulled out. Now her pussy and ass were both dripping his sperm. 

She felt used and happy. She enjoyed being his fuck slut. She'd give him any part of her body he wanted to fuck, whenever he wanted her. 
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A hot preview…  

"I want to make you feel all better," she said. "Would you like that?" 

"Oh, yes," he said, pressing her tits together and licking her nipples. "That'd be better than any medicine." 

She giggled, and kissed his neck, rubbing his body. He always made her feel so horny. "Then you just use Mommy's body any way you need, sweetheart. These tits, this pussy...this mouth...this ass...they all belong to you. Holes for you to fuck as you need."  

Her words made him horny, and he reached his hand up her skirt and felt her pussy. She was so wet.  

"Mmm," he groaned, rubbing her clit. "You just love it when I fuck this cunt, don't you?" 

"I love when you fuck me anywhere you want, Sir," she said, her tone hungry. "I love making you feel good." 

"You'll make me feel good, alright," he said, rubbing her clit harder. "You like getting cum on your face?" 

"I love it," she moaned. "I want your cum all over my face and lips." 

Revenge: Owning the Household Part 9  

David took Sofia, the wife of Vincenzo, to a nice restaurant, one of the more upscale ones in the area. She had already been exposed to the perfume, making her submissive, compliant, and ready to please David sexually in any way he wanted. 

When they arrived at the restaurant, David held the door open for Sofia and guided her to their table. She looked around in awe, taking in the details of the elegant decor — from the plush carpeting to the tall ceilings that were embellished with intricate designs. The walls were a deep blue, and lamps hung from them, illuminating the room with a warm glow. 

They were seated at a private booth where they could enjoy each other's company without distraction. A waiter presented them with menus and after perusing through them, David chose a bottle of wine and two glasses to enjoy as they awaited their meals. As he went about selecting their courses, Sofia admired his taste and sophistication when it came to dining out. 

While they ate, Sofia sat close to him, giggling at his jokes and sucking on his finger as he dipped it in honey glaze. He put his hand on her thigh and rubbed it near her pussy, which was barely protected by a light sheen of lacy fabric from her silky panties. 

He looked down at her very large breasts emphasized by her choice of gown. She had deliberately chosen it to please and entice him, and it was working. He knew he'd be sliding his thick cock between those breasts by the night's end. 

As they left the restaurant, Sofia was very horny, and smelled a whiff of David's cologne. Her pussy began to quiver—she wanted him inside her, and her body was responding involuntarily. 

"Please, take me home, baby," she whispered. "I want you deep inside me." 

He grinned. "You want me to fuck you in your bed? The bed where your own husband pretends his tiny little penis can satisfy you?" 

Sofia nodded yes, feeling her excitement increase. "I want to feel your hard cock stab into my pussy as deep as it can go." 

He leaned over and kissed her while guiding her hand to his throbbing dick in his pants. "You have very naughty lips," he said. "I want them wrapped around my cock." 

Her pussy was throbbing, soaking her panties with her own juices. 

Once they were in the car, they kissed deeply. Her hand was stroking his cock as it bulged in his pants. She moaned and rubbed his muscular arms. "I don't know if I can wait til we get back," she whimpered. "I'm so horny, Sir." 

"Then you can suck on my cock while I drive home," he said, roughly slapping one of her ass cheeks. "Get those lips on my dick." 

Sofia eagerly obliged, unzipping his fly and pulling his cock out. She licked it from root to tip, before taking him in her mouth and sucking him deeply as he drove. She bobbed up and down on him with an urgency that surprised even herself, as if she was trying to make up for all the years of sexual deprivation with her husband. His groans of pleasure only served to encourage her further as she rode his hard shaft with a hunger that could not be denied. 

David drove home with one hand on the wheel and one on the back of Sofia's head pushing her down onto him harder. 

The sound of Sofia's moans and slurps filled the car along with David’s low grunts. The wife of his worst enemy was proving to be an incredible fuck. 

When they got back to the house, he quickly got her out of the car, carried her in, and threw her down on the bed. He tore off her clothes, freeing her huge breasts, and then pulled her lacy thong from her body and tossed it aside. 

"Fuck, you're such a hot piece of ass," he said, getting on top of her. "You like it rough? You like it deep?" 

"Yes, I love both," she responded, rubbing her pussy. "Please, fuck me, Master. Fuck me with your huge cock." 

David growled, sliding his thick tip against her dripping pussy. Inch by inch he fed her his dick until he was halfway in; and then thrust the rest of his aching shaft into her tight cunt. She screamed in pleasure, and he felt his cock pulse in response. Her pussy was so hot and wet. 

"You're my slut, aren't you?" he said, grabbing her by her hair. "Say it!" 

"I'm your slut! Oh, god, I'm your slut!" she screamed. 

"Tell me how much you love my cock in your tight little fuckhole," he said. 

"I love it! I love your hard cock in my wet pussy, Sir! Fill me up with your cum! I want you to cum inside me!" 

"How'd you like your husband to fuck you?" he groaned, pounding into her. "Would you like if he fucked you like this?" 

"No, no, no, no!" she cried out as she thrust her hips toward him to take his dick balls deep inside her. "I don't want him anymore. I just want you to fuck me, Sir. I want your big dick in my pussy. I love your big cock, Master." 

Another slut getting addicted to his cock. David was not surprised. If he had one thing, for sure, it was a huge penis. One might even call it "magical" in the way it was able to convert women into his mindless sex slaves. Of course, the perfume didn't hurt. But the minute a girl got a taste of David's huge dick inside them, they became addicted. 

Sofia's pussy was throbbing, becoming that much more sensitive to his touch. He loved the feeling of shoving his cock in her tight, soaked pussy and the sex sounds she was making as he fucked her. 

"I'm fucking your married pussy," he growled. "This pussy belongs to me!" 

"Oh, god, yes, it does!" she replied, her body shuddering with a massive orgasm. "My pussy belongs to you!" 

"Say it!" he demanded, pulling her hair and slapping her ass with his hand. 

"It's yours! Oh, god, yes, this pussy is yours, Sir!" she screamed. 

David grabbed the back of Sofia's head and brought her lips to his, kissing her with passion. He felt his 

David fucked her harder, fucking her faster and deeper as she cried out and clawed at his back. He felt he couldn't last much longer as her pussy became hotter and tighter. 

"Oh, god, I'm going to cum!" she wailed, thrusting toward him. "I'm going to cum, Sir! I'm cumming!" 

She was ready to feel the hot blast of his seed deep inside her, and she wrapped her legs around his waist and pulled him closer. 

Covering her lips with his, he moved his cock out of her pussy until it almost fell out and then purposefully slammed it back in. 

"You like that?" he asked, pumping his cock into her. "You like when I slam my dick into your hot little married cunt?" 

"Yes, baby," she cried out. "I like it when you fuck my pussy!" 

David was ready to give it to her. He could feel her pussy contract around his thick shaft as she cried out in pleasure. His balls tightened, and a rush of cum filled his shaft. 

"Fuck, gonna cum," he grunted. "Gonna fill up your pussy. You want me to get you pregnant?" 

At that moment, Sofia's pussy began to spasm, her orgasm shaking her whole body. Her mouth hung open, her eyes closed and her body relaxed as the rush of cum filled her. 

"Oh, god, yes!" she moaned, "fill me up. Make me pregnant, Master! Force me pregnant and make me have your babies!" 

The thought of impregnating her was such a turn on that David slammed into her one final time before he exploded, filling her. 

"Oh, god! Fuck!" he groaned, releasing rope after rope of cum into her inner depths, painting her fertile walls with his seed. 

He came and came, knowing his sperm was knocking her up right this second. That soon, his worst enemy's wife would have a swollen baby belly, the sperm of his nemesis having gotten her pregnant. 

It was the ultimate revenge: Vincenzo's wife would give birth to David's baby, not even knowing it. 

David kissed Sofia hard, and rough, possessing her mouth in a hungry, dominant way. Moaning against him, desperate for more of her masculine, powerful lover, she returned the kiss. Her cunt muscles massaged his dick, squeezing every drop from the heavy, pulsing penis inside her. 

Finally he finished unloading and pulled out, his weight settling on Sofia's soft body. She caressed his muscled back and ass, kissing his strong neck. She loved sex with David and she'd do anything to keep him in her bed. 

**** 

David spent the night with her, and in the morning prepared to depart. He had work to do. Preparations for his trial were underway soon, and he couldn't be late. 

"I'll call you as soon as I can," he said, rubbing Sofia's large breasts and sucking her nipples one more time. 

She smiled and caressed his hair. "I can't wait, baby. I need to feel you inside me again soon," she whispered, kissing him again. 

David left her then, and returned home. The sun was slowly rising, and he could feel the heat already warming his skin. His heart raced as he thought of all he had to do in order to prove himself innocent in the eyes of the court. He had evidence, but also needed witnesses who would stand up for him against Vincenzo's lies. 

He laid out all the legal documents on his kitchen table and focused on organizing them into a cohesive argument that would be presented before the judge. After making some calls, David was finally satisfied with his work and retired for the evening. 

As he sat in his office, mulling over a glass of scotch, his hot stepmom came in to see him. Stephanie rubbed his shoulders, kissing him softly. "You seem so stressed, honey. Can I do anything to make it better?" 

David smiled and kissed her back. "Come sit on my lap, Mom," he said, patting his thighs. 

"You know I'd do anything for you," she said, sitting on his lap and wrapping her arms around his strong shoulders. He reached into her bra and felt up her huge tits, the sensation already easing his stress. "I love you so much, you know that?" 

"I love you, too, Mom," he said. "I know I can always count on you." 

"I want to make you feel all better," she said. "Would you like that?" 

"Oh, yes," he said, pressing her tits together and licking her nipples. "That'd be better than any medicine." 

She giggled, and kissed his neck, rubbing his body. He always made her feel so horny. "Then you just use Mommy's body any way you need, sweetheart. These tits, this pussy...this mouth...this ass...they all belong to you. Holes for you to fuck as you need." 

Her words made him horny, and he reached his hand up her skirt and felt her pussy. She was so wet. 

"Mmm," he groaned, rubbing her clit. "You just love it when I fuck this cunt, don't you?" 

"I love when you fuck me anywhere you want, Sir," she said, her tone hungry. "I love making you feel good." 

"You'll make me feel good, alright," he said, rubbing her clit harder. "You like getting cum on your face?" 

"I love it," she moaned. "I want your cum all over my face and lips." 

"You love it when I spray it all over your face?" 

"I love it when you cum on me," she said, her voice breathy. "I want to be your cum slut, sweetheart. I want you to use me for your pleasure." 

"You are my pleasure slut," he said, his hand on her pussy. "You're my cum slut." 

"But I'm your everything, sweetheart," she replied. "I'm your cum slut, your slut, your sex slave, your everything." 

He loved hearing her say that, and she knew it. He tugged down her bra and pinched her nipples. She moaned and moved her hips on his lap. 

"You like when I pinch your nipples?" he asked, his fingers circling her areolas. 

"Oh, god, yes," she breathed, her pussy soaking wet. "It feels so good, Sir!" 

"Good," he growled, pinching her nipples harder. "Because I want this pussy ready for me every time I want it." 

"Oh, god, yes, Sir!" she cried, rubbing her pussy on him. "I'll be ready for you!" 

His cock was throbbing, and he could feel the wet heat from her cunt. He needed to be inside her, now. 

He carried her to the bed, kissing her lustfully. Laying her down, he began stripping off his shirt and pants, as she removed her bra and panties as well. 

"From now on, I want you naked at all times in this house," he said, his tone dominant. "I want that pussy and those tits available on demand." 

"Yes, Sir," she said, pussy dripping and clenching in excitement at his words. She loved the thought of being easily available to her master at all times. Bent over the counter, his cock sliding into her...or in the bathroom brushing her teeth, gasping in pleasure and shock as that huge cock unexpectedly invaded her again... 

The thick, heavy penis and balls she was now a slave to throbbed and pulsed in front of her. "Get on your knees," he ordered. "Rub my dick. Use your hands, get me nice and slick." 

His tip was leaking precum heavily, and she squeezed some out onto her fingers and rubbed it all over his length, stroking him. She looked up at him and smiled, wanting him to feel as good as possible. He moaned as he watched her rub his dick, and she used her other hand to stroke his balls, squeezing them gently. As she jacked him off, he groaned in pleasure, grabbing her hair. 

She arched her back and rubbed his precum into her tits, moaning. 

Stroking his huge, thick cock, she leaned forward, catching some of the sweet precum on her tongue. As she did, she continued to rub and stroke his curved, pulsing penis, the heat and throb of it making her wetter. 

"Good. Rub my balls. Suck them, put your face in them," he said, pressing her nose and cheek against his huge balls. They were hot against her skin, pulsing with the heavy load of cum inside them that she knew she'd soon receive. 

"Where do you want to come tonight, baby?" she whispered breathily. "My face, my tits? Inside my pussy?" 

"Inside your mouth," he said. "I want you to wear my cum on your face and then suck it off your lips. I want you to play with it, rub it all over your tongue." 

"I've been thinking about that," she said, "about what it'd be like to have you cum in my mouth every night. I can't wait." 

"Then let's make this happen," he said, feeling himself throbbing at her words. "Right now." 

She got on her knees and parted her lips, ready for her lover's massive girth. His head was so large, and she loved sucking it like it was a big, thick popsicle. She licked the underside of his dick and he moaned, stroking her hair. She took him in her mouth, and he slowly pushed himself deeper, gliding his head against her tongue. 

She moaned, her mouth filled with him. 

He felt so large and powerful inside her, and she reached her hands up and grabbed his ass as he pushed himself in deeper. His precum was thick and sweet, leaking out of him and onto her tongue. She wrapped her lips around him tightly, slurping and sucking as he pushed his cock deeper into her mouth. 

"That's it," he growled, grabbing her hair and pushing himself into her deeper, until her nose was touching his pelvis. "You're my little slut. My dirty fucking slut." 

He began to fuck her mouth, sliding his cock in and out of her. She moaned and moaned, loving the feeling of him fucking her mouth like this. 

Then he pulled back, and she rubbed his dickhead against her mouth, his precum on her lips and chin. She licked her lips, getting some of it on her tongue. 

He pushed back in, and she grabbed his ass, sucking him deeper and deeper as she felt more of his length move against her tongue. She braced herself as she felt his cock begin to pulse and throb, and she knew he was about to cum. 

She moaned as she felt his huge cock begin to pulse, and he groaned loudly, gripping her hair tightly and filling her mouth with cum. The first blast was major, hitting the back of her throat and making her choke, but she swallowed it down quickly and gripped his hips with both hands, pulling him into her. 

The next shot filled her mouth, and she closed her lips around him tightly so none of his cum would escape. She squeezed his ass, feeling his thick cock throbbing as he unloaded his cum in her mouth. 

As he filled her with cum, she swallowed again and again, his thick, hot seed filling her mouth, and she moaned. 

She pulled him out of her mouth, crying out as hot cum hit her face and chest and stomach. He rocked his hips, pumping her full of cum, his dick throbbing against her face. Squirt after squirt, blast after blast filled her mouth. She tasted every drop of her master's cum and moaned in pleasure. 

She loved the taste, and she loved the idea that it was so powerful. She could feel the amount of cum he was shooting, and she loved the feeling of him claiming her with it. 

"Oh my god, I can feel it," she moaned loudly. He unloaded onto her, and she continued to rub his cock, milking him until his pulses faded and he was still. She moaned as he finished, his cock still in her hands, his cum on her face and chest, deep in her belly. 

He reveled in the sight of his stepmother covered in his semen. 

"I feel much better now." He smiled. "You're a good girl, Mom." 

Other books you might enjoy:

Kingsley House  

Orion’s Genesis  

Master of Mothers  

See them all here!  

Sign up for my mailing list!  


[image: ]


Revenge: Owning the Household Part 11 

Other books you might enjoy:

Kingsley House  

Orion’s Genesis  

Master of Mothers  

See them all here!  

Sign up for my mailing list!  

A hot preview… 

Cindy cried out with pleasure as he impaled her. She was being invaded, giving up her womb to this strange, powerful man who had charmed her to no end. Though she barely knew him, she'd gladly give him her pussy and give birth to his babies. 

Her pussy was far tighter than David had expected. He groaned, her cunt clenching around his cock like a velvet glove. 

"Fuck me," she whispered, her voice heavy with lust. 

Revenge: Owning the Household Part 11 

David had won the case. He'd won Jennifer, Stephanie, Sofia, and Kira, and every other gorgeous woman he'd encountered. The perfume had helped him. But this event with his father had unlocked a darkness in David. 

He wanted to take Vincenzo's empire for himself. 

He started small, by buying up parcels of the businesses that belonged to Vincenzo and his associates. He used sly tactics and shady deals to gain a foothold in the underworld of organized crime, but soon enough it was clear who had the upper hand. David was relentless in his pursuit of power, often resorting to violence when necessary. No one dared cross him or they would pay with their lives. 

Through intimidation and fear, David began to slowly expand his influence until eventually he managed to become the sole ruler of Vincenzo's empire. Everywhere he went people bowed down before him as if he were some kind of god. 

With this newfound power came a sense of satisfaction for David that he hadn't felt in years--he was finally able to punish those who wronged him or his family by using whatever means necessary. His first order of business? 

Revenge on his father. 

"I want him castrated," he told his chief assistant, a burly man named Marc. 

Marc looked at David with a raised eyebrow and a furrowed brow. "Are you sure, sir?" he asked cautiously. "That's a pretty extreme punishment. Maybe we should just exile him or something..." 

David shook his head, his eyes flashing with anger. "No," he growled. "I want him emasculated. I want him to suffer as I've suffered." 

Marc hesitated for a moment, then nodded reluctantly. "Okay. I'll take care of it." 

David smiled, feeling a sense of triumph. He knew his father would suffer, and he couldn't wait to see the look on his face when he realized what was coming. 

His father was brought him to their hideout. He was bound and gagged, and David stood over him, his eyes glinting with malice. 

"You took everything from me," David seethed. "My mother, my childhood, my innocence. And for what? What did you gain from it?" 

His father's eyes widened in fear as he realized what was about to happen. 

"I'm going to take away the one thing that defines you as a man." David gestured to one of his men. "Don't worry, I'm not a complete monster. I'll make sure you're anesthetized while it happens. But when you wake up, daddy dearest, you're gonna find yourself missing those two little prize jewels of yours." 

His father begged and pleaded, but David just stood there, smiling coldly. 

David left. He had work to do. Women needed to be bred, so he could secure more heirs for his empire. Someone needed to take over when he was gone. 

Stephanie, his stepmom, was currently pregnant. While she was an amazing fuck, he didn't want to risk harming the baby. Jennifer was also quite swollen with child, though also very happy. 

David decided now would be a good time to bring a new female into his empire. He'd had his eye on a hot, sweet, petite blonde named Cindy who frequented the local coffee shop. David had a background check done on her to make sure she was of legal age. It turned out she was actually 22, so he had no worries on that front. 

But before departing to begin his seduction of Cindy, he had a task. 

"Marc, I need you to send a message to our chief scientist. Have him start research on the perfume. I want its essence extracted into something I can embed within human skin. Inside myself. So I don't have to depend on this god damned perfume bottle anymore." 

Marc nodded, his expression serious. "Understood, sir. I'll have our scientist get to work on it right away." 

David smiled, feeling satisfied. He knew that the perfume had been a valuable tool in his rise to power, but he also knew that he couldn't depend on it forever. He needed an easier way to seduce any woman he wanted - even his worst enemies. 

With that taken care of, he turned his attention to Cindy. He needed to make her his, to add her to his harem of women and ensure that she would bear his children. 

He approached her at the coffee shop, his eyes fixed on her delicate features. "Excuse me," he said, his voice low and smooth. "Can I buy you a coffee?" 

Cindy looked up in surprise from her laptop. "Oh...sorry, I didn't see you there," she said, giggling. She blushed. A handsome, tattooed, musclebound guy like David had no problem getting any woman he wanted. But just to make sure she'd be extra horny and receptive, he spritzed a bit of perfume in the air around her, which quickly began to take effect on her. 

As they sat and talked, David could feel the perfume working its magic on Cindy. Her eyes were glazed over, her breathing shallow. He leaned in closer, his lips brushing against her ear. 

"Would you like to come back to my place?" he whispered. 

Cindy nodded eagerly, a flush spreading across her cheeks. David took her hand and led her outside to his car. 

Once they were inside, he wasted no time in showing her what he was capable of. His hands were rough and demanding as he explored her body, pulling her close and kissing her hungrily. Cindy moaned beneath his touch, her body trembling with pleasure. 

David knew that he had her right where he wanted her. He would add her to his harem, and she would be powerless to resist him. 

"Let's go to the bedroom," he said. He carried her into his room and set her on the bed, then began to undress her. When she was naked beneath him, sexy and vulnerable, he stripped off his shirt and pants, freeing his thick, throbbing dick. 

"Are you a virgin?" he asked, dangling the heavy penis in front of her. 

Cindy nodded, her cheeks flushed. 

David didn't mind. In fact, that made this conquest even more satisfying. He smiled and kissed her hungrily, pressing his body against hers. His cock slid between her thighs, rubbing against her wet pussy. The perfume he'd sprayed on her began to do its job, and she moaned as her clit began to throb in response to his touch. 

David positioned his dick at her entrance and slowly slid inside, stretching her wet cunt lips wide. He was taking her virginity and filling her with his huge cock. 

Cindy cried out with pleasure as he impaled her. She was being invaded, giving up her womb to this strange, powerful man who had charmed her to no end. Though she barely knew him, she'd gladly give him her pussy and give birth to his babies. 

Her pussy was far tighter than David had expected. He groaned, her cunt clenching around his cock like a velvet glove. 

"Fuck me," she whispered, her voice heavy with lust. 

David smirked and thrust harder, pounding into her tight little pussy. Cindy cried out, clawing at David's back and begging for more of his huge dick. 

Her pussy was so wet, David could feel her juices trickling down his cock. He fucked her hard, driving himself deep with every thrust. His balls slapped against her ass, and her body trembled as she neared orgasm. 

Cindy's pussy was a hot, wet prison for his manhood. David dug his fingers into her thick, bouncing ass as he fucked her with abandon. Cindy was so tight he didn't think he was going to last much longer. 

"Please… please… I'm so close!" she whimpered. 

David groaned, her perfect body beneath him almost too much to handle. Her pussy milked his cock, and he could feel his cum boiling in his balls. 

"Come for me," he growled. "I want you to scream." 

Cindy cried out in rapturous pleasure as her body was wracked with orgasm. David groaned deeply as he felt her pussy clench around his cock. He could feel her pussy getting even wetter, making it even harder to hold back. 

He pounded her harder, each thrust taking her closer to another orgasm. Finally, she began to moan, her pussy tightening around David's cock. 

"I'm cumming again, Sir," she moaned. "I'm cumming on your huge cock... Oh, god, I'm cumming!" 

She thrashed beneath him, her pussy clamping down on his throbbing dick. 

David couldn't handle it anymore; he had to cum. Grunting, he held her down tight, holding his cock deep inside her. Blast after blast of powerful, virile sperm coated her inner walls, quickly seeping into her womb. 

Cindy moaned beneath him, savoring every moment of the orgasm. She'd never felt this good before - not even when she'd masturbated. 

David groaned and kissed her passionately. 

"You'll be my next wife," he whispered. 

Cindy smiled. "Yes, Sir." 

She was already pregnant, and she knew it would be David's child. 

"I love a woman who knows her place." 

Cindy's orgasm was intensified by the sensation of her womb filling with his hot cum. The powerful man above her slid his cock out of her pussy, grinning in satisfaction as she gasped in pleasure. She was his now - his breed slut, eager to spread her legs for him at a moment's notice. 

"On your hands and knees," he commanded. "I want you from behind." 

Cindy complied, shivering in anticipation. David's cum had coated her pussy, making it even more sensitive to the touch. She moaned as he positioned himself behind her, his cock pressed against her pink slit. 

David grabbed her hips and pushed himself deep inside. Cindy gasped as his dick penetrated her depths, filling her to the brim with his massive member. David groaned and began to fuck her hard, his thick cock throbbing inside her. She was so small and so tight that it almost felt like he was going to split her in two. 

Cindy clawed at the sheets and gasped as he fucked her, his cock seeming to grow larger with each thrust. David was thrusting so hard she could feel it in her ass, and she moaned loudly as she felt another orgasm beginning to build. 

"I'm... I'm gonna cum again," she moaned. "Your huge cock is gonna make me cum again... " David laughed and gave her ass a hard spank as he fucked her. 

Cindy shivered and moaned, her body trembling as her second orgasm began to overwhelm her. She could feel her pussy clenching around his cock, the hot juices flowing down her thighs. 

"Please... Sir... I need your cum..." she whispered. 

David's cock throbbed and grew even harder inside her. His load was boiling in his balls, and he knew he couldn't hold back much longer. 

David felt his balls tighten. His cum was building up once again, and he could feel it rushing up his shaft. David's cock throbbed inside her as he emptied his load again, his sperm filling her womb a second time. 

He panted over her, letting the last drops of sperm trickle into her pussy. Then he pulled out, his semen leaking out of her cunt in gushes. 

"Now open your mouth and face me," he told her. "Push your tits up for me. I want to give you a nice facial." 

She did as he ordered, feeling slutty and so sexy, enjoying every moment, thrills of pleasure flowing through her from the dominant, commanding tone he used. She pushed her tits out for him, holding them up with her hands, sticking her tongue out in eager anticipation of his load. 

He jerked his cock rapidly, holding her blonde hair in a fist. His cock began to twitch, and she looked up at him in awe as she watched his first jet of cum hit her in the face. Cum was spewing out of his cock, so much that it began to run down her cheeks and splash onto her tits. 

Cindy moaned as she felt the hot cum cover her breasts and cheeks, her pussy throbbing in response. He grunted as he came, his balls working overtime to supply her with his hot load. Cum was pouring out of his dick, and she could feel it dripping down her chin. 

Down it sprayed, coating her tongue and face with his cum. 

She gasped as his thick wad sprayed across her delicate features, his cum coating her tongue and lips. He painted her face with his thick load, smiling in satisfaction. Cindy licked her lips, tasting his salty seed and swallowing it. David smirked as he watched her lick his cum from her lips, a slutty grin on her face. 

"Do you like cum, Cindy?" he asked. 

She nodded. "I love yours, Master." 

"Good girl." She was nice and submissive. She'd be easily trainable. 

Sighing in satisfaction, David put his robe back on and turned to her. "You can sleep in my bed tonight. I need to get some work done. I'll be back later. Oh, and Cindy, use my phone to call your house and have your things sent here. You'll be living with me now." 

"Yes, Master," she said. 

She was glad she'd agreed to move in with him. This was going to be a nice change of pace. She could feel it in her heart. 

Of course, she didn't actually remember agreeing to move in with him. It just...felt right. 

Didn't it? 

All she knew was her womb and tummy were full of sperm, and it felt so good, to be coated in his loads. 

To know she would be having his babies, her tummy swelling up with child soon. 

She smiled and drifted into a warm, comfortable sleep in the coziness of his elegant bed. The sheets were so soft, the pillow so cushy... 

**** 

David went to check on his father, who was still asleep in the medical ward. 

"How did the surgery go?" he asked his doctor. 

"As you instructed, sir," said the doctor neutrally. "He's been medically castrated. There should be little swelling. It will take him a few days to recover." 

"Good." He looked forward to seeing his father's reaction when he woke up completely ball-less. "Any word from Mendez on the perfume research?" 

The doctor handed him a folder. "The compound has been successfully extracted, sir. This is the final research. Mendez is currently awaiting your call to inform him of your decision. If you'd like him to keep researching, or..." 

"I want him to create a new strain...something in pill form, or..." 

"A pheromone, sir?" 

"Excellent," David said. "I love the way you think, Doctor Phillips." 

The doctor smiled slightly. 

"So, send him a message. Tell him to start making a pheromone. Something that can be applied to the skin, or...better yet, tattooed," said David. 

"I think tattoos are a good idea," said the doctor. "Ink is easier to hide. " 

"Then it's settled." He patted the doctor's shoulder and headed off. "Now if you'll excuse me, I've got a few calls to make, and a whore to breed." 

He exchanged a smile with the doctor. 

Phillips watched him leave. Part of him deeply envied David and his freedom. To be able to seduce women left and right, breed them, create a whole harem...a legacy. 

With any luck, maybe someday he could. 
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A hot preview…  

Anastasia gasped as Roger's enormous cock sprang free.  

It was huge, powerful, and rock hard. From the thick veins running down its length to the large, bulbous head, she could tell that Roger was well-endowed. It was curved slightly, almost menacingly, as if promising to fill her up so deep she would lose control and scream with orgasm after orgasm.  

A trickle of saliva ran down her chin as she stared at it, mesmerized by its sheer beauty. She licked her lips hungrily and reached out a trembling hand to caress it.  

Roger moaned in pleasure as Anastasia began to stroke his shaft. She caressed him with gentle movements of her hands, exploring every inch with an eagerness that made him ache with anticipation. His cock became harder with each passing second and he grunted as Anastasia leaned forward to take him in her mouth. Her warm lips closed around his shaft, moving up and down while her tongue flicked around the sensitive head making Roger moan louder than ever before. 

The Cyberius Machine: Part 1 

When Roger woke up, he had no idea where he was. 

He was lying on a large metal table in some kind of operating lab. The lights were fuzzy and blurry as they came into view. He could hear a man and woman talking nearby, and as his eyes focused, he saw them wearing lab coats. 

Where the hell am I? Roger thought. He tried to get up, but his body was too weak. 

The people around him were discussing something in hushed tones. Roger strained to listen, trying to figure out what was going on. Was he in some kind of medical facility? But why did he not remember anything? 

The woman spoke first. "He's still alive," she said, her voice shaking slightly. "But we don't know how long it will last." 

"We can only hope," replied the man with a sigh. "This is completely unprecedented." 

Roger felt a chill run through his body as he tried to make sense of their conversation. What had happened to him? He could feel that something was wrong - his chest felt tender and there was a strange white scar on it that he didn't recognize. He had no idea how it got there or what its purpose may be, but one thing was certain: something very strange had taken place here. 

The man and woman left the room, leaving him on the table. A short time later, a beautiful blonde in a lab coat, with large breasts and prominent cleavage, entered by herself, carrying a small chart. 

"Hello, Mr. Forrest," she said, smiling warmly. "I'm Anastasia. I'll be overseeing your recovery period." 

"My...What?" 

Roger replied, confused. 

Anastasia explained that he had been selected amongst a group of lucky individuals to receive certain mental and physical enhancements. Through her research, she had found that he was the perfect candidate for her special project. She said that he would now undergo rigorous training in order to prepare him for a very important mission which only someone with his enhanced abilities could complete. 

Roger's head was spinning as Anastasia explained the details of his selection and the particular enhancements he had received. "In addition to enhanced strength, stamina, and musculature, you have certain sexual improvements as well," she said. "As do all participants in this project." 

"What kind of improvements?" he asked. He couldn't help but feel curious. 

"Well, for males, larger penis size..." She blushed a little bit and smiled. "Much, much larger. And for females, they each receive breast augmentations, vaginal reconstruction for increased tightness, and often, lip enhancements as well to maximize male pleasure during..." She cleared her throat softly. "Oral pleasure." 

"I see." 

It was then Roger realized he was getting hard underneath the thin white underwear he had on. Between what Anastasia was telling him, and the incredible body she was basically presenting to him... he couldn't help it. 

"I am also a participant in the program," she said, biting her lip. "One requirement is that any time a male requests sex from a female in the program, she must give him anything... and everything... that he wants." 

"Everything?" 

She nodded, her gaze solemn. She licked her lips slightly, watching his reaction. Her eyes went to the swelling bulge beneath his underwear. 

"And you...are you also part of the experiment?" he asked. 

"Yes," she replied. "I am." She took a deep breath and fiddled with her hair, slightly embarrassed. "I have an immense...physical attraction to you. We also receive a stimulant that boosts libido up to 90 percent. So... to put it simply, we're always horny." 

Roger realized he was responding to her in the same way. "So if I want to have sex with you..." 

"You can," she said. "In fact, I think you want to..." 

She leaned her head to one side, revealing the black lace bra beneath her lab coat as she slowly drew it down off her shoulders. Her large breasts jiggled slightly with the movement. "You're going to give me the biggest orgasm I've ever had." 

Roger had not anticipated the conversation taking this turn. He didn't know how to respond. He just sat there, dumbfounded. 

"I will give you anything you want," she said, gazing at him with desire. "I'll make sure you feel every bit of pleasure you deserve." 

Roger could feel his cock throbbing beneath the thin fabric. He had no idea why he was so attracted to this woman, but he couldn't deny what was happening to him, or how her words were making him feel. 

"How long have we been here?" he asked, his throat dry. He tried to focus. 

She explained it was close to three months. 

"Three months?" He frowned. "I've been...asleep? Or what?" 

She nodded. "More or less." 

"Where is here?" he asked. 

"This is a military facility in the desert." 

"Why?" 

"I don't know for certain," she replied candidly. She smiled sadly. "That's all I've been told. But what I do know is that this whole program is highly secretive." 

All sorts of emotions were going through Roger now. He was confused, curious, aroused, and scared. He had no idea what he'd gotten himself into. All rational thoughts were telling him to get the hell out, find some kind of escape from this fucked up experiment. 

But his dick was throbbing, pounding, and this beautiful blonde was practically begging to get naked and have sex with him. 

Dick was winning over brain, right now. 

He looked a little more intently at Anastasia, trying to figure her out. She was stunningly beautiful, and sexy, but there was a slight sadness to her eyes he couldn't place. Of course, he'd just met her...but he had a feeling there was more to her than what she was letting on. 

Roger took a deep breath and looked up at Anastasia. She smiled encouragingly at him and he felt himself relaxing slightly under her gaze. His heart was still pounding, but his mind was finally starting to make sense of things. 

"So...Mr. Forrest." She let the lab coat fall at her feet, standing in just her lacy black bra and panties before him. "Roger, I should say. Would you like to have sex with me?" 

His body was responding to her in ways he could not deny, and he felt the excitement course through his veins. He moved to the edge of the table, his legs draping over the side. He nodded, still in shock this was happening. "Yes..." 

She bit her lip. "We've been instructed that using specific power exchange terms help in boosting arousal, as well," she said softly, her big breasts jiggling as she pulled down her panties. "Men seem to like when women treat them as masters." 

She took a step closer to the table, revealing her smooth, bare pussy, already glistening with wetness. "Do you want to fuck me, Sir?" 

"Yes," he whispered. Hearing her call him "Sir" sent a jolt through his throbbing dick. "I do." 

"I'm so happy," she said, sinking to her knees before him. 

She bit her lip, watching his cock jolt slightly beneath his briefs with each pulse of blood through his veins. She was breathing heavily now, obviously turned on as well. Her fingers trembling slightly, she reached for the sides of his underwear, helping him pull them down his muscled thighs. 

Anastasia gasped as Roger's enormous cock sprang free. 

It was huge, powerful, and rock hard. From the thick veins running down its length to the large, bulbous head, she could tell that Roger was well-endowed. It was curved slightly, almost menacingly, as if promising to fill her up so deep she would lose control and scream with orgasm after orgasm. 

A trickle of saliva ran down her chin as she stared at it, mesmerized by its sheer beauty. She licked her lips hungrily and reached out a trembling hand to caress it. 

Roger moaned in pleasure as Anastasia began to stroke his shaft. She caressed him with gentle movements of her hands, exploring every inch with an eagerness that made him ache with anticipation. His cock became harder with each passing second and he grunted as Anastasia leaned forward to take him in her mouth. Her warm lips closed around his shaft, moving up and down while her tongue flicked around the sensitive head making Roger moan louder than ever before. 

As she began to suck him, Roger could feel a dark, dominant urge rising up in him. The urge to control, to fuck, to use and own women. He wanted Anastasia to be his slave, do whatever he wanted her to do and give him pleasure anytime he desired... any way he desired. 

He grabbed her soft blonde hair in both hands, pushing his cock deeper into her throat. She gasped and gagged but kept going, licking and sucking, taking him as far into her soft wet mouth as she could. 

"Good girl," he said. "Such a good girl... you like this, don't you? You like serving me, making me feel good, getting me hard?" He didn't know where these words were coming from, or what these sexual feelings were inside him, but... he had no control over them. He was doing what his body demanded. What his brain wanted. What he wanted, now. 

"Y-yes," she said, her voice muffled now by his cock in her mouth. "I want to be your slave. I want to be yours, just like every other girl here... your sex slave." 

"Tell me more," he said, withdrawing his cock from her mouth and taking her by the hair, making a fist of it with one hand. "Tell me what you want." 

"I want to lick your balls," she said, her voice heavy with lust. "I want to take them into my mouth and lick and suck them the way you deserve, Sir. I want to make you cum down my throat." 

"That's my good girl," he replied, stroking the side of her face. "Now be a good slave and do just that." 

She nodded and eagerly began to work her tongue against the huge balls hanging just beneath his cock. She ran her tongue across each ball, sucking them into her mouth one at a time, using her hot wet mouth to pleasure them. 

The feeling of her wet mouth on his balls was incredible. 

"That's it," he said, urging her on, thrusting his hips a little to push his balls deeper into her mouth. "Good girl, take them all the way, suck them hard." He rubbed his balls all over her face, degradingly, enjoying the sight of her being forced to have a strange man's heavy ballsack rubbed on her beautiful face. "You like that, don't you? You like to make men hard, make them cum?" 

"Yes," she moaned, taking his cock in her mouth once more. 

Anastasia began to deep throat him, pushing as much of his cock into her mouth as she could, gagging as he pushed it farther and farther down her throat. She placed her hands on his thighs for better leverage, allowing him to use her face as the perfect cock receptacle for his needs. 

Roger held her pretty face in his hands and began to fuck her face faster, harder, more urgently. His balls were tingling with the oncoming orgasm, and he needed to decide where to shoot his load. Her tits? Her face? In her mouth? He decided he wanted to watch her swallow. He'd never seen a girl swallow his load before. The feeling of power and control was almost too much to handle as he remembered her words: he could demand sex of her, of any woman on this facility, whenever he wanted. And she would be forced to comply. 

He grunted as he held his dick deep inside Anastasia's throat. "Get ready," he muttered. "You're gonna swallow every drop." 

She nodded, her lips tightening around him in readiness. 

"Oh, fuck..." He groaned as he felt his cock begin to pulse and jump. He was cumming. Thick, heavy jets of semen spurted from his tip, directly into Anastasia's soft warm throat. 

She gagged a little at first, but when the first shot hit her throat, she began swallowing, wanting it all inside her belly. 

Roger arched his back and roared as he shot several more hot ropes of cum into her mouth, which she eagerly swallowed. 

She moaned, the sound muffled by his cock, as the last few drops dripped from the head of his dick. At last, her mouth popped off his cock. 

"Mmmm..." she gasped in satisfaction. "Thank you, Sir. I loved swallowing your cum." 

Roger sat back on the examination table, his head spinning from pleasure. He saw her lick her lips, cleaning off any stray cum. 

"Was it good?" she asked, smiling. "Did I please you, Sir?" 

"Yeah," he said, feeling pleasantly tired. "You really did." 

Anastasia slowly rose to her feet. She was still wearing just her lace bra, her pussy exposed. "You look like you might be tired, Sir. I understand you still need to recover after the surgery." 

Surgery? he wondered, dimly, his rational mind still not quite working after the incredible blowjob he'd just had. What surgery is she talking about...  

"I'll let you rest a bit, then, if you'd like to use my pussy, I'll be ready for you." She leaned down to his cheek and kissed it, her nails gently dragging over his hard chest muscles. Unable to resist, she leaned in and gave his now soft cock a slow kiss, her eyes drawn to it like an object of worship. 

The whole thing was weird, but intensely erotic, and Roger couldn't help but watch. 

Finally, putting her panties and coat back on, Anastasia smiled and left, the facility doors hissing closed behind her. 

Roger lay there in stunned silence, his mind whirling. He had just experienced the most intense sexual experience of his life, and yet it felt like a dream. His body still throbbed with pleasure from her mouth and hands, and he could still smell the scent of her perfume in the air. He struggled to make sense of what had just happened - not just the physical pleasure, but also the emotional power that came with it. He'd never known such a feeling before; it was simultaneously terrifying and exhilarating. He felt as though he'd been given a glimpse into a side of himself he'd never experienced. 

He looked over to the mirror beside him, staring at his own reflection. He barely recognized it. A man with short dark hair, slightly stubbled, handsome, rough looking. Dominant, controlling. The same man who'd just ordered Anastasia to swallow his cum. 

Like he deserved it, like he was some kind of king. 

And yet, she'd seemed more than happy to do just what he wanted. In fact...she'd begged him to let her suck his cock and swallow his load. 

What kind of world am I living in?  

Only time would tell. 
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Anastasia whimpered as he penetrated her, and she wrapped her legs around his waist. 

He began to thrust into her, grinding his hips against hers. Pleasure coursed through his body with each movement, and he couldn't get enough of her. 

He reached up and squeezed her breasts, and she let out a moan that drove him wild. 

He began to move faster, thrusting deep in to her, and she responded by grinding her body against his. The pleasure was intense, and Roger wanted to hold out. 

"Fuck me harder." She squeezed his cock with her pussy, and he began to fuck her with everything he had. He worked up a rhythm, plunging deep into her, and he could feel her juices coating his cock. He was close to orgasm now. 

The Cyberius Machine: Part 2 

Roger dressed in the simple clothing that had been set aside for him, and left the medical chamber. Outside, he saw a few men and women moving through the hallways of the facility. They appeared to be focused on their work, and no one gave him a second look, or seemed to recognize him. 

He wondered if he was free to roam the facility. Anastasia had certainly made it seem that way. For now, he wanted to find her, and pick up where they'd left off. 

He wandered through the halls, with each passing moment, he became more and more enamored with the facility. Every inch was pristine, and the air was filled with the scent of fresh flowers. Roger had never seen anything quite like it. The hum of machines and the quiet chatter of people echoed through the halls, but it wasn't overwhelming. It was peaceful, and he felt a sense of calm wash over him. 

Eventually, he found himself standing in front of a set of double doors. They were made of polished oak, and they looked heavy. Roger hesitated for a moment before taking a deep breath and pushing them open. Inside, he saw Anastasia sitting at a desk, her eyes glued to a computer screen. 

She looked up when she heard the doors open, and a smile spread across her face when she saw him. "Roger, I'm so glad you're here. I was just about to come find you." 

Roger walked towards her, his eyes never leaving her face. 

"I was hoping we could continue. That promise you made about me using your pussy..." 

"Oh, I know. I planned on it." 

Roger hadn't expected such a frank answer. He smiled, loving the way she discussed her own pussy. He felt his cock stiffen in his pants as he imagined plunging himself into her again. 

"Yes, I think you're right. We should continue." 

"I was hoping you'd say that. I'm ready whenever you are. 

Roger looked around the room. It was larger than he'd expected, and filled with equipment he didn't recognize. "Where are we going to do this?" 

"Wherever you'd like." She smiled invitingly. "We can do it here, or...find one of the private rooms if you'd like something more comfortable and intimate." 

"Like a bed?" 

"Precisely." 

"Let's do that." 

She led him through the door, and into a hallway Roger hadn't seen before. They walked together in silence for several moments, until she stopped at a door. 

"In here." 

Roger followed her into the room, and was struck by how comfortable it was. A large bed dominated the center of the room. It was half covered by a plush, purple comforter, and strewn with pillows. The walls were covered with paintings of nude women, and it felt like luxury. 

Anastasia smiled at him as she walked across the room and sat on the bed. "There's a bathroom through there." She motioned to the far side of the room. "Would you like to take a shower?" 

Roger nodded. He could feel the sweat covering his body, and he wanted to wash it off. "I'd like that." 

"Then I'll wait here for you. I'll be right here." 

Roger took a quick shower, washing the sweat and grime from his body. He felt refreshed as he stepped out of the shower, and returned to the bedroom to find Anastasia waiting for him, wearing only her skimpy lace panties and bra. Her soft skin glowed in the dim light of the room. She smiled at him seductively as he walked towards her. He was naked now, and rock hard, thinking about the busty vixen ready to let him use her pussy as much as he wanted. 

It seemed like she'd been thinking about him while he was in the bathroom, and Roger couldn't help but feel desired. 

He could feel his heart pounding as he walked towards her bed, ready to explore this intimate moment with her. He stopped at the edge of the bed, taking control. In a commanding voice, he said: 

"Take off your bra and panties." 

Anastasia's smile grew as she slowly removed her bra and panties. She let them fall to the ground, and her full, heavy breasts fell free. She was naked now, and ready for him. 

Roger felt a fire burning within him. He could feel a familiar pressure growing in his cock, and he hurried to join her on the bed. He climbed atop her, letting his cock slide against her wet pussy. He kissed her lips, and she moaned into him. 

"Are you ready for me?" 

She reached between his legs and stroked his cock. "I've been ready for you all day, Sir." 

Roger smiled, and positioned himself between her legs. He split her cunt lips with his hard cock, sinking deep inside her wetness. Fuck, she felt good. 

Anastasia whimpered as he penetrated her, and she wrapped her legs around his waist. 

He began to thrust into her, grinding his hips against hers. Pleasure coursed through his body with each movement, and he couldn't get enough of her. 

He reached up and squeezed her breasts, and she let out a moan that drove him wild. 

He began to move faster, thrusting deep in to her, and she responded by grinding her body against his. The pleasure was intense, and Roger wanted to hold out. 

"Fuck me harder." She squeezed his cock with her pussy, and he began to fuck her with everything he had. He worked up a rhythm, plunging deep into her, and he could feel her juices coating his cock. He was close to orgasm now. 

"Cum inside me." 

Roger groaned, and thrust into her harder. He could feel himself reaching orgasm, and he fought against his body's urge to cum. He needed to hold off. But he couldn't. 

"Cum for me. Cum inside me!" Anastasia moaned, and it was too much for Roger. He let go, and came with a loud groan, and a torrent of cum. 

Anastasia gasped as he unloaded deep in her womb. She pulled him close, kissing him passionately.  

She held him to her, and he could feel himself softening. He was still inside her, losing himself in the warmth of her pussy. 

She held him for several minutes, and then they collapsed back on the bed. They were both exhausted, and Roger felt the tingle of incredible post-sex bliss. 

"That was amazing, Roger." She purred as she nuzzled against him. 

Roger let out a deep breath, and smiled. 

"It was, Anastasia. It was amazing." 

"I think you'll like living here, then." She kissed his neck, then moved lower, nuzzling his cock. "You get to have sex with beautiful women all the time, as much as you want. Doesn't that sound nice?" 

He nodded, and she massaged his cock with the tip of her tongue, it drove him wild. "I think I see what you're saying." 

"And you get to do it here, in this lovely facility." She reached down and squeezed his balls, and he let out a groan of pleasure. "Think about it, Roger." 

Her words made sense, and he could see the appeal in that idea. Even though he still didn't know who he was, who he had been... everything was a mystery. But he was starting to care less. Her words were drawing him into a trance. The promise of constant sex, emptying his balls into every hot babe he wanted, all day every day... 

How could he say no to that? 

"You get to do it here, with all these beautiful women, and no one will know." She kissed his cock. "No one will ever know about your dirty little secrets." 

Roger nodded. It did make sense. He smiled, and said: "That does sound nice." 

"I'm glad you see the appeal." She kissed his cock again.  

"But, there's something else you should know." 

Roger's dick was fully hard again. "What's that?" 

"I really love having sex with you. I want you to come back and fuck me as much as you can, okay?" 

"I'd like that." He said, and she slid her mouth down over his hard dick. 

Roger groaned in pleasure, and Anastasia began to bob her head up and down as she sucked his cock. She swirled her tongue around the head, her eyes locked onto him. It was clear she wanted to give him the ultimate pleasure. The way she did it...it was almost like she'd been trained to give head, and she quickly adapted to every thrust of his hips and groan of pleasure, learning just what he wanted. 

She looked up at him as she sucked, her eyes asking for his approval. 

Roger smiled, and she smiled back. She seemed to take it as a sign to keep going, and she picked up the pace. 

This felt so good. He was going to be living in this amazing place with a bunch of beautiful women that were attracted to him, able to fuck as many of them as he wanted. And he'd get to blow his load in every single one of them. He was delighted by the feeling. 

Anastasia moved faster, and Roger could feel another orgasm building. She seemed to sense it, and she moved her head faster, sliding her lips up and down his cock. He couldn't help but moan in pleasure, and Anastasia kept up her unrelenting sucking. 

He began to thrust in rhythm with her head, fucking her face, and she matched him thrust for thrust. She moaned around his cock, then pulled off and stroked him frantically. "Please, Sir, give me your hot load. I want it all over my fucking face." 

He felt his orgasm coming, and her dirty words drove him over the edge. "Oh, fuck, I'm gonna cum!" He grabbed the back of her head and pushed her down on his cock, his cock pressing against the back of her throat. He shot the first of his load down her throat, and she moaned in pleasure as she swallowed. 

"Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck," he moaned as he came, and Anastasia milked his cock with her mouth. But he wasn't done cumming yet: he pulled out and held his dick erect, spurting even more jets of milky white seed all over her pretty face, smearing her makeup. 

"Oh, yes!" she moaned, and licked up some of his cum. "Thank you, Sir!" 

Her words sent the last of the pleasure burning through his body, and he relaxed, basking in it. 

Anastasia closed her eyes, her cheeks stained with his cum, and she held her face still as he finished, painting her beautiful face with his seed. She looked up at him with a satisfied smile. 

He felt like a god. 

To Roger's surprise, he wasn't done. He still wanted more. Maybe it was whatever enhancements had been done to him by the people in this facility. Whatever contract he'd agreed to... He felt a hunger for sex, for pussy. For her mouth, for her ass. He flipped her onto her hands and knees and entered her from behind, making her gasp in shock and pleasure. 

He began to rail her tight pussy doggy style, slamming his cock into her, making her moan and scream with pleasure. 

"Oh, yes, fuck me!" she cried. 

"Harder!" she screamed, and he fucked her deeper. 

Her ass bounced with each thrust, and she moaned in pleasure. He reached around and groped her tits as he fucked her, and she moaned out her pleasure. 

As he pounded Anastasia, strange images filled his mind. Dark, dirty streets, and himself holding a gun, shooting people. Vandalizing buildings. Destroying property. Stealing from banks. Killing men in cold blood. What am I? he wondered. What is this I'm seeing? 

The images played out in his mind so vividly it was like they were really happening. 

But it didn't stop him fucking her...in fact, the violence only made him harder. Anastasia gasped as she felt his cock give a deep throb. It swelled in her pussy, getting even bigger. "Oh, Sir, you're so deep in me. I can feel your cock...so hard...so thick..." 

Roger growled with lust and dominance. "Give me all your cum, Sir! Please! Cum in my pussy! I need your cum so bad!" 

His thrusts became faster and more frantic, and he felt heat rushing through his body. Anastasia began to shake, gripping the sheets with her fists as she moaned in pleasure. 

"I'm gonna cum in your hot little pussy," he growled between gasps. "I'm gonna fill you up with my cum." 

Anastasia's ass shook with every thrust, and screams of pleasure filled the room. For a moment, he didn't know who he was, he just knew he needed to fuck her, to feel his cock buried deep in her pussy. The fire within him burned so hot that he couldn't stop, he pummeled her tight snatch, drove his cock deep into her, deeper than anyone had ever been... 

She screamed in pleasure, and her pussy spasmed around his cock. He could feel her orgasm on his cock, milking it, pulling his cum into her pussy. 

Roger's orgasm was more intense than he'd ever experienced. He grunted with primal dominance as he filled her pussy with his hot seed. He held her hips in place, holding his cock all the way inside her; his balls tightened up and he could feel his cum rushing out of them. His cock was flooding her pussy with his sperm, and she moaned in pleasure and happiness as she took every drop of his thick load. 

"Thank you, Sir! Thank you!" 

Roger held her throat and pulled her into a long, possessive kiss, his dick still buried inside her. 

He didn't know what the images in his mind meant...but they hadn't repulsed him. 

Strangely...he felt drawn to them. 

He wanted more. More lust. More sex. More violence.  

He wanted to control this whole facility. 
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A hot preview 

"Can you really tell the men apart by their sperm?" she asked curiously. 

"Yes, I can. I do this all day, remember?" he chuckled. He stood up, revealing an immense bulge in his pants. "Well, all this talk has gotten me pretty hard, Emma. I'm going to need you to relieve this pressure. We won't use your cunt, since it's quite full, but you can use your mouth and tits on me." 

All the women in the program were required to serve any man who requested it, and that included the doctors and higherups. She nodded and bit her lip, quickly moving her soft fingers to his belt. She undid it, and then pulled down his pants, revealing an enormous, girthy 9-inch cock, swelling and throbbing, dripping precum. Her mouth watered at the sight. 

"Now suck it," ordered Dr. Chang. 

She leaned forward, spreading her lips, and began licking the head, her tongue swirling over it, cleaning any precum that leaked from it. 

He looked down at her, smiling. "Very good, Emma. But I need more. Suck it harder. Deeper. I want you to take all of it." 

The Cyberius Machine: Part 3 

Emma Lewis, an employee at the Ciberius Station in the deserts of Nevada, arrived for her shift that afternoon, feeling cheerful to start the day. 

Unlike life back home, things were simple here. Emma's job was to sexually service the strong, dominant men inside the facility who had been brainwiped and rewritten. Her pussy tingled in excitement as she wondered who she would be with today. It varied, all the time. 

She passed down the hallways, looking into a few of the rooms. Most of the men were former criminals, gangsters, or otherwise rough types who were set to be otherwise executed. The government shipped them off to Ciberius, the experimental facility, to be reprogrammed as dutiful members of society. 

No one was actually sure if it worked; the program was still too new. But Emma had high hopes. 

She reached the end of the hallway and looked into the last room. A shirtless, handsome guy with a shaved head and tattoos was sitting in a chair, looking at her with his piercing blue eyes. His gaze spoke of raw sex, and Emma felt her heart flutter in response. He stood up and walked towards her; he seemed to have an animal magnetism about him that pulled her in closer. 

He grabbed her wrist and pulled her into one of the bedrooms. She was too surprised to resist as he shut the door behind them. Her heart raced as he stepped closer and reached for her clothing, roughly tugging it off. He wasted no time stripping her, and soon she was totally naked before him, her big breasts on display, her shaved pussy wet and excited. 

She loved the men here. They were dominant, rough, sometimes cruel, but they always took what they wanted in bed. 

She felt a thrill as his hands reached for her breasts, cupping them roughly. He pulled her closer and kissed her neck softly, sending shivers through her body. His mouth traveled down to her nipples, circling them with his tongue before finally taking one into his mouth and beginning to suck. 

"Oh god," she gasped. Her breasts had been enlarged and enhanced by the doctors at the facility, and they were now extra sensitive. As the rough man nursed her, her pussy dripped. 

His hands reached down and grabbed her ass, pulling her up. Emma wrapped her legs around him and he pressed her against the wall, his mouth driving down to her breasts, kissing over her sensitive skin. His hands held her up as she used her legs for support. Her pussy was on full display, and she felt him brush against it as his lips grazed her nipples. 

"Ooooh," she moaned. 

He unbuckled his belt and tugged his jeans down, freeing his huge, hard shaft. He reached down with one hand, guiding his thick prick to the entrance of her wet cunt. As he thrust inside, she gasped; he was so big, stretching her wet walls with his enormous cock. 

"Oh god, you're huge," she moaned, knowing he could fuck her all day long. These men always had so, so much stamina. 

He began to fuck her against the wall, pushing her down as he thrust his cock inside. Emma gasped, the sensation of his huge dick stretching her pussy filling her with pleasure. 

"Oh fuck, oh yeah," she moaned. 

He fucked her harder, his hands holding onto her ass, groping her enhanced behind, squeezing it as he thrust inside. 

"Oh Sir," she moaned, holding onto his shoulders for support, her legs wrapped tightly around him. "This feels so good." 

He looked at her with his piercing eyes. "Say it again," he grunted. 

"This is so fucking good, Sir," she said, her pussy beginning to spasm around his cock as it plowed inside. 

"That's right," he groaned. "You love it, slut. You love getting railed by big hard men, don't you?" 

"Oh fuck, yes," she moaned, unable to deny the pure pleasure of her orgasm. "I love getting fucked good by big, powerful men." 

"You want to be a good slut for me, don't you?" he grunted, fucking her hard. 

"Yes, Sir," she moaned. "I'm a good girl, I want to be a good slut for you." 

"That's what I want to hear," he grunted. "You need to take lots of hard dick in that tight wet pussy of yours. Get you good and pregnant." 

"Yes," she moaned, as her pussy began to spasm again. "Oh fuck, oh god, I'm cumming so hard, Sir!" 

"Me too," he groaned, fucking her deeper and harder as he let loose a huge load of hot cum inside of her. 

Emma moaned as she felt an intense orgasm rip through her body, her pussy spasming wildly as his cum filled her. It was incredible. So hot. So much cum spurting into her womb. It was far more than her husband could ever give her... that much was for sure. 

The rough, dominant man kissed her, holding her by the throat, his dick still oozing cum inside her womb. Finally he pulled out, leaving her gasping against the wall, her pussy dripping his semen. 

"I'm done for now," he said, zipping up his pants. "I'll call you if I need you later." 

She gathered up her clothing and got dressed. As she pulled up her panties, she struggled to contain the copious amounts of white sperm flowing from her pussy from his load. The women were instructed to always leave the prisoners' loads inside them, and could not wash them out under any circumstances. 

"Thank you, Sir," she said, and left. 

As she walked out into the hallway, one of her coworkers passed by. "Hey, Emma. What was it like?" 

"It was great," she said, with a happy smile. "He was so hot, and his dick was so big," she whispered, giggling like a schoolgirl. "He made me cum twice." 

Her friend, Emily, giggled as well. "Ooooh, that's so hot. Do you think he knocked you up?" 

Emma's heart skipped a beat. "I... I hope so," she said. Her body still tingled from the afterglow of her multiple orgasms. She couldn't believe that she had just been fucked by a stranger who made her cum twice in a row. She rubbed her belly, imagining she might be pregnant. She didn't know what she'd tell her husband. He had no idea of the details of her job. 

Emma got back to her room and relaxed for a bit. She was a bit sore from her encounter, but it was a good kind of sore. She could feel the sperm oozing from her pussy, hanging onto her lips and lower labia, and it felt so hot. 

Suddenly, she heard a disturbance in the hallway. Apparently one of the prisoners was getting a little too out of hand, and the guards had to step in. She could hear shouting and banging as the guards tried to keep him restrained. Emma couldn't help but feel a bit of sympathy for the man, although she knew he was a criminal and deserved to be there. Still, it reminded her of the power that these men had over her when she went into those cells. They were all so strong and intimidating, yet at the same time passionate and caring when they wanted to be. The way they looked at her with such desire in their eyes made her feel both powerful and vulnerable at once. 

She looked out into the hallway to see what was going on. A big, strong guy...Roger, she thought his name was...was being grabbed by the guards. They secured him in cuffs. He was shouting and yelling something about taking control of the facility. 

"Give him his meds, Ana," said a man in a white coat standing in front of him. He was handsome, about thirty five or so, with sandy blonde hair buzzed short in the military style all men in the facility were required to keep. 

Counselor Abbot, she realized, stunned. He was one of the highest ranking officials there. It was odd for him to be involved in a simple scuffle. 

A beautiful young blonde rushed up to inject Roger with something. Anastasia, she remembered the girl's name as. They hadn't spoken but once or twice, but Ana had always been very nice to her. 

"What are you doing?" Roger shouted, his eyes getting wide. "What the fuck are you doing to me?" 

"It's okay, Roger," Ana said softly. "This will only take a second. You won't even feel it." 

"I won't feel it?" he screamed. His voice was getting high pitched and hysterical. "You're fucking giving me a booster! Don't you realize what that means? I'll be way stronger than any of the guards! I'll be unstoppable!" 

"It's just temporary, Roger," said Dr. Abbot. "You'll feel better with it, trust me. It'll just relax you a bit. It's the only way we can get you the help you need." 

"I don't WANT your fucking help!" he screamed. "I don't WANT..." 

The needle went into his arm, and Emma watched as Roger's posture changed. His eyes unfocused for a moment, and then he collapsed, almost as if fainting. The guards took him away. 

Dr. Abbot looked to Anastasia, his tone severe. "We need to wipe him again. The last one didn't work." 

Ana's brow knitted in worry. "But sir... He's already been wiped three times before. Aren't you worried there might be permanent damage with another one?" 

"No," the doctor said matter-of-factly. "He'll be fine in a few days. We'll wipe him again, and then it'll all be okay. We just need to get him back under control." 

Ana hesitated, looking worried. "Sir, I know you know what you're doing, but I've spent time with Roger these past few days. He seems... different now. Like he's lost something. I don't know if wiping him again is the best course of action." 

The doctor sighed. "Ana, you're a very conscientious girl. But Roger's a special case, and you don't have all the facts." 

"Sir?" she said, confused. 

"Roger has special needs, Ana. He has some mental issues. We need to keep him under control. Do you understand?" 

"Yes, Sir," she said, her eyes downcast. 

He looked at her carefully. "You slept with him?" 

She nodded and bit her lip. "More than once." 

"Are you pregnant by him?" 

Her eyes went wide, then she shook her head slightly. "I...I don't know. I haven't done a test." 

"Get one immediately. I need to know the minute Roger knocks a girl up. It's critical that I learn when it happens." 

"Yes, Sir," she said, looking worried. 

"You don't need to worry. I'm not mad at you, Ana. This is very important. Like I said, he's a special case." 

He gave her a gentle pat on the shoulder, and then moved his hand a little lower, to her ass. He gave it a gentle squeeze, his gaze drifting to her breasts. Finally he released her and moved back down the hallway, returning to his office. 

Down the hall, Emma remained hidden in her room, listening to the whole exchange. She was stunned, trying to piece it all together. Roger was something different, something special. She had only heard rumors that they were keeping certain prisoners for 'extra' experiments, but she had no idea what those were. 

She didn't realize she was still rubbing her belly, until she looked down at her hand, and saw that her shirt had crept up, and her belly was exposed. She quickly pulled it down. 

Just then, a handsome young doctor in a white lab coat entered her room. He was attractive with his short black hair, a little taller than she was, with a fit, athletic looking body. "Hello there," he said, with a smile. "I'm Dr. Chang." 

She greeted him, and the doctor sat down and put his medical kit on the table. "Tell me, Emma, how are you feeling?" 

"I... I feel great, actually," he said softly. "I was a little sore earlier, but now I just feel warm." 

"And your belly? How's your belly feeling?" 

She swallowed hard. "Good," she managed. 

He laid her back on the bed and began to press along her tummy and thighs, examining her. 

"It definitely feels larger," he said. He pulled up the bottom of her shirt, exposing her belly. His hands went along it, running along the flesh. Emma felt a tingle in her belly. 

She tried to keep still, but she could feel the warmth of his hands on her. They felt good. 

"We should do a pregnancy test just to be sure, okay?" 

She nodded, biting her lip. 

He passed a small wand over her belly. The technology at the facility allowed doctors to do instantaneous checks. His device clicked a few times, then he smiled. "Yes, you're definitely pregnant. It looks like you have been for a few weeks now." 

She gasped in surprise. She didn't know who had done it. She'd had sex with several prisoners since then, so it could have been anyone of them. 

"Now, I'm going to take a look at the pussy I've been hearing so much about," he said, smiling. "Spread your legs for me." 

Emma did as he asked, blushing. She remembered the way they were all so eager to jerk off on her, or to fuck her. 

Dr. Chang laughed. "Oh, I see you have a nice thick load inside you now. Did you just have sex?" 

"Yes," she said quietly. 

He pressed a finger against her pussy. "What kind of sex?" 

"It was very rough, quite fast. He just wanted to cum inside me," she said. 

"Ah, that's good. I think we can assume this load is from Victor, don't you?" 

"I guess so," she said, trembling slightly. She had no idea what his name was. 

"Well, everything seems to be great here," he said. "I'll leave Victor's load inside you." 

"Can you really tell the men apart by their sperm?" she asked curiously. 

"Yes, I can. I do this all day, remember?" he chuckled. He stood up, revealing an immense bulge in his pants. "Well, all this talk has gotten me pretty hard, Emma. I'm going to need you to relieve this pressure. We won't use your cunt, since it's quite full, but you can use your mouth and tits on me." 

All the women in the program were required to serve any man who requested it, and that included the doctors and higherups. She nodded and bit her lip, quickly moving her soft fingers to his belt. She undid it, and then pulled down his pants, revealing an enormous, girthy 9-inch cock, swelling and throbbing, dripping precum. Her mouth watered at the sight. 

"Now suck it," ordered Dr. Chang. 

She leaned forward, spreading her lips, and began licking the head, her tongue swirling over it, cleaning any precum that leaked from it. 

He looked down at her, smiling. "Very good, Emma. But I need more. Suck it harder. Deeper. I want you to take all of it." 

She did so, and his cock penetrated her mouth, pushing deep into her throat. The girth of it was incredible, like a fire hose. She gagged slightly, and then her throat relaxed, and she was able to take the full length into her mouth and down into her throat. 

"Good, good," he said, his hands going to her head, pushing her further down onto his cock. She began licking it again, running her tongue over the shaft. 

He began moaning and grunting, thrusting his cock in and out of her. "That's right, girl. You're a filthy little cocksucking whore, aren't you, Emma?" 

She couldn't respond, since his cock was in her mouth, so she just moaned softly, as he fucked her throat. She felt proud of herself that she could please him like this. 

Finally he pulled out of her mouth, and she gasped, sucking in air greedily. "Mmm, yes. You've been practicing, Emma," he said, his hands moving to her breasts. He gently squeezed them, feeling the soft flesh. 

"Yes, Sir," she whispered. He groaned and gave her a gentle slap on the face with his cock. She squealed, and then he slapped her again, this time on the other side. Then he squeezed her tits hard, his fingers digging in. 

"That's right. Now get that slut mouth back on my dick, that's a good girl." He pressed her lips back onto his throbbing shaft, making her moan and stretch around him. 

He began to fuck her throat in earnest, wanting to cum. 

He began spanking her tits, making them bounce and jiggle. Then he grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her head up. She looked up at him, panting. He slammed his cock into her mouth, pushing her face down against his crotch. 

"Swallow all this thick cum, slut," he said, grunting. 

Emma opened her mouth wide, allowing his cock to push deep into her throat. He thrust a few more times, then he groaned, and she could feel his cock begin to throb, and then cum began shooting out of it. She tried to swallow it all, but some slipped out of her mouth, dribbling down her chin and onto her tits. 

He paused, to let her catch her breath, and then he began rubbing her face against his cock and balls. She lapped his cum up eagerly, moaning with pleasure. 

"Alright, that's enough," he said, pulling away and zipping himself up. "You did a great job here today, Emma. You're a fine example of the kind of women we want in this program." 

Her pussy tingled with pleasure at his words. "Thank you, Dr. Chang." 

With that, he gathered up his things and left the room. 

She was so happy, having received his load in her mouth. She decided to have a little rest, having gotten fucked by two handsome, strong men already today. 

Still, as she lay down, she couldn't quite shake the strange feeling she had. Like...something was going on with Roger. Something she didn't know about. Something ... bad. 

She just wished she knew what it was. 
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A hot preview… 

She leaned in close, nuzzling his neck, and squeezed his hard dick with her pussy. "Please, keep fucking me." 

Roger looked at her, his eyes full of concern, but was distracted by the sensation of her pussy squeezing him. He thrust upwards into her harder, and Ana gave a little yelp. 

"You're so big...I can barely take you," Ana moaned, running her hands up and down his chest. "Please, fuck me harder." 

The Cyberius Machine Part 4 

Roger woke up again...this time on a new metal table, in a different room. As usual, he had no memory of what had happened, who he was, or how he got there. 

He slowly sat up, his mind foggy and confused. 

He surveyed his surroundings, noticing the walls were made of a cold gray material that sparkled in the dimly lit room. The only window was positioned high up, too far away to see much beyond what appeared to be dark trees silhouetted against a night sky. There was an eerie silence that echoed around him as he tried to remember anything about himself or this strange place. 

As he looked down at his body, he noticed something peculiar – strange marks on his forearms in the shapes of intricate symbols that looked like they'd been carved into his skin with no pain or memory of when it had happened. His hands trembled as he tried to make sense of them – as if they had some hidden meaning he couldn't quite grasp yet. 

When he stood up from the table, Roger felt a weight around his neck and realized there was a thin metal collar with a padlock fastened tightly against his neck. 

The door hissed open, and a beautiful blonde woman who seemed strangely familiar stepped inside. She wore a lab coat. She smiled at him...but there was something distantly sad, almost distracted in her expression. 

She gave him a brief look, her eyes flashing downward. She seemed to be trying to hide something from him. Fetching a chart from the table, she said, "Good morning, Roger. How are you feeling today?" 

The words sounded practiced, rehearsed. Like she had spoken them many times before. 

Roger's throat felt parched and scratchy as he tried to speak. "Where am I?" he croaked, his voice barely above a whisper. The woman's smile faltered for a moment before she regained her composure. 

"You are in a research facility," she replied smoothly, her eyes avoiding his. "We are conducting an important experiment, and you are a part of it." 

Roger's mind raced with questions. What kind of experiment? How did he get here? Who was this woman and why did she seem so familiar? But he couldn't seem to form the words, his confusion and fear overwhelming him. 

The woman seemed to sense his unease and placed a hand on his shoulder. "Don't worry, Roger," she said soothingly. "Everything will be explained to you soon enough. For now, all you need to know is...I'm Anastasia, and this is your new home." 

Her voice cracked a little at the end, and Roger found himself wondering if she was okay. 

"Miss...Anastasia...are you all right?" 

Anastasia's eyes widened, as if she was surprised by the question. "Yes, why do you ask?" she replied, her voice shaking slightly. 

"I don't know, you just seem...sad," Roger said, unsure of how to explain his intuition. 

Anastasia's expression softened, and she looked at him with a mix of surprise and something else he couldn't quite place. "It's been a long day," she said with a small smile. "But you're right, I should keep my emotions in check. It's not professional." 

She moved away from him, her lab coat swishing as she walked towards a nearby computer console. "Now, let me check your vitals and we'll get started with the day's testing," she said, her tone brisk and efficient. 

Roger didn't know what to make of the situation. He was stuck in a strange facility, with a collar around his neck and symbols carved into his skin, and a beautiful woman telling him he was in his new home. 

"Looks like everything is good," she said, closing out the screen and turning back to him. "Are you feeling normal? No pains or aches or anything?" 

Roger shook his head, still trying to process everything. "I don't really know what normal is anymore," he replied with a bitter chuckle. 

Anastasia's expression softened again, and she took a step closer to him. "I know this must be overwhelming for you," she said gently, "but please understand that everything we're doing here is for the greater good. Our research has the potential to change the world, and you're a vital part of that." 

Roger's eyes widened. "What kind of research?" he asked, his curiosity finally getting the better of him. 

Anastasia hesitated for a moment before answering. "It's...difficult to explain," she said finally. "But let's just say we're exploring the limits of human potential. And you, Roger, are our most promising subject yet." 

Roger blinked, unsure of what to make of her words. But the way she spoke was strangely reassuring. He found himself instantly attracted to her...even trusting her. 

"I believe you, Anastasia," he said, smiling a bit. 

She looked at him, surprised, then moved between his thighs, putting her hands on his face and kissing him slowly and softly. It was a long, deep kiss and Roger found himself drawn into it, placing his hands on her hips as he returned it. 

"What was that for?" he asked, pulling back to look at her. It was pleasant, just unexpected. 

Anastasia smiled at him, her eyes sparkling with a mix of emotions that he couldn't quite decipher. "Just a thank you," she said softly, her hand tracing the symbols on his arm. "For trusting me. For understanding what we're trying to do here." 

Roger felt a shiver run down his spine as she touched his skin, her fingers tracing the intricate lines of the symbols. There was something about her touch that made his skin tingle, his heart race. 

She pulled back and slowly began to unbutton her coat, revealing huge breasts covered by a black lacy bra. "Would you like to have sex with me, Roger?" 

It was such a direct question, and yet it didn't seem weird or inappropriate. Slowly, he nodded. 

She stepped closer to him, and he could smell a faint scent of perfume. He could feel her breath on his neck as she unclasped her bra and let it fall to the floor. Her round, full breasts pressed against his naked chest, her firm nipples rubbing against his skin. 

His hands reached for her breasts, his fingers kneading the heavy globes. The flesh was warm and firm and he moved forward for more, kissing and sucking at her tits, his tongue sliding over her nipples, making her sigh in pleasure. 

As he continued to kiss Anastasia's breasts, he felt her tug at his pants, unzipping them and tugging them off, his boxers coming off with them. His stiff cock was revealed, standing straight up, and Roger felt his erection throbbing as she reached down and began to stroke it. 

She kissed him deeply, and he could feel the weight of her breasts pressing against him. As he leaned forward, she put her hands on his back, slowly pushing him onto the table. 

As he lay back, she climbed onto the table with him, straddling his hips. 

She looked deep into his eyes and seemed about to say something. "Roger..." 

"Yes...Anastasia?" 

She bit her lip, then shook her head slightly. "Just call me Ana...please?" 

He smiled. "Sure, Ana." 

She pulled down her panties, then guided the tip of his cock to her pussy, straddling him. 

Roger felt the warmth of her sex as she lowered herself onto him, taking his full length into her tight pussy. 

Ana leaned forward and kissed him, guiding his hands on her hips. As she gyrated on top of him, moving up and down slowly, he held onto her hips, watching her breasts sway as she rode him. 

Ana arched her back, pushing her breasts together, and he leaned forward and took one of her nipples in his mouth, sucking on it. His other hand reached up and grabbed her other nipple, playing gently with it. Ana moaned in pleasure and leaned forward, her lips just brushing against his ear as she whispered, "Fuck me, Roger. Fuck me hard." 

Roger growled and grabbed her hips, holding her tightly as he began to buck upwards, thrusting hard into her. She gasped and wrapped her arms around him, kissing him passionately as they fucked. 

Roger couldn't contain his moans as he felt her hot cunt surround him completely. She was so fucking wet he could feel her juices running down his balls as she rocked her hips, sliding him in and out. 

Ana leaned forward and kissed him, her tits pressing against his chest, her hips rocking slowly back and forth. 

The kiss was deep and passionate, and to his surprise, he saw tears in her eyes as he pulled back. 

"Ana...what's wrong? Did I hurt you?" he asked, concerned. 

"No, nothing like that. It feels really good," she whispered. "It's nothing. I'm just emotional." 

She leaned in close, nuzzling his neck, and squeezed his hard dick with her pussy. "Please, keep fucking me." 

Roger looked at her, his eyes full of concern, but was distracted by the sensation of her pussy squeezing him. He thrust upwards into her harder, and Ana gave a little yelp. 

"You're so big...I can barely take you," Ana moaned, running her hands up and down his chest. "Please, fuck me harder." 

Ana's voice was desperate, and Roger could feel her nails scratching at his chest as he thrust upwards into her. She wrapped her arms around him, kissing his chest, his neck, his face, her tongue swirling in his mouth as she moaned into his lips. 

Roger could feel himself getting close, and he grabbed her ass, pulling her down onto him. Ana gave a little cry as he hilted himself into her, and he could feel her pussy convulse around his cock, throbbing. She moaned loudly, and Roger felt her pussy gripping him tightly as the orgasm ran through her body. 

"Cum for me, Roger," Ana moaned, her hands squeezing his tits as she rode him. "I want to feel you cum in my pussy." 

Roger gasped as he felt his balls tighten and his dick began to throb. He groaned loudly and gave one final thrust, burying his cock deep in Ana's pussy, cumming in hot spurts. 

Ana gasped as she felt the thick semen fill her, feeling her pussy throb as Roger continued to cum. 

Finally he finished emptying his balls inside her. The experience had been incredible, and Ana was so fucking sexy, so beautiful. He felt strangely drawn to her. She was so familiar... 

They kissed again, slowly and softly, their kisses slowing in passion and intensity. Finally she laid her head against his chest, just resting there, feeling his cock soften inside her. 

"Just hold me for a little bit, would you?" 

Roger smiled and nodded, putting his arms around her. It felt good, having this gorgeous woman in his arms, so eager to please him and have sex with him. 

After several moments, she sighed, pulling away. After one last kiss, she slid off his lap and pulled her panties back on. "I have to go...to see other patients," she said, fixing her bra back in place. "I'll come back for you soon, okay, Roger?" 

Roger nodded, a little disappointed at having to leave, but happy to see her again. "Okay. I'll be here." 

She put her coat back on, then gave him a last look, her expression strangely sad. Finally, she gathered up her notepad and left, the doors hissing closed behind her. 

Roger lay back on the table, still feeling a little stunned. Things had happened so fast. But he didn't regret any of it. 

Now he just wondered how long he'd have to stay in this room til she came back. 

***** 

As the doors closed behind Ana, she leaned against the wall, barely able to contain her tears. Everything they were doing to Roger...wiping him over and over, refusing to tell him the truth...all of it completely without his consent. She'd heard the effects too many wipes could have on the brain. Each one came with a greater cost, and soon he'd only be a shell of his former self. If that. 

To make things worse, she was beginning to feel truly attached to him. She liked him...maybe even more. When they were making love...yes, it was all because they were compelled to, by the project. But she realized she looked forward to her sessions with Roger more than any of the other prisoners. 

"How's he doing?" asked Counselor Abbot's voice behind her. 

She quickly composed herself, pulling her coat tight around her waist. "He's doing great, Sir. Seems to be his usual self." 

"Good. I need to see him in my office later." Abbot leaned in, putting his hands on her waist. "And you? You had sex, I presume?" 

Ana nodded. She felt Roger's cum slowly seeping down her thighs. "Yes, Sir." 

"Well...good. I'm glad you're able to fulfill your duties," Abbot said. "But be careful, Ana. We wouldn't want you to get too attached." 

His fingers moved underneath her coat, then to her breasts, squeezing them. She bit her lip, feeling mingled disgust and arousal. The surgical implants they gave her made her feel horny no matter which man was touching her, and forced her to have sex do the incredible arousal that was quickly ignited in her body. Yet Abbot, himself, repulsed her. She knew his only goal was the success of the program at any cost. If men died from his ambition, it was all just in the name of science. 

Thumbing her nipples, Abbot leaned in close. "I know you're a good girl, and you'll do what needs to be done." His words held a vague, menacing thread, his lips pressing to her ear. Abbot pressed his hard cock against her thigh, pinning her against the wall. 

She shivered. 

Then after another moment, he released her. "I need to see Victor now. I'll see you later, at Roger's examination." 

Ana watched him go, her stomach in knots. She was torn. Part of her wanted to see Roger again, but she also didn't want him to keep getting tortured. 

What am I going to do? she thought. 

Other books you might enjoy:

Kingsley House  

Orion’s Genesis  

Master of Mothers  

See them all here!  

Sign up for my mailing list!  


[image: ]


The Cyberius Machine: Part 5 

Other books you might enjoy:

Kingsley House  

Orion’s Genesis  

Master of Mothers  

See them all here!  

Sign up for my mailing list!  

A hot preview 

His hand rested on her head, guiding her face towards him. She took his large, bulbous head into her mouth and began to suck it. 

It was nice and warm, hard and veiny, and tasted faintly of sweat and pre-cum. She felt his hands in her hair, as he began to thrust his cock in and out of her mouth. 

"Oh yeah, you fucking slut, suck that big cock," he said, his voice hoarse. She felt him get harder, even as her mouth was stretched around him. 

She began to move her head up and down, trying to get him as deep in her mouth as she could before her gag reflex kicked in. 

"Oh yeah, get that dick nice and wet. Get it ready for your pussy," he said, his deep voice almost a growl. 

The Cyberius Machine: Part 5 

Dr. Chang thumbed through his reports. They were rather inconcise, and it wasn't clear what was to be done next. While insemination rates were very high, and birthing was going well, the women were reporting lower levels of happiness, despite enjoying the sexual intercourse they were having with prisoners. 

It was odd. 

He decided to consult with his colleague, Dr. Reston. She was a skilled psychologist who had done profiles on both prisoners and the women employed at Ciberius, and might be able to shed some light. 

He entered her office, the doors hissing open, and found her sitting at her desk, working on something on her computer. 

"Are you busy, Doctor?" 

She turned to him, her large breasts tightly cinched inside her mandatory lab coat and lace bra. "Not at all, Dr. Chang. What can I do for you?" 

He looked over her tight, sexy little body. She was petite, but she had very big breasts, and beautiful blonde hair like most of the women here. He had a hunch her pussy was super tight, and he very much wanted to find out. 

"Please," he said, sitting down opposite her. "Call me Peter." 

"Of course, Peter." She smiled. "And surely, you should call me Virginia, after all this time." 

He nodded. 

"Virginia, I've noticed that the women are getting pregnant nicely, and the babies are all coming out healthy like their fathers. The only thing is...they're reporting lower happiness levels. Do you know why the women wouldn't feel totally satisfied here?" 

She leaned back in her chair. "I'm sure there's many reasons, Peter. First of all, they are subjugated here. Most of them have no autonomy, they are at the disposal of Dr. Abbot and the guards here. They are used for breeding purposes, and must obey the doctors and guards. I'm sure that they feel like they have no freedom, and I'm sure that interferes with their overall happiness levels." 

Which was true. 

"Also, they are married to men outside this facility. They have disparate lives and identities. They cannot share a bed, a house, a life with the men here. Couple that with the fact they have to watch the prisoners be mind-wiped and repurposed..." She shrugged. "It must be at least a little depressing." 

"It makes sense, what you're saying." He sat up straight, his erection becoming uncomfortable. "What do you suggest we do?" 

She leaned forward and rested her chin on her hand. The movement compressed her tits, making them squish together pleasantly. "I'm glad you asked, Peter. I do have a plan." 

He grinned, his cock stiffening even more. "I'm all ears." 

"Well," She began, her blue eyes gleaming with intensity. "What I suggest is that we not only wipe the men's memories and repurpose them, but also wipe the women's memories so they don't remember their other lives. Then, we can incorporate them into separate housing with whichever prisoner male they choose. They can have sex, get married, fall in love. This way, even though it won't be a traditional marriage or relationship, it will give them a feeling of pretend autonomy." 

He thought it over. Honestly, it seemed pretty fucking brilliant. Standing, Dr. Chang walked in front of her, then held his hand out for her to take. "Virginia, you're a genius." 

She smiled and took his hand, standing. "So you like the idea?" 

"I love it." He wrapped his arms around her, letting his hands slide to her ass. "I think we should propose it to the Cyberius Council." 

She shifted a bit uncomfortably, not having expected him to want sex from her. But her training and protocol kicked in: she was required to have sex with any man on the premises who required it of her. 

She didn't really like Peter Chang. He was arrogant, with a superiority complex that got on her nerves. He was always interrupting her. Or belittling her behind her back. He was handsome, but his negative qualities didn't make up for it. 

Now, she realized he was going to demand sex with her...and she had to provide it. The idea was a little revolting. 

He moved his hands underneath her short skirt and began to fondle her bare ass cheeks, kissing her neck. She smelled his cologne, and felt his hard cock pressing against her. 

She could feel him growing even larger against her stomach, so he was obviously turned on. He began kissing her again, his lips pressing against her. 

She closed her eyes and tried to ignore how much she despised him. 

"Really, you're full of good ideas," he grunted, rubbing his dick up and down against her thigh. "In fact, I have a great one right now. Why don't you undress, then get down on your knees and show me how you use that slut mouth of yours?" 

She sighed. "As you wish." 

He smiled and kicked the chair away. She began to unbutton her lab coat, and took it off. She slid it down her arms and let it drop to the ground. 

Dr. Chang's eyes were locked onto her perky tits. He walked around to her and unhooked her white silk bra, sliding the straps off her shoulders and dropping it to the floor. 

He ran his hands across her large, firm breasts, squeezing them and then taking her nipples in between his fingers and rolling them around. 

She had to admit that she was wet. She hated being with this man, but the way he was touching her felt good and got her hot. In a way, her hatred of him made her pussy wetter, which was very odd to her, but at least it would make this encounter less unwelcome. 

She hooked her thumbs into her panties and slid them down her legs, then stepped out of them. They were made of the finest, silkiest lace and felt amazing against her smooth flesh. 

She knelt in front of him. He had never demanded sex of her before, so she had not seen his cock. As she lowered his pants, she gasped as it swung free, hitting her chin. It was enormous, girthy, dripping precum. It had to be at least 10 inches long, and was incredibly thick. As small as she was, she wasn't sure she could fit him inside her. 

Her pussy twitched in anticipation. 

His hand rested on her head, guiding her face towards him. She took his large, bulbous head into her mouth and began to suck it. 

It was nice and warm, hard and veiny, and tasted faintly of sweat and pre-cum. She felt his hands in her hair, as he began to thrust his cock in and out of her mouth. 

"Oh yeah, you fucking slut, suck that big cock," he said, his voice hoarse. She felt him get harder, even as her mouth was stretched around him. 

She began to move her head up and down, trying to get him as deep in her mouth as she could before her gag reflex kicked in. 

"Oh yeah, get that dick nice and wet. Get it ready for your pussy," he said, his deep voice almost a growl. 

She moaned. Her cunt was already dripping. 

"Yeah," he grunted, pushing her head back and forth on his dick. "Take that fucking cock. Suck it, you naughty bitch." 

She gripped the base of his cock and held the head between her lips. It was so big, her mouth could barely even fit around it. 

She began to bob her head up and down, trying to take him into her mouth. She managed to get almost half of his cock into her mouth before gagging. 

"Pretend you're sucking a lollipop," he said. 

She did what he said, bobbing her head back and forth, trying to take more of him into her mouth. 

"Jesus, you're a fucking pro." 

She began to move faster and faster, working to take as much of his cock as possible. She found she could take quite a bit of it down her throat, but the head was still too much for her. 

Dr. Chang started thrusting his hips, forcing more of his cock into her mouth. 

"Oh yeah, you little slut, I bet there's only one thing you like more than sucking cock." 

She moaned, bobbing her head faster, trying to please him. 

"I bet you like getting your pussy fucked. You like getting it stuffed full of big, thick cock. Especially the cock of a man you hate." 

She looked up at him in surprise. How did he know? 

He laughed evilly, his eyes flickering with lust and power. It was obvious that he understood exactly how he made her feel, and reveled in it. 

He pushed her back onto his thick penis. Concentrating on sucking his dick, her mouth half full of his hard cock, she moaned. 

"I bet you like it rough, too. I bet you like being a naughty, dirty bitch. Am I right? Huh?" 

She moaned in response. He was right. She did like it rough. 

"I bet you like getting fucked by big, hard cocks. Am I right? Huh?" 

She moaned again, trying to deny that he was right, but the sounds she was making were clearly saying otherwise. 

"Don't worry, Virginia. We have lots of hard men around here. Soon, we'll organize a nice gangbang and get you nice and stuffed. Probably pregnant, too. You've seen the sperm counts. They're off the charts. What can you expect from all these virile male prisoners?" 

She moaned again. He was right. Her pussy grew wet at the idea of taking all those hung, rough men in her cunt, her mouth, her ass... 

He grunted and shoved his cock further down her throat. She coughed and gagged, tears beginning to come out of her eyes, dribbling down her cheeks. But she didn't try to pull away. She kept her hands on his hips, bobbing her head back and forth on his cock. 

"Seems you like that idea. Well, we'll just have to make it a reality soon." 

He didn't give her a chance to breathe, just kept fucking her throat, hard, fast, brutally. She swallowed to keep herself from choking, but soon she began to feel light headed from the pleasure and his domination of her. She closed her eyes and focused on sucking his cock, trying not to gag. 

He grunted and shoved himself down her throat. Thick spurts of semen splashed inside her mouth, and she was forced to swallow every drop. 

"Goddamn, you're a great little whore," he said, pulling his cock out of her mouth. He held it still and splashed the last of his load on her face and tits. 

She looked up at him, painted with cum. 

"All right. Get on your hands and knees. I want to use that sloppy wet pussy of yours." 

Shivering with lust, she crawled over to center of the floor and got onto her hands and knees. 

Dr. Chang stood behind her and put his hands on her hips, and began to rub his cock up and down her dripping cunt, pushing it deeper and deeper inside her. 

He entered her slowly, trying to get every inch into her. She was so wet, and so eager for him, that he was able to get the entire length of his large cock inside her with ease. 

He began to thrust his hips, fucking her deep and hard. 

She moaned loudly, feeling his thick member penetrate her. Since none of the women were allowed to take birth control at the facility, the risky of getting pregnant heightened the sensation of his bare penis inside her, and made her shiver in excitement and dread. 

He fucked her faster and faster, grunting and moaning. He reached down and began to squeeze her nipples, sending shivers of pleasure through her body. 

She closed her eyes and moaned, then gasped and moaned again, feeling a huge orgasm approaching. She felt so close. 

"You have a nice fucking cunt, Virginia," he said, thrusting faster and faster inside her. "I bet you even like the idea that you'll be the mother to the child of a man you hate." 

She clutched the rug underneath her, gritting her teeth. She wanted to say...No...to tell him such a thing was disgusting and unthinkable...but her pussy clutched his cock tighter, as if trying to draw the semen right up from his balls. Her body wanted to get pregnant with his baby, even if her mind cast him as a villain. 

"Oh yeah, you little slut. Come on, take that big cock. Take it. Take it." 

His hands were rough and big, and they felt wonderful on her sensitive breasts. 

She moaned, feeling her orgasm grow closer and closer. Her pussy clenched around his cock, trying to grip it as tightly as possible. 

He thrust into her as deeply as possible, and she felt his hot cum fill her. She moaned loudly as she felt it enter her body. She came as he did, her pussy spasming on his big dick, taking every drop of his hot seed. 

"Oh yeah, you fucking whore. Take that load," he said, panting. 

She felt him pull out of her, and a rush of cum poured out of her pussy. 

She was still full of his cum, and it felt wonderful. 

"Suck my dick clean," he said, pulling her head toward his cock. 

She opened her mouth to protest, but at the smell of his semen, all she could do was moan. She sucked his cock, licking and sucking the last drops of cum from his dick. It was obvious he enjoyed humiliating her, reveling in the way she submitted to every one of his filthy desires. 

"God, you've got a gorgeous pussy," he said. "You're going to be a great mother. You're the perfect woman to bear the children of the men you hate. Men like me, like Abbott. Like all the other guys here you loathe. But you just love those prisoners, don't you? You and all the other whores here. You're all the same." 

She was horrified that she enjoyed having his cum inside her so badly. She felt her pussy twitching in desire at the thought of getting pregnant with the child of a man she hated. 

"Just as long as you remember who's in control, you can feel however you want," he said, zipping up his pants. "Anyway, make sure you keep my load inside you the rest of the day. I'll see you later, Virginia." 

With that, he left her naked, covered in cum and dripping it from her pussy. She gritted her teeth, hating herself for feeling what she did... 

And hating him for being right. 
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A hot preview… 

He reached down and began to rub her pussy with his fingers, softly and slowly at first, then harder and faster until she began to moan and whimper and writhe beneath him, moaning for more. He kissed her, owning her mouth with his. She loved it, being controlled during sex like this. Her work kept her too busy to date, and having a big strong alpha like him made her pussy absolutely drip. 

His cock was hard as a rock and he could feel it throbbing as it ached to be inside her. 

He pushed her legs apart and positioned the head of his cock at her lovely pink pussy. Each time he pressed, she let out a soft, breathy "Ohhhh" as her pussy began to throb and tingle, begging him to fuck her. 

Sarah moaned and whimpered as he circled her clit, teasing her until she thought she might go mad with desire. Her breathing was heavy and labored as he played with pussy. 

Finally, he couldn't stand it any longer. Pressing his dick to her slick cunt, he slid easily inside her, at least the first few inches. 

She gasped in shock as the enormous penis began to fill her up. He stretched her walls wide, and she had never taken a cock so big. She felt a huge orgasm beginning to build inside her. 

The Cyberius Machine Part 7 

Rachel LeBlanc, the overseer of the Cyberius Machine for the Nevada outpost, was coming to do her annual inspection. It was time to make sure everyone was acting as the program dictated, and that the prisoners were being well-kept and protocol followed. 

Rachel was a firm believer in the philosophy behind the Cyberius program, believing that it offered the most humane method of rehabilitation for those who had committed serious offenses. 

When she arrived at Counselor Abbot's office, she asked to see Dr. Chang's report on Roger, one of the newest inmates to arrive at the outpost. She noted with displeasure that he had been brainwiped numerous times since his arrival, and her suspicions grew when she read further into Dr. Chang's report. From what she could tell, each brainwipe had been done under Abbot's orders and without consulting any other staff members or even informing Rachel herself. 

According to the doctor, Roger had been subjected to several brainwashing techniques from Counselor Abbot in order to force him into submission. As Rachel continued to read, her heart sank as she realized that the severity of these techniques had gone far beyond what was necessary for proper rehabilitation. Not only did they include extensive memory erasure techniques, but also deep psychological manipulation and mind control tactics that seemed more akin to torture than therapy. 

Rachel was appalled by this apparent abuse of authority and immediately began to question Abbot about his reasoning for all these brainwipes. After much back-and-forth between them, Counselor Abbot finally admitted that he did not trust Roger and thought that he would be more susceptible to rehabilitation if his memories were wiped away. 

She crumpled up the paper in anger, gritting her teeth. I'll fucking kill him, he thought. Roger was their prize subject. He was the one prisoner who had demonstrated high potential for the Cyberius Machine. No one else had lived through this many wipes. If he died now, they would all be fired, or worse. 

Rachel stood, determined to go find Abbot and chastise him on his decisions. She was going to make sure that he understood the consequences of his actions and that it would not be tolerated in her outpost. She strode out of the office without another word, her posture radiating her anger like a fierce fire. 

As Rachel reached Abbot's office, her heart was pounding in her chest from adrenaline and anger. Taking a deep breath, she walked into his office without knocking and demanded an explanation for why he had gone so far with Roger’s brainwipes. 

"Rachel," he said, going white as he saw her. "What are -" 

"I can't believe what you did," 

Rachel interrupted, slamming her hands onto his desk. "This is not how we do things under the Cyberius program. You've gone too far with your brainwashing techniques and it's completely unacceptable. Do you even understand the damage you've caused to Roger's psyche?" 

Abbot looked down at his hands, suddenly ashamed. "I was just trying to do what was best for our program. I thought that he would be more obedient if he didn't remember anything from his past. I didn't mean to cause any harm." 

Rachel's eyes narrowed. "Your intentions may have been good, but the outcome was not. You've put our entire program at risk by endangering our prize subject. I'm going to have to report this to our superiors." 

Abbot's face went slack with fear. "Please, Rachel, don't do that. I can fix this. I'll make it right. Just give me another chance." 

Rachel stood up, narrowing her eyes. 

"Another chance?" 

She scoffed. "You've already had multiple chances, and you've proven yourself untrustworthy. I won't have you risking the safety of our prisoners and the success of our program any longer." 

"Please!" he begged. "Just one more chance!" 

She folded her arms. Aside from his abuse of power, Abbot had generally been decent at keeping order her. But she'd dealt with his slippery ways before, and wasn't keep on a repeat. 

"Fine." She let out a breath. "One more chance. But if you fuck up this time..." She made a slicing motion across her throat. 

He nodded, relief flooding his features. "I'll make it right, I swear." 

She turned to leave, but stopped when she reached the doorway. 

"I'm going to be keeping a very close eye on you from now on," she said. "If I so much as see you looking at one of our subjects the wrong way, you'll be out on your ass." 

She left, heading to Roger's cell. She needed to check in on him and see if she could improve his situation. 

As she walked down the long, sterile hallway towards the cell block, Rachel couldn't shake the feeling of disgust at what she had just witnessed. She had always believed in the Cyberius program and its ability to rehabilitate even the most dangerous criminals, but what she had just seen had shaken her to her core. She had to make things right, not just for Roger but for all the other prisoners at the outpost. 

When she reached Roger's cell, she found him sitting on his bunk, staring blankly at the wall in front of him. His eyes were hollow and lifeless, and there was a sense of emptiness that seemed to surround him. Rachel sighed, knowing that this was the result of Abbot's brainwashing techniques. 

"Roger," she said softly, hoping to get his attention. "It's Rachel. I'm here to check up on you." 

Roger slowly turned his head to look at her, his eyes unfocused and distant. 

"Rachel," he said, his brow furrowing. He seemed to recognize her for a minute. 

Then his gaze went blank again. 

"It's time for you to go back into the machine," she added, trying to coax him off the bunk. 

Roger stared at her, and then slowly nodded, standing up and following her out towards the machine chambers. 

Rachel knew that the process of resetting his brain would take some time, but she was surprised by how long it took. Roger appeared to be completely unaware of the world around him, and he just stood there, zombie-like. 

"Come on, Roger. Time to go in," she said, trying to lead him into the chamber. 

But before she could get any further, Roger suddenly went berserk, abruptly turning on her and running down the corridor, making his escape. Rachel was stunned. She had never seen someone so determined to break free from the Cyberius program before. Her heart raced as she watched him run, his footsteps echoing down the long hallway as he disappeared from sight. 

Rachel knew she had to act quickly. She pulled out her phone and called a code red, alerting the Cyberius staff of Roger's escape. The remainder of the day was spent in a flurry of activity as the staff searched for Roger and tried to re-secure the prison. Everyone was on high alert, and Rachel herself felt like she could barely breathe from how tense the atmosphere had become. 

***** 

Roger ran as fast as he could. He didn't know where he was going, or even who he was. But one thing was for sure. He was out of that damned facility, finally, and he was going to remain free. 

Even if he had to kill everyone who got between him and his freedom. 

For hours Roger ran, his feet pounding against the desert sand, the sun beating down on his back. He was exhausted and drained of energy, but he kept going, determined to make it to safety. Finally, after what seemed like an eternity of running, Roger reached a distant city in the horizon. His heart leapt with joy as he approached civilization again, and he quickly made his way towards a small cafe he spotted nearby. 

The smell of freshly cooked food filled the air as Roger stepped inside. His stomach rumbled with hunger as he looked around for a place to sit and rest. Thankfully, there were plenty of empty tables available and so Roger settled himself into a corner seat, hoping no one would notice how dirty and disheveled he was...or that he was wearing a gray jumpsuit. 

"Hi, honey," said a sweet female waitress who came up to him to take his order. She was very beautiful, with large breasts and blonde hair. She appeared to be about 28 or so, and she smelled faintly of strawberry shampoo. "What can I get for you today?" 

Roger looked up at the waitress and smiled weakly. "Just a cup of coffee and a sandwich, please." 

"Sure thing, hon," she said, giving him a flirty smile before walking away to fulfill his order. 

God, he was so hungry. He needed more than a sandwich. He hadn't eaten in days. He was thirsty, too. 

When she came back with his coffee, Roger changed his order, deciding to add several other things, as well as plenty of fresh water. 

The waitress nodded and went to fetch the food, quickly returning with a tray of burgers, fries, and pie. She also brought him a few bottles of water. 

The waitress, whose name was Sarah, watched as he wolfed down the food hungrily. She felt her heart break a little at the sight of him so desperate for nourishment. Still, she had her duty and she silently prayed that he was soon able to get comfortable enough to share his story with someone. She reached out her hand and gave his arm a light touch. 

"Sir, if you need anything at all, and I mean anything..." she grabbed a napkin and jotter her number down. "You just let me know, okay?" 

Roger looked up at her with a grateful smile. He couldn't believe that someone was being so kind to him. It had been so long since anyone had shown him any compassion. 

"Thank you," he said, his voice cracking with emotion. "I don't know what to say." 

"You don't have to say anything," Sarah said, giving his arm another gentle squeeze. "Just take care of yourself, okay?" 

He nodded, and finished his meal. 

When the time came to pay, Roger's heart pounded. He didn't have any money, and he knew that running out of the place would only set the cops on him. 

The last thing he wanted. 

Sarah came over with a piece of paper, which he assumed was the check. 

"I...um..." 

She leaned in close, her breasts gently rubbing his arm. She whispered, "You don't worry about a thing, honey. And you just call me if you need me, okay?" 

With that, she gave him a soft kiss on the cheek and set the piece of paper down. 

It was standard restaurant paper for orders, but it didn't have a total. Instead it just said, "It's on the house" and had a little lipstick kiss at the bottom, with her name, Sarah. 

Flashing a kind smile that promised more, Sarah squeezed his arm and then left. 

Roger sat there, astonished by her generosity. He was overwhelmed by the kindness that she had shown him, and he suddenly felt an entirely new emotion: Hope. For the first time in a long time he felt like someone cared about him, and he sensed that Sarah might like him...as more than just a customer. 

He pocketed her number. 

**** 

Roger decided he should take her advice and take care of himself. He knew the first step was finding a place to stay and maybe get a bath. 

He ventured out into the city, hoping that something would turn up. Everywhere he looked there were people living in abject poverty, with only their meager possessions keeping them company. 

It reminded him of his life at the Cyberius center. He had been a prisoner for so long. So, so damn long. 

Alone, impoverished, no longer in control of his own life. 

As he walked along, he kept his eyes peeled for someplace that could provide him with temporary respite from life's troubles, if only for a night or two. He had no money though, which posed a problem. 

He realized he didn't have much choice. He was going to have to call Sarah. It wasn't fun to have to keep depending on her kindness, but he didn't want to have to resort to crime. 

He called her number from a payphone. She immediately answered, and told him to go to her address, and that he would find a key underneath the doormat. She instructed him to use anything he needed at the house, and that she would be home after her shift ended at 5. 

Roger felt a wave of relief wash over him. He thanked Sarah and hung up before making his way to her house. When he arrived, he found the key just where she had said it would be, and he let himself in. The house was small, but it was comfortable and clean. It was a far cry from the sterile, prison-like environment of the Cyberius center. 

Roger took a long, hot shower, relishing in the feeling of the water cascading over his body. He'd forgotten what it was like to feel clean and refreshed. 

He saw that she lived alone, as there were no other occupied bedrooms. Not wanting to intrude on her clothing, he remained wrapped in the linen towel he had taken from her closet. 

Afterward, he rummaged around in Sarah's kitchen and found some food, which he heated up in the microwave. He ate slowly, savoring every bite, and feeling grateful for Sarah's kindness. 

He explored the house a bit more and found a small, cozy bedroom with a comfortable-looking bed. He settled in, feeling more at peace than he had in a long time. 

For once.... there were no nightmares. 

**** 

When Sarah came inside she was surprised to find Roger fast asleep on her bed. The towel he had been wearing barely covered his muscled, tattooed, handsome body and she could see his cock beginning to swell underneath it. She couldn't believe that this gorgeous man had been in her home all day while she was out working. 

She was deeply curious about his story. It wasn't every day men like him showed up at the diner. He was handsome, seemed kind of reserved and almost shy. 

She sat down on the bed beside him, gently stroking his stomach, and then let her hand drift to his swelling cock under the towel. She snuck a peek...she was astounded to see the size of it. He had to be at least 9 inches soft...probably 10 or more when hard! 

Something about him was so incredibly attractive, she couldn't resist the urge. She slowly drew the towel down and lowered her mouth to his cock, which she began to stroke and suck. 

Her pussy began to tingle as she gave him the most sensual blowjob of her life. 

She heard him moan softly as she continued to work his cock. Up and down she moved her lips, his thick, throbbing penis feeling amazing inside her mouth. 

He was the biggest man she'd ever been with, and she would have to take him slowly. She could feel her pussy growing wet as she stroked his cock, and her clit throbbed with desire. 

He was fully awake now, watching as she serviced him. He grunted with pleasure. "Sarah...that feels really good." 

He smelled so good to her, like soap, and masculinity... 

and pure lust. She began to play with his balls now, gently caressing them with her fingers. That seemed to drive him wild, for he began to moan louder and louder and she could see his body tense up. 

"Oh God...I'm going to cum." Roger grunted. "Going to..." Sarah lifted her mouth off of his cock and began to stroke him faster and faster. "Oh fuck!" He moaned and grunted. "Oh FUCK yes!" She felt his cock start to pulse and tremble, and... 

"Oh fuck, I'm cumming!" Roger moaned, his body shaking. 

"Mmm...that's it, cum for me baby," She murmured, stroking his cock faster and faster, until... 

He moaned and grunted, shooting load after load of hot, sticky cum into her waiting mouth. Sarah moaned and swallowed every drop. It tasted so good, and made her even hornier. 

Roger lay back, panting. 

"Come here," he said softly, and Sarah clambered onto the bed beside him. 

He pushed her down, stroking her body with his strong hands as she arched into his touch. He explored every inch of her skin as if he were mapping it out in his mind, memorizing it for later. He began to kiss her neck and shoulders while his hands roamed lower, exploring her curves. 

Roughly, he tugged open her blouse and freed her tits from her bra. He teased and tickled her nipples until they were hard and erect before finally taking one of them into his mouth and sucking gently. She moaned in pleasure as he switched to the other nipple to give it the same treatment before making circles around both with his tongue. 

His hands moved further down until they found the waistband of her jeans, which he unbuttoned before pushing them down over her hips until she was in just her panties and her open blouse and bra. He quickly stripped off the rest of her clothes and tossed them aside, so she was naked before him. 

She was sexy as fuck, petite and slim with huge breasts and a glistening wet pussy. She bit her lip and looked at him with pure need. "Please...I don't even know your name..." 

"It's Roger," he said, licking her nipple. "You can keep calling me Sir, though." 

She shivered with pleasure. "Yes, Sir." 

He reached down and began to rub her pussy with his fingers, softly and slowly at first, then harder and faster until she began to moan and whimper and writhe beneath him, moaning for more. He kissed her, owning her mouth with his. She loved it, being controlled during sex like this. Her work kept her too busy to date, and having a big strong alpha like him made her pussy absolutely drip. 

His cock was hard as a rock and he could feel it throbbing as it ached to be inside her. 

He pushed her legs apart and positioned the head of his cock at her lovely pink pussy. Each time he pressed, she let out a soft, breathy "Ohhhh" as her pussy began to throb and tingle, begging him to fuck her. 

Sarah moaned and whimpered as he circled her clit, teasing her until she thought she might go mad with desire. Her breathing was heavy and labored as he played with pussy. 

Finally, he couldn't stand it any longer. Pressing his dick to her slick cunt, he slid easily inside her, at least the first few inches. 

She gasped in shock as the enormous penis began to fill her up. He stretched her walls wide, and she had never taken a cock so big. She felt a huge orgasm beginning to build inside her. 

He began to thrust slowly, going deeper and deeper with every stroke until he was all the way inside her. 

"Ohhhh Sir...that feels so good..." 

She continued to moan as he fucked her slowly, gradually picking up the pace. 

She felt like she was on fire, a slow burn that built and built until she was almost consumed by her desire and need for his cock. 

He was going faster now, pounding her harder and faster, driving her wild with pleasure as his cock slid in and out of her pussy. 

"Oh fuck...your pussy feels so good," he growled, thrusting his cock deeper inside her. 

She gasped and moaned as her pussy was stuffed full of that enormous throbbing cock. He began to thrust even more, pushing a bit deeper into her every time until she was panting and moaning. 

"Oh fuck...oh FUCK yes," she moaned. "OH FUCK YES SIR! YOUR COCK FEELS SO FUCKING GOOD!" She yelled louder and louder as he fucked her deeper, harder, and faster, until... 

"Cum for me Sarah…cum on that fucking huge dick in your tight little pussy." He said. She moaned in response, and felt her whole body begin to tremble as she climaxed hard. 

"Oh fuck! Oh fuck... fuck me!" She moaned, as her pussy clenched around his cock, milking it tight. 

It was enough to send him over the edge. Roger groaned, thrusting deep inside Sarah and spilling hot, thick jets of virile semen into her unprotected womb. She gasped in pleasure, clutching his strong shoulders. Her orgasm intensified as he emptied his balls into her. 

He kissed her long and hard, their tongues swirling together. She had never been so filled up, and it was satisfying on a whole new level...down to her very soul. 

She was so, so glad this handsome stranger had walked into her diner. 
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"Oh my God, Roger... you're so amazing at that," she moaned, wrapping her arms around the back of his head and pulling him closer to her pussy. 

He loved the way her thick juices tasted as he licked her pussy, sliding his tongue deep into her hole. He fucked her with his fingers, making her moan loudly as he sucked her clit into his mouth, sliding his tongue up and down it, teasing her. He could feel her squirming beneath him as he ate her out, and her pussy was growing even wetter. 

Then he stood, picking her up and switching places so she was on the bed now, lying underneath him. He spread her legs and lined his cock up to her pussy, easily spreading her cunt and making her take him, inch by inch. She let out a breathy gasp of joy as he impaled her on his huge dick. 

"Oh god, Roger! You're going inside me...you're so big and hard! It feels amazing!" 

The Cyberius Machine: Part 6 

Roger was given a simple outfit to wear. He was escorted back to his room. There he stayed for several days, eating his meals, using the workout equipment they gave him, and recording his thoughts in a small journal provided. 

He was having nightmares. Terrible dreams about being electrocuted, with wires attached to his body, his memories being erased over and over. 

He woke up from a particularly bad one one night, breathing hard, and pressed the button to summon the night nurse on duty. 

The door creaked open, and a petite woman in a white uniform walked in, her blonde hair tied back in a neat bun. She was very beautiful, and her breasts were large, very much on display under her nursing uniform. Her eyes were kind and compassionate, and she approached Roger with a warm smile. 

"Is everything alright, Roger?" she asked, placing a gentle hand on his shoulder. 

Roger shook his head, his heart racing. "I... I had another nightmare. It was like they were erasing my memories again, but this time it felt even more real." 

The nurse nodded sympathetically. "I'm sorry to hear that. It's not uncommon for patients to experience nightmares during their stay here, especially during the adjustment period. Is there anything I can do to help?" 

Roger hesitated for a moment before speaking. "Can you... can you stay with me for a little while? Just until I fall asleep?" 

"Of course I can," she said, smiling warmly. She pulled up a seat beside him. 

"What's your name?" he asked curiously after a minute. 

"My name's Marissa," she replied, still smiling at him. "I've worked here for a long time now." 

Roger smiled back at her, feeling a sense of comfort wash over him as she sat by his side. She was a beautiful woman, and he couldn't help but notice her breasts once again. He felt a stirring in his loins, and he shifted in his bed uncomfortably. 

"Is everything okay?" Marissa asked, noticing his movement. 

Roger blushed, feeling embarrassed. "I'm sorry, it's nothing," he replied quickly. 

She chuckled softly. "It's okay, Roger. It's perfectly normal to feel those kinds of urges, especially when you're in a vulnerable state like this. Would you like me to take care of it for you?" 

Roger's eyes widened in surprise. He couldn't believe what he was hearing. Was this really happening? He looked at her, studying her face for any sign that she was joking, but all he saw was sincerity and kindness in her eyes. 

"You've been told, yes? That women are required to service males on the facility at any time?" 

He swallowed hard. "Yeah...a few people have mentioned that." 

"Well, I'm no exception. To be honest, I really enjoy it. The men around here are very nice, and...hot." She giggled. "You're certainly among those." She rubbed his thigh underneath his sweatpants, her fingers inching dangerously close to his stiffening cock. 

"Would you like me to service you, Roger?" she whispered seductively into his ear. 

"Oh my God," he groaned, his cheeks burning. He couldn't believe what was happening, but he desperately wanted it to continue. He had been alone for days, and all he could think about during that time was the idea of a woman's touch. 

"Yes," he moaned. 

She slid the sweatpants down to his knees and freed his stiff cock from its confines. She smiled up at him, playing with his warm shaft in her hand. 

"I have to tell you, you're a lot bigger than most of the men I've seen around here. Which is saying something, since a lot of these guys have really big cocks," she giggled, sliding down to her knees between his thighs. "But yours is just something special." 

She kissed and licked his cock, stroking him softly. She seemed really enthusiastic about getting him off. 

Roger closed his eyes, enjoying the sensation of her lips on his hard flesh. He reached his hand down and ran his fingers through her hair, noticing how soft it felt. He groaned in pleasure, and his cock twitched. It was getting really hard. The initial excitement of seeing her had settled down and now he was enjoying the sensations of her mouth sliding up and down his shaft. 

"Oh fuck," he moaned. He usually didn't swear, but her mouth felt so good he couldn't help it. 

He felt her tongue slide up and down his shaft. "I want you to cum for me," she whispered, giggling softly as she licked his cockhead. 

"Oh my God," he groaned, closing his eyes and resting his head against the bed. 

He felt absolutely incredible as she slid her lips over his shaft, working him with her mouth, her wet tongue sliding up and down his cock. He reached down and ran his fingers through her long blonde hair, marveling at how soft it was. She was really doing a great job, working him up to the edge of orgasm in no time. 

"Would you like me to use my breasts, Sir?" 

"Yes." 

She removed her shirt and bra, freeing her enormous boobs from their confines. She tucked them on either side of his throbbing cock, and began to rub them up and down his shaft, his precum lubricating her soft, squishy breasts. 

"Shit, that's amazing," he grunted. He gripped her nipples with his fingers and squeezed, making her moan in pleasure. 

He felt her slide her soft breasts against his thighs, her breasts conforming comfortably into his skin. He moaned in pleasure as she began to gently squeeze his balls with her free hand. 

"Oh fuck," he groaned, his cock twitching as she started to suck his cock faster. 

He felt her warm tongue slide up and down his shaft, twisting around his cockhead and licking his shaft, teasing him, making him feel incredible. He closed his eyes and moaned in pleasure as her soft breasts pressed into his thighs. 

"Oh my God," he moaned, thrusting his cock into her mouth. 

"That's it," she moaned, her hand squeezing his balls, rubbing gently, coaxing his orgasm. "You're almost there." 

She slid her mouth over his cock, sucking hard, thrusting him deeper into her mouth, her tongue sliding up and down. She opened her mouth wide and took his whole penis into her mouth, her full lips sliding down his shaft until he felt her throat massaging his cock at the base. 

"Fuck!" he gasped, gripping her hair and and thrusting into her warm throat. Then she slid off his length, not even gagging once. "You're really good at this." 

She gasped, smiling up at him happily at this praise. "I'm so glad you like it, Sir. I can't wait to drink your cum." 

She removed her skirt, leaving herself in just her thin little white panties. He saw a huge wet stain on them, and knew she was soaking wet from sucking his dick. He was going to fuck her next. 

"Cum for me, Roger," she whispered. 

He felt his cock twitch in her mouth, and he felt her squeezing his balls gently. 

"Oh my God, I'm going to cum... I-" 

His balls tingled fiercely as his orgasm broiled up inside. Then he groaned, holding her hair as he came inside her mouth, spurting thick hot jets of semen into Marissa's throat. She drank every drop, greedily slurping it down. 

Then she finally pulled off him with a gasp, happily smiling at him. "Thank you for your load, Roger, Sir. It was so delicious." 

"Spread your legs," he ordered. 

"Oh my God, it's so hot when you tell me to do things," she gasped, blushing. 

Roger pulled down her panties, and his mouth dropped at the sight of her wet, swollen pussy. She was completely bald, and the smell of her sweet juices was pungent in the air. 

"Oh my God," he gasped, rubbing her wet pussy with his fingers. "You're so wet." 

"I'm so wet because you're so big and strong, and your cock is so thick," she moaned. "I want it in me, Sir. It feels so good when you touch me." 

"You're so fucking wet," he moaned, sliding a finger into her dripping hole. 

"Oh my God," she groaned, closing her eyes and leaning her head back. 

He slid two fingers deep inside her, then began to fuck her with them, sliding them in and out, making her moan. 

"Oh my God," she moaned, her full, soft breasts shaking as he fucked her with his fingers. Her eyes were closed and she moaned in pleasure as he finger-fucked her pussy, her juices dripping out onto his fingers. "You're going to make me cum, Sir." 

He slid his lips up and down her wet pussy, sliding his tongue up and down her swollen pink lips, tasting her sweet juices. She seemed to really enjoy that, moaning and squirming as he ate her out. 

"Oh my God, Roger... you're so amazing at that," she moaned, wrapping her arms around the back of his head and pulling him closer to her pussy. 

He loved the way her thick juices tasted as he licked her pussy, sliding his tongue deep into her hole. He fucked her with his fingers, making her moan loudly as he sucked her clit into his mouth, sliding his tongue up and down it, teasing her. He could feel her squirming beneath him as he ate her out, and her pussy was growing even wetter. 

Then he stood, picking her up and switching places so she was on the bed now, lying underneath him. He spread her legs and lined his cock up to her pussy, easily spreading her cunt and making her take him, inch by inch. She let out a breathy gasp of joy as he impaled her on his huge dick. 

"Oh god, Roger! You're going inside me...you're so big and hard! It feels amazing!" 

She clutched his strong, powerful shoulders as he began to fuck her, sinking his thick cock deep into her womb, then pulling out again. 

Her long legs wrapped around his waist as he fucked her hard and fast, his cock going in and out of her wet cunt. The sound of their bodies slapping together was audible in the night, and he could feel her juices soaking his cock. 

"Oh my god," she whispered, her breasts shaking violently as he fucked her. "Oh my god, Roger, you're going to make me cum!" 

"Cum for me, baby," he growled, pounding his cock into her pussy, his hips moving back and forth, his balls slapping against her soft ass. 

"Oh my God, Roger, that's it! Oh my God, you're going to make me cum!" 

He leaned forward, gripping her hair and arching her head back as his cock slammed into her, fucking her as hard as he could. She gasped and moaned in pleasure, her pussy clenching his cock as she came, her juices gushing out of her cunt. 

"Oh my God, I'm cumming so hard," she gasped. "Oh my God, I'm cumming!" He fucked her through her orgasm, her pussy spasming and quivering as he pounded her. 

Then she wrapped her long, soft legs around his waist, and pulled him deep into her pussy. "I want you to cum in me, Roger! I want your cum in me... I want your cum!" 

Roger gripped her thighs and held his cock deep inside her. "Here it comes, baby." He thrust his hips forward, and felt his balls tighten in anticipation of his orgasm. He thrust his cock deep inside her, cum spurting into her pussy, filling her. Marissa moaned in pleasure as she felt his hot cum fill her up. 

"Oh my God," she whispered, holding him close, kissing his neck. "That was amazing." 

Then he pulled out of her. He could see his white, creamy cum leaking out of her pussy. She was such a dirty, horny slut. He loved fucking her. 

"I love the way you fuck me, Roger." She spread her pussy lips for him, showing the dripping creampie slowly leaking out of her. "You're better than any other guy here." 

He settled down on the bed beside her. "Thanks, Marissa. I really enjoyed it, too." 

He felt himself relaxing, the anxiety fading from his mind a bit. The nightmares seemed to dissipate, at least for now. 

"Did it help?" she asked, kissing his now soft cock, which was curved and resting like a thick snake between his thighs. 

"Yeah, it did." 

"Good," said Marissa, kissing his cheek, her big tits rubbing his chest. "You know you can call me anytime you need... for anything. A massage, a blowjob, or if you just feel like cumming on my tits." She smiled. "Or anywhere else, of course." 

"I'll keep that in mind." 

She stood and began to get dressed. 

"Marissa, you said other guys... how many other men are here?" 

"Oh, about thirty or so, I think? The facility is pretty small. We like to keep things intimate." 

"Ah, okay...Thanks." 

She grinned and finished dressing, then headed towards the door, blowing him a kiss as she left. 

He tried to piece together what he knew. There were a bunch of men here, apparently by choice, and....they all got to have sex with lots of women whenever they wanted. 

It should have been a paradise. 

But something still felt off. 

Why can't I remember anything? Who I am? Where I came from?  

He sighed, trying to forget the troubling thoughts and just enjoy the afterglow of amazing sex with Marissa. 

But it was hard, because... he just had really bad feelings about the whole thing. 
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He lifted his hips up, holding his hard, thick, menacing cock above her.  

She knew only that she needed to submit to that cock, and to Roger.  

She would do anything he wanted.  

He pulled her skirt and panties down, freeing her dripping wet pussy from its confines. He began to lick her cunt, his large, rough tongue sliding along her wet pussy lips, his fingers invading her. Wet sounds filled the air, her cunt lewdly sucking at his thick fingers, pleasure coursing through her. His hairy, muscled arms worked below her as he fucked her with his fingers, her body greedily taking him in.  

She heard herself gasping and begging him... "Fuck me, Roger, please...put it inside me."  

The Cyberius Project Part 8 

Rachel knew that time was short. She had to find Roger one way or another. Not only was he in danger as someone who had no memory of their own identity, but he could also be a threat to others. He was, after all, a former crime boss, someone who had killed, who had tortured, who had raped. She needed to get him back under control. 

Her own job was on the line, too - or worse, her very life. 

She and the others from Cyberius outpost had to find him before the authorities did. 

Rachel and her small team set out into the city, searching every corner for signs of Roger. The sun was beginning to set, so they used the darkness to their advantage - creeping through back streets, peeking around corners, keeping an eye out for anything suspicious. They even stayed in contact with one another via walkie talkies, quietly alerting each other to any sightings or potential leads. 

The search took them all over the city - from the winding alleyways of old Chinatown to the neon lights of Downtown. Everywhere they looked, they came up empty-handed; it was as if Roger had simply vanished off the face of the earth. 

At long last, after hours of searching, Rachel stumbled across a clue. An employee at a small diner on the outskirts of the city said she'd seen someone who matched his description. "Yeah," the girl said. "A big guy, tattoos, shaved head, lots of muscles. He was talking to Sarah when I saw him." 

"Sarah?" asked Rachel, making a note. 

"She's my boss. She's worked here the longest. Pretty blonde, a real sweet girl." 

Rachel knew that this was the lead they had been waiting for. She and her team quickly left the diner and headed towards Sarah's house. They arrived at a small, quaint house on the outskirts of the city. 

Rachel cautiously approached the door, listening for any sounds from inside. The door was unlocked, so she pushed it open quietly. 

As Rachel crept down the hallway, she could hear the sound of a male voice. It was low and gravely, and she immediately recognized it as Roger's. She couldn't make out what he was saying, but then she heard Sarah's voice as well. It was high-pitched and sounded like moaning. 

"...yeah, slut," she heard Roger saying. "You like that big cock deep inside you?" 

"Yes, Master, I love it!" came Sarah's voice, breathy and lustful. 

Rachel realized they were having sex, which didn't surprise her. Roger was already a deeply sexual man, as was noted on his file when he entered the program. He had a whole harem of women he'd been fucking before they got hold of him. It made him an ideal candidate, since breeding was part of their objective. 

As Rachel approached, she peered around the door. She saw Roger behind Sarah, who was on her hands and knees, taking his cock. The enormous penis was moving wetly in and out of her pussy, and despite herself, Rachel felt a surge of desire. 

She had always wondered what sex with Roger would be like. He was rough and dominant, masculine, an alpha. In truth, she had fantasized about being on her knees before him, sucking on his huge dick, being forced to take it down her throat. 

Roger was pounding Sarah harder now, his cock thrusting deep. "You like that big cock, you fucking slut?" he asked her, reaching forward and roughly grabbing a handful of her hair. "Is this what you wanted?" 

"Yes," Sarah answered. "I'm yours, Sir!" 

Rachel felt her pussy throb. He was so forceful, so controlling. Her cunt began to drip, making her panties wet. 

Roger gave a low growl and thrust into Sarah hard, making her moan in pleasure. 

"I'm gonna fill that pussy with cum," he grunted. "I'm gonna fill you up!" 

"Yes, Master!" 

"Cum in me!" Sarah begged. "Please, fill me up!" 

Roger let out a loud grunt and thrust inside her one last time. He held on to her hair, pulling her head back as his cock swelled. 

Rachel watched, longing for him. She needed his cock in her mouth, she needed him to fuck her. 

Roger let out a deep groan and released his load. 

"Yessssssssssss..." Sarah moaned, feeling it fill her. Rachel could see her pussy twitching, no doubt feeling a huge orgasm from the gigantic cock deep inside her, spurting that thick load. 

Suddenly, Roger pulled out of Sarah. His cock was slick and glistening with her juices, and he'd left a trail of spunk running down Sarah's leg. 

"Crawl to me," Roger told her, motioning towards him with his huge, throbbing cock. 

Sarah's face was flushed, and her eyes were bright with arousal. She crawled on her hands and knees towards him. "Yes, Master," she whispered. 

"That's good," Roger said, approving. "Now take it in your mouth." 

Sarah didn't hesitate. She opened her mouth and took his thick cock inside. Roger jerked his hips forward, working his cock in and out of her mouth, making her gag. She loves it, thought Rachel. It was no wonder. Deep down, many women desired dominant men like Roger. It was what made the Cyberius Program have such a high success rate, in terms of pregnancy, at least. 

She reached down and touched herself, feeling her pussy dripping with desire. She watched as Sarah's head bobbed up and down on Roger's cock, watched as he fucked her mouth harder and harder. 

Roger pulled out of Sarah's mouth and pushed his hard cock against her cheek. "Open your mouth," he demanded. 

She did, sticking her tongue out and whimpering, eager to receive her reward. 

He began to jerk off rapidly, the tip of his dick aimed right at her tongue. Grunting, he spurted a thick, hot second load, this time depositing every glob of potent semen onto her tongue. 

"Swallow it," Roger ordered her. 

Sarah obeyed and swallowed the entire load of cum. 

Sarah licked her lips, then showed him her clean tongue. 

"That's a good girl," Roger said. He stroked her hair, smiling. 

"Thank you, Master," Sarah replied. 

Rachel could see the look in her eyes as she gazed up at Roger. The girl was completely infatuated with him. 

It wasn't that hard to see why.... 

But Rachel forced herself to concentrate, reminding herself of the facts. Roger was a prisoner, and he needed to be brought in to her custody. 

Roger turned to leave the room, his massive cock still hard, still slick with Sarah's juices and saliva. It dangled menacingly, swaying between his muscled thighs, so tempting that she almost couldn't resist it. He walked toward the doorway and Rachel pulled back, not wanting him to see her. 

Roger emerged into the hallway. He glanced around briefly, then did a double take. 

Rachel's heart stopped. Roger's eyes fell upon her, and his face hardened with anger. 

"You," he growled, his voice deep and dangerous. "What are you doing here?" 

"Roger," she said, her heart pounding. "I'm here to take you back to the Program. It's dangerous for you out here." 

Roger stared at her for a moment, his expression hard to read. Then he shook his head and let out a grunt. "I'm not going back to that fucking place." 

Rachel considered her options. She had been weak; she shouldn't have gotten distracted by his cock. Roger was clearly hostile, and the gun she carried wouldn't be sufficient to overcome his muscular physique. 

"You're wrong," she said. "It's the only place you'll be safe." 

"Safe? That's a fucking joke. I'm not safe with you people. I don't trust any of you." 

"I understand that's how you feel. But if you don't come back with me, you're going to end up back in jail, and that won't be good for you." 

"Why are you so set on this?" Roger's tone had softened slightly. "Isn't your whole reason for doing all this shit to help people? To re-integrate us, or whatever?" 

Rachel was surprised by that. How much did he know? "I'm trying to help you," she said, her voice light and appealing. "I know what you're going through..." 

Roger shook his head, but she could see a glimmer of uncertainty in his eyes. "I'm sorry, Rachel, but I'm not going back there. That place is fucked up." 

Rachel was silent, trying to think. Should I tell him the truth? Or will that make him afraid? 

"What if I told you that I agree with you?" Rachel said at last. 

Her words sounded strange to her own ears. Was she really planning to help him? 

"What do you mean?" Roger asked. 

Rachel let out a long sigh. She felt terribly conflicted, torn in two directions. She reached up and undid the top button of her uniform, to relieve the tension. It was getting hot in here. She breathed deeply, her mind still racing. 

"Look," she said. "I know that you think our Program is fucked up. But you don't know the whole story. In fact, nobody does..." 

Roger stared at her, no longer smiling. "What do you mean?" 

Rachel took another deep breath. This was it. She'd either go down in history...or flames. 

"The Program isn't just about re-integrating criminals and former prisoners. We captured you, mindwiped you, tracked your progress...we've been watching you for a long time." 

Roger's eyes widened. He looked at her with confusion and disbelief. "But why did you do that?" 

Rachel sighed again. She explained how the Program was meant to be a way of controlling those who were deemed dangerous or unstable—a way of keeping them from harming others or themselves. She told him how they had used their resources to capture him and then erase his memory, blanking out any recollection he might have had of his past life before the Program, so that he would not try to escape or attempt any reckless behavior. 

"The thing is, the wipes weren't working on you the same way they did most of the guys. You kept resisting. Your mind was too strong." She bit her lip, her gaze falling over his tattoos, his muscles, his cock. "All of you...you were just too strong." 

Roger saw the way she looked at him, and sensed her thoughts. He moved in close, putting his fingers around the back of her neck, gently rubbing and squeezing. She instantly melted under his touch. He could tell she wanted him, and that meant he had the power here. 

"Are you really loyal to them, Rachel?" he asked, his breath hot on her neck. "Deep down, do you really believe in what you're doing there?" 

"I...I don't know..." 

Roger took a step away from her, his expression hardening. "Then maybe it's time for you to wake up, Rachel." 

She stared at him, surprised. "I don't...what do you mean?" 

"I mean, maybe you've been brainwashed. You've been working for that program for a long time now. How many people have you really helped?" 

"How many? I...I don't know. I don't keep track of..." 

Roger looked at her with contempt. "You see, Rachel, I know your kind. I remember what you do. You collect these poor bastards like me, and then you brainwash us. You make us take your strange drugs, and then you wipe us. And then you force us to fuck and breed, trying to convince us we're happy. But you know what makes real happiness?" 

He gripped her breast under her blouse, making her gasp with pleasure. 

What?" she asked breathlessly. 

"To choose for yourself. Fuck who you want, when you want. That's what makes a man happy." 

Rachel felt her heart pounding. She wanted Roger. She wanted him to tell her what to do. To force her to submit to him. She found herself weak under his fierce gaze, and she knew that if he wanted to, he could take her right here and now. 

"I...I don't understand," she said. "What are you saying?" 

"I'm saying that you're just like the rest of them. You're trying to control me. But you're not going to do it anymore." 

Roger stepped away from her, looking deep into her eyes. "But I'm going to give you what you never gave me, Rachel: a choice. You can let me go free, walk out of here right now, pretend you never even saw me. Or you can leave that hellish nightmare behind forever, and join me..." He leaned in again. "And we can take them down, together." 

Rachel stared at him, her heart pounding in her chest. She wanted this man with every fiber in her body, and she was starting to see him in a new, different light. 

Rachel felt tears welling up in her eyes. She had been so sure of herself, so convinced she was on the right side. But now...things seemed much more complicated. 

Roger stepped in close to her, pressing his body against hers. She could feel the heat of his cock against her. She wanted to have it inside her, wanted to feel it fill her up and stretch her to the edge. Her mind was racing. She knew that one wrong move could ruin everything—she could lose everything that was important to her. 

"Come with me, Rachel," Roger whispered into her ear. "I know you want me." 

He stripped her out of her blouse, kissing his way down her body, rubbing her breasts through her bra. She moaned, lust filling her body, making it shake and tremble. What was happening? She looked at Roger, her eyes filled with need. But still, a small part of her mind screamed at her, demanding she resist, that this was wrong, that she shouldn't submit to this man, that she shouldn't lose her mind, her will, everything that mattered to her. 

But she couldn't stop it. Her need for him was too strong. As Roger leaned in to kiss her again, she kissed him back, returning his passion. 

Roger growled with lust, tearing her bra open, sucking on her hard nipples. Rachel moaned with pleasure, her pussy tingling as his hard naked dick rubbed up and down her thigh, trailing his precum on her skin. 

He spread her legs with his knee, and she moaned as he kissed her inner thigh, her pussy growing wetter by the second. He pinned her arms above her head, his gaze meeting hers, his eyes burning into her soul. 

What was it about him? Why was he so compelling, so dominant? She couldn't figure it out... 

He lifted his hips up, holding his hard, thick, menacing cock above her. 

She knew only that she needed to submit to that cock, and to Roger. 

She would do anything he wanted. 

He pulled her skirt and panties down, freeing her dripping wet pussy from its confines. He began to lick her cunt, his large, rough tongue sliding along her wet pussy lips, his fingers invading her. Wet sounds filled the air, her cunt lewdly sucking at his thick fingers, pleasure coursing through her. His hairy, muscled arms worked below her as he fucked her with his fingers, her body greedily taking him in. 

She heard herself gasping and begging him... "Fuck me, Roger, please...put it inside me." 

Roger stood up, stripping off his pants, his massive cock swinging before her. She looked at it, her eyes wide, and then opened her mouth to receive him, her lips parting to fill her with his cock. As his cock entered her mouth, her tongue wrapped around the shaft, her lips sucking the head. He moaned with lust, his cock sliding along her soft lips, her velvety tongue reaching around to lick his balls. 

His cock slid deeper into her mouth, her lips stretching wide around his shaft. He moaned with pleasure, holding her head in his hands, his cock sliding down her throat. She moaned as she felt his cock reach her throat, pressing against it. For a moment she thought he would unload there, spurting his cum in her mouth. 

But Roger pulled out. She could see his cock above her, throbbing, dripping wet with her own saliva. She gasped for breath, her mouth aching from having taken such a huge dick inside. 

"Beg for it," he said, his eyes flashing. 

"Please, Roger...please..." 

He slapped her gently. "I said beg, slut. Beg for this cock." 

She whimpered, humiliated and so, so fucking horny. "Please...Sir...please fuck me with your big cock. I want you to own me, to possess me." 

He growled, cock brushing her lips. "Good girl." 

He pulled her skirt and panties off of her and tossed them aside, tying her wrists together with her shirt. Her pussy was exposed, the air cool on her wet, open cunt. 

Smack! His hand came down on her exposed ass. She cried out in pain and pleasure, her body shuddering as he spanked her hard, sending shockwaves through her. Her pussy began to really drip as he spanked her, and she realized he had total power over her. 

"Time to take some dick," he grunted, his rough words only firing her up more. "This one's bigger than any you've had before, I guarantee it." 

He lined his thick cock up to her slit, and then slid inside, pushing inch by inch through her melting hot wetness. Her walls sucked him in desperately, her pussy folds parting like butter as his pulsing dick invaded her. Amazingly, he felt her pussy already beginning to spasm and throb. She was cumming, just from penetration. 

"You really are a slut, aren't you?" he chuckled. 

She couldn't speak, just staring up at him in open-mouthed need, her breath taken away from the huge dick slowly spreading her open, stretching her out. It felt so, so fucking good. 

He began to pump her, and she moaned as he slid in and out of her, her pussy walls still spasming from her first orgasm. She groaned deeply, the pleasure beginning to overwhelm her. 

She had never felt so full in her life. 

Another orgasm rocked through her as he began to really fuck her, hard and fast, her body jolting with each stroke. He grunted with lust, gripping her thighs, fucking her with everything he had, his balls slapping against her cunt as he buried his cock as deep as it would go. 

As he fucked her, he watched her beautiful face drawn into a look of passion. He sensed a true submissive slut inside Rachel, and he wanted to bring it out day by day, to have her at his feet, serving his needs. That was what Rachel really wanted, not to be a pawn in this fucked up Cyberius shit. Once he had her under his control, he'd return to the facility, and then he'd destroy it. 

He grabbed Rachel's panties and stuffed them into her mouth, making her eyes go wide. He gripped her throat and began to pound her hard, making her squeal with another intense orgasm. She had never taken such a big, huge penis, and this one was curved just right, hitting her G-spot again and again. 

"You like that, don't you, you slut?" he whispered in her ear. "You like to feel that big dick fuck you like the little whore you are?" 

"Mmmmhmmm!" she moaned, her pussy clenching on his cock. 

"I'm going to fill your pussy with cum," he grunted. "And you're going to take it all, aren't you?" 

"Mmmmmhhh!" Rachel moaned and nodded, her pussy spasming wildly. He bent forward and sucked her nipples, the pleasure making her mind reel. His cock plunged into her again and again, stretching her out, filling her up. She screamed into her gag, her pussy spasming, sending another intense orgasm ripping through her. She came and came, her body shaking, her pussy milking the cock inside her. 

Finally Roger grunted, and held his cock deep inside her, filling her womb with his hot cum. Her walls contracted around his cock as she came, milking the cum out of him, her body wracked with pleasure. He groaned, filling her with his cum, thick hot jets splashing into her wet walls. 

Roger pulled his glistening cock out of her, allowing the cum to pour out of her pussy. He pulled her panties out of her mouth, and she gasped for breath. 

He untied her hands and leaned down next to her, kissing her roughly and possessively. She moaned into his mouth, feeling his tongue invade her lips, spreading them the same way his cock had spread her pussy. 

"You're my slut now, aren't you, Rachel?" he asked. 

"Yes, Sir," she whispered. 

"And you'll do anything I tell you to?" 

She nodded. "Anything." 

He pulled away, smiling. That's what he'd wanted to hear. 

As far as Roger was concerned, the Cyberius Machine was fucking toast. 
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He grabbed her breasts roughly, kneading the nipples. He reached up and looked her in the eye. 

"Since you're a whore, I'm going to fuck you like one," he said, pulling her hair harder. "And you better fucking love it." 

"Oh, yes Master. Please fuck me like a whore." 

He loved talking to her like this, and she loved it when he did. Her pussy was already so wet, and so tight around his cock. It felt incredible.  

He began to really pound her. His huge cock split her open, fucking her deeply in her tight cunt. 

She gasped in pleasure, her body shuddering as she approached orgasm. 

"Oh, Roger!" she cried out. "Oh, yes! Harder. Fuck me harder. Fuck my pussy! Fuck my fucking pussy!" 

The Cyberius Machine: Part 9 

Roger and Rachel returned to the Cyberius main center where he had been kept prisoner. There, the plan was to infiltrate and take control. 

"What will you do with the prisoners?" Rachel asked at they drove back, taking her personal vehicle. 

Roger didn't respond immediately. He was deep in thought, trying to devise a strategy that would help them succeed in their mission. Finally, he turned to Rachel and said, "We can't leave them here. It's too risky. For everyone." 

Rachel nodded in agreement. "But we can't take them with us either. They'll slow us down. And we can't risk their safety by leaving them alone. So, what do we do?" 

Roger thought for a moment before answering. "I have an idea. We can take them to a safe house that's not too far away from here. It's a place where I used to hide out whenever I needed to lay low. It's well-protected and has all the amenities we need to keep them safe." 

Rachel nodded. It sounded like a good plan. The only one they had, anyway. 

The duo arrived in the main center undetected and proceeded to the guard station. Roger quickly sized up the situation; they were surrounded by armed guards. He looked at Rachel and said, "I need you to distract them while I make my way around." Rachel nodded, understanding what she had to do. 

Taking out her stun gun, she fired it at the guards, stunning them all at once. Roger was quick to take advantage of the distraction and hastily ran around to disarm each guard one by one before finally incapacitating them with a powerful punch. 

Now that they had overcome this obstacle, they still needed to get into the main control room. This was where Rachel came in; as an overseer here, she had access codes that could open any door within Cyberius' complex. She quickly typed in the code and opened the door for Roger who then proceeded inside. 

Once inside the main control room, Roger began searching for a way to disable the prisoner's cell locks. 

"Roger, there's something you need to know," Rachel said, as he busied himself. 

"What's that?" 

She hesitated. "The chips inside their brains, the same one you have - they can be programmed. I know you want them to be free, and they will be, but..." 

He paused, turning to her. 

"If you want to override their instinct to kill, to commit crimes...you can do it. Then you can set them free knowing they won't be who they were before." 

He didn't like the sound of it. "I was programmed, Rachel. You know how that went." 

"Yes, but that was because you resisted. The other men here have shown no such signs. They would become docile and able to lead normal lives as ordinary citizens." 

Roger pondered on Rachel's words for a moment. It was true that the prisoners would have a better chance at a new life if they were not only free but also unburdened by their instincts to commit crimes. 

Now, they wouldn't end up in jail again. Even better, they could lead normal lives now... have families. Be free men. 

"You'll wipe their slates clean?" he asked. "Erase all criminal history?" 

"Absolutely." She punched in a few things, bringing up their records. "You can even watch me do it." 

He knew the decision would not be easy, but he also knew it was the right thing to do. He nodded at Rachel, signaling his approval. 

"Alright, let's do it," he said, resolutely. 

Rachel nodded back at him and quickly began programming the chips in the prisoners' brains to suppress their criminal instincts. It took a few minutes, but soon the process was complete. 

Roger released each of them from their cells, one by one. They were disoriented and confused at first, but as Rachel and Roger explained their situation over the loudspeaker, their fear and hostility subsided. 

Roger and Rachel led them out of the main center and towards the safe house. Along the way, they encountered no resistance, for which they were grateful. But Rachel knew the minute the Cyberius heads got wind of what had happened, they would send men out. 

With any luck, she and Roger would be long gone by then. 

When the men and some female employees, who had elected to stay with them, were safely settled into the house, Roger and Rachel took a moment to catch their breath. It had been a long day, filled with danger and uncertainty. As they sat down at the kitchen table, Rachel poured them both a glass of water. 

"Thanks," said Roger, taking a sip. "That was a close one." 

Rachel nodded in agreement. "Yeah, but we made it. And now, they have a chance at a new life." 

Roger looked at her. "Rachel, I have to go somewhere else. Start a new life. You... You don't have to come with me." 

She bit her lip, then moved in close, putting her arms around his neck. "Roger, I swore myself to you. Besides, I'm a fugitive as much as you are. The Cyberius heads will...well, have my head." 

"What about the facial reconstruction program? They gave people new identities. You could get one too." 

Rachel shook her head. "No, I don't want to be someone else. I want to be me, just free. And I want to be with you." 

He pulled her in to a long, deep kiss. Rachel's loyalty surprised him. But it touched him, too. He knew he had found in her a partner he could rely on. 

Or at least, a lustful submissive who would do anything to suck his cock, thanks to the sex drugs they'd both been given. 

There was just one thing. Anastasia. 

Roger had no idea where she was, or if he could ever find her. He didn't want to risk going back to the facility; it was way too dangerous. 

"Roger?" She put her hand on his cheek, concerned. 

He shook his head. "It's nothing." He squared his jaw in determination, setting his hands on Rachel's hips. "Let's wrap things up, then find somewhere new to disappear to." 

Rachel nodded in agreement, and Roger pulled her in for another kiss. She responded in kind, kissing him back passionately. 

***** 

Months later, somewhere off the coast of Tierra de la Cruz  

Roger entered the bedroom where Rachel was waiting for him, dressed in some very skimpy lingerie that barely covered her generous breasts. 

"Hello, Master," she said, smiling sweetly at him. 

He walked over to her and kissed her deeply. "Hello, my love." 

She hugged him close, feeling his arms around her body…his body pressed against hers. She felt safe with him. Protected. Protected from the world. Protected from Cyberius. 

He felt her soft round breasts under the bra, and squeezed them hard. He was horny, and wanted to be inside her. She moaned into his mouth and he robbed his rock hard dick against her thigh. 

Removing her panties, Roger grabbed his cock and pushed it deep inside her. She moaned in pleasure. 

"Do you like that?" asked Roger, as he began fucking her. 

"Yes," she answered. 

"Tell me how you like it, Rachel." 

"I like when you fuck my pussy hard. I like when you pound me. I like it when you play rough." 

He began fucking her even harder, and she moaned louder, her voice rising in pitch as her pleasure grew. 

"Oh, Roger. Roger. Roger. Fuck me. Fuck me good." 

Roger continued thrusting into her, his cock slamming in and out of her tight pussy. She cried out, her cries growing louder with each thrust. 

"You like it when I fuck you, my little slut?" he asked, his hand going around her throat. 

"Oh, yes, Master. Please fuck me. I'm begging you. Fuck me good!" 

He squeezed her throat a little tighter. "Do you want to cum?" 

"Yes, Sir. Please let me cum. I've been a bad girl, Master. I need to be taught a lesson." 

"I think you do," he said, gripping her throat harder. "I think you need a very hard fucking, you slutty little whore." 

He began fucking her harder than ever. Rachel's cries became more desperate. She wanted to cum harder than she had ever had before. 

"You're always a bad girl, aren't you?" he asked, as he fucked her. 

"Yes, I'm a bad girl, Master," she cried out. "I need a good fucking. I need to be taught a lesson." 

He squeezed her tits rough and hard, tearing off the bra. Rachel's cries grew louder and louder, her legs thrashing as she neared orgasm. Her pussy squeezed Roger's cock tight, and he felt the beginnings of her climax. 

Then, he reached down and slapped her gently across the face. "You're a bad slut!" he yelled, striking her again. "A bad girl!" 

"Oh, yes!" she cried, her cries growing louder with each slap. "I'm a bad girl! Please punish me!" 

He slapped her again, and again. Then, he grabbed a handful of her hair and yanked down hard, pulling her head back. Her full tits bounced, and her pussy squeezed him tight as she neared climax. 

"I'm going to fuck you hard and rough, you naughty little girl," he said, his voice harsh in her ear. "I'm going to fuck you as hard as I want, and you will fucking love it. You will cum harder than you have ever cum before, you slut. You will cum for me, all over my cock." 

"Yes, Master! Anything you want!" 

The pain turned her on so much. She was a masochist, and Roger alone had seen this side of her - and unlocked it. 

"Cum for me, slut. Cum hard for me, whore." 

Rachel arched her back, her breasts thrust out as her body began to shake. She screamed in pleasure, cumming hard. Her pussy clamped down on Roger's cock so tight he felt it might explode. 

"Every time you fuck me, you make me cum so hard," she said, kissing him deeply. "I love it when you fuck me." 

Her pussy was already getting tight around his cock again. He knew just what to say to stoke her passions. 

"Rachel, I'm going to fuck you like a cheap whore now. Are you ready?" 

She moaned in agreement. "I love when you fuck me like a whore." 

Roger grabbed a handful of her hair and yanked down hard. She gasped in pleasure. With his other hand, he slapped her tits and her face, hard. "Say it," he ordered. "Say what you are." 

"I'm a whore," she gasped. 

"And what do whores deserve?" 

"They deserve to be fucked good and hard, Master." 

He grabbed her breasts roughly, kneading the nipples. He reached up and looked her in the eye. 

"Since you're a whore, I'm going to fuck you like one," he said, pulling her hair harder. "And you better fucking love it." 

"Oh, yes Master. Please fuck me like a whore." 

He loved talking to her like this, and she loved it when he did. Her pussy was already so wet, and so tight around his cock. It felt incredible. 

He began to really pound her. His huge cock split her open, fucking her deeply in her tight cunt. 

She gasped in pleasure, her body shuddering as she approached orgasm. 

"Oh, Roger!" she cried out. "Oh, yes! Harder. Fuck me harder. Fuck my pussy! Fuck my fucking pussy!" 

She could barely believe how big he was, and how hard he could fuck her. She knew she would cum hard, and she was already getting close to the edge again. 

He pulled her to her feet and led her over to the couch. He bent her over it and pushed her head and shoulders down, her ass up in the air. Quickly, he thrust his dick inside her pussy as hard as he possibly could, and began fucking her with such force that his cock went in and out of her pussy with a wet slapping noise. 

Rachel's cries were barely coherent. She had never been fucked like this. He was so rough, an animal, so dominant. She'd do anything for his cock... she already had. 

"Oh, Roger. Fuck me hard! Fuck me just like a dirty whore! I'm your dirty fucking whore!" 

Her shouts turned to screams as she came, her pussy squeezing his cock so tight that Roger felt his own orgasm explode through his body. He filled her pussy with his cum, his cock still pulsing deep inside her as she moaned in pleasure. 

When he had thoroughly coated her womb, he pulled out, watching his seed drip down her thighs. She was fucking hot... and she was his, now. 

He kissed her roughly, possessively, knowing they had a new life together. Thanks to her, he was finally free from the rotting hellhole called Cyberius. 

Life was his for the taking, now. 
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A hot preview… 

Her flavor was faint, but I could sense the strength of her pheromones. They were leaving a strong scent in the air, and I knew that she was highly fertile and receptive to my semen. 

The idea just made my cock even harder inside her. 

"Shit," I groaned. I'd never felt anything like this. "You're so tight." 

"And you're so big and hard," she gasped, her huge tits bouncing on top of me. 

I gripped them, sucking each of her nipples and swirling my tongue around them. She cried out in pleasure and I felt the first of her orgasms begin, her pussy spasming around my dick. 

"Don't worry, I can take it. Keep going, alpha. Fuck me harder." 

The Xerion Program: Part I 

As a prime citizen of Alpha Vectra quadrant, I had been chosen for the selective breeding program that was taking place on a nearby planet, called Xerion. My genetically pristine DNA had been deemed desirable for the program, and so I was sent to the planet to participate. 

As I arrived on the planet, I couldn't help but feel a certain sense of unease. The planet was quite barren, with only a few structures visible in the distance. The air was thick and hot, and I could feel my skin beginning to sweat. 

Upon arriving at the facility, I was put through a series of rigorous physical and mental examinations to ensure that I was fit for breeding. The staff was made up of scientists and researchers, all of whom were highly trained in their respective fields. 

Once I had passed the tests, I was welcomed aboard the research vessel that would take me to my destination. The vessel was large and luxurious, filled with amenities such as a gymnasium, spa, and even a cinema. 

The main purpose of the voyage was to introduce me to my breeding partner. As an alpha male, I was greeted with awe and admiration from all of the women on board. Each one was equally beautiful in her own way, and all of them had impressive genetic scores. 

Of course, it wasn't only about looks; they had also been selected for their intelligence and strength of character. 

What I noticed, though, was that not all the women in the facility seemed entirely... human. 

Some had eyes that were unusually colored - bright red, green, orange, or purple. Some had what appeared to be genetically enhanced breasts, so large that they were almost splitting open the tight bras most women aboard this ship wore. 

As I was escorted to my quarters, I couldn't help but wonder about the strange modifications I had noticed. Was this all part of the selective breeding program? Had these women undergone genetic enhancements to make them more desirable to their male counterparts? 

My thoughts were interrupted as I entered my room and was greeted by my partner. She was stunning, with long red-brown hair and piercing orange eyes. She wore a tight fitting suit that accentuated her curves, and a sly smile spread across her face as she approached me. 

"Welcome, alpha," she purred. "I'm your partner for the breeding program." 

She was absolutely gorgeous, with a body that could get any guy hard instantly. Her breasts were huge, her hips curved just right and her waist trim and tight. Her lips were full and red; it was almost like she'd been built to fuck. 

"My name is Dahlia," she continued, her voice low and sultry. "And I promise to make this program worth your while." 

I couldn't help but feel a stirring in my loins as I looked at her. She was like a goddess, and I couldn't wait to have her in my bed. 

As we began to get to know each other, however, I started to notice something odd about her. Her movements were almost too fluid, too coordinated, as if she had been trained to move in a particular way. 

And then I noticed her eyes - they weren't just orange, they were glowing. 

"What are you?" I blurted out, unable to contain my curiosity any longer. 

Dahlia's smile widened, and she stepped closer to me. "I am a genetically enhanced human," she said simply. "The program here on Xenon is not just about breeding; it's about creating the perfect human specimen." 

My mind was reeling as I tried to process this information. Genetically enhanced? What does that mean?  

Dahlia, sensing my confusion, explained. "The scientists here at Xenon have been hard at work for years developing a program in which they use genetic engineering to create a new breed of human being - one that is stronger, smarter, and healthier than the average person. By taking existing genes from different people and combining them with carefully selected traits, they are able to create individuals with certain enhanced abilities. This allows us to be more successful in the breeding program." 

She continued to explain further details about the program - how it was designed to produce offspring with superior genetics and physical capabilities, as well as increased mental acuity. She also alluded to the possibility of augmenting these traits even further through additional genetic alterations. 

"It's an ambitious project," she concluded, "and I'm proud to be part of it." 

"So what exactly is the process? We just... have sex, and hope for the best?" 

She shook her head. "The scientists here at Xenon want to ensure genetic compatibility for each pairing before we begin the breeding process. They take genetic tests on each of us beforehand and use that data to determine which people are best suited for each other. This is to prevent... unexpected offspring, and to help select for those traits they are most interested in." 

"So what kinds of traits are they interested in?" 

Dahlia's smile grew wider. "Well, there are a few different varieties of people here on Xenon. Some are enhanced for strength and agility, others for their intelligence, and some for their mental prowess. I, for example, have been genetically edited to be more attractive to men. My face and body have been altered to make me more appealing, and I've been given a set of implants that make me more sensitive to my partner's sexual pleasure." 

"Wait, what?" I asked. "Implants?" 

She nodded. "These implants make me incredibly receptive in...certain areas." She flushed a little bit. "For example, when my partner is inside me, I can experience twice as man orgasms, making me more likely to be fertilized." 

"Wow. That's... intense." 

"They've also given me a little something extra to help improve my... performance." She reached down and cupped her pussy, tracing her fingers along her labia. "I can produce a special kind of pheromone. When my partner experiences this, his pleasure increases - which means he orgasms harder, making him more likely to impregnate me." 

I swallowed hard. As her fingers moved from her pussy to my crotch, she began to trace the outline of my cock. It was very hard, throbbing, in fact. 

"What kind of pheromones?" I asked, as her lips got closer to mine. 

"A special kind. They're enhanced potency. When women produce pheromones, it subconsciously triggers a sexual response in men. It's a primal thing - it makes guys want to get closer to women. In my case, they've altered my pheromones to be even stronger than they would be in an unmodified woman." 

She was right. Because right now, all I could think about was how bad I wanted to be inside her. 

"I need to fuck you," I groaned. "Dahlia, please." 

She smiled, her beautiful face full of lust. "Of course," she whispered, pushing me onto my bed. "It's what I was made to do." 

She climbed on top of me and straddled my waist, guiding my cock with her hand to her soaking wet pussy. She descended on top of it, enveloping it with her warmth. She began to move up and down, fucking me with a smooth rhythm. She put her hands on my chest, and as her body moved with mine, I could feel the hard nipples of her breasts rubbing against my skin. 

She leaned into me, kissing me deeply. Our tongues intertwined, dancing together as we made out. I could feel her breasts pressing against me, and I could feel her pheromones filling the air. Her flavor was faint, but I could sense the strength of her pheromones. They were leaving a strong scent in the air, and I knew that she was highly fertile and receptive to my semen. 

The idea just made my cock even harder inside her. 

"Shit," I groaned. I'd never felt anything like this. "You're so tight." 

"And you're so big and hard," she gasped, her huge tits bouncing on top of me. 

I gripped them, sucking each of her nipples and swirling my tongue around them. She cried out in pleasure and I felt the first of her orgasms begin, her pussy spasming around my dick. 

"Don't worry, I can take it. Keep going, alpha. Fuck me harder." 

Her words drove me wild, and I began to thrust my hips upward. 

She moaned louder, and I felt her pussy tighten around my cock as the second of her orgasms rolled over her. 

I couldn't believe I was fucking someone with enhanced pheromones. I could feel the effects, my cock swelling even bigger inside her as the sexual tension built and built. 

"So close," she gasped. "So close." 

"Me too." 

And we were. I could feel my orgasm welling up inside of me, and I knew that it would be big and intense. I tried to hold it back, but I just couldn't - as I felt her pussy tighten around my cock, I knew that I was going to cum harder than I'd ever cum before. 

I felt my cock throb, my balls tight, and then, as I watched Dahlia's beautiful body jiggle and bounce on top of me, I came. I buried my face in her neck, crying out in pleasure. My cock spurted thick, huge, heavy pulses of semen, coating her womb. 

"Yes, that's it!" she gasped. "I can feel you cumming in me, so hot and so deep!" 

As I finished filling her up, her lips brushed mine again. We kissed, passionate and hard, our bodies united in the sole focus of getting her pregnant. 

"I need you again," I said, flipping her on to her hands and knees. I took her from behind, filling her again with my hard dick. She gasped in pleasure. She was so wet and so tight, and I was so hard, that I couldn't help but just keep going and going, thrusting deeper and deeper. 

Each time I was about to cum, I slowed down, but just for a moment. Then I'd thrust ever harder into her, feeling the pressure build up inside me as I pushed deeper and deeper. She moaned softly, and I felt her hands tighten as she pushed back against me. It was all I could do to resist cumming for as long as I could, but I knew I needed to work on my stamina for the numerous women I would have to fuck. 

"I'm going to come again," she said, her voice thick with pleasure. "Don't stop, don't stop!" 

I fucked her harder, grinding my cock against her tight, wet pussy. She cried out in pleasure again, her orgasm ripping through her body and leaving her trembling and weak. 

"God, you're so good," she cried. "You're so big and so hard! I'm going to cum again!" 

"Me too," I gasped, my cock pounding into her mercilessly. Her orgasm rolled over her, and I felt her pussy tighten. I groaned as she squeezed my cock, desperate to cum too. I could feel my orgasm approaching, and all of a sudden, I could feel it explode out of me. I spurted again and again, my cum filling up her pussy. I could feel it flowing deep into her womb, and with any luck, she'd soon get pregnant. 

Panting, I pulled my cock out of her, covered in her juices. I lay down beside her and pulled her against me, her head on my chest. 

"That was incredible," I said. 

"I know," she replied, nuzzling against me. "It really was." 

She kissed my chest and stroked my cock with her fingernails. "Can I tell you a secret, Ben?" 

I looked down at her curiously. "What's that?" 

"You're...well, better than all the guys I've been with." 

I felt a little bit of jealousy even though I'd just met her. Deep down, of course, I knew that she'd have to fuck other guys...that was the whole point of the program. But it didn't stop me from feeling envious anyway. 

"Really? 

"Yeah," she said, looking up at me. "You're kind of gentle and kind, but also dominant...and you still have this great power and strength, and it's really hot." 

I laughed. "I'm glad you approve." 

She laughed. "Yes. You're always eager to fuck, but you're...I don't know, you're more in control of yourself. All the other guys, they just kind of explode into orgasm. You can hang on a lot longer. It's really impressive." 

"Thanks," I said, genuinely pleased. "You've definitely upped my game." 

"One more round, just to be sure?" 

I grinned and kissed her. "Thought you'd never ask." 
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"Oh god, you're so deep inside me," she gasped.  

He gripped her ass with his strong hands, as he thrust inside her again and again, filling her with his thick, hard cock, which was now dripping with her juices.  

Rebecca cried out as she came, her pussy juices pouring out of her, running down his cock as he continued to fuck her pussy, his hips slapping into her, his cock pumping inside her.  

"Oh, god, yes, you're making me cum again," she gasped. She gripped his ass as the pleasure overwhelmed her.  

The Xerion Program Part III 

Ben woke up alone in his bed after the night with Amanda. She had left sometime early in the wee hours. His clock now read 9am, and he knew he needed to get downstairs for his medical exam. The doctor he would be seeing was the beautiful ship physician, Rebecca Williamson. 

He hurried down to the exam room, barely managing to shrug his shirt on in time. 

Dr. Williamson was waiting for him, her tits barely contained in the tight white coat she wore. 

As Ben stepped into the exam room, Rebecca couldn't help but notice the slightly tousled hair and the smell of sex that lingered on him. It was a smell that she knew all too well - the musky scent of passion and orgasm. 

"Good morning, Ben," she greeted him with a warm smile. "You're just in time for your medical exam." 

Ben couldn't help but feel a twinge of anxiety as he took a seat on the exam table. Rebecca was stunningly beautiful, with long blonde hair and a curvy figure that made his heart race. He had always found her attractive, but now that he was alone with her in the room, his attraction reached fever pitch. 

"How are you feeling today?" she asked, her voice low and sultry. 

"Uh, I'm feeling good, Dr. Williamson," he replied, trying to keep his eyes focused on her face and not her impressive cleavage. 

"That's good to hear. Now, let's get started with your exam," she said, moving closer to him and running her fingers over his chest. Ben felt his heart rate increase as she continued her examination, her touch sending shivers down his spine. 

"You've been having good luck with the program, so far?" she asked, her fingers moving across his neck, her tits just inches away from his face. 

"Yes, it's amazing, Dr. Williamson," Ben replied, as he took in her scent. Her pussy must have been dripping with juice, he thought. 

"You've had successful inseminations, so far? Everything good in that department?" 

"Everything is great. I haven't spoken to my partners to find out their confirmed pregnancies yet, but I have a very high sperm count." 

"I can tell," she said, smiling and looking down at his cock, which was starting to stiffen. "That looks good." 

Ben's cock was quickly getting large, and hard. 

Rebecca took hold of it and stroked him gently. Ben felt extremely turned on by her touch. 

"You're getting quite worked up," she said, smiling. 

"I can't help it. You're so beautiful." 

"Oh, you're such a charmer," she said, giggling softly. "Shall I examine you down here, too?" 

He didn't have a chance to answer. The next thing he knew, Rebecca was on her knees, tugging his briefs down, and taking the tip of his hard cock between her lips. Ben groaned, and she responded by taking more of him into her mouth, massaging his balls with her soft hands as she sucked him. 

Ben's cock was now rock hard. He had never felt someone suck him off so expertly before. The doctor was a pro at doing 'exams'...if this was what most of them were like. 

Rebecca's tongue flicked across the head of his cock, and he let out a soft moan, reaching out and running his fingers through her blonde hair. 

"Such a nice cock," she cooed, before taking him all the way into her mouth, down to the base. 

"Holy shit," he groaned. He felt his cock go even further, and she began to deepthroat him. 

She sucked him for a few moments, then pulled her mouth away, and smiled, her lipstick smeared from his big dick between her lips. 

"Now this is what a medical exam should be like," she said. 

She reached down and took hold of his cock, stroking him, as her tits hung down and brushed against his legs. 

"I could do this all day," she said, grinning. 

"Yeah..." 

She stood up, and he could see her perfect ass. Holy fuck, he thought. She's a fucking goddess.  

Rebecca moved away from the exam table, and she dropped her panties to the floor. Ben couldn't take his eyes off of her beautiful curvy ass and her perfect pink pussy lips. She drew her lab coat off, revealing a lacy white bra, which she quickly removed as well. She turned back around to face him, and she walked towards him, grabbing his hands and moving them towards her tits. He took her cue, and grabbed hold of her enormous orbs, squeezing them gently. 

She moaned softly as he gave her a breast massage, his thumbs rolling over her nipples. His cock was still rock hard and throbbing as she began to stroke him. He kissed her, pulling her close as she stood between his thighs where he sat on the exam table. 

"Maybe you need another breeding session," she gasped, breathless from his powerful kiss. "With all the big loads of semen in his huge balls, I know you're dying for release." 

"Are you fertile?" he asked, sucking on her left breast. 

"Yes," she gasped, caressing Ben's strong shoulders as he nursed her tits. "I'm very...selective about the men I...choose as breeding partners." It was hard to talk with the incredible pleasure Ben was creating inside her. 

"Only the best alphas, eh?" 

"Yes." 

"Then I've got you covered." 

He stood, moving Rebecca onto the table, stroking his hard cock. "Spread your legs for me, doctor. I'll give you a nice, hot, thick semen injection." 

"Yes...I've been waiting for that injection since I first laid eyes on you..." She spread her legs wide, and Ben moaned softly as he gazed at her wet, pink pussy. 

She had never been so turned on in her life. She spread her legs, and he got on top of her, his big cock rubbing against her pussy. She could feel her juices dripping out, and she was dying for him to slide inside her. 

"I don't know if I can hold back. I'm so aroused," she whispered. Ben's eyes were focused on her swollen pussy lips. He positioned his cock between her wet lips and began to enter her, shivering with pleasure. "Oh, yes, pump that big dick inside me," she gasped, as he pushed deeper inside her. She wrapped her legs around him as he began to fuck her, his cock sliding in and out of her slippery pussy, penetrating her deeply. 

He leaned forward, resting his hands on the table behind Rebecca, and fucked her faster. 

"Oh god, Ben...yes...fuck me!" 

"I prefer to be called Sir during sex," he said gruffly, pulling his cock all the way out until only the tip was left inside her. 

"Yes...Sir..." she bit her lip, a gush of wetness dripping from her cunt. As many of the women did on board the vessel, she reacted with lust to the dominant alpha that naturally came out from Ben during sex, when he took control. He brought out every woman's inner submissive. 

"You love being fucked by an alpha, don't you, Dr. Williamson?" 

"I love being fucked by you. Fuck me with that big, hard cock." 

He began to fuck her again, his hips slapping into hers, his cock sliding in and out of her wet pussy. She moaned softly. 

He reached forward, gripping her silky blonde hair in his 

hand, using it as leverage as he fucked her deeper and harder, his cock pumping into her. 

She felt a wave of pleasure and lust as he plunged his cock inside her again. He fucked her hard and deep, lifting her up as he pushed his cock all the way inside of her. 

Rebecca wrapped her arms around him, moaning loudly. She ran her fingers up and down his back, feeling his strong muscles, as he began to get closer to orgasm. Oh god, she thought. He's going to breed me. It's been so long since I had a baby... 

She was excited, and horny. Ben's natural dominance made her pussy incredibly juicy. 

She was panting, breathing hard, stroking him as he fucked her. She felt the pleasure rising inside of her, building, building...and she came hard, shuddering, as her vagina contracted around his cock. She moaned loudly, and he pulled her into another passionate kiss. She felt hot and wet, and he could feel her pleasure. He pulled out of her abruptly, stroking his hard cock and looking down at her on the table. He could see the desire in her eyes, the horny need... 

He stroked his cock firmly, glistening with her warm juices. He would show her what an alpha was capable of. He could breed her with his thick, fertile semen, and she was going to take every drop. 

He stood, stroking his cock as she watched. He could see her cunt dripping wet, her juices all over the exam table. 

Then he slid deep insider her again, impaling her on his hard cock. She moaned in pleasure as he fucked her, his balls slapping against her wet lips. He was grunting, his face grimacing, as he fucked her balls deep, deeper than anyone had ever fucked her before. She felt another orgasm building inside her. 

"Oh god, you're so deep inside me," she gasped. 

He gripped her ass with his strong hands, as he thrust inside her again and again, filling her with his thick, hard cock, which was now dripping with her juices. 

Rebecca cried out as she came, her pussy juices pouring out of her, running down his cock as he continued to fuck her pussy, his hips slapping into her, his cock pumping inside her. 

"Oh, god, yes, you're making me cum again," she gasped. She gripped his ass as the pleasure overwhelmed her. 

"I'm gonna breed you, I'm gonna fill you with my cum," he grunted. He could feel the cum boiling in his balls. 

"Yes, I want your cum, breed me, fill me with your fertile seed, get me pregnant," she said. 

"I'm fucking you so deep, you're gonna take every bit of my semen," he growled, his cock buried inside her. 

She came again, hard, as Ben gripped her throat, holding her down on the table. He pushed his cock as deep as it would go inside her, and began to spurt thick, creamy, hot jets of sperm into her fertile womb. He coated her walls, filling her with so much semen that it spilled out around his dick, dripping down onto the exam table. 

"Oh, god, yes, I can feel you spurting inside me," she panted, gripping his strong arms. 

Finally, Ben stopped spurting, and pulled out, watching his cum ooze out of her used, well-fucked cunt. 

He looked down at her beautiful face as she looked up at him, her eyes half lidded, filled with lust. Then he kissed her. She ran her hands through his hair, pulling him over her, kissing him hungrily. They were both breathing hard, and she could feel the warmth of his semen inside her. She felt like pure satisfaction. 

"I think you made me pregnant," she said, softly, brushing her lips over his. 

"I hope so," he said, smiling. 

Ben helped her up off the table and she went back to her desk and put on her lab coat. As he got dressed, he turned to her. "Do you do that for all your male patients?" 

"Only the ones that deserve it," she smiled at him. 

He laughed. 

That was one hell of an exam, he thought. 

In the exam room window, he could see the Qosid ship again. It was still there. It hadn't budged, from what he could tell. 

Odd. They really are just watching us, aren't they?  

"Do you know anything about the Qosids, doctor?" 

"No...just that they've been watching us for a while." She made some notes on her exam pad. "Also, they seem to have a fascination with humans." 

He frowned. The dark feeling inside him had been getting stronger. "I have a bad feeling about them," he said. 

"Oh?" 

"I think they want to take us all back to their planet and make us their slaves," he said. 

She chuckled. "That sounds like a conspiracy theory. You're not racist against the aliens, are you, Ben?" 

"No. I just..." He felt a shudder pass through him. "Like I said. Just a feeling." 

She went to her desk and picked up her coffee mug, taking a sip, her pretty face looking thoughtful. "But why? Why would they want to abduct all of us and take us back to their planet, where no one ever goes? It makes no sense. They must have a reason to make sure no one comes to their planet." 

"I would think that after what happened with the Surrans, we would be a little more cautious out here," Ben said. 

She smiled, and leaned forward across the desk, putting her hand on his. "You're thinking too much about this, Ben," she said. "Just relax, enjoy the ship's amenities, and focus on breeding. I know you enjoy sleeping with all these beautiful women, don't you?" She leaned in close to his ear, massaging it with her fingertips and her lips. 

"Yeah...I do." 

"I can tell." She pulled back, her lips just inches away as she whispered, "I can feel your semen dripping out of my pussy, into my panties." 

He groaned with lust. "You had better be careful doctor, or I'm going to have to fuck you a second time." 

She grinned and kissed him. 
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"Oh god, Ben, that feels amazing." She tangled her fingers in his hair, rubbing her wet cunt against his lips. 

"You're so wet," he said. 

"I've been waiting for this moment for so long," she said. "I'm so horny." 

"Then I don't want to waste any time," he said. "I want to be inside you." 

"I want that, too," she said. He got to his feet and then, standing between her legs, gently pushed his cock into her pussy, groaning as he felt her welcome it inside. 

The Xerion Program: Part IV 

Ben had bedded multiple women aboard the breeding vessel on Xerion. Dahlia, Amanda, and Dr. Williamson were all incredible lays, and he had a feeling each would get pregnant from his potent semen. He wanted to make sure, so he went down to the breeding charts to see reports for women who'd gotten successfully knocked up. 

Sure enough, the report read that all three women he'd bedded had become pregnant - a 100% success rate. Ben was ecstatic. He couldn't believe his luck that all three women had conceived babies from him. He felt an immense sense of pride and accomplishment as he looked over the charts and read the glowing reports of each woman's successful impregnation. 

The reports were detailed and filled with wondrous details not only about each pregnancy, but also about Ben himself. It discussed his physical attributes, such as his height, weight, muscularity, hair color and other features that could help contribute to a successful pregnancy. It also noted special characteristics like his strong sperm count and motility rates – both of which proved to be essential in getting all three women pregnant. 

The report also included notes on how he treated each woman before and after they became pregnant – something Dahlia, Amanda, and Dr. Williamson certainly appreciated – as well as comments from them on his incredible sexual ability. 

"Great in bed, five stars!" read one review. 

"Love how dominant, rough, and forceful he is," said another. 

The reviews were anonymous, but still it gave Ben a sense of pride to know the women he fucked enjoyed it. 

As he turned to leave the breeding chart room, he was stunned to see a beautiful alien woman. She had blue-tinged skin and hair, and small tendrils extended from the nape of her neck. She had a jeweled blue-purple necklace at her throat, and her features were sharp, defined, and exquisite. He was instantly struck by her beauty. 

She was reading a book, sitting at a small table, one incredibly leg crossed over the other. She didn't seem to notice him. 

Ben's first instinct was to approach her. He had a strong desire to get to know her. With a deep breath, Ben strode confidently across the room, closing the distance between them. 

"Pardon me," he said when he reached her side. "Do we know each other? I feel like I've seen you before." 

The woman turned her attention to him. Her eyes were a deep purple color. 

"Oh!" she said with a startled voice. "Yes, I think I've seen you also." 

"It's a small ship," Ben said. "I'm guessing we've probably crossed paths at some point. Would you like to have a drink with me? I'd love to get to know you better." 

The beautiful woman smiled. Her teeth were white and sharp, and her eyes were twinkling with mystery. "I'd like that," she said. "I'm Dian, by the way." 

Ben smiled. He was glad she'd agreed to have a drink with him. "I'm Ben," he said. 

As they walked together to the bar, Ben learned more about Dian. She was one of the Vulmar, an allied race to humanity, one they had a long history of good relations with. Known for being excellent diplomats and merchants, the Vulmar were fairly advanced, and had some of the best ships in the known galaxy. The Astral Tear was a prime example of their technological prowess. Ben had marveled over the vessel often, awed by its abilities. The ship was fast, agile, had impressive shields, and best of all, it could jump through hyperspace without the need of a jump gate. It was a rare and coveted ability. 

"I'm guessing you're not here for trade, since I don't see any of your kind on board," Ben said with a smile. "You're welcome to stay as long as you'd like, though." 

"I'm here to observe," Dian said. "To learn how humans breed with each other." 

"Oh," Ben said. "You mean, for reproduction purposes?" 

"Yes, exactly," Dian said. "I am needing to observe human sexual activity and breeding habits in depth. It is imperative to my race that we understand the finer points of sex that humans engage in, aspects we don't normally encounter in our own society." 

"I see," Ben said with a nod. "That makes sense." 

"So," Dian said. "What do humans think is the most pleasurable act of sex?" 

"That's an interesting question," Ben said. "There are lots of options, but I'd say the best kind of sex is when you're really attracted to the person you're with." 

"Interesting," Dian said, nodding. "What about those times when you are mating with a female who is at her fertile time?" 

"Oh yes," Ben said. "That's the best. You can tell when a woman is most fertile. Her body features become more pronounced as her breasts become larger, her pussy becomes hotter and wetter, and she begins to emit a scent that's incredibly erotic and seductive." 

"I see." Dian licked her lips. Her tendrils began to sway slightly, and while she didn't give off the normal signs of human female arousal, she leaned in close, appearing very interested, indeed. "And your most interesting sexual encounter to date?" 

"It's hard to pick just one. Each woman is so special, so unique...I'm not sure I could say." 

"Please try." 

Ben had to think about it for a moment. He closed his eyes and leaned his head back, thinking about his experiences with all the women he'd been with. 

"I guess the best one I had was back on Earth, a few months before I set off to Xerion. There was a woman named Clarissa. She was gorgeous. We knew each other from the academy. We didn't know if we'd see each other again after the last time we were together, so...That made our night together really special." 

"What happened?" Dian asked. 

"Well," Ben said. "It was a night on the town. We went out to eat, saw a show...We'd been drinking pretty heavily, so by the time we returned to her apartment, we were pretty horny. Her apartment was a tiny studio, so there wasn't really any room to be intimate. We ended up on the floor, and...I don't even remember how it happened, but we had wild sex with each other right there." 

"Interesting," Dian said. Her eyes were closed, and she was licking her lips. "What do humans do when they have sex?" 

"Well, we have...foreplay, and..." Ben shook his head. This was too hard to explain. "Tell you what, Dian. Since I have a breeding scheduled for later today, why don't you just come watch?" 

Her eyes lit up. Literally. "You...you would allow that?" 

"Well, uh...it's not exactly standard procedure, but yeah, I guess I would allow it if you put in the request." 

"Wonderful!" Dian said. "I would love to come and observe. Thank you!" 

"No problem," Ben said. "I'll send for you when it's time." He felt a sense of pride at having been asked. He wondered if the other two women had been asked to have their breeding observed. He was sure they had not been. 

"What about you, Dian? Are you...are you mated?" 

She looked sad when she answered, shaking her head. "No," she said. "I am not mated." 

"Would you like that?" Ben asked. 

"I would like that very much," she said. "Unfortunately, it is not permitted for me to mate. I will remain single for the rest of my natural life." 

He was stunned. "But you're so beautiful." 

She appeared pleased by his comment, and smiled. "Thank you. Unfortunately, that does not change the restrictions on coupling for my race, and I cannot disregard them. I must follow the rules, no matter what I want." 

I cannot disregard them. I must follow the rules, no matter what I want." 

"That's too bad," Ben said. "I would have liked to be mated to you." 

"I would have liked it, also." 

"I hope you get your chance someday," he said. "I really want you to be happy. If you're looking for somebody to have a relationship with, I'd be happy to...uh...you know..." 

"Thank you for your offer," she said. "It is kind of you to make it. I wish I could accept, but it is not permitted for me to mate with you. I would have to break my race's code, and I cannot. It would go against everything I've ever been taught." 

Ben nodded. He couldn't really understand this code she referenced, but he wanted to respect her wishes. He was beginning to understand the Vulmar were a very different culture. 

After a little while longer talking with each other, they finished their drinks. It was time to prepare for the breeding session, so Ben excused himself, telling Dian to go to Room 361 - the observation room - at 3 that afternoon. 

"Wonderful," she said. "I will look forward to watching." 

He felt a little excited knowing that, even if he couldn't have sex with Dian himself, she would still be watching him fuck one of the beautiful women on the vessel. 

***** 

Ben made his way to the breeding room, already feeling aroused from the thought of what he was about to do. As he opened the door, he was taken aback by the sight that greeted him. A gorgeous blonde woman dressed in skimpy lingerie was lying on the bed, her body illuminated by candlelight. She smiled at him as soon as she saw him come in, and they immediately began kissing each other passionately. His hands roamed over her body, exploring every inch of it as they continued their passionate embrace. He could feel her heart beating rapidly against his own chest and it sent shivers down his spine. After a few moments of exploring each other's bodies through their clothing, Ben finally tore off her lingerie and took a moment to admire her perfect figure before continuing with their lovemaking session. 

"You're really gorgeous," he said. "What's your name?" 

"I'm Rita," she said. "What's yours?" 

"Ben," he said as he began to bite and kiss her neck. "I'm so happy to be with you, Rita." 

"Me, too," she said. "I've been waiting for so long for this moment." 

Ben continued to kiss and nibble on her neck while at the same time working his hands under her skirt. She gasped as he began to slip her underwear off, letting them fall to the floor. 

Ben knelt down on the floor in front of her and slowly moved her thighs apart. He kissed her inner thighs as he worked his way closer and closer to her pussy. When his lips finally touched her silken folds, she gasped loudly and grabbed his head, pulling him into her. He licked and sucked on her pussy for a full minute before sliding his fingers into her. She was incredibly wet. 

"Oh god, Ben, that feels amazing." She tangled her fingers in his hair, rubbing her wet cunt against his lips. 

"You're so wet," he said. 

"I've been waiting for this moment for so long," she said. "I'm so horny." 

"Then I don't want to waste any time," he said. "I want to be inside you." 

"I want that, too," she said. He got to his feet and then, standing between her legs, gently pushed his cock into her pussy, groaning as he felt her welcome it inside. 

"This is incredible...Do you like that?" he asked. 

"I love it!" He smiled as he began to thrust into her gently. He found her pussy incredibly tight and her moans of pleasure incredibly arousing. He could see her beautiful body on display, her hips rising off the bed. Rita was letting out soft, gasping moans of pleasure. 

Her arms went tight around him, holding him close as they kissed again. 

As Ben's thick, hard cock moved in and out of her wet pussy, he saw the small camera up in the left corner of the room. He knew Dian was watching. He pictured her beautiful, sexy alien body, those big full breasts and perfect lips. Imagining her underneath him, getting fucked the way he was Rita, was incredibly hot. 

He knew she was watching him right now. What does she think of it? he wondered. Is she turned on? Repulsed? Intrigued? Or all three?  

He had no idea, but he was going to get a full report when the session was finished. 

Rita began to squeeze his cock with her pussy in an incredible way, making him horny as fuck. He began to pound her harder, gripping her sexy tits as they bounced up and down. 

"Oh god, Ben, I think I'm going to cum!" she cried, gasping loudly. "Oh my god, I'm going to cum!" 

Ben felt her pussy tighten even more, her inner muscles squeezing his shaft as she came. 

He quickly reached down, grabbed her hips, and turned her onto her hands and knees. He entered her from behind, thrusting deep into her tight wetness. With each thrust came a loud moan of pleasure from Rita that filled the room with its intensity. 

Ben moved his hips back and forth as she clung to the bedsheets for support. His hands roamed up and down Rita's body, teasing and tantalizing her in all the right places as he pounded into her harder and faster. She shuddered beneath him as she felt another orgasm build within her, this one even more intense than before. 

He felt himself getting close, too, so he reached around to grab hold of Rita's sensitive nipples as he continued to thrust inside of her. 

"Fuck, I'm gonna shoot, Rita. You ready to get pregnant?" 

"Oh god, yes!" she cried. "Fill me up with that hot cum! Give me your baby!" 

That did it for Ben and he soon felt himself come, his cock pumping burst after burst of hot sticky jizz deep inside her womb. 

As he pulled out of her, he looked down and saw his thick, hot cum dripping out of her cunt and down her legs. 

She rolled onto her back and Ben moved up so that he could look down on her. He slid into her again, making her gasp as she was impaled on his still-hard shaft. Slowly, deeply, he gave her slow, soft thrusts, massaging his semen into her womb as thoroughly as possible. 

Ben kissed her, hard and strong, and she kissed him back, her arms wrapped around his neck and her legs wrapped around his waist. They stayed like this for a long time, kissing deeply. Finally he pulled out, his cock leaving her pussy and, with it, a huge rush of hot, thick semen oozed out. 

"That was incredible," said Rita. The pair disentangled from each other and got up off the bed. 

"It was." 

**** 

After the session was finished, Ben put his robe on and moved to the waiting area. He was sitting on a bench, staring off into space, when Dian approached him. She sat down next to him and he looked at her, smiling slightly. 

"Hello, Ben. You did well today. I am very proud of you." 

"Thank you," he said. "But...how did you feel about what you saw?" 

She smiled. "It was incredibly arousing." 

"You felt aroused?" 

She nodded. "Vulmar can feel arousal just like humans. It is...somewhat different, but quite similar, in many ways." She bit her lip. "All I know is that I felt very stimulated observing you and Rita having intercourse." 

He couldn't stop himself from smiling. "That's good to hear," he said. 

"Too be honest," she continued, "I feel that way about you all the time," she said. "It excites me seeing you naked and having sex with a beautiful human female. It also excites me to think about having sex with you. It has been the case since the moment I met you." 

Ben felt himself getting hard as a rock at her words. "I wish I could be with you that way, Dian." 

She nodded sadly. "As do I." 

"Maybe some time you will tell me about your peoples' code? Why you can't have sex?" 

"Someday...I will." She nodded, her eyes darkening. "But now is not the time." 

As they continued to talk quietly for a few moments, there was a sudden loud thump and the ship began to sway. Alarms went off, and chaos erupted. 

"We've been hit!" 

Ben and Dian leapt up off the bench and ran out of the waiting area. Ben was only in his robe, but he had to find out what was going on. 

He grabbed a nearby engineer and asked what was happening. 

"The Qosids - they're boarding us!" 

The engineer quickly began issuing orders to the crew as Ben looked out into space -- he saw the huge Qosid ship now directly beside them. Some kind of probe was extended from it, linked directly to the breeding vessel. 

Qosids were now streaming out of the ship -- huge armored figures, armed with blasters and other weapons. They quickly began to grab crew members, hauling them off back to their vessel. 

Ben himself was grabbed by a particularly large Qosid. It injected something into his neck, and he felt dizzy as everything began to go black. As he lost consciousness, the last thing he heard was Dian's voice crying out for him. 
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A hot preview… 

"Do you feel it again?" she whispered. "The desire to make love to me?" 

"Yes," he said. "So much." 

She ground her pussy against his hardening dick, and he groaned in response. She reached down to his shaft, and gripped it tight, stroking herself while she held him. Ben moaned as she moved her hand up and down, faster and faster. He ran his hands over her breasts, and squeezed them as she continued to jerk him off. 

She was so incredibly aroused, she could barely take it. Kytha wanted to plunge herself down onto him, to have him inside her. There was something so powerful about his masculinity, his sexuality. She was unable to resist it, or him. 

Soon she was moaning, and she found herself straddling him, sliding her pussy up and down his arousal. 

"Fuck me hard," she moaned. "Please." 

The Xerion Program: Part V 

The Qosids had paralyzed the breeding vessel, taking all of its passengers hostage. Ben, along with everyone else on board, was carted away, unconscious, to a dark room where he was placed inside a stasis pod. 

He awoke some time later, his mind feeling fuzzy and blank. Where am ? he wondered. What happened? 

Outside the pod, he could see dark figures moving around. Qosids, he realized. 

One of the figures came toward him. 

She was wearing a full-body suit that glowed a faint blue. Her face was covered by a helmet, but he could make out the eyes shining behind the visor. 

The Qosid woman stood and looked at him for what felt like an eternity before speaking. 

"Welcome," she said softly, her voice crackling slightly through her helmet's speakers. "My name is Kytha, and I am here to free you from your prison." 

Kytha went over to his pod and opened up the lid. She reached inside and carefully pulled Ben out of his pod, helping him to stand on wobbly legs. 

Ben breathed in the fresh air, coughing and gasping for breath. 

"What the hell did you do?" he grunted. "You all...kidnapped us! You boarded our ship!" 

Kytha sighed and looked at him, her eyes filling with sadness. "I know it looks bad," she said, "but please, let me explain." 

Ben watched as she removed her helmet, revealing her alien features. Thick silver tendrils curled from the top of her head, connecting to her body armor. She had a narrow face with sharp cheekbones and large, dark eyes that seemed to stare into his soul. Despite his fear, he couldn't help but feel drawn to her. She was stunningly beautiful. 

"We didn't mean to harm anyone," Kytha continued. "We are a dying race, and we need your help." 

Ben raised an eyebrow. "Our help? With what?" 

"Our species can no longer reproduce," Kytha explained. "We've tried multiple means of spawning new Qosids, but nothing seems to work. Our males are now completely impotent. That's why we boarded your ship. We believe that humans hold the key to our survival." 

Ben stared at her in disbelief. "You want us to...breed with you?" 

Kytha nodded. "We know it's a lot to ask, but we're desperate." 

Ben was stunned, but anger won out over shock. "You have no right to abduct us, to force us to have sex with you!" 

Kytha's face remained expressionless. "We did what we had to do," she replied stoically. "Your kind have been encroaching on our territory for too long. We had no choice but to take action." 

Ben shook his head in disbelief. "That's not an excuse," he spat. "You can't just abduct innocent people and hold them hostage because you feel threatened!" 

Kytha's eyes narrowed at his words. "Innocent?" she questioned. "Your kind has brought destruction to countless worlds. You have no right to claim innocence." 

Ben opened his mouth to argue, but paused as he took in her words. He knew that humanity's history was not without its share of violence and destruction. Still, that did not excuse the Qosids' actions. 

"What do you want from us?" 

"Your males, to start. The ones who may breed most. Secondarily, your scientists. We intend to create a cure for the virus that plagues our males, making them unable to impregnate our females." 

"What about our women?" He frowned. "You want them too?" 

"Yes. Once the virus is cured, they will be used to incubate new Qosids. Our males will breed them." 

Ben took all this in with a deep breath. He tried to wrap his head around what Kytha was proposing. 

It all seemed like a nightmare. He couldn't believe that this was happening to him. 

"And if we refuse?" he asked, his voice shaking. 

"If you refuse," Kytha replied, "we will have no choice but to keep you here until we find a solution. It is not our intention to harm you, but we will do whatever it takes to save our species." 

Ben felt a cold sweat breaking out on his forehead. He didn't know what to do. He couldn't imagine being forced to have sex with an alien to save their species. The whole situation was insane. 

"I need some time to think," he said finally. 

"I understand," Kytha said softly. "Take all the time you need." 

With that, she put her helmet back on and left the room, leaving Ben alone with his thoughts. 

He knew he had to come up with a plan, a way to escape from this madness. But for now, all he could do was wait and hope for a way out. He looked around the room, searching for any signs of weakness or vulnerabilities that he could exploit. But the room was well-secured, and there seemed to be no way out. 

As he sat there, lost in thought, Ben noticed a small panel on the wall. It looked like a control panel of some sort, with a series of buttons and switches. Maybe, just maybe, there was a way to hack into the system and unlock the doors. 

He crept over to the panel and began pressing buttons, trying to find a way to bypass the locks. At first, it seemed like a hopeless task, but after a few minutes of trial and error, he found a sequence that worked. 

The door hissed open, revealing a dimly lit corridor. Ben stepped out cautiously, heart racing. He had no idea where he was going, but he knew he had to keep moving. 

As he crept down the hallway, Ben saw more rooms with his crewmates and others from the ship. Dian had even been captured, and was currently out cold in a stasis pod like he had been. 

Ben hurried over to her pod and began pressing the control buttons in an effort to free her. He knew it was risky, since he had no idea what he was doing, but he had to try. After a few tense moments of fiddling with the controls, the stasis pod finally opened with a hiss of air. 

Dian groggily opened her eyes and looked around, confused. She quickly noticed Ben standing there and smiled weakly at him. "Thanks," she said softly. 

Ben returned her smile and helped her out of the pod before leading her back down the corridor. 

They made it as far as the end of the corridor before they were caught by a group of Qosids. Ben and Dian were quickly surrounded, with no chance of escape. 

Kytha stepped forward, her eyes filled with disappointment. "I was hoping it wouldn't come to this," she said, her voice laced with regret. 

Ben glared at her. "What are you going to do with us now?" he demanded. 

"We're going to have to take you back to your pods," Kytha replied. "It's for your own safety." 

Ben bristled at the suggestion. "You can't just keep us locked up like that!" he protested. 

"We're sorry," Kytha said, her voice softening. "But we can't take any risks. Your physiology is different from ours, and we don't know how you'll react to our environment." 

"We've been reacting fine so far," he shot back. 

Kytha looked at him measuredly. She seemed to be weighing things in her mind. "That is true," she agreed. "Very well. Bring the male with me," she instructed her guards. "The female you may take to the research room." 

The research room? "What the hell is that?" Ben asked, worried for Dian's safety. 

"Do not fear. Your companion will be kept in good hands." 

Ben tried to protest, but the guards dragged him off to Kytha's quarters before he could say anything more. 

**** 

After having waited in Kytha's chambers, which were actually very nice, Ben was dressed in a simple robe. The fabric was soft and comfortable, but it did nothing to disguise the steel cuffs around his wrists. Dian was nowhere to be found, and he could only hope she was safe. At last, Kytha joined him that evening, wearing an elegant outfit that showed off her breasts. 

She seemed pleased with Ben's transformation from prisoner to guest of honor. "Let us take a walk," she said as she took his arm. "I want you to see something." She led him out of the room and down a long hallway lined with ornate doors. As they passed each one, Kytha explained what lay beyond: scientific experiments conducted by the Qosid race; strange technologies they were developing; and even ancient artifacts from long-dead civilizations preserved for study. 

"As you can see, our people are very advanced. We have thousands of years of scientific research, religious artifacts, and military technology that could be useful for your race, were we to join forces." 

Finally they reached the end of the hall and Kytha turned to him. "You must understand," she said, desperation in her eyes. "We did not take this decision lightly. But we are..." Her voice cracked. "A matter of weeks from extinction." 

"Weeks?" he asked, surprised. 

"This is a very dangerous virus. As I said, it is one of many which exist in our galaxy, though this strain seems to be particularly virulent. The life of every Qosid male is in danger, unless we can find a cure." 

"I understand," Ben said softly. "I know about viruses. The human body is susceptible to them. We've spent centuries trying to find cures for them or ways to prevent them from spreading." He looked at Kytha. "Could that be the key? Could there be a cure for the virus?" 

Kytha shook her head. "We have tried everything. Vaccines, antivirals, immunomodulators. Nothing works. The virus does not respond to traditional treatments." 

"What about genetic therapy?" 

"That is what we are doing now. We are using the genome of the first Qosid male ever to exist, and modifying it. However, we need genetic material from a prime alpha of your species: namely, male sperm." 

"Wait a second. You want me to... have sex with you?" 

"Yes," she said calmly. 

"Why don't you do it yourself?" he demanded, trying to keep his voice steady. 

"The virus has spread through my entire race," she said. "I am uninfected, but I am the only female Qosid left alive." 

He stared at her. "There are no other females of your race left?" 

"All dead." 

"Then... there's no one else?" 

"No." 

Ben sighed. He couldn't blame the Qosid for wanting his sperm. It was an important biological resource. If Ben could help them, he should, even if it meant losing his dignity in the process. "Alright," he said slowly. "I'll help." 

Kytha smiled at him. 

"You know," Ben said, "There's no guarantee the virus will change with my DNA. A change in the genetic code is no guarantee that it will stop replicating." 

"No." Kytha said. "But it is our last hope. We have analyzed every variation of the virus we could find. We know the exact sequence of the genetic code, but none of our scientists have been able to think of a way to stop it. With the genetic material of your species, we will be able to give it a try. But we must have a sample of your DNA." 

"Okay. What do you need me to do?" 

"Please, come with me to my quarters. I will try to make this as enjoyable for you as possible." 

**** 

Kytha led Ben back to her quarters. Soft music was playing in the background, creating a calming atmosphere. She motioned for him to sit on the bed and then began to undress him. Her touch was gentle and sure; all of her movements were calculated and precise as she carefully removed each article of clothing. As she did so, Ben could feel a warmth spreading through him, an intense heat that seemed to be emanating from her fingertips as they brushed against his skin. 

She then began to rub her hands all over his body, feeling every inch and caressing his sensitive skin. His arousal grew quickly under her touch, and he could feel himself trembling with anticipation as she stood back up and started stripping off her own clothes. 

His breath caught as he saw her nude body for the first time- it was beautiful, perfect even by human standards. Her skin was tinged gray at the edges near her shoulders and buttocks, and the thin silver tendrils at her neck curved and arced upward. Her breasts were very large, and full, and tempting. 

Ben realized he was incredibly hard. 

"Do you find my body pleasing?" asked Kytha. 

He looked up at her. "Yes," he whispered. 

"Then please," she said, "lie back and enjoy yourself." 

Ben willingly complied, eager to get things started. He knew he was going to enjoy this. 

Ben had never imagined he would be in this position, he thought to himself as Kytha climbed onto the bed and straddled him. He was having sex with an alien. If he lived to be one hundred, he would never forget this experience. 

She scooted up until her pussy was barely touching his dick, and then she began to grind against him. The sensation was incredible, and Ben could feel himself getting harder and harder. 

He groaned, and Kytha began to move faster. He could feel his dick growing harder, and soon it was throbbing with the need to be inside her. 

"Kytha," he grunted, gripping her large breasts. "Please. Let me fuck you." 

With a gleam in her eye, she started sank down on top of him, her wet pussy engulfing his shaft. He thrust his hips up to match her movements and the sensation made his entire body tingle. Her warm pussy gripped his cock and squeezed him as the pleasure swept through him and he felt himself building to orgasm in a way that made him realize that human women paled in comparison to Kytha. 

Ben managed to hold back his climax for just a moment longer, until he felt her shudder on top of him. She let out a moan of pleasure and Ben felt her pussy clenching his cock as she came. The experience sent him over the edge, and he came hard, pumping his semen into her. 

He gasped and Kytha collapsed onto his chest. He wrapped his arms around her, and held her to him for a moment. 

She began to move off him, but he held her back. "Wait." 

She looked back at him. "What is it?" 

"I want more of you." 

She smiled at him. "As you wish." 

She gently began to stroke his body, running her hands all over it and caressing him. As her fingers brushed against his skin, Ben felt his arousal building once more. He groaned as Kytha leaned down to kiss him, and he responded by grabbing her large breasts and squeezing them. Her nipples were hard, and he could feel them rubbing against his palms. She moaned in pleasure. 

His dick was throbbing again, and Kytha looked down at it, smiling. She then leaned down and took him into her mouth. Ben gasped as she began to suck him off. Her tongue felt amazing as it swirled around his shaft. He could feel the pleasure building within him and he knew it wasn't going to take long for him to come again. 

Kytha bobbed her head up and down quickly, and then she stopped. 

"Please," Ben whispered. "Don't stop." 

She looked at him, her eyes glinting. "Lie back. I will make you come." 

He did as she commanded. She moved up until her pussy was just above his dick, pushing her breasts into his face. He eagerly sucked on her nipples as she began to move on his cock, grinding it against her clit as she slipped over it and rubbed herself against him. He was close, and he could feel it in every inch of his body. He was going to come soon, and he knew it. 

She sank down on him, impaling herself a second time on Ben's hard dick. She moved faster and faster, and then she began to gasp and shudder as her orgasm approached. Ben felt himself building to orgasm as well, and he groaned loudly as he came, his dick throbbing and shooting a second huge load of semen inside her. 

She collapsed onto his chest, and they stayed like that for a moment, Ben holding her tight to him. 

After some time she rose, putting her gown on again. "I need to go down to the lab, so they can collect the sample." 

Ben nodded. He felt exhausted, but pleasantly so. The desire to rest was strong, so he lay back on Kytha's soft sheets. 

She left the room, the doors opening and closing with a soft hiss. 

***** 

Down in the lab, Kytha removed her robe and spread her legs, allowing one of the Qosid researchers to collect Ben's semen inside her pussy. She felt a strange mixture of emotions as they worked, the sensations of pleasure re-emerging as she thought about what had just happened between them. 

Oddly, she felt a desire to have Ben inside her again. She had coupled with human males before, but he was different. In a way, she felt almost... attached to him, even after only having had sex once. 

The researcher placed a small vial up to her pussy. Thick, heavy globs of semen dripped down as Kytha spread her cunt lips. Soon, the entire vial was filled, and there was still some cum left inside her. 

"Thank you," said the researcher. "I have all that I need." 

Kytha watched as the male placed the vial into a collection analyzer. Quickly, a series of symbols came up onto the screen, though she did not understand them. 

"How soon before you know if it will work to cure the virus?" 

"A matter of hours, most likely," replied the scientist. "For now, you might as well return to your work." 

She nodded, and rose. Kytha pulled her robe back on, and made her way out of the lab. 

As she walked down the hall, she found herself torn, wanting to go back to her quarters. If Ben was still there, she could spend more time with him. 

What am I thinking? she asked herself. I should be working. There is no time for this. Still, she found herself walking back to Ben. The desire to spend more time with him was strong, even stronger than her need to cure the virus. As she walked down the hallway, her pussy began to tingle and she felt her arousal building. She wanted Ben, and she knew he'd want her too, as soon as he woke up. 

When she entered, she saw that he was still lying on the bed. She smiled and climbed onto the bed, running her hands all over his body. He smiled, and reached up to caress her hands. 

He started trailing his fingers down her neck, and then he stopped. "Kytha." 

"What is it?" she asked. 

"I have to ask..." he said. 

"Go ahead." 

"Are humans are inferior to Qosids?" 

Kytha was silent for a moment. "Yes. It is true. We live longer, and we are more intelligent. However, inferior is not an accurate term. It is better to say...different." 

"Oh?" 

"While we have some characteristics that humans do not, we are also less able to withstand harsh conditions. Physically, we do not have the capabilities that humans do. Your speed, your strength, your stamina...it is all magnified, compared to us." 

"I see." He pondered. "So if a Qosid and a human had a child, it would have your enhanced intelligence and lifespan, as well as human physical traits?" 

"Most likely," she said. 

"Then I want you to have my baby." 

She smiled. "You're serious?" 

He nodded. "The two of us...we have everything we need to make a child." 

Kytha laughed. "You are an interesting man. The fact that you have such a powerful body, and are strong enough to survive so many harsh environments...it would lead me to believe that you are perfect for the task of fatherhood." 

He laughed. "Well, I'm not sure perfect is the right word, but I certainly have an interest in the matter. "I wonder what it would be like..." he trailed off. 

"You are...interesting, Ben." 

He smiled, and she took him into her arms to kiss him. 

"Do you feel it again?" she whispered. "The desire to make love to me?" 

"Yes," he said. "So much." 

She ground her pussy against his hardening dick, and he groaned in response. She reached down to his shaft, and gripped it tight, stroking herself while she held him. Ben moaned as she moved her hand up and down, faster and faster. He ran his hands over her breasts, and squeezed them as she continued to jerk him off. 

She was so incredibly aroused, she could barely take it. Kytha wanted to plunge herself down onto him, to have him inside her. There was something so powerful about his masculinity, his sexuality. She was unable to resist it, or him. 

Soon she was moaning, and she found herself straddling him, sliding her pussy up and down his arousal. 

"Fuck me hard," she moaned. "Please." 

Ben eagerly obliged, and Kytha found herself moaning as he thrust into her, his dick feeling better than any cock she had ever had inside her. As he thrust into her, she felt her orgasm building. 

Immediately, Ben reached down and pressed his fingers into her clit. He stroked her gently, and she moaned out louder as he did so. 

She was building, building, building. Then, with a loud gasp, she came, moaning and shuddering as her orgasm consumed her body. 

Ben was moaning, and she could see the strain in his face. She knew he was going to come soon. He came, and she felt another rush of pleasure. Thick jets of his semen spurted into her, filling her again. She gasped, another orgasm wracking her body. Ben was the most incredible lover she had ever been with. 

She collapsed onto his chest, and they lay there for a moment, catching their breath. 

"Thank you," she said. "That was amazing." 

"It was," he replied. "You're really good in bed, Kytha." 

As they relaxed, she felt herself drifting off to sleep. Ben's arms were surprisingly warm and comfortable. 

I could go to sleep like this every night, she thought. 
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The Xerion Program: Part VI 

Other books you might enjoy:

Kingsley House  

Orion’s Genesis  

Master of Mothers  

See them all here!  

Sign up for my mailing list!  

A hot preview… 

He stepped forward, pushing her down on the bed. He pushed her dress up, exposing her curvy hips and her delicious ass. 

He knelt down behind her, wrapping his arms around her hips. His rock hard cock pressed against her thighs and he couldn't wait to take her. 

"Spread your legs," he ordered. 

She eagerly complied, and he found her pussy juicy, dripping wet, ready for him. 

He pushed his cock against her, then pushed forward, sliding into her all the way. Her pussy was tight, warm, and wet, and he groaned as he felt himself inside of her. He thrust into her, and she moaned, grinding her hips against him. 

The Xerion Program: Part VI 

Ben made his way down the corridor of the Qosid ship. Though he was glad to help them out by contributing his DNA, he knew he and his crewmates had to escape. Being a permanent Qosid prisoner wasn't on my to-do list, he thought, grimly. While the Qosids weren't actively monitoring his whereabouts now, he was still uneasy walking through the vessel, and had no idea where the rest of his crew had been taken. 

He looked for Dian. She had been with him before he'd had sex with Kytha, but now she was nowhere to be found. They'd taken her to... a research station? What was it? He couldn't remember. 

He decided to look in the part of the ship where most of the research was taking place, hoping to find Dian there. As he walked, he tried to shake off the nagging feeling that something wasn't right. The Qosids had been relatively friendly, but Ben couldn't help but feel that they were hiding something. 

As he turned a corner, he caught sight of a door with a red light flashing above it. His heart leapt in his chest as he realized it was the same door he'd seen Dian disappear behind earlier. Without hesitating, he rushed towards it and tried the handle. To his surprise, it was unlocked, and he slipped inside. 

The room was dimly lit, with rows of strange equipment lining the walls. In the center of the room, strapped to a table, was Dian. Ben's heart sank as he took in the sight of her pale, unconscious form. 

He rushed to her side, trying to wake her up, but she remained still. That's when he noticed the strange device attached to her forehead, with wires snaking down to a computer console nearby. He didn't know what it was, but he knew it couldn't be good. 

He frantically searched for a way to disconnect the device, but the console was complex and unfamiliar. He heard footsteps approaching outside the room, and he knew he had to act fast. 

With a surge of adrenaline, he pulled out his trusty multi-tool and began cutting the wires, one by one. As he worked, he couldn't help but wonder what kind of experiment the Qosids were conducting on his crewmate. 

Finally, with a click, the device detached from Dian's forehead. She gasped and started to stir, and Ben let out a breath he hadn't realized he was holding. 

"Ben?" Dian blinked up at him, her eyes still groggy. 

"Yeah, it's me," he said, relief flooding through him. "We have to get out of here." 

Dian sat up, rubbing her forehead. "What happened? Why am I here?" 

"I don't know," Ben admitted, helping her to her feet. "But we don't have time to figure it out. We have to find the rest of the crew and get off this ship." 

Dian nodded, her eyes clearing. "Right. Let's go." 

They slipped out of the room and into the corridor, trying to blend in with the Qosid crew members they passed. Every moment felt precarious, like they were one step away from being caught. 

As they turned another corner, they saw a group of Qosids ahead of them. Ben froze. 

"Why are you out here?" one of them asked, narrowing his eyes. 

Panic started to rise in Ben's chest, but he knew one thing for sure. He needed to stay calm and think fast. 

Ben cleared his throat and put on a confident face. "I'm escorting her to the kitchen," he said firmly. "We've been ordered by Commander Kytha." 

The Qosids exchanged glances, before finally nodding in agreement. "Well then, you two better get going," they said. 

Ben let out a breath of relief as they continued walking down the hallways without any more questions or incidents. Finally, after what felt like an eternity, they arrived at a large airlock leading out of the ship. 

"What are we going to do?" Dian asked, worried. 

"We have to make a break for it. Then, we can rally help and come back for the others." Ben didn't like the idea, but he didn't see much choice. 

They donned spacesuits, then opened the airlock. A bright light blinded them as they stepped out into the vacuum of space. They had to move quickly before the Qosids realized they were gone. Ben led the way, his heart pounding with each step. 

As they ran, they heard the faint sounds of alarms blaring from the ship. They were almost there. 

Just as they reached the escape pod, they heard the sound of Qosids approaching. Ben quickly punched in the code to open the pod, and they both scrambled inside. 

They jettisoned from the ship and watched as it grew smaller and smaller in the distance. They were safe, for now. 

Dian turned to Ben, her eyes wide. "What now?" 

"We find help," Ben said firmly. "And then we come back for the others." 

***** 

As they drifted, Ben couldn't help but wonder how they were going to survive. They had no food, no water, and no way of communicating with their ship. But he pushed those thoughts aside, focusing instead on the task at hand. 

The escape pod indicated that they were not too far from a planet called Vanden. "We should head there," he said, indicating the planet on the screen. "There might be someone who can help us there." 

Dian nodded. "Agreed. Let's go." 

As they entered the atmosphere, they could see the lush green forests and vast oceans below. It was a beautiful planet, but they had no time to admire the view. They had to survive. 

The pod landed with a thud in a clearing, and Ben and Dian disembarked. They looked around, trying to get their bearings. In the distance, they could see what appeared to be a small village. 

"We should head there," Dian said, pointing to the village. "Maybe the locals can help us." 

Ben nodded, and they started making their way towards the village. As they walked, they couldn't help but feel like they were being watched. They quickened their pace, but the feeling only intensified. 

they arrived at the village, only to find themselves surrounded by armed natives. They looked fierce, with war paint on their faces and weapons at the ready. 

Ben and Dian raised their arms in surrender, hoping to convey that they meant no harm. The natives seemed hesitant, but eventually lowered their weapons. 

"We come in peace," Ben said, hoping they would understand. 

The natives looked at each other, then gestured for Ben and Dian to follow them. They led them to a large hut at the center of the village, where a beautiful woman sat on a thronelike seat. She had long, lustrous hair and full large breasts. 

She regarded Ben and Dian with a curious expression, then spoke in a language they couldn't understand. 

Ben raised his hands, trying to convey that they meant no harm. "We come in peace," he repeated. 

The woman regarded them for a moment longer, before speaking again. This time she spoke in English, with a peculiar accent. "My name is Nylara. I am queen of this tribe. Why have you come to our planet?" 

Ben nodded, then stepped forward. "We need your help. Our ship was attacked, and we barely made it out alive. We have no food, no water, and no way to contact anyone for help." 

Nylara regarded him for a moment, then spoke again. "We will assist you. But there is a price." 

"What price?" Ben asked, wary of the answer. 

Nylara smiled, and her eyes glowed with an otherworldly light. "You must mate with me." 

Ben's jaw dropped. "What?" 

Nylara leaned forward, her eyes burning with desire. "I have been longing for a strong mate to bear my children. You and your crewmate are the first outsiders to grace our planet in many years. It is destiny that we should mate." 

Ben glanced over at Dian, who looked just as stunned as he did. He didn't know what to say. The offer was tempting, but it felt like a trap. He didn't know what kind of consequences there would be if he accepted. 

Nylara must have sensed his hesitation, because she stood up and walked towards him. She placed a hand on his chest, and he could feel the heat radiating off her body. 

"One night, with me. I am in my fertile cycle, and I need a strong male to reproduce with. For that, we will give you a ship, a crew, and a means of rescuing your people." 

The offer was too good to refuse. 

Ben had no way of knowing if she was being honest, but there was no way he could turn her down. He nodded. "I accept." 

Nylara stepped forward, pressing her body against him. She grabbed the back of his head, pulling him into a deep, passionate kiss. Her tongue traced its way into his mouth, and he could feel a wave of lust wash over him. He wanted nothing more than to throw her down on the ground and fuck her, right there and then. 

Nylara broke the kiss, gently pushing Ben towards the door. "Tonight, we mate," she said, licking her lips. 

***** 

Nylara took Ben by the hand, guiding him towards her hut. It was the largest in the village, and it was clear she was the most important woman there. Her hut was furnished with beautiful woven rugs, golden candlesticks, and the softest furs he had ever seen. 

She led him to a large bed, beckoning him to join her. As Ben approached the bed, Nylara undressed, exposing her beautiful bronze skin and a body that would make any man jealous. Her breasts were full and round, and he could see the outline of her curves through her thin, shimmering dress. 

He stepped forward, reaching out to her, but Nylara pushed him back with a mischievous smile. She placed a finger over her lips, indicating that he should be quiet, then slowly undressed. By the time she was finished, she was completely nude, showing off her beautiful body in all its glory. 

Ben couldn't help but stare at her curves, at her round ass and her voluptuous breasts. His dick was rock hard, and he felt himself growing uncomfortable in his pants. 

"Now you," Nylara whispered, taking his hand and leading him to the bed. 

Her full breasts were now exposed, and Ben could see them in their glory. Her nipples were large and dark, and he could feel his mouth watering at the thought of sucking her dark nipples into his mouth. Nylara dropped to her knees in front of him, tugging at the fastening on his pants. 

Ben's engorged cock sprang free, slapping against his muscled stomach as it twitched. Nylara looked up at him, her eyes wide with excitement. Ben took a step forward, pulling her face towards his cock. Nylara opened her mouth, sliding his cock into her mouth. 

Her tongue pressed against the underside of his cock, tracing its way towards the head. She wrapped her lips around the head and started sucking, bobbing her head up and down as her hands traced the shaft. It felt amazing, better than anything he had ever experienced before. Nylara's tongue was doing wonders, lapping its way around the head, and her hands felt warm and soft as they cupped his balls. 

Ben grabbed her by the hair, pulling her head closer. She moaned as his dick filled her mouth, pressing against the back of her throat. 

She stroked him gently with her hand, looking up at him as she wrapped her lips around his tip again. She licked around the tip, then took him deeper into her mouth, sucking him like a lollipop. 

He moaned, placing a hand on the back of her head. He didn't know what it was about this woman, but she was turning him on so much he thought he might explode. She was fierce, and yet so submissive. All his fantasies were coming true at once. 

Nylara bobbed her head up and down on his cock, sucking him off with a vigor he hadn't seen since his college days. She was clearly skilled at oral sex, and he couldn't help but groan in pleasure as she took his length into her mouth. 

He grunted, feeling the orgasm growing closer. He looked down, seeing her large breasts bouncing as she bobbed her head back and forth. 

"Oh fuck," Ben groaned, feeling the cum boiling from his balls. 

Nylara sucked harder, looking up at him. She moaned seductively around his cock, then pressed one of her hands against his balls. Her fingers brushed against his anus, and he gasped in pleasure as she stroked him expertly. 

He erupted, spilling his load into her mouth. She moaned, taking it all down like the expert she was, then pulled away, licking her lips. 

She stood up, pressing her body against his. Her full breasts were pressed against his chest, and her arms wrapped around his neck. Ben grabbed her ass, pulling her into a kiss. 

He stepped forward, pushing her down on the bed. He pushed her dress up, exposing her curvy hips and her delicious ass. 

He knelt down behind her, wrapping his arms around her hips. His rock hard cock pressed against her thighs and he couldn't wait to take her. 

"Spread your legs," he ordered. 

She eagerly complied, and he found her pussy juicy, dripping wet, ready for him. 

He pushed his cock against her, then pushed forward, sliding into her all the way. Her pussy was tight, warm, and wet, and he groaned as he felt himself inside of her. He thrust into her, and she moaned, grinding her hips against him. 

She bucked back against him, taking his dick deeper into her pussy. He thrust into her, grabbing her by the hips and pulling her back towards him. 

He turned her onto her hands and knees, entering her again from behind. 

He fucked her hard, grunting as his cock sank deeper and deeper into her. She moaned, arching her back and pressing her ass against him. Her ass was heavenly soft, and it felt amazing to fuck her while holding on to her hips. 

Ben grabbed her by the hips, pulling her back even more. He watched her ass jiggle as he fucked it, and she moaned, pressing her head against the pillow. 

Nylara moaned, her face buried in the furs as she wrapped her hands around the bedpost. Her body tensed as she came, pressing her hips against him as she screamed in pleasure. Her pussy squeezed around his cock as she came, her legs quivering as they shook. 

Ben groaned, thrusting into her again as she came down. He grabbed her by the neck, pushing her head down into the bed. He fucked her faster and faster, and he could feel his orgasm drawing closer. His balls were tight and heavy. 

"I'm gonna cum," he told her. 

"Cum in me, strong warrior. Make me pregnant." 

Ben grunted, thrusting his hips forward. She moaned, her pussy tightening around his cock as she came again. Her pussy was milking his cock, pulling him towards his orgasm. Her moans grew louder and louder, and her screams turned into passionate moans of ecstasy. 

His hot cum spilled into her pussy, spraying against her walls and filling her up. She moaned, her body shaking in pleasure. 

Ben pulled out, and his cum spilled out of her pussy. She moaned, her ass quivering and her pussy leaking semen. 

His cum mingled with her juices, staining her thighs, soaking the bed. He panted, feeling exhausted after his orgasm. 

"I accept you as my mate, strong warrior," she whispered. 

"This village belongs to you now. You are my mate." He moved to the bed, laying down next to her. 

"The village...belongs to me?" 

She nodded. "Now that you are my mate, you are master of our people as well." 

"Wait, I...I don't know if I can do that, Nylara. I have to save my people. I have a mission to fulfill." 

She moved closer to him, resting her head against his shoulder. 

"You will return to your people, Ben. I know you will. But here, you are safe. You can rest here, and when you are ready, you can return to the world and continue your quest. I just hope you will return to me when you are ready to settle down." 

He still didn't completely understand. But for now, he felt tired and wanted to rest. The whole escape had left him exhausted, and fucking Nylara had been a pleasant but tiring experience. 

He fell into a restless sleep, hoping tomorrow would bring new answers. 
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A hot preview…  

He gripped her hips and began to thrust faster inside her, his eyes locked on her face as he enjoyed the feeling of her tight pussy contracting around him as she gasped in pleasure. Her face looked beautiful, softly lit up in the romantic light of his bedroom. The apartments had been crafted to stimulate maximum erotic pleasure with such small lighting enhancements.  

He thrust his cock faster and faster inside of her, the pleasure rising quickly as she moaned in pleasure. He reached out and squeezed one of her tits, pinching her nipple tightly. 

"I'm going to cum, Amanda," he said, looking down at her, his eyes almost black in the darkness.  

She nodded, her eyes closed. "Cum for me, Ben. I want your hot cum inside me." 

"You do?"  

She bit her lip, nodding. "I want your baby."  

He grunted, the dominant alpha rising up inside him. The urge to breed was getting stronger. "Call me Sir, Amanda."  

The Xerion Program: Part II  

Ben had slept with the beautiful, genetically-enhanced Dahlia aboard the research vessel on Xerion. Now, he spent most of his time befriending the various women on the shuttle, all of whom were stunningly gorgeous, fertile, and ready to breed. 

One who caught his eye was named Sarah. With full black hair and huge breasts, she told him she had previously been a scientist before joining the project. Now, though she was on board a breeding vessel, she had not been selected as a mother, and was instead doing research only. Ben had to admit that made her even more enticing, since she was technically "off-limits" for that reason. 

"And what made you decide to do it?" Ben asked curiously one day, as he was making his rounds to meet new girls. 

Sarah looked up from her work and gave him a small smile. "Well, I was always interested in genetics and bioengineering, but I wanted to do something more hands-on. When they approached me about the project, I jumped at the chance. Plus, the idea of being a part of creating the next generation of humans was too intriguing to pass up." 

Ben chuckled, "I can't say I blame you. It's pretty amazing to think about what's being accomplished here. And, I can't help but notice that you're quite stunning yourself." He winked at her, enjoying the way her cheeks flushed with a hint of pink. 

Sarah looked away, trying to hide her smile. "Thanks, Ben. But I'm here to work, not to flirt." 

Ben laughed. "Fair enough. But if you ever change your mind, you know where to find me." He gave her a playful wink and walked away, leaving Sarah to ponder his words. 

As he walked down the bridge, he noticed a strange sight out of one of the ship windows. It appeared to be a distant vessel of some sort, and Ben asked one of the nearby ship technicians about it. 

"Oh, that's a Qosid ship." 

"Qosid?" 

The man nodded. "They're an unknown race, one we haven't gathered much data about yet. Our best guess is that they are a highly advanced civilization with superior technology, but we can't say for certain. They seem to be observing us." 

Ben's curiosity piqued. "Have we tried to contact them?" 

The technician shook his head. "No, sir. We're following protocol and keeping our distance until we know more about them. We don't want to risk any potential danger." 

Ben couldn't resist the urge to investigate. "Can we get closer to them?" 

The technician hesitated. "I don't know if that's a good idea, Ben. We don't know anything about them, and they could be dangerous." 

Ben shrugged. "Well, I'm not one to pass up an adventure. I'm going to find a way to get closer to that ship." 

As he walked away, the technician shook his head. "Foolhardy, that one. But I suppose that's why he's so popular with the ladies." 

Meanwhile, Sarah couldn't help but think about Ben's flirtatious comment. She had been so focused on her work that she hadn't thought much about romance or relationships in a long time. But there was something about Ben that intrigued her. Maybe it was his adventurous spirit, or maybe it was just his charming smile. He was also very handsome, and it had been a long time since she'd been with a man. 

Whatever it was, Sarah felt drawn to him in a way she couldn't quite explain. 

As she continued her work, she couldn't help but steal glances at Ben whenever he passed by. He was always so confident and self-assured, and she found herself admiring him more and more with each passing day. But as much as she wanted to get closer to him, she wasn't sure if she was ready to take that leap just yet. 

Ben, meanwhile, wanted to know more about the strange ship. He went to speak with Bri, one of the lead biologists on the team. She was a specialist in alien races, and might know more about the Qosids. 

"Well, from what we know so far, they seem to be a peaceful race," Bri said, her eyes scanning through the data on her tablet. "Very little is known about them, but the few encounters we've had with them suggest that they're quite friendly. However, we can't be too complacent. We still don't know enough about them to let our guard down completely." 

Ben nodded thoughtfully. "I see. But if they're friendly, then what harm could come from getting a little closer to them?" 

Bri raised an eyebrow. "Ben, I know you're always looking for adventure, but this could be dangerous. We need to follow protocol and make sure we're not putting ourselves in harm's way. Remember, we're here to create the next generation of humans, not to take unnecessary risks." 

Ben sighed. "I understand, Bri. But there's something about this that's calling to me. I can't explain it." 

Bri gave him a stern look. "Well, you need to reign it in. Your job here is to breed, remember? Why don't you get busy fucking all these beautiful women on the ship?" 

"All right, all right." It wasn't like he was going to refuse that. "Still, I have a weird feeling about these Qosids. And I'm usually right about these things." 

Bri sighed. "Just promise me you won't do anything dangerous, okay? We need you here more than ever now. You have a responsibility to the human race." 

Ben nodded solemnly. "I understand, Bri. I'll be careful." 

With that, he left the lab to clear his head. He needed a distraction from all the talk of aliens and strange ships in deep space, and he knew just what might do the trick - Amanda, one of the breeding women on board the ship. She was friendly and personable, with blonde hair and big breasts - perfect for taking his mind off all this strangeness for a while. 

So Ben asked her out on a date and she happily accepted. They had dinner together at a nice cafe on the ship - fish tacos paired with sparkling white wine from Earth's vineyards- and talked about everything under the sun from music to movies to their aspirations for the future. She wore a beautiful white dress that was low cut, highlighting her huge tits, no doubt for Ben's enjoyment. 

The date went well, and Ben recognized the flush of arousal in Amanda's cheeks as the night went on. He sensed it was time to get to business, and asked for the check. He escorted her out of the cafe, his hand on her lower back, touching her bare skin through the backless dress. 

"Would you like to come to my room?" he asked. 

She nodded, smiling up at him. "I would love to." 

They made their way to the ship, and he guided her through the corridors until they reached his quarters. He opened the door, showing her inside. The room was lit by a soft blue glow and smelled faintly of jasmine. He offered her a seat on one of the comfy chairs, but she shook her head and moved closer to him instead. 

She looked up into his eyes, and he knew it was time. He leaned in, his lips meeting hers in a passionate kiss. His hands explored her curves as they kissed deeply. Amanda's lips were soft, and she parted them to let his tongue into her mouth. She moaned into him, her arms tight around his neck, the kiss making her wet. 

He finally pulled away from the kiss, looking down at Amanda's flushed face with admiration. "Shall we continue this in the bedroom?" he asked softly, running his fingers through her golden locks. 

Amanda swallowed hard before nodding slowly. She hadn't been this turned on for a while. Even the other men in the program hadn't affected her this strongly. There was something different about Ben. 

Without speaking another word, he swept her into his arms and carried her to the bedroom. He laid her down gently on the bed and began to strip off her gown, pausing only to admire her body - soft curves everywhere, highlighted in the dim light of the room. When she was naked, he shucked off his own clothes quickly before joining her on the bed. 

He leaned over her and started kissing her again, his tongue exploring every inch of her lips. He kissed further down, over her smooth, flat belly, which he knew would soon be swollen with his child. The idea was intensely hot, and his cock throbbed with desire. 

He kissed between her legs, finding her pussy. She was soaking wet for him. She gasped as pleasure shot through her body like an electric shock. He licked and sucked at her soaking wet cunt lips, laving his tongue all around them, gently playing with her clit. He kept up the motion for a while until she was moaning with pleasure and gripping onto him tightly. 

"I'm going to fuck you now," he said, positioning the tip of his hard cock at her wet slit. 

Her eyes looked up at him. "I've been waiting for this since we first met," she said softly. 

She was so wet that his cock slid in easily, and he found himself buried deep inside her before he knew it. He groaned as she wrapped her legs around him, drawing him in deeper, her wet pussy swallowing his cock greedily. 

He began to fuck her, slowly at first, drawing out their pleasure. His cock felt hot and wet inside her, and she was stroking his shaft, urging him on. He picked up his pace, gently pounding her pussy as she stroked him. 

He thrust his cock as deep as he could inside of her wet pussy, taking a second to relish the heat and tightness as he moved his enormous length in and out of her. 

The feeling was incredible, and she moaned loudly at the feeling of his cock stretching her out. "You're so big," she gasped. "I've never had anyone this big inside me." 

He gripped her hips and began to thrust faster inside her, his eyes locked on her face as he enjoyed the feeling of her tight pussy contracting around him as she gasped in pleasure. Her face looked beautiful, softly lit up in the romantic light of his bedroom. The apartments had been crafted to stimulate maximum erotic pleasure with such small lighting enhancements. 

He thrust his cock faster and faster inside of her, the pleasure rising quickly as she moaned in pleasure. He reached out and squeezed one of her tits, pinching her nipple tightly. 

"I'm going to cum, Amanda," he said, looking down at her, his eyes almost black in the darkness. 

She nodded, her eyes closed. "Cum for me, Ben. I want your hot cum inside me." 

"You do?" 

She bit her lip, nodding. "I want your baby." 

He grunted, the dominant alpha rising up inside him. The urge to breed was getting stronger. "Call me Sir, Amanda." 

She gasped, her pussy clenching tight around his powerful, driving cock inside her womb, eager to receive his virile load. "I want your baby...Sir! Please, make me pregnant!" she whispered urgently, her tongue swirling against his ear. 

That was all Ben needed. He grunted, gripping her tits and thumbing her nipples as he held on tight, his cock buried deep inside. He came hard, splashing thick, creamy, hot semen deep inside her fertile womb. The feel of his hot seed inside her sent her over the edge, and she came hard around his cock, her pussy clutching and spasming on his dick. 

His potent sperm found her eggs and began to fertilize them, as her body shuddered from the force of his orgasm. He stayed there for a few moments afterwards, breathing heavily as they both enjoyed the feeling of being connected in such an intimate way. 

Amanda moaned beneath him as his cum filled her up, the pleasure taking over her whole body. She felt fulfilled, and even loved, and for the first time in...longer than she could remember. 

She smiled up at Ben as he withdrew from her slowly, collapsing beside her on the bed. 

"Do you think it worked?" asked Ben. 

She bit her lip and nodded, rubbing her tummy. "You came in me so much. I know I must be getting pregnant right now." 

He kissed her, putting his hand on hers with a smile. "Well, just in case, you can always come back to try again." 

She giggled. He was so handsome, so charming. She was already deeply under his spell. "I'd happily come back even if we already got the job done, just for more of this." She stroked his big cock, which was still of monster size even having gone soft. 

"You would, huh?" 

She nodded, feeling the urge for more of him. 

She moved between his thighs, pressing her lips against his cock and letting out a little moan. His cock began to stir as he watched her, and she wrapped her lips around it, wanting to please him. Her tongue swirled around the head of his shaft. 

"God, you're so big," she said, licking up and down the side of his thick cock. "I've never seen a cock like this before." 

She planted soft kisses along his dick, worshipping it. 

Ben smiled at her, enjoying the sight. His cock was already starting to throb with need again. "You're a naughty girl, Amanda," he said. "Do you like sucking on big dicks?" 

She bit her lip and nodded, looking up into his eyes. "I do...but only yours." 

He grabbed her hair and gently pulled her up towards him. "Then suck on it more," he growled, pulling her in closer. 

Amanda knew what to do, and she eagerly wrapped her lips around his cock again, letting the tip of it slide down her throat. She made soft, gurgling noises as she sucked on the tip of his cock, loving the feeling of his thick cock in her mouth. She wasn't normally one to like giving oral to guys, but Ben was different. His cock embedded in her throat felt amazing, as if she could feel it deep in her pussy at the same time, every thrust sending shocks of pleasure through her whole body. 

Ben gripped her hair roughly as she sucked on him. He began to thrust his hips toward her face, fucking her mouth slowly. She relaxed her throat for him, wanting to do everything she could to make this powerful alpha feel good. He deserved it. It was his right, as the breeding stud he was. 

"I'm going to cum in your throat, Amanda," said Ben. 

Amanda moaned, sucking his cock harder as he began to thrust faster. She loved the feeling of him going in and out of her mouth and throat. Her lips made wet sloppy noises around his big dick. She could feel her pussy becoming wet all over again as she neared another orgasm. 

He grunted, and she felt his cock swell as he came inside her throat. She choked slightly as he deposited a thick load of his hot cum in her mouth, and she closed her mouth to swallow it, getting as much of his semen as she could. His tasty seed was delicious, and it was all she could do to not finish herself off with her fingers while he was cumming in her mouth. 

Amanda looked up into Ben's eyes as he pulled his cock from between her lips. 

Her pussy was swollen, wet. Her need for him, to feel him inside of her, was rising. She looked up at him breathlessly. "I need you inside me," she said softly but urgently. "Please, Ben, let me feel you again." 

"I'm going to give you another load," said Ben, rolling her onto her side and spreading her legs. He spread her pussy lips with one hand, allowing himself a better angle to enter her. 

He positioned his cock at her entrance, rubbing the tip of it against her clit as she moaned quietly. He loved the sight of her body. Her curves were perfect, and her soft skin looked so beautiful in this light. This position was one of his favorites, letting him get nice and deep inside her womb with his cock. 

"Mmmmhh," she moaned, enjoying the sensation of him rubbing his cock against her clit. 

Ben impaled her on his powerful shaft, making Amanda cry out with pleasure. His thick penis began to move in and out of her wet, clutching cunt, a huge orgasm shuddering through her beautiful body. He gripped her heavy, large tits, holding and sucking on them as he fucked her. 

She bit her lip, her pleasure rising with every thrust of his cock. Her pussy was clenching on his cock, milking him. 

"That's it, Amanda, take it," he said. "Take all that big dick in your hot pussy." 

"Anything you want, Sir," she said in a breathy moan. "I love taking your big dick deep inside me!" 

He fucked her hard and rough, needing to pump another load inside her. He was starting to really pound her, and Amanda felt so overpowered, so used by this dominant male, that another incredible orgasm was quickly coming. She cried out, reaching behind to caress his strong neck and shoulders, holding him tight as she was fucked by the rough alpha. 

"That's right," she whispered. "Use me for your pleasure, Sir. I'm your good little breeding bitch. Fuck me and cum inside me!" She couldn't believe the filthy words coming out of her mouth. She'd never talked like this before... but he brought out a side in her she didn't know existed. My inner slut, she realized. 

"I'm going to give you another load, bitch," he growled. "I want to see my seed inside you. I want you to know your pussy is mine." 

She moaned in response, her whole body quivering. "Yes, Sir, your dirty little breeding bitch. I love your big cock! Fuck me and fill me with your cum!" 

That was all Ben needed. 

He began to pound her harder, his cock throbbing with need inside her. 

She moaned loudly as he filled her up again, his thick semen mixing with her pussy juices and spilling from her pussy as he continued to thrust into her. 

She knew that she'd never been so thoroughly and completely fucked than by Ben. She thought back to the other men she'd been with so far aboard the vessel. None could compare to Ben. He was rough, dominant, and he had a huge dick. She loved being used by him. 

She wanted to feel herself get impregnated by this dominant male. His thick, potent seed was already inside her, and she knew that she would be carrying his child soon. No matter what her future held, she would be utterly devoted to him. 
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A hot preview 

Ben began to thrust slowly, drawing the experience out as long as possible. Dahlia tightened her grip on the sheets, her back arching and her hips rising to meet his thrusts. 

Ben ran his hands over her breasts, pinching her nipples between his fingers. She gasped and bit her lower lip, her teeth sinking in as Ben continued to fuck her. Her breasts rose and fell with each thrust, her breathing quickening now. 

Ben felt her body tense underneath him, and he increased the pace of his thrusts, slamming his hard cock into her as she came. She bowed her back and cried out, a deep moan that sent a thrill through Ben's body. He continued to thrust, driving his cock in deep, then pulling back with a wet sound. 

"Oh, you feel so big inside me," she moaned, leaning back on the bed and spreading her legs wider. "Fuck me, Sir." 

He began to thrust into her, his cock filling her up completely, and she moaned in pleasure as he worked his shaft in and out of her. She arched her back as he thrust deep inside her, loving the feeling of his cock filling her tight channel. 

"That's it, Sir," she moaned. "Fuck me." 

The Xerion Program: Part VII  

As she promised, Nylara helped Ben and Dian gather a rescue crew and ship to take on the Qosid vessel. When they had prepared, they set off, knowing a battle was likely in store for them. 

The Qosid ship loomed ahead as they approached it, its black hull menacing and terrible. Ben's heart raced faster with every inch closer, but Nylara's warriors stood strong beside him; no fear showed on their faces as they readied themselves for battle. 

Shots from laser cannons echoed in the air as both sides engaged in a heated battle. But Ben was undeterred- he knew that if he could get close enough to board them, they had a chance at victory. 

He shouted orders and the crew propelled their ship forward, taking no prisoners. All around them seemed to be in chaos, but Dian stood out with a powerful determination in her eyes. She was focused on the task ahead, and it was clear that she wouldn't let anything stand in their way. 

As they got close enough to board the vessel, Dian stepped up to take action. With a wave of her hand, she sent out a shockwave of energy that left the Qosid fighters paralyzed. In a matter of moments they were completely incapacitated and Ben's crew was able to make quick work of securing the ship for their own use. 

Meanwhile, Dian continued her efforts by calling upon her mental abilities to disrupt the electrical systems onboard the vessel and had them shut down completely. This would ensure no one on board could activate weapons or takeovers while they made their escape. 

But even as Ben and his warriors were preparing to leave, there was one figure that remained standing in the midst of all the chaos. Kytha, the Qosid leader, had been watching the battle unfold from a distance and now stepped forward with a strange confidence in her eyes. She leered at Ben. "You may get away now, but you will not escape us. The Qosids have forces you cannot even dream of, Ben." 

"Maybe. Maybe not. All I know is we're not sticking around to find out," he answered. 

And with that, he turned to join Dian and the others as they boarded their ship to return home. 

As soon as they were aboard their vessel, Dian activated its stealth mode and allowed them to make a quick escape without being detected by Kytha's forces. 

"Whew," said Ben, sinking into his chair on the bridge of the ship. "That was tough. Did everyone get out safely?" he asked, looking to Dian. 

She nodded, looking over a small data pad. "As I can see, all crew members have been accounted for." 

"Good." 

He turned to the pilot. "Set a course for Xerion. We're going home." 

***** 

Ben returned to his cabin that evening, feeling relieved. The ordeal with the Qosids had been a close call, but at least they'd all gotten out alive. Now maybe we'll have some peace and be able to get on with our mission. 

He was interrupted from his thoughts by the small bell indicating someone wanted to enter his cabin. "Come in," he answered. 

It was Dahlia, the beautiful woman he'd first mated with as his initial breeding partner for the program. "Ben!" she said, hurrying into his arms. "I'm so glad you're safe." 

He hugged her tightly, then pulled back to look at her. "I am, Dahlia. What about you? Are you unharmed?" 

She nodded. "Yes, I'm fine. But I was so worried about you." 

Ben smiled at her, grateful for her concern. She had been with him since the beginning of the program and had been his closest companion during their travels. "I'm glad you're here," he said. 

Dahlia leaned in and kissed him, her lips soft and warm against his. Ben felt his body respond to her touch, the desire for her sudden and intense. He deepened the kiss, pulling her closer to him as his hands roamed down her back. 

"Do you think we're out of danger now?" she asked, pulling back from the kiss. 

"I do," he answered. "The Qosids were just trying to scare us. They'll never be able to catch up with us, or even find us again." 

"Good. Because I want to be with you again," she said. 

She took his hand and pulled him towards the bed, then reached for the buttons of her gown. In one swift motion, she undid it, letting it fall to her feet. She was naked underneath, her large breasts beautiful and inviting, her nipples hard points. 

Ben felt his cock quickly growing to full mast. He moved to her, putting his arms around her and pulling her in for another deep kiss. I missed her, he realized. She was my 'first' on the vessel. Maybe I have a deeper connection to her than I thought. 

Dahlia moaned into his lips, returning the kiss eagerly. She pulled away and reached for his shirt, unbuttoning it and pulling it off of him, as if she couldn't wait to get her hands on his body. Soon he was naked as well. 

He began to push her down on the bed, but she stopped him. "No," she said. "I want to taste you first." 

"Your wish is my command," Ben answered playfully. He watched as she knelt in front of him, his cock standing high and strong before her. She took him in her hands, looking up into his eyes as she leaned forward to take his cock into her mouth. 

"Mmmm," she said, moaning quietly as she wrapped her lips around him and began to suck and lick. As she did, her tongue flicked gently at his balls, lapping at them lovingly. 

Ben moaned with pleasure. "That feels so good, Dahlia," he breathed, gripping the bedspread in his hands as she continued to lick and suck him. 

"You like that?" she asked playfully, looking up at him with an impish smile. "I'm glad." 

He groaned as she massaged his balls with her hands, then slowly began to stroke his shaft with one hand as she continued to suck and lick his cock. 

"You're too good," he said. "I'm gonna cum if you keep that up." 

She smiled and released him, then moved on the bed and spread her legs. "Come, Ben. Sir...come inside me." 

She spread her pussy lips for him, her sex wet and inviting. He stretched her cunt around his thick cock, the tip sinking into her. 

"Mmmm," she moaned, gripping the sheets. 

Ben began to thrust slowly, drawing the experience out as long as possible. Dahlia tightened her grip on the sheets, her back arching and her hips rising to meet his thrusts. 

Ben ran his hands over her breasts, pinching her nipples between his fingers. She gasped and bit her lower lip, her teeth sinking in as Ben continued to fuck her. Her breasts rose and fell with each thrust, her breathing quickening now. 

Ben felt her body tense underneath him, and he increased the pace of his thrusts, slamming his hard cock into her as she came. She bowed her back and cried out, a deep moan that sent a thrill through Ben's body. He continued to thrust, driving his cock in deep, then pulling back with a wet sound. 

"Oh, you feel so big inside me," she moaned, leaning back on the bed and spreading her legs wider. "Fuck me, Sir." 

He began to thrust into her, his cock filling her up completely, and she moaned in pleasure as he worked his shaft in and out of her. She arched her back as he thrust deep inside her, loving the feeling of his cock filling her tight channel. 

"That's it, Sir," she moaned. "Fuck me." 

Ben pumped his cock into her, feeling her pussy tighten around his cock. He continued to thrust into her, feeling her wetness drip down his shaft. 

"Fill me up with your cum, Sir," she moaned, her voice ragged with need. "I want to feel you cum inside me." 

Her words pushed him over the edge. He felt his balls tighten and he exploded inside of her, filling her with his cum. 

Her nails dragged down his shoulders, her gasps of pleasure filling the room. She came a second time on his cock. He shot hot, thick jets of sperm into her womb, coating her inner walls with his seed. 

They lay together, panting, and Ben kissed her long and hard. 

Dahlia whimpered softly against his lips. 

"What is it?" he asked. 

"I don't want this to end," she answered, burying her face in his neck. "I want it to last forever." 

"So do I, Dahlia," he said, wrapping his arms around her. "So do I." 

***** 

The next morning, Dian came to Ben's cabin. "We've just received a transmission, Sir," she said. "We're almost back to Xerion." She pulled up her data pad. "The welcoming commander wants to speak with you, if you're ready." 

Ben smiled at her and gestured for her to come in and have a seat. "Good work, Dian. Let's see it." 

The screen on the wall opposite the bed lit up with the image of a woman. She was standing on a bridge overlooking a planet's surface. "This is Commander Elizabeth Rathe of Xerion Proper. We've been waiting for your return. We're eagerly looking forward to the results of the breeding program." 

"Commander," Ben said. "We should be there in two days. When we arrive, we have plenty of data to share." 

She nodded. "That's good to hear. I trust your couplings have been successful?" 

"I have a 100% success rate in the program, yes." 

"Excellent. We'll get the full report when you land." She hesitated, looking away for a minute, as if someone else was in the room. "Ben, I...suggest that perhaps, if you can, you might delay your arrival." 

"Delay it?" He frowned. "But why?" 

"Some...bad weather." Something was weird about the way she was talking, but Ben couldn't figure it out. 

"Bad weather?" He raised a brow. "All right. We'll keep it in mind." 

"Good," she said abruptly. "Rathe out." 

The transmission went dark, and Dian turned to him. 

"I think they're looking forward to us coming back," she said, smiling. 

"Good." 

**** 

Ben waited impatiently for the journey to end. When they were finally approaching Xerion, he went to the top deck to watch their descent. 

But instead of the lush hills and green pastures of Xerion, Ben was greeted by the sight of the planet in ruins. He gasped as he saw a group of Qosids raiding the planet, taking his people into slavery. The sky was filled with smoke from burning buildings and destroyed ships. The sun was blocked by dark clouds, casting a gloomy shadow over what had once been a beautiful planet. 

He watched in horror as the Qosids looted homes and businesses, taking anything that they could get their hands on. 

Buildings were destroyed, the streets were empty and a thick pall of smoke hung over the broken landscape. 

His people were nowhere to be seen - they had all been taken into slavery by the invaders. Ben couldn't bear to look any longer; he turned away from the viewscreen and sank down onto one of the control chairs, his heart heavy with sorrow for his people. 

"What the hell happened?" he asked. "Someone get me a report!" 

Dian pulled up her data pad, bringing up a map of the planet. "There was a ground attack two days ago," she said. "There was a small invasion force and - " 

Ben cut her off. "Was there any warning?" he asked. 

"None," Dian said. 

"Where is everyone?" 

Dian looked at him, her brow furrowed with concern. "We don't know. We've started a search." 

"Have you located any survivors?" 

"We're not sure what happened to them." She looked back down at her data pad. "We've only found a few small groups so far, and they're all being rounded up by the invaders." 

Ben watched as they displayed a scan of the planet below, showing the number of people captured. There were just over twenty thousand people taken in the invasion. 

He gritted his teeth, remembering Kytha's words. "I had a bad feeling about the Qosids all along," he growled. "It seems I was right." 

"What do we do now?" Dian asked. 

Ben looked at the planet below, his expression grim. "We have to save our people. We've got to get them back." 

"But how?" 

He thought, trying to come up with a plan. "Commander Rathe," he said. "Can you contact her?" 

"I can try." Dian punched in some keys on her pad. 

"But I'm not getting a response. It's as if she's disappeared." 

Ben frowned. He knew that Commander Rathe was the one person who could help them, but it seemed she was nowhere to be found. He looked at Dian with a pained expression. 

"Do you think you can find out where she went?" he asked. 

Dian nodded and began typing on her data pad again. After a few minutes, she found something interesting in the ship logs: it appeared that Commander Rathe had recently traveled to a nearby star system only days before the invasion started. 

"It looks like she might have been trying to warn us about the Qosids," Dian said, handing him the report from the logs. "That communication you had with her? She was trying to clue us in. We just didn't know." 

"You're right." Bad weather, she'd said. "It wasn't the weather...she knew they were going to invade, but someone was holding her hostage." Ben quickly read through it and sighed heavily, finally understanding why they had been caught off guard. "We were too late." He said sadly. "If we'd known sooner, perhaps we could have stopped this from happening." 

He shook off the feelings. "At any rate. Finding her is our best bet. If we can do that, she'll help us gather a resistance force... and we can free the survivors." 

Together, he and Dian looked to the horizon, setting forth on their new mission to find the Commander and save Xerion - and its people. 
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