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            CRAVE TO CONQUER

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        He conquered an empire, but she is his true obsession.

      

        

      
        Despite conquering a powerful throne, Emperor Drocco wants an omega.

      

        

      
        After hearing tales of their devotion and submissive nature, he must have one of his own. But omegas disappeared over 100 years ago.

      

        

      
        When he hires beautiful historian, Cailyn, to help him find them, the attraction between them is instant. Yet her disrespectful attitude and disinterest infuriates him. He aches to dominate her, to teach her to respect him. But he can’t jeopardize his goal.

      

        

      
        So, he harbors his dark desire and waits.

      

        

      
        As a seasoned spy, Cailyn is used to concealing her omega identity. Her mission was straightforward; infiltrate the emperor’s palace and don’t, under any circumstances, draw his attention.

      

        

      
        But he rarely leaves her side. Savage and cruel, with rugged good looks, he is the epitome of a true Alpha, and the most intolerable male she has ever encountered.

      

        

      
        His obsession with her grows, becoming almost unbearable, until one terrible night...

      

        

      
        He can suddenly scent what she really is. His.

      

        

      
        BEWARE: This story is only for those who love an over-the-top possessive, dark anti-hero who will do anything to have his woman. See author website for full warnings.
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        Crave To Conquer is a dark romance set in a fantasy world and contains potentially triggering situations including dub-con, torture, and violence. Please visit my website for the full list of warnings/triggers.
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            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        DROCCO

      

      

      

      Drocco glared into the eyes of the traitor as he severed his head.

      The squelch, pop, and ripping of flesh and ligaments filled the Great Hall as Drocco’s dagger tore through the man’s neck. His vast army of Alphas, the Lox, packed out the entire space from wall to wall, their fury made obvious by the burn in their eyes and the growled curses they muttered.

      The traitor, an Alpha himself, had been bold enough to grit his teeth and keep his grunts low, trying to avoid screaming, but by the time Drocco’s dagger scraped bone, his voice was hoarse and blood bubbled through his lips. He had been one of Drocco’s most fearsome warriors and yet a bitter hatred had appeared in his eyes when Drocco uncovered the truth about his loyalty. That hatred stained his expression in death, permanently declaring his true feelings for Drocco and the Lox.

      Finally, Drocco lifted the man’s head into the air, as his body thudded to the ground. The hall erupted into a vicious cheer, his warriors pumping their fists and yelling out in triumph. Shouts of approval also came from the surplus of Alphas that spilled out into the corridors surrounding the hall.

      Drocco held still, allowing the man’s stinking blood and slime to slosh down his arm and splatter onto the raised platform he stood on. “This man has been with us for six months,” he bellowed into the noise. “He has been a member of the most feared, most revered, most skilled army known to all Lands. He has trained with us, fought with us, learned from us.” He paused to look around the hall. “He has been privy to powerful strategies that resulted in some of our most successful victories. And he was a traitor!” Drocco’s roar soared across the enormous hall. Silence pressed over the hall now, all eyes fixed on Drocco up on the platform.

      “His death is not a victory. This betrayal reflects badly on all of us! We are Lox. We do not abide traitors. Not for one day, let alone six fucking months! All of you are responsible for this man remaining undetected for so long.”

      He could almost feel the seven hundred Alphas before him bristle in unison. It was the first time he had implied that they were at fault for any traitors found among them, but he was not going to let it slide this time. As an army of over twelve thousand, they all had to be vigilant. He specifically looked along the front of the crowd where his generals stood. They each secured a territory in the expansive Eastern Lands Drocco had conquered and each had a Lox division they were responsible for. They needed to be aware that Drocco had seen their faces at this briefing.

      “We do not know what information has gone to the Western Lands,” he continued to bellow. “We do not know what they plan for us. We have only just secured the Eastern Lands and it will be stripped from us if we cannot protect ourselves from these underhanded tactics by deviants across the White Ocean. Under my leadership, we have conquered every city, every territory, and every district that I promised. We are here, Alphas. We have made it. I have done it.

      “But I also made you a vow when the Lox formed. A vow that would ensure you live full and complete lives as the Alphas you deserve to be and I cannot fulfill that vow if I’m being targeted from within my own ranks.”

      Stillness gripped the Alphas before him so securely, they seemed like statues. He threw the man’s dripping head to one side.

      “All warriors need to be watched carefully by each of us. Anything suspicious should be reported. You know the culture by which we live and if a man is not a part of it, he doesn’t belong here, traitor or not. I do not expect to be spending my time dealing with this shit again within the next six months.”

      A ripple of nods moved through the crowd with many pushing their chests forward and broadening their stances. Drocco suspected some of them believed he was questioning their loyalty and abilities, and in a way, he was. It wasn’t enough to be a ruthless Alpha—that wasn’t the only thing that set them apart from other armies. They had to be intelligent too. Alphas were capable of both, and any Alpha in his army needed to be, as a matter of requirement, or they might as well die with the traitors.

      Drocco stepped to the edge of the platform. “We are the only Alpha army in existence. If we fall to the stereotype pressed upon us, we are no better than those we deem unworthy of the name Lox.” He let the words hang in the air for a long moment before adding, “I am contemplating whether to still move forward with the celebration planned at the turn of the season. I’m not sure it’s deserved.”

      He stalked off the platform to the servants holding the large bowl of water to wash his hands and arms. As he soaped up, the warriors remained silent. His commander, Torin, approached, his gray eyes searching Drocco’s face. Drocco ignored him. He already knew Torin would think he had gone too far in basically accusing them of treason, but he didn’t care. Another servant gave him a towel to dry with and he left the Great Hall without another word.

      The Alphas filling the surrounding corridors parted for him and soon he marched along an empty passageway. Torin, who had followed him from the hall, kept pace beside him. At Torin’s insistence, and Drocco’s annoyance, Lox guards followed him wherever he went, but in the palace they stayed further behind.

      “Was he the last?” Drocco asked without looking at him, his voice hard.

      “For now, yes,” Torin replied.

      “For now?” Drocco almost barked. “I want all of Malloron’s spies, like that one, out of my Empire. Permanently.”

      “It is impossible to detect them when we don’t understand the Talent, Drocco,” Torin said wearily, like he had done many times before.

      Drocco stopped abruptly, turning to look Torin in the eye. “That excuse is wearing thin, Torin. If we cannot protect the Empire from that asshole, we don’t deserve to keep it. I don’t want the Talent to even exist in my Empire and certainly not in my palace. Those who manipulate magic can never be trusted, and that is the only way that bastard operates. Find a way to get rid of his fucking spies.”

      Torin dipped his head in a nod. “I will, Drocco.”

      Drocco held his eye for a moment. Torin was the only one permitted to call him by his first name, and the only person he truly trusted and confided in. Having known each other since childhood, Torin had weathered all aspects of Drocco’s mood and yet still remained by his side. Drocco had never known Torin to let him down but leading an army was not the same as running an Empire. He needed to consider that Torin may not be up to this job. He was a Beta, after all.

      Torin seemed to read his gaze. “It will be done,” he insisted.

      Drocco turned and continued down the corridor. “I’m going to the training grounds.”

      “The historian from Vamore arrived an hour ago during the trial,” Torin said. “I thought you might be interested in meeting her.”

      Drocco slowed. “Where is she?”

      “In the research room. She was eager to get started.”

      “Good,” Drocco said. He had demoted the ruler of Vamore from king to duke, and since then the man had been reluctant to send any of his accomplished historians to Drocco’s palace in Ashens. Drocco had been close to sending a small fleet to destroy Vamore and remind the Beta ruler that he resided in the Lox Empire now and could not refuse the emperor. Luckily the man had seen sense before it had been necessary. If the historian the duke sent was eager to help him push his investigation forward, that was even better. “I’ll go and meet her first. Begin the preparations for the celebration.”

      Torin’s brows rose. “You still want to have it?”

      “Yes. It’s not just for the army, it’s also about solidifying the Lox Empire. I want the rulers of all of the cities and territories in attendance. They need to know the expectations of them if they are to keep their positions. I will decide later if the army will attend.”

      Torin nodded. “They should if you want to display your power.”

      Drocco grunted in agreement. “Make the preparations.”

      Torin stopped to bow and then turned back the way they came. Drocco watched him, a bubble of amusement rippling through his somber mood. That bow had been a salute only two short months ago. Now he was worthy of a bow. He turned and continued down the corridor.

      The palace Drocco had inherited after destroying the King of Ashens was enormous. In fact, it was almost a small village, a ridiculous size for the king’s family and small army. Drocco would have been surprised if they managed to fill even a quarter of it. However, it was clear it had been well built, with materials like marble, glass, and crystal being used in the king’s private areas. The Lox filled it out nicely and it provided all necessary areas and rooms for them to settle comfortably.

      A general air of peace drifted on the horizon for the Lox for the first time, and Drocco looked forward to it. He was finally in a position to address the vow he’d made to himself and his army—the one that had had every Alpha clamoring to be by his side—and now he had unlimited resources at his disposal to devote to it.

      He turned down a series of corridors until he reached the library wing and then swung open the double doors to the main room where his research was stored.

      Most of the books had been pulled from the shelves and stacked in short piles on multiple tables across the space and on the floor. Sheets of parchment seemed to be spread along every surface and balancing everywhere, while the folders that had held them were open in various areas of the room.

      Drocco pinpointed the woman hunched over a desk in the far corner, peering at a sheet of parchment through handheld glass frames while bouncing tendrils of her hair dangled over the desk.

      He maneuvered through the mess of the room to where she was, becoming increasingly annoyed that she hadn’t addressed him when he entered. She didn’t even straighten as he approached—surely she couldn’t be that absorbed in her work.

      “Found something worth sharing?” he asked, breaking the silence.

      “When I need something, I’ll let you know,” she said, in an efficient tone tinged with annoyance. “That will be all.”

      A shot of irritation flared through Drocco. “I didn’t realize historians had the authority to dismiss me.”

      The woman’s head shot up, her face in a scowl until she saw who stood before her. Her deep brown eyes widened and she immediately straightened and dropped her head, her hands clasped in front of her. “My apologies, your Imperial Majesty. I wasn’t expecting you.” On the small side for a Beta, she stood straight and confident, suggesting she had experience with statesmen or royals.

      Drocco found himself slightly irritated. Although he appreciated her professionalism, it was rare that someone of her size remained unfazed by his. He was the largest Alpha known in the Eastern Lands, and while it was a petty reaction for him to have, he found it bothered something innate within him. “This is my investigation; you will be working directly with me.”

      The woman’s head rose slowly, confusion in her eyes. “Working… with you? Oh… I-I thought⁠—”

      Drocco looked her over as she cast around for something to say. Her dark brown eyes swept the room, avoiding him, and her curly copper-brown hair seemed to sway on its own with hardly any encouragement. Her features were pleasing—petite and well portioned—in fact, she was extremely attractive, even though no one thing about her stood out as being remarkable.

      “I assumed you would be too busy to actually conduct the investigation yourself, your Imperial Majesty,” she said, finally.

      “You think there is anything more important right now than finding out what has happened to all the Omegas?” Drocco asked, almost mockingly. Everyone knew of the phenomenon and no one could explain it.

      “I don’t presume to know what is important to you,” the Beta woman commented, somewhat dryly. “I’m just here to do a job.”

      Drocco’s nostrils flared. “What?”

      The woman’s eyes widened and she lowered her head again. “I cannot assume what is important to you, your Imperial Majesty. I was only sent here to confirm and order your research.”

      Drocco stared at her. She had most certainly spoken out of turn. And yet, when asked to clarify her statement, she had simply repeated it. Choosing to let it slide, for now, he gestured to the piles of books and stacks of parchment. “Is there a reason for this mess? Have you found something?”

      “Many of your records are out of order, your Imperial Majesty. I’m trying to sort them so that they make sense chronologically.”

      “That isn’t much progress. I could get an administrator in here to do that.”

      “Yes, you could have,” the woman said, in a low voice. “It would have made things easier for me.”

      Drocco’s eyes narrowed, though with her head bowed, she couldn’t see his face. “What is your name?” he asked.

      “Miss Cailyn Lefroy.”

      She was unbonded. A satisfaction mellowed in him at the thought. Drocco frowned at the feeling and cast it aside. Why the hell did that matter? “Did you find that your rude and disrespectful attitude earned you favors in Vamore?”

      The woman rose her head again, her eyes wide. “No… I apologize if I have displayed such an attitude, your Imperial Majesty. I’m known for my honesty and sometimes it can come across as being… I thought you would appreciate honesty.”

      Drocco said nothing. In truth, he preferred honesty in all situations, but only wanted boldness from his warriors. Everyone else should be submissive to him and it was his right to expect that. “Honesty and rudeness are not mutually exclusive. Find the balance.”

      She frowned, and an urge to grab her neck came over him, but then her brows smoothed and her head dropped again. “I offer my apologies, your Imperial⁠—”

      “Emperor,” he interrupted, annoyed with the long and awkward address. “Call me Emperor.”

      “Emperor,” she whispered.

      A slither of pleasure shuddered through him at the sound of her voice so quiet and intimate. He stilled, unfamiliar with the feeling. Something about her voice affected him. He watched her closely, looking at her stance and manner. She was a normal Beta, a little too bold, but nothing remarkable. He fucked plenty of Beta women but none of them had caused any kind of desire without more provocation than a tone of voice. Maybe he was due to get under one—it had been at least a week since he last had a woman in his bed.

      He gazed at the historian for a moment longer and then moved away, back into the center of the room. “Tell me what you know.”

      The Beta lifted her head. “It has been at least one hundred and eleven years since Omegas began disappearing. First, all the adult Omegas in this city, Ashens, and then all surrounding cities and territories. The Western Lands reported the same about half a year after. The last publicly known sighting of an Omega was on the White Ocean, and it is said she drowned.

      “Then female children began disappearing—young children under the age of twelve before their dynamic could be discovered. Currently, female children are still disappearing soon after birth. It is assumed that all missing females are Omegas who have not yet been declared as such. Although many precautions are taken, it’s impossible to predict which child may be targeted since their dynamic is not known.”

      Drocco turned toward the woman and watched her. She relaxed as she spoke, getting into her stride. The collared, tawny tunic that skimmed her curves was typical of Vamore wear but it didn’t show enough of her natural shape for Drocco’s liking.

      “Children are still being taken all over the known Lands but with the prolonged lack of available Omegas, the Omega and Alpha birth rates are beginning to decline. Most Alphas born over the last few decades have been to Beta parents and they only come from Betas who have Alphas in their immediate family.”

      “I don’t need to know about the effects of this on the Lands,” Drocco interjected. He was highly sensitive to the fact that Alphas could eventually become endangered if the current situation continued, but he refused to discuss it with anyone. “I want to know how to find them or stop them from being taken.”

      “From what I have gathered, it is almost impossible to stop the Omega children being taken. There are mishaps and coincidences that cause no one to be around when they disappear. Many claim the use of the Talent is the reason—reports suggest that bodyguards lose their memories and locked rooms remained undisturbed, however, there is no concrete proof of this. It is possible, and likely, that all of the Omegas are still alive, although whether they are in good health cannot be known.”

      Drocco’s attention peaked. “How do you know they’re alive?”

      “There is nothing to suggest they are killed when they are taken or that they are killed at all,” the historian said, moving around the corner desk to a stack of parchment on a smaller desk next to it. “The late King of Ashens made agreements with all territories that exist in the Eastern, Western, and Southern Lands. Every city was searched peacefully and no bodies were ever found. There was also a sighting of a carriage filled with Omegas heading toward Neka twenty years ago. At the time, the witness thought herself mistaken but soon after, Beta males in the area claimed they could smell that Omegas had been there.”

      “Why was this never made public?” Drocco asked.

      “The ruler of Neka didn’t want to be accused of harboring Omegas and have his territory turned upside down by numerous rulers on the say-so of a few unreliable witnesses. So he suppressed the information.”

      “Neka is now part of the Lox Empire,” Drocco said, his voice low. “He will have to answer to me.”

      “That ruler died five years ago,” the woman said. “He was succeeded by his daughter.”

      “It makes no difference,” Drocco said, dismissively. “She accepted his title so she must accept his mistakes.”

      The historian said nothing. She stood by the smaller desk, a wad of parchment in her hands.

      “Continue,” Drocco ordered.

      “That is all I can say for certain right now, your Imp— Emperor.”

      Drocco nodded. She seemed to already know more detail than he did. “You will work in this room and liaise only with me on this. Nothing is to be copied or taken from this room. Understood?”

      The woman hesitated. “May I ask why, Emperor? It’s just that many of the records are decaying and if they were copied⁠—”

      “This information has been collected over the last eighty years starting from my grandfather’s time. It holds witness accounts, detailed descriptions, statistics and information that can no longer be readily found. It shall not leave this room. If you have a concern about a record becoming destroyed, you speak to me.”

      The woman nodded. “Understood.”

      “How long will it take you to compile all of this information?”

      “Will I get any assistance?”

      “No.”

      She pressed her lips together, surveying the room. “Three months.”

      “That’s too long,” Drocco growled.

      “Then I need assistance. At least three administrators should lessen the workload and bring it down to one month.”

      “You are aware that this information is highly sought after?” Drocco said. “I cannot allow it to fall into the hands of those that would make more significant progress than me.”

      The woman’s eyes narrowed. “Is this a competition for you?”

      “It is a challenge,” Drocco said, sharply. “One that everyone else has failed.”

      “You have already united the Eastern Lands under one name, how many challenges do you need to accomplish in your lifetime to feel complete?”

      “Every single one that presents itself to me,” Drocco barked.

      The woman ground her jaw together, her eyes flashing. “Then give me three months. The Omegas have already been missing for over one hundred years. What is three months?”

      A sudden shock hit Drocco like a pail of ice cold water. She was arguing with him. And what was more astonishing was that he hadn’t even noticed at first.

      He moved to her in a flash, whipping up sheets of parchment in his wake. Planting himself in front of her, he trapped her against the desk, as parchment floated down around them. “You seem to have a problem understanding your place,” he said between gritted teeth. A hot annoyance buzzed within him accompanied by something he couldn’t quite identify.

      She began to lower her head, but he grabbed her neck and forced her head up. “Oh no you don’t,” he murmured. “Do not try to adopt a meek stance now. You are one of those Betas who think you already rule the world but I can assure you, Betas will never get to that point. I will find the Omegas we deserve, and a whole generation of Alphas will be born.”

      She stared up at him with those bright eyes and he rubbed his hand over the smooth skin of her neck and lower jaw, so small he could easily crush it with a sharp squeeze. Her honey-colored skin felt like velvet and he found himself staring at it, a thrum of desire skipping through him. It had definitely been too long since he’d had a woman.

      “You seem to be a challenge all of your own,” he mused. “You have an unruly manner, even for a Beta. I’m surprised you have been allowed this position.”

      “I’m the best there is,” she said, her voice strained.

      He realized he held her too tight, but squeezed her neck tighter before releasing her. She gasped for breath but didn’t lower her head.

      Something about her was intriguing. Drocco looked into her eyes for any signs of submission, any hint of why he might be attracted to her, but there was none. He leaned into her, then frowned. Her scent was disappointingly bland. Still, part of him wanted to have her imprisoned and tortured, while the other part ached to bend her over and fuck her right there. All of him wanted to dominate her; have her recognize him as Alpha and submit accordingly. But any time he forced a Beta to submit as an Omega naturally would, it rendered them mostly useless for anything else. He couldn’t make use of her skills on the investigation if she was begging for his cock every hour.

      “You will have your three months,” he said.

      She took a shaky breath and nodded, finally lowering her head.

      He turned and left the room. Those three months were for him as much as for her. He would enjoy her beauty, her skills, and her defiance and then make her pay for each and every indiscretion when the investigation ended. He smiled, thinking of her snappy retorts, her pretty mouth, and all that curly hair. It would be worth it.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        CAILYN

      

      

      
      As soon as the emperor left, Cailyn let out a heavy breath of relief. She fell against the desk trembling, bracing herself with both hands and breathing deeply. What the fuck was that? It was almost as if he could tell she was an Omega.

      Steadying herself, she made her way back to the desk in the corner and sat down. Closing her eyes, she focused her mind and checked her magical blocks from the top of her head through her entire body to the soles of her feet. All were securely in place.

      She opened her eyes, biting her lip in thought. The emperor’s behavior had made her think at least one of her blocks had been knocked askew. He glared at her with those cold black eyes as though he knew she hid something, and when he grabbed her, he rubbed her neck like he wanted to force her to submit. The crazy thing was, she almost did. She almost went limp as soon as his massive, rough hand closed around her neck and jaw, and she’d had to fight against the automatic reaction. She shouldn’t have had that response—that was the whole point of the fucking blocks.

      She sighed and rubbed her forehead. The emperor was much more terrifying than she’d imagined. Massive, bulky, and animalistic, he was so Alpha he was almost a ridiculous stereotype. His wild black hair, the way he prowled the room, his arrogance and demands—all typical of an Alpha with no limit to his ego. The only thing that had surprised her was his way of communicating. Most Alphas lacked the patience to reason with anyone. The emperor had shown great patience with her rebellious comments and she had expected punishment when she kept pushing. She hadn’t been able to help it. With her Omega instincts blocked, it was easy to be as pushy and sarcastic as she wanted, and it was difficult not to be when she utterly despised him. He represented every reason why Omegas would never return to normal society. The fact he thought he deserved them, like they were property to be owned, was enough of a reason to fuck up his investigation.

      Tapping her fingers on the desk, Cailyn surveyed the room but did not see any of it. Now she had met him, she could properly form a plan. Firstly, her reaction to him needed to be corrected. He had to have been emitting Alpha pheromones, and if she hadn’t been blocked, her superior Omega sense of smell would have been overwhelmed and she would have ended up at his feet in a pool of slick begging him to fill her. She shouldn’t have been physically affected by him at all and couldn’t afford for that to happen again. She was the most accomplished Omega in the compound with the Talent, which was the reason why she was given the mission in the first place
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