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A hot preview…

"Do you know how to awaken an Ancient?" she whispered.

"I'm assuming you'll teach me."

"Of course."

"Then teach me."

She grinned, then moved back into Theodric's arms, placing one hand on his shoulder as she kissed his neck tenderly. "First," she murmured against his skin, "we have to do a little ritual."

"Ritual?"

"Yes, it starts with you putting that huge, hard cock inside me again."

Theodric looked into her eyes, then at her body, and he was filled with a renewed sense of desire. He didn't care how many children she would have or if she was barren at all. He needed to do this. If she was lying about all this, then so be it. She was worth it, and so was this kingdom. He leaned down to kiss her deeply, pulling her tightly against him. He had to have her one more time before they started. She returned his embrace eagerly, moaning against his lips and grinding against him until his hardness pressed against her abdomen. He reached down, grabbing her ass and lifting her into the air with one hand, holding her close as he pushed forward and entered her with ease.

"Oh, yes," Nyadara moaned softly against Theodric's mouth. "I need to feel your power."
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Theodric woke the next day, his body tangled in the sheets, a pleasant soreness radiating through his muscles. The memories of the night before flooded back to him, and a satisfied grin spread across his face. He turned to find Nyadara still asleep beside him, her hair cascading over the pillow, a peaceful expression on her face.

He carefully untangled himself from the sheets and slipped out of bed, making his way to the small table where Nyadara kept her letters and scrolls. As his eyes scanned the room, he caught sight of a map hung on the wall, displaying the never-ending expanse of the kingdom he had sworn to protect.

A sense of duty washed over Theodric as he realized there were pressing matters that needed his attention. He couldn't stay in Nyadara's embrace forever, no matter how tempting it was.

Quietly, he drew open the heavy curtains, allowing a beam of sunlight to pierce through the darkness. The morning light illuminated the room, casting golden hues upon Nyadara's sleeping form. Theodric couldn't help but marvel at her beauty once again.

Gently, he leaned over and pressed a soft kiss upon her forehead before leaving the chamber. He made his way through the castle corridors and into his private study. It was time to attend to his duties as king.

As the hours passed, Theodric poured over endless reports and correspondence from his advisers. His mind was filled with strategies, alliances to be forged, and conflicts that needed resolution. The weight of his responsibilities pressed heavily upon him.

In a momentary break from his work, Theodric glanced out of the window, looking out at the grim scene of his camp.  His soldiers had mostly died.

So what was left? 

The castle, Tiriene.  That was his goal.  Despite the hardships, the loss... he had lost everything.  Every single one of his wives...as far as he knew, even his children were now dead.

'My sons...my boys...my wives.'

Theodric felt himself drawn to tears.

'If only I had stopped Lilea...'

But there was no use crying about it, his sons and wives were dead.

"If only," he muttered.

It was a useless word, one he had been using often lately.

"If only" wasn't going to bring back his family, or his kingdom.

He was a king.

A king who had failed his people.

'How could I have failed so badly?'

He couldn't even bring himself to think of the word "defeat."

No, he wouldn't let the defeat become permanent.

He had a responsibility.

Theodric turned back to Nyadara. She was his only hope now. The goddess stirred, her elemental powers swirling around her as she slowly awakened. Her eyes opened, revealing a shimmering gaze that held both wisdom and determination.

"King Theodric," she spoke, her voice carrying a melodic tone, "you carry the weight of your kingdom upon your shoulders. But do not forget the power that resides within you."

Theodric's heart skipped a beat at her words. He had heard whispers of Nyadara's extraordinary abilities, but to witness them firsthand was nothing short of awe-inspiring.

"What do you mean?" he asked, his voice laced with hope and curiosity.

Nyadara gracefully sat up in bed, her ethereal beauty accentuated by the morning light streaming through the window. She extended her hand towards Theodric, and tendrils of water began to dance and swirl around her fingers.

"You possess great strength and potential," she explained, her voice tinged with ancient knowledge. "But in order to reclaim your kingdom, you must embrace the elements and seek guidance from within."

Theodric watched in amazement as water formed intricate patterns before dissipating into thin air. He had always believed in the power of nature, but to witness it firsthand was an entirely different experience.

"I will do whatever it takes," he declared with newfound determination. "I will tap into this power and restore my kingdom."

Nyadara's eyes softened with a mix of compassion and admiration. "Then let me guide you," she said. "Together, we shall unleash your true potential."

She looked into his eyes.  She saw the latent power there, the power of his ancestors.  "If I do this, if I help you, you cannot go back.  Do you understand the sacrifices you'll have to make?"

"What...?"

"It is as your forefathers did.  Alaric I, and his son...I think you know of this already, do you not?"

"The war.  The carnage my family brought." Theodric clenched his fist.  "Yes, I know of it, and I swore I would not repeat the bloodshed that my line wreaked on the world."

"But to kill the Underlords - to kill one so powerful as Lilea, you will not have a choice," she warned. "You will have to tap into the darkness inside of you, you will have to give up some of the good, and allow evil to seep in."

"I don't want to," Theodric protested. "There has to be another way."

"There is not. You must choose. There is no going back. There is no redemption."

"I am the king! I cannot fall so easily."

"And yet, you have already fallen. Your kingdom is lost. The enemy has the advantage. If you truly wish to fight back, if you truly wish to restore your kingdom, then you must sacrifice what remains of your goodness."  Her eyes glimmered with a seductive, otherworldly light.

"But why? Why do I have to give up my humanity?"

"Because it is the only way. It is the price you must pay."

Theodric's heart pounded in his chest as he considered Nyadara's words. The weight of his kingdom, the loss of his family, and the desperation to reclaim what was rightfully his bore down on him. He had always believed in the values of justice, honor, and compassion, but now he stood at a precipice where those ideals seemed impossible to uphold.

He looked into Nyadara's eyes, searching for any sign of doubt or hesitation, but found none. She believed in the path she presented to him, believed it to be the only way to conquer the darkness that had engulfed his kingdom.

A swirl of conflicting emotions churned within Theodric. The thought of sacrificing his goodness tore at him, threatened to unravel everything he had held dear. But he also understood the bleak reality before him – that his kingdom would remain lost unless he embraced a power beyond himself.

One by one, memories of his cherished family flashed through his mind. Their smiles, their laughter, their love. They were gone, taken from him by a ruthless enemy who reveled in chaos and destruction. Theodric clenched his fists, determination replacing doubt.

"I will do it," he said finally, his voice laced with resolve. "If this is the only way to reclaim my kingdom and avenge my family, then I will embrace the darkness within me."

Nyadara nodded solemnly and reached out her hand again. This time, fire flickered to life along her fingertips. Theodric could feel its heat radiating towards him, calling out to something deep within him.

"Close your eyes," she instructed softly. "Focus on your breath. Feel the power of the elements stirring within you."

Theodric followed her command, taking a deep breath and relaxing his muscles. He could feel the warmth of the flames, the coolness of the water, the gentle caress of the wind. Each element spoke to him in a different language, but they all shared the same message – a call to action, to embrace his destiny.

"You are the heir of the old kings," Nyadara said. "Alaric the First was the first to be gifted by the gods, and now his power has come to you."

"The gods..." Theodric said, feeling the elements swirling inside of him.

"Yes," she said. "The gods. We will show you their power. Their blessings. And through us, we will help you claim your kingdom."

Theodric opened his eyes, finding himself bathed in light.

'Was this a dream?'

He blinked.

No.

He could still feel the heat and power of the elements within him.

'This is no dream.'

He was alive.

And the power he had been given was real.

The power to claim back his kingdom.

'Yes, my kingdom...'

But could he really do this?

Could he sacrifice his humanity, his goodness, his very soul?

Only time would tell.

As the days passed, Theodric and Nyadara continued to train together. They delved deeper into the ancient magics, discovering hidden reserves of power within themselves. Each day, they grew closer and closer, sharing their innermost thoughts and desires.

As the weeks wore on, Theodric began to feel more confident in his abilities. He had learned to harness the power of the elements, commanding them with ease. However, he knew there was still much work to be done before he was ready to face the enemy.

Meanwhile, back at the camp, the surviving men had been rebuilding their homes. The ruins had been cleared, and the new buildings were rising fast.

Theodric was grateful for their efforts.

He was even more grateful for their loyalty.

It would take many more weeks, months even, but Theodric was determined to see his kingdom restored.

One day, after a particularly intense training session, Nyadara pulled him aside.

"You are making progress, King Theodric, but there is still much you need to learn."

"I'm trying my best," Theodric replied.

"I will grant you the strength you need." 

She fell to her knees, revealing her large, heavy breasts.  "Suck me, my king, and you will gain strength."

Theodric watched in awe as Nyadara knelt before him, her breasts jiggling softly with each breath she took. He had never seen her like this, vulnerable and exposed. It was intense, intoxicating. The scent of her arousal filled the air as he leaned forward and pressed his lips to her left nipple, feeling it harden under his touch. He gently tugged at it with his teeth, eliciting a soft moan from her throat. The taste of her was sweet, addictive. He wanted more.

Focusing on the sensation, he sucked harder, drawing her essence into his mouth. It was warm and rich, filling him with energy unlike anything he had ever experienced before. As he did so, he felt it flow through his body like a river of power, strengthening his muscles and sharpening his mind. His co-ordination improved. His reflexes quickened. He felt like a man reborn.

Nyadara guided him deeper, her breasts jiggling enticingly with every step forward as he knelt down in front of her, his mouth finding its way to the other nipple, suckling and drawing from it eagerly. It was like drinking ambrosia, the elixir of the gods themselves; intoxicating and powerful all at once. He could feel it course through him, filling him with strength beyond measure, making him feel like he could take on the entire world.

Yet his lust was ignited, as well, and he knew he needed more than just to drink her sweet nectar from her breasts.

"Have I made you hard, Theodric?" she grinned, rubbing his bulge.

"Yes," he replied.

"Then please, fuck me."

She spread her legs, her pussy dripping wet.

Without a moment's hesitation, he plunged his throbbing cock into her, groaning as her tight, wet walls clamped down around him. She cried out, her back arching, her hands clawing at the floor.

"Fuck me, King Theodric," she pleaded.

He thrust harder, faster, each stroke sending waves of pleasure coursing through his body. She was hot, slick, and so tight that it nearly drove him mad.

He felt like a god himself as he pushed deeper into her tight warmth, feeling each inch of his length sliding inside of her slick channel. She moaned softly, her body trembling beneath his as he finally bottomed out within her, their hips meeting in a primal rhythm that seemed to echo through time itself.

"Yes!" she gasped, her eyes rolling back in ecstasy.

"Come for me," he commanded, his voice a low growl.

"I will!"

With a final, desperate thrust, he pushed her over the edge, and she screamed as her orgasm crashed through her like a tidal wave. Her walls convulsed around him, milking his cock until he could no longer hold back. With a groan, he erupted inside her, flooding her womb with his seed.

They stayed like that for a long moment, panting and gasping for breath as they slowly came down from their shared high.

"That was amazing," Nyadara breathed, her eyes shining with awe and adoration.

Theodric couldn't help but feel the same, as if he had just experienced something truly divine.

'Is this the power of the gods? The power of the ancients?'

Theodric felt the power surging through his veins as he stared down at Nyadara, her breasts still bouncing slightly with each ragged breath she took. She had bestowed upon him an energy so intense that he felt invincible. He couldn't believe that a woman could make him feel this way. A shiver of lust ran down his spine as he watched her nipples harden under his gaze, craving more of her essence. He leaning down and flicked his tongue out, circling one of her hard nubs gently before taking it into his mouth. She tasted like honey and fire mixed together, sweet and tangy on his tongue. It was intoxicating, and he wanted more. He sucked harder, drawing her nectar into his mouth as he plunged his cock deeper into her pussy. She was so tight that he thought he might burst from the pressure.

"Fuck me," she whispered. "Harder, faster, deeper."

"As you wish," he growled, and thrust harder, pushing her over the edge again. She cried out as her orgasm shuddered through her, her walls clenching tightly around his throbbing shaft.

As he drank deeply from her, savoring every drop, his own release came rushing through him. He roared, his seed exploding from him in powerful spurts that filled her to the brim, overflowing and spilling onto the stone floor beneath them.

Finally, they collapsed together, exhausted but exhilarated.

"Thank you, Nyadara," Theodric murmured. "Thank you for granting me such power."

"I should be the one thanking you," she replied, her voice soft and lilting. "You have given me a pleasure unlike any other."

As Theodric lay in the afterglow, holding the beautiful goddess in his arms, he felt his resolve strengthen.

'I will claim my kingdom. I will have revenge. I will kill Lilea.'

A knock at the door roused him from his slumber.

"Your Highness," the man called out.

"What is it?" he grumbled.

"There are refugees at our border. The Underlords have come back to kill the last of us. I beg you, your Highness. You have to let them in."

"Damn," he cursed under his breath.

He was still far from being strong enough.

Theodric groaned, rolling off of Nyadara and onto his back. The feeling of her wet pussy lips separating from his cock was bittersweet, but he knew they were not finished here. He needed her power to keep going. Though he was tempted to crawl back into bed and drift off to sleep for hours, he forced himself to stand up, adjusting his robes. "Send them in."

With a creak, the door opened to reveal a man who looked like he had seen better days. His clothes were tattered and dirty, his eyes sunken with fear. In the crook of his arm was a small child, pale and thin from hunger and exhaustion; the rest of the group behind him was made up of families trying to escape the Underlords' wrath.

"We have nowhere else to go," the man pleaded as they all slipped inside. "Please, my lord."

Theodric frowned deeply as he gazed upon their weary faces. He could see it in their eyes: defeat. They were broken and tired from running for their lives, but it wasn't their fault that the Underlords were cruel tyrants who only sought destruction. "You are safe here," he said finally, trying to sound strong as he gestured for them all to come in.

They stumbled through the doorway, some collapsing onto the cold stone floor while others found seats on whatever surface they could find. Theodric watched them with dismay - these people had been through hell and back. Some looked to be on the verge of starvation, and some of the younger children had no shoes or clothing to speak of. "What is your name?"

The man who had led them through the door stood before Theodric, his hands folded politely in front of him as he tried to make himself seem smaller. "My name is Fellen."

"How long has it been since you all have had a meal?"

"Days, my lord," Fellen answered quietly. "I am ashamed to ask this of you, but if we don't eat, we will die. These children and women, they haven't eaten in days. The Underlords, they-"

"Do not say their names here," Theodric ordered sternly, cutting off whatever Fellen had to say. "If you do, it might attract them."

"Yes, my lord." Fellen bowed his head low in a show of submission.

Theodric took pity on these people and motioned for them to follow him into the main hall, where servants scurried about carrying baskets of food and buckets of drink. They were the few who remained in the castle, and it was all thanks to Nyadara and her magics that they had not perished at the hands of the enemy. Theodric made it clear to her that anyone who could still fight must join him in his war against Lilea, so there weren't as many people working in the kitchens and halls.

Fellen's eyes widened in surprise at the feast, as did the others'. They didn't dare move an inch from their spots, staring at the table full of food and drink. Theodric wondered how long it had been since these people had had anything more than a stale piece of bread. He nodded for the servants to serve them, and they were quick to do so, moving around the hall to distribute plates and cups. The refugees ate with vigor, though it wasn't long until most had their fill. They drank water and ale from wooden mugs, and some of the younger children got their hands on pastries that crumbled beneath their eager hands. The sight made Theodric's heart ache. He was determined to end this, so that these children could grow up in peace.

"Thank you," Fellen said earnestly, taking another drink from his cup before setting it aside.

"Of course," Theodric said. "You are welcome here."

"It is kind of you to let us in," a woman replied. "We feared that no one would be willing to help us. After all, the Underlords..."

"I know," said Theodric dismally.  "It is as though history is repeating itself."

***

After spending the night in blissful passion with Nyadara, Theodric's body ached with pleasure and exhaustion. His mind raced through the events of the previous night as he lay in bed, still savoring the memory of her sweet nectar that he felt on his tongue. The thumping noise of the door woke him up. It was still dark outside, but his chamber was lit by a single torch on the wall, casting long shadows that danced around them. He groaned softly and rolled onto his back, feeling her wetness dripping from his cock and onto the sheets beneath him. The smell of sex hung heavy in the air as if taunting him, reminding him of what they had shared and how much he craved it.

Nyadara stirred next to him, her chest rising and falling slowly as she slept peacefully. She looked serene, like an ethereal goddess who had just granted him a wish. Her long, silky hair flowed across the pillow while their scent mingled together - musk from their lovemaking and something earthy like fresh rainwater from her body. He wanted to cuddle against her for hours but knew he couldn't because duty called.

As he climbed out of bed, Theodric's muscles protested; every inch hurt from their intimate encounter. He stretched stiffly, cracking his back and yawning loudly before making his way towards the door where Fellen stood waiting for him. "Your Highness, we are getting more and more refugees each day."

"How many?" he asked.

Fellen paused for a moment as he considered the number. "Maybe around three thousand or more."

Theodric was silent. The last time he had seen his people, there were no more than a thousand. Where did these new refugees come from? How was it that so many were now running to the Castle? He took a deep breath as he walked towards the window that overlooked his land and looked down upon them. Some of the people were walking about the grounds while others were just sitting idly by on benches or under trees. "We are going to have to find a place for them all, aren't we?"

"Yes," said Fellen gravely.

"And what about those who can fight?"

"Most of them can," he answered, sounding uncertain.

Theodric nodded his head slowly as he watched his people below. There were more children here than he would have thought. Their innocence tugged at his heart, making it ache even more so when he saw how malnourished they looked. Many of these women had probably been forced into marriage and taken countless times by those who would never see them as anything more than property or breeding stock. It was an injustice that infuriated Theodric, but it was also one he could not afford to let stand.

"What will we do, your highness?" Fellen asked in a soft voice, trying not to disturb anyone else in the room.

"I do not know." Theodric answered honestly as he shook his head, feeling completely helpless for the first time in a while.

"Maybe the ancients have some answer to our problem?" Fellen offered up. "Or the goddess."

Theodric scoffed, "The ancients are a myth. A fable told to children and drunkards."

"Your highness," Nyadara called from his bed. She had awoken, her long, thick hair tangled from their passionate encounter. She stretched, and Theodric saw a glint in her eye, "The ancients are real, and you are one of them, my king."

Fellen looked to her, confused. "Ancients, goddess, what are you speaking of, my lady? The king is human. His line is human."

"It is not that simple, my king." Nyadara smiled, sitting up, allowing the bedsheet to fall, exposing her supple breasts and tight abdomen. She got out of the bed and made her way to the window. Her body was luscious and strong, "You see, our bloodline is strong, the strongest of all the Ancients. It has always been like that. I'm not sure if it is due to our blood being mixed with that of the elves or if it's something else. I can only say that when a member of the family has sex with someone with a strong bloodline, they can turn."

"Turn into what?" Theodric asked.

"An ancient." Nyadara smiled, her full breasts bounced gently as she spoke. "That's why I'm here, to make you a great king."

Theodric raised a brow. "Is that what you think of me?"

"It's what I know. It's who you are," she replied with confidence. "That is why the ancients are attracted to you."

"What are you two talking about?" Fellen interjected. "Are you an ancient too?"

Nyadara's smile only widened, her full lips parted slightly as her eyes stared into Theodric's. "You are going to become great. All that matters is if you choose to take the throne once and for all, from Lilea.  Would not your father want that?"

"If he were still alive, would he approve of you being in my bed?" Theodric asked her seriously, trying to figure out just what exactly the goddess meant when she said that they were to be together. "Would he approve of our union?"

She smiled at Theodric and leaned into him, her lips close to his as she whispered. "My king, I am the mother of all your future children."

"My father would want you dead. He would never stand for you being my wife. It goes against tradition."

Nyadara raised a brow and shrugged her shoulders slightly. "Traditions can always change."

"They don't have to," he said firmly, standing his ground against this strange woman who claimed she had magic and knowledge beyond his imagination. He couldn't understand why she was here, telling him such things as if she knew him well enough to say such things without any embarrassment whatsoever.

But Nyadara's sway was too powerful.  He was drawn into the promise she offered, not just of her sexuality and her fertile womb... but of his own greatness. 

Theodric knew she was right, that his father would approve of his union with such a woman as the Goddess of Elemental Powers. If she bore his children, they would be strong and powerful beyond belief. It would give him a family of his own that would help him fight back against Lilea.

'Would the power be enough?'

Theodric turned back to Nyadara, studying her body with lust and want in his eyes. The sight of her naked flesh only served to make him yearn for her more and more.

"What do you want me to do?" he asked.

Nyadara reached up and cupped Theodric's cheek softly. "I want you to become king."

Theodric paused as he considered the implications of Nyadara's request. Would she truly help him if he gave her what she desired? It seemed as though there might be another side to her offer than simply providing him with an heir or two.

"And you?  You will be my queen?" he asked.

"Of course," she smiled and wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling him into an embrace. He was powerless to stop himself from getting lost in the sweet scent of her, a mixture of lavender and something earthy he couldn't quite place. His body reacted immediately; the urge to make love to her once again grew stronger as he felt himself stiffen. She noticed this and looked down, a wicked smile curling on her lips when she saw his growing bulge.

"That would make us both ancients," he murmured in her ear before pulling back. "The king and his queen."

"Yes."

"My wife..." Theodric leaned into her ear again, "...and my mother to my heirs."

The thought of impregnating the woman was enticing, almost intoxicating to Theodric, and his body grew hot. He couldn't get the idea of filling her womb with his seed, of having his sons and daughters with her. Nyadara must have sensed this, because she placed a finger against his lips, silencing him before he could speak.

"Do you know how to awaken an Ancient?" she whispered.

"I'm assuming you'll teach me."

"Of course."

"Then teach me."

She grinned, then moved back into Theodric's arms, placing one hand on his shoulder as she kissed his neck tenderly. "First," she murmured against his skin, "we have to do a little ritual."

"Ritual?"

"Yes, it starts with you putting that huge, hard cock inside me again."

Theodric looked into her eyes, then at her body, and he was filled with a renewed sense of desire. He didn't care how many children she would have or if she was barren at all. He needed to do this. If she was lying about all this, then so be it. She was worth it, and so was this kingdom. He leaned down to kiss her deeply, pulling her tightly against him. He had to have her one more time before they started. She returned his embrace eagerly, moaning against his lips and grinding against him until his hardness pressed against her abdomen. He reached down, grabbing her ass and lifting her into the air with one hand, holding her close as he pushed forward and entered her with ease.

"Oh, yes," Nyadara moaned softly against Theodric's mouth. "I need to feel your power."

He slid deeper inside her slick folds until their hips connected again. Then, he began moving slowly and carefully at first, savoring every inch of her silky tightness as he stretched her. She moaned louder and wrapped her arms around him tighter as their bodies merged into one. He moved faster and harder, pulling out nearly all the way before slamming into her again. Her eyes fluttered shut, her lips parting as she panted softly against him. She seemed to be enjoying herself immensely.

Theodric pulled her down on his throbbing cock.

"You will make me your queen, your king," she moaned loudly and gasped. "I want this power, and so will you, my love."

He growled, and their lovemaking intensified as they both became lost in each other, in this moment together, until he reached the precipice. His hips jerked erratically as he thrust one last time, filling her womb with his hot seed.

He gasped and collapsed on top of Nyadara, exhausted. They lay there in each other's arms as they basked in their afterglow. It wasn't until Theodric rolled onto his side that he noticed a change in her. Her hair began to glow bright like fire and then changed into a rainbow of color, starting from orange at the top, fading into blue at the bottom. Her body, which had previously been smooth and unblemished, now held markings of runes that shone with power. The runes looked like they were burning themselves into her body, marking her with his symbol of kingship, and he couldn't help but admire the beauty of the ancient goddess.

Nyadara laughed and stood up from the bed. Her breasts swayed with each movement as she walked over to a chest that rested near a fireplace in the corner of the room. She opened it up and took out an object wrapped in a black cloth. Then she brought it to the bed and presented it to Theodric. He took the gift and unwrapped it. He stared at it, his eyes widening with amazement. It was the ancient sword, the one he had seen her holding when he first saw her. "I thought it was a myth. You had this on your person all along?"

Nyadara grinned and shrugged. "Well, when you were young, we had a vision that you would one day have an important role to play in our future. The sword was one of our gifts for you, one we hoped would be used wisely. But now we know that we were right."

"I've always admired it." Theodric lifted the sword. The runes along the blade and hilt shone in the morning sunlight streaming in from the windows. He had never seen anything quite like it, not even his father's weapons were so intricate.

He stared at Nyadara as he stood from his bed. He felt different, more powerful. His muscles grew bigger and his mind seemed sharper.

"Then come, my king, and prepare yourself," she said.  "For it is time to reclaim your throne."  Her eyes burned into his.  "Indeed... to CONQUER it."
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