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A hot preview…

Cedric couldn't believe it. He'd come three times, and he was still rock hard. It felt like he could fuck all night long, and they wanted more.

The blonde slid onto his cock again, rocking her hips back and forth as she rode him. He groaned, his hands grabbing her hips and forcing her down harder on his shaft.

She gasped, her eyes fluttering shut as he pumped up into her. She leaned forward, her lips brushing against his neck.

He bit her earlobe, his teeth scraping against her skin. She cried out as he slammed into her, his cock hitting her G-spot over and over again.

The other two girls knelt at his sides, their tongues teasing his chest and nipples. They ran their hands over his shoulders and neck, sending shivers through his body.

Gods, it was amazing. He was surrounded by these beautiful women, all willing to take care of his needs and give him pleasure.

Conquering Tiriene: Part I

Chapter 1 

Isadora and James rushed through the woods, Isabella the servant girl running along with them. They hurried as fast as they could to escape Tiriene, which was now burning and in ruins - due to Lilea and Rinaya's takeover of the castle.

Had Cedric, Madeia, and Theodric managed to escape? Or had they perished?

Isadora didn't know. 

But one thing she did know was that they needed to put as much distance as possible between them and the castle.

"We have to figure out what their plan is," she said, as the three paused for a breath in the woods. "Will they come after us?"

James shook his head. "I don't know."

"Is there any way you can speak with Cedric?"

"Across this far a distance, only with the aid of a mage."

Isadora frowned. She didn't like the idea of having to seek out a mage. She hardly trusted the ones her husband kept in his employ, much less a strange on they would have to hire.

"Isabella," she said, turning to the servant girl. "Do you know of any mages in the area?"

Isabella hesitated, her eyes darting nervously. "I... I might know of one, my lady. But he's not exactly the most trustworthy fellow."

"That doesn't matter," James spoke up. "We need to find him. Can you take us to him?"

Isabella nodded, her expression resigned. "Yes, my lord. But we'll have to be careful. He has a reputation for selling his services to the highest bidder."

They set off again, with Isabella leading them through the forest. Isadora couldn't shake off the feeling of unease that clung to her. She couldn't

believe that Lilea and Rinaya had taken over the castle so easily. Cedric was one of the strongest warriors she knew and he wouldn't go down without a fight. But something had happened, something that had made it impossible for them to win.

As they walked, the trees grew thicker and the underbrush denser. They had to slow down to avoid tripping over roots and fallen branches. Isabella paused at a clearing, her hand held up in warning.

"We're close," she whispered. "But we have to be careful. He's not fond of unexpected visitors."

Isadora nodded, tucking her hair behind her ear. She was tense, her mind racing with all the possibilities. What if the mage refused to help them? What if he was in league with Lilea and Rinaya? She shook her head, trying to push those thoughts aside. She had to stay focused.

Isabella led them to a nondescript cottage hidden behind a thicket of bushes. It was dark and silent, but Isabella pressed forward, her footsteps light.

She glanced over her shoulder and motioned for them to follow her. They slipped through the bushes, the branches snagging at their clothes. Isadora tried to breathe quietly, but the air was thick with the scent of must and rot. She wrinkled her nose, struggling to keep the urge to cough at bay.

Isabella stopped at the door, hesitating. She turned to James and Isadora, her eyes wide.

"Are you sure this is wise?" she whispered.

"Do we have a choice?" James replied grimly.

Isabella sighed and knocked softly on the door. There was no response and she reached for the handle, slowly pushing it open. They filed inside, the darkness wrapping around them like a shroud. Isadora's eyes darted around the room, taking in the empty chairs and dusty surfaces. Where was the mage? Was he hiding somewhere? She shivered and rubbed her arms, wishing she had brought a cloak with her.

A low growl sounded from the corner and they spun around, Isadora gasping when she saw a massive black dog, its teeth bared and ears pricked.

Isabella placed a hand on Isadora's arm, reassuring her. "It's all right. It's only Shadow."

The dog snarled as Isabella stepped forward, its eyes glowing red. It stalked toward her and she stopped, holding her hands out. "I'm here to see your master," she said calmly.

The dog didn't move, but a moment later, a figure materialized beside it.

"What business do you have here?" the figure asked in a low voice.

"We need your help," Isabella replied. "We must know what happened at Tiriene. If you will help us, I'm willing to pay whatever price you ask."

The figure came into focus, revealing an older man, his hair white with age. His eyes were sharp and piercing, studying each of them intently. "A dangerous request," he said after a long pause. "You put my life in danger, too."

"You are not a prisoner," Isadora snapped, impatience flaring in her chest. "You have a choice - help us or send us on our way."

The mage raised a bushy eyebrow. "So eager, are you?"

Isadora bit back a retort. The mage knew something; she could tell by the way his eyes flickered away from her own, as if trying to avoid her gaze. She stepped closer to him, forcing him to look at her.

"Please," she said, her voice softening. "We need your help. We need to know what happened to Cedric and the others. We need to know how to defeat Lilea and Rinaya."

The mage studied her for a moment longer before nodding. "Very well," he said. "But I require a sacrifice."

Isadora's heart sank. She had feared as much.

"What kind of sacrifice?" she asked.

"A life for a life," the mage replied cryptically. "One of you must offer up your own life for the knowledge I possess."

Isabella gasped, horror etched on her face. James stepped forward, his hand on his sword. "We won't do it. We won't put ourselves in danger for your knowledge."

The mage chuckled. "Ah, but you already are in danger, my young lord. And the sacrifice must be made willingly, or the knowledge will be lost."

Isadora felt a chill run down her spine. 

After a moment, Isabella bravely stepped forward. "I will do it," she said. "Take me so the others can save Cedric."

The mage shook his head. "It is not you I need," he said, his eyes boring into Isadora's.

She looked around, then stepped closer to the mage. "I'll do it," she whispered.

"It's true you're not who I would expect, but you will have to do," the mage said and stepped aside. "Come, make your way to my scrying pool."

James shook his head again. "You're asking too much. Surely, there has to be some other way."

Isadora turned to James, cupping his face with her hands. "I must do this," she said softly. "For Cedric... for Tiriene."

James shook his head, his eyes clouded with tears. "No," he said. "There has to be another way."

Isadora reached for one of James's hands, holding it to her heart. "I love you," she said. "I always have, and I always will."

"I love you, too," James replied, pulling her close. "That's why I can't lose you again."

Isadora held onto him for a moment longer, then gently pushed him away. "Goodbye, James," she said before following the mage into the shadows.

***

Isadora and the mage stood beside the still waters of the scrying pool. As Isadora peered into it, her reflection became more and more distorted until she could no longer make out her face. It was replaced by a murky image of Cedric, Madeia and Theodric - trapped in the cell of the castle. She couldn't see the details, just shapes and movement. But it was enough to know that they were alive.

And now, so was she.

"Cedric!" she yelled into the waters, her voice echoing across time and space.

The scene changed to that of Rinaya and Lilea in the throne room at Tiriene, speaking in hushed tones. They were planning something, but Isadora couldn't hear them. They seemed intent on some great plot, as though there wasn't anything else they wanted but their own ends. She listened closely, trying to make out the words.

The mage stepped beside Isadora, raising his hands. He chanted words that made no sense to her, yet she found herself repeating them. His eyes flashed red, the water swirled and the scene shifted. The walls of Tiriene crumbled before them, the stone shattering and flying outward. It fell slowly, in an ever-growing cascade of dust and debris.

Then, amidst the wreckage, she saw Lilea and Rinaya laughing as Cedric knelt in front of them, defeated. They stood over him triumphant, as if they'd achieved all their dreams. A terrible thought crept into her mind, a possibility that filled her with dread: what if she was wrong? What if this future could not be altered? What if their sacrifices were meaningless?

As she watched, the vision faded. And then everything went black.

She lay in silence, waiting for the darkness to dissipate. Her breathing slowed and the sound of dripping water echoed throughout the cavernous room. A chill ran down her spine when she heard footsteps approaching her from behind. She sat up slowly, turning around to see the old mage. 

He held out his hand, offering it to her.

She took it without hesitation and allowed him to pull her to her feet. He placed a finger under her chin, lifting her face to his.

"You did well," he said.

Isadora blushed under his gaze. "I don't feel like I accomplished anything," she said. "What happened? What did I learn?"

The mage smiled knowingly. "You learned how to defeat Lilea and Rinaya once and for all. It was all in your mind."

Isadora stared at him blankly for a moment as his words sank in. "My... my mind? How?

The mage chuckled. "Lilea has powers that transcend those of mere mortals; but they are limited by what her imagination can conjure. You just gave her something to dream about."

Isadora nodded, understanding dawning on her face. "So, that's what I saw in the scrying pool," she said. "The future."

The mage inclined his head slightly.

Isadora turned towards the dark pool once more and stared into its depths. "The future isn't set in stone," she whispered. "It can change. We can change it."

The mage laid a gentle hand upon her shoulder. "Indeed we can," he said. 

Isadora set her face grimly. "You said you needed a sacrifice, so I assume you mean to kill me now."

"Oh, no, no," the mage responded. "What I needed was for you to willingly offer up your own life. I could never ask you to do such a thing; I am merely a humble sorcerer seeking to undo a great evil in this world."

Isadora raised an eyebrow at that last statement. "And what if I hadn't been willing?"

"Then I would have to come back to collect my payment in a different form - and I doubt you would like that."

Isadora shuddered as she recalled the fate she had foreseen for herself in the scrying pool. "But I'm still alive, so what happens now?" she asked.

The mage laughed softly, "Don't worry. I know someone who will want to meet you and thank you for giving us this new chance at victory. They should arrive very soon."

***

James paced back and forth outside the entrance to the cave as Isabella sat, resting on the cold, hard ground.

"I can't believe we let her go in there alone with that strange man," James complained to Isabella.

Isabella shook her head. "I don't think you could stop her," she said. "But I agree, it is odd. Where do you think he went?"

James stopped pacing and looked at Isabella. "Who knows? Perhaps he's preparing some sort of elaborate sacrifice for her? Who can say?"

Isabella laughed lightly. "Well, if you're worried about it, why don't you go inside and make sure everything's all right?"

"You couldn't stop me if you tried," James responded before running into the dark cave.

As he hurried along the twisting passageways, he found himself growing increasingly concerned about Isadora's safety. If anything happened to her, he'd never forgive himself. He ran faster, pushing his body to its limits until he burst into a large chamber illuminated by glowing orbs hovering near the ceiling.

Isadora and the mage stood beside the still waters of the scrying pool. As he watched, Isadora leaned forward, gazing intently at the water. The surface shimmered and rippled, forming images before their eyes. Isadora gasped, stepping back. She turned to face him.

"James," she said. "I've seen terrible things." 

"Isadora!" he gasped. "You're...alive? I thought you were going to be sacrificed?" 

Isadora blinked, then laughed. "Oh, no! That was just the illusion. The mage merely wanted me to show willingness to sacrifice my life for the cause. There was nothing in it for him - save an end to the tyranny of Lilea."

James frowned, confused.

The mage cleared his throat loudly. "Ahem! May I continue with the ritual? Or do you two need to catch up on your relationship?"

They both flushed a deep crimson, then glanced away from each other sheepishly. Isadora gave an embarrassed laugh. "Sorry. Please proceed, sir Mage."

"It is as you have seen," he continued. "Lilea's power comes not solely from her magic; it also arises from a combination of ambition, desire and greed. She wants everything for herself, and will stop at nothing until she has achieved her goal. Her weakness is that she does not realize she can be defeated. But once this truth is revealed, she can be beaten."

James's brow furrowed in confusion. "But how? How can we defeat such a powerful opponent? We only managed to hold our own against her last time because of the element of surprise. This time she knows we are coming for her and will surely be prepared."

Isadora nodded along with his words. "Indeed. We cannot hope to succeed unless we use our wits against her rather than force."

"Precisely," the mage said. "You must find a way to make Lilea believe she is stronger than you and therefore invincible. Once she thinks this, she will begin to underestimate you. Then, when she least expects it, you strike."

Isadora looked to the mage, then James. "Our mage friend says he knows someone who can help us." 

James raised an eyebrow. "Who is this mysterious helper?"

The mage smiled slightly. "Let us call him a...business associate. A man with connections to some of Lilea's most trusted advisors."

Isadora nodded thoughtfully. "And how can we be sure he won't betray us to Lilea?"

The mage's expression grew serious. "You cannot be sure of anything in this world. But I have dealt with this man before, and he has proven himself to be...reliable."

James frowned. "I don't like the sound of that. What kind of dealings have you had with him?"

The mage shrugged. "Nothing...nefarious, I assure you. He simply has access to information that I require from time to time."

Isadora spoke up then. "Well, it sounds like we don't have much of a choice. If we want to defeat Lilea, we'll need all the help we can get."

James nodded reluctantly. "Very well. But if we end up in an ambush, I'm holding you responsible."

The mage waved a hand dismissively. "We won't come to any harm from this arrangement. As I said, my friend has proven himself trustworthy."

"And who exactly is he?" 

The mage moved past them, walking back towards the cottage outside. "He is a powerful warrior of the north, a man known as the Wolf Lord."

"A northern warrior, here?" James questioned. "What could he possibly want in these parts? They never stray far from the cold mountains."

"Like me, he seeks answers about the great war that took place during Alaric I's reign and left the world in tatters." The mage looked at each of them gravely.

James scoffed. "And why does it matter now? King Cedric did fine once he took over Tiriene."

"Not for everyone," the mage replied grimly. "The north has suffered greatly since the war ended. Resources dwindle; there isn't enough food to feed the people."

James felt a twinge of guilt as he recalled all the times he had complained about going hungry during the winter months. In comparison, his own family had lived quite comfortably.

"Then let us speak with the Wolf Lord," he said. "If we succeed in defeating Lilea, perhaps we will find a way to restore peace across the land."

The mage bowed his head in gratitude. "Thank you, young lord."

James shrugged off the thanks. "It's just James, mage. Let's go before my doubts turn into something bigger."

***

James and Isadora set out for a nearby city, where the mage said they would find - hopefully - the trail of the Wolf Lord. After only half a day of riding, they entered a small village tucked between two hills.

"Where are we supposed to find someone named the Wolf Lord in a place like this?" Isadora asked in a hushed voice, looking around nervously.

James frowned. "I have no idea. Let's ask someone."

Before anyone could say anything, a cloaked figure approached them from behind.

The cloaked figure cleared his throat, causing James and Isadora to turn around. He was tall and broad-shouldered, with a thick beard covering the lower half of his face. His eyes were piercing and seemed to stare directly into their souls.

"I couldn't help but overhear your conversation," he said in a low, gravelly voice. "I might be able to help you with your little problem."

James and Isadora exchanged a wary glance, unsure if they could trust this stranger. But they had come too far to turn back now.

"What do you know about the Wolf Lord?" James asked cautiously.

The stranger chuckled. "More than you might think. But first, I have a proposition for you. I need someone to take care of a certain problem for me, and in return, I will give you the information you seek."

Isadora raised an eyebrow. "And what problem is that?"

The stranger leaned in closer, his breath hot on her neck. "There's a big, hard problem in m'pants, Missy," he grunted. "Here, feel it." 

The man put her hand on his huge cock in his trousers. Isadora gasped, instinctively squeezing his thick member through his clothing. It pulsated in her grasp. She licked her lips, imagining what it must look like fully erect.

The stranger nodded approvingly. "That's right, baby. Now you understand the size of the task in front of you. You gonna suck it or not?"

Isadora paused, thinking the proposition over. On one hand, she knew there was a good chance they were being tricked and led into some sort of trap by this man. But on the other... she couldn't deny the way her pussy ached as she held onto his stiff member. It would be so easy to just slide her hand inside his pants, wrap her fingers around his shaft, and pull him out. Then she could get a better feel of its size before making up her mind.

"You're right, we'll help," she agreed finally.

James shot a concerned glance in her direction. "Are you sure? We don't know anything about him. And why should we have to pay for information?"

Isadora winked at him. "Trust me, it's a small price to pay for answers about the Wolf Lord."

She got off her horse and approached the stranger. The man smiled lecherously as she stopped in front of him, dropping to her knees. Her fingers reached for the waistband of his pants.

Isadora pulled down the stranger's trousers and revealed the biggest cock she'd ever seen. It was thick and long, with veins bulging from the sides. The tip glistened with pre-cum, a drop slowly dripping down his shaft.

"Wow," she whispered softly. "It looks so big."

The man nodded proudly. "Yup, it's all mine. Now suck it!"

He grabbed Isadora roughly by the hair, guiding her head towards his cock. She opened her mouth obediently as the man shoved his shaft between her lips, filling her completely. He groaned loudly as she began bobbing her head back and forth, slurping hungrily. His eyes rolled back in ecstasy as his hips rocked forward, pumping into her face. She gagged slightly, but managed to take his full length.

"Good lass," he grunted, fucking her throat. "I'm gonna cum in yer throat."

"Mm mmphh..." she mumbled through his meat.

He sped up his thrusts, his grip tightening on her hair. "Ye are such a fine lass, taking my cock like this! Such a naughty little whore!"

Isadora braced herself against the man's thighs and forced his shaft deeper into her throat. The stranger bucked his hips wildly, his balls slapping against her chin as he neared orgasm. She felt a hot blast of seed shoot into the back of her mouth, then another, and another. She moaned and struggled as he forced her to drink every drop.

When the stranger finally finished, he pulled away and zipped up his pants. Isadora fell backward onto the ground, panting heavily. 

James rushed over to her. "Are you alright?"

"Fine," she replied weakly. "Just give me a moment."

He offered her his arm, which she took gratefully.

"Now," she said, glaring at the man. "Are you going to tell us where the Wolf King is?"

"That I will," he replied casually. "After all, a deal's a deal. And it looks like you enjoyed that little transaction as much as I did."

Isadora's cheeks burned scarlet. "What do you mean? It was nothing but business."

The man grinned wickedly, revealing a set of gleaming white teeth. "If you say so, lassie."

"Tell me! Tell me now or else!"

"Or else what?"

Isadora reached down to grab her knife. But before she could even touch its hilt, the man's hand shot out and caught her wrist in an iron grip. He pulled her close and whispered in her ear.

"There'll be plenty o' time fer tha' later, lass." He released her with a laugh. "Th' Wolf Lord travels south, t'wards the lands o' yon Tiriene."

"Tiriene Castle?" she asked hesitantly.

The stranger nodded gravely.

"But why would the Wolf King want anything to do with Cedric's castle?" James mused aloud. "He hasn't gone that far from the cold mountainous range of the north for many years. He doesn't involve himself in the affairs of those far below him."

"I have no idea why he would do so, young lordling. All I know is that he travels south and there can only be one reason for that - trouble."

Isadora frowned. "I think we're already in trouble here." She glanced at James. "We'd best get going if we want to catch up with him."

"Yes, yes of course," agreed James hurriedly. He paused, biting his lip nervously. "Do you suppose that your 'friend' might be able to help us along our journey? A wagon wouldn't be too much of a burden?"

Chapter 2 

Isadora raised an eyebrow skeptically. "Perhaps," she said carefully. "We'll just have to wait and see how nice he is feeling after having his cock sucked."

With that said, they went back to their horses to find that the man had been kind enough to leave them with some provisions including food and water, and most importantly - directions to follow to where the Wolf Lord would hopefully be headed. Isadora and James left the little village, eager to make progress on their mission.

"Are you sure this is the way he meant?" asked James uncertainly, as they rode out through a field towards a forested area.

"Well," Isadora replied, peering down at the directions written down on parchment by their benefactor. "It seems clear enough; he told us to go past two fields and over the ridge of that hill, then turn right at the fork in the road." She turned around to glance behind her.

"I just have a feeling that we should be cautious, James. I can't put my finger on it, but something doesn't feel right."

Sure enough, as they rounded the corner of the hill and made their way towards the fork in the road, Isadora's intuition was proven right. They were ambushed by bandits.

Isadora and James had no idea how many there were - all they knew was that they were vastly outnumbered. The bandits were armed with swords and crossbows, and they seemed to be prepared for a fight. Isadora quickly grabbed her bow from her horse's saddlebag, quietly loading an arrow in preparation for battle. There was a moment of tense silence before one of the bandits stepped forward, his voice ringing out over the field. 

"You two are trespassing in our territory," he snarled menacingly. "Now hand over your possessions or else!"

Isadora didn't hesitate; she drew her bow and fired at the bandit. The arrow struck home, embedding itself deep within his chest. He collapsed to the ground, gasping in shock and pain.

His companions weren't impressed though, they charged forward en masse, yelling wildly as they did so. Isadora loosed another arrow, but missed completely. James cursed under his breath and drew his sword.

As the first wave of bandits approached, Isadora readied herself for combat, keeping her balance firm and steady as she nocked another arrow. However, a sudden shout came from behind her: "LOOK OUT!"

She turned around instinctively just in time to see a massive axe flying straight at her head. Isadora ducked beneath its blade, narrowly avoiding decapitation, and fired another shot into the throat of one of her attackers.

James, meanwhile, parried and fought, blocking blow after blow from two different bandits. His body ached from fatigue and exhaustion, but he couldn't stop fighting yet. Not now when they were so close to discovering where the Wolf Lord was headed! With renewed determination, he stabbed at one attacker while deflecting another's attack with his shield. Then, he lunged forward and drove his sword deep into his opponent's stomach.

Withdrawing his blade, he whirled around to face his final adversary. But the man wasn't moving anymore; instead, he was staring up at the sky with glazed eyes and gurgling sounds coming from his mouth. It took James several seconds to realize that the noise was caused by blood bubbling out between his teeth. Then, after a final gasp of air, the bandit collapsed onto the dirt road.

Silence fell across the field and forest. As she scanned the area, Isadora noticed that there were no other signs of life.

"They're all dead," said James quietly, looking at the bodies strewn about on the ground around them. He knelt down next to the corpse of their leader - the one who had threatened them earlier - and began searching through his belongings. "Let's see if he has anything useful."

He found a few gold coins and a handful of silver ones, along with some pieces of jewelry. Nothing particularly valuable, except maybe the ring with a large diamond set in it which he slipped into his pocket for safekeeping. After collecting these treasures, he stood up and walked over to where Isadora was standing.

"We'll take what we need," she declared. "Then leave the rest here for others to pick through. Hopefully someone will find something else worthwhile too."

"Agreed," he nodded. "Do you think those two would've minded very much if I'd left them their horses? No, no I guess not; they won't miss 'em. Shall we then?"

James took hold of Isadora's hand and led her toward the two horses grazing nearby. Climbing onto one, they sped off along the road once more.

***

Isadora was surprised to discover that the road seemed to be growing wider the further south they traveled, until eventually it became wide enough for three wagons to travel side by side. It also looked like a well-travelled path, with fresh wagon ruts gouging deep into the mud and tracks showing many horse hooves trotting back and forth. And everywhere she glanced, trees, bushes, rocks, shrubs - everything seemed to have been cut away to make room for this vast thoroughfare.

"Whatever this road leads to," she said under her breath, "they certainly want visitors arriving at it fast!"

When they finally reached the top of a rise, they spotted something in the distance that made Isadora stop cold: the smoke of a campfire.

James paused and studied it closely before turning back towards her. "It's not very big. Maybe it's just some travelers stopping here for the night."

She shrugged. "Could be. But let's be careful. This seems awfully strange; why would someone build such a large road just to go somewhere that's so remote?"

He nodded, and together they made their way toward the camp. It wasn't long before they heard the sound of voices.

"Do you think they're talking about the Wolf Lord?" Isadora asked James. "Maybe they know where he is."

James paused. "We can't be sure," he replied. "But if they're planning to travel through the woods, then they could be in the same direction as us. Perhaps we should ask them."

Isadora glanced around nervously. "It's too risky," she said. "What if they don't take kindly to strangers?"

James thought for a moment. "I'll go ahead and ask them," he said at last. "You stay back here and keep an eye out for us."

Isadora nodded, and with that, James stepped forward into the clearing where the camp was located. At first glance, it seemed like any other camp: a fire burning in the center surrounded by tents and horses tethered nearby. But as James approached closer he could see that these men were not merely travelers – they were armed soldiers! 

As James stepped forward into the clearing, he found himself being grabbed by two soldiers with sharp swords. They pushed him down onto the ground and tied his hands tightly behind his back before searching him for any weapons.

"We caught this one spying on our camp," one of the soldiers sneered, shoving him down onto the dirt road once again.

Isadora watched from behind the bushes, her heart in her throat. She couldn't believe that her plan had gone so wrong - so horribly wrong! She struggled to come up with a way out of this mess. But then, a group of men stepped out of one of the tents and approached the soldiers.

"What's going on?" asked the man in the lead, his voice deep and commanding.

One of the soldiers turned to face him, bowing his head in respect. "We caught a spy, sir."

The man, who Isadora now saw was wearing the leather armor of a leader, stepped forward and studied James closely. "Where did you come by this one?" he asked, his voice cold.

"He was snooping around the edge of the clearing," the soldier replied, pointing towards the bushes where Isadora was hiding. "We were going to question him when you arrived."

Isadora held her breath as the man glanced in her direction, but then he looked back at James and nodded.

"Take him and interrogate him," he ordered. "Then dispose of him."

"But what about her?" asked the soldier. "We thought you'd like to speak with her, sir."

The leader paused for a moment. "No, she's too dangerous," he replied, his voice soft but firm. "She must die."

"No!" Isadora yelled from her hiding place, emerging from the bushes. "Please, you mustn't kill me! I am innocent!"

The man raised his eyebrows in surprise. "So you know of my order then, eh? I'd expect no less from a spy."

Isadora bit her lip and shook her head. "No," she said. "I am not a spy."

He snorted in response, a look of disbelief in his eyes. "What would a girl such as yourself be doing out here in the middle of the wilderness then?"

She looked him straight in the eyes. "We are travelers," she said. "And we have come to seek the Wolf Lord."

"The Wolf Lord?" he asked, surprised. "What business do you have with him?"

"It is a long story," she replied, glancing at the men standing behind him. "But it is one that I think he would rather hear for himself."

The leader studied her for a moment, then nodded. "Very well. Bring the man over here. We'll take care of his wife."

James watched as they dragged Isadora toward the fire pit. He could hear her screaming as they shoved her down onto her knees, her hair pulled back roughly so she could look straight ahead at the leader of these soldiers.

"You've got some balls, little lady," the man said. "Coming here all by yourself, trying to fool us into thinking that you're an innocent traveler." He glanced around at his men. "She thinks we're all idiots. And if we just let her go, she'll tell her friends all about it. The Wolf Lord won't like that."

He pulled down his trousers and revealed his engorged cock. Isadora looked at it, her eyes wide. It was big, so big! The tip was already dripping with precum, making it shiny and wet.

The man laughed and pulled her head forward, forcing her lips onto his dick. "You know what to do, lassie," he grunted. "Suck it. Suck my cock."

Isadora fought against him, but his grip was like iron. She felt his hands in her hair, pulling her head down onto his shaft. She gagged, struggling to breathe. But the man was insistent, forcing her to take all of him into her throat.

Isadora felt her body begin to respond as he fucked her face, her nipples hardening under her tunic. She couldn't help but be turned on by the feel of his cock pushing deep inside her.

"Oh yes, that's it," he grunted. "Suck it, you whore."

She felt a tingling sensation in her core and squeezed her thighs together, trying to ease the ache between her legs. But it was no use - her pussy was so wet she could feel her panties getting damp.

The man pulled her hair again, forcing her to take more of his cock into her mouth. Isadora's eyes rolled back into her head as she gagged once again. Her lips slid up and down his shaft, her tongue flicking over his sensitive head.

"That's right," the man groaned. "You like that don't you? You like the taste of my dick in your mouth."

Isadora moaned in response, taking him as deep into her mouth as she could. He felt so good, so hard and thick. It was almost as though he were a part of her.

The man let go of her hair and stepped back, grinning as Isadora fell forward onto her hands and knees. He kicked her legs apart, his gaze roaming hungrily over her body.

"Turn around," he ordered. "Let me see that pretty little ass."

Isadora shivered, her face flushed as she obeyed his command. The men gathered around her, their eyes gleaming with anticipation as she presented her butt to them.

"What a beautiful ass," the leader whispered. "Such a shame to have to fuck it."

"No," Isadora whined. "Please don't do that. You can't!" 

He laughed. "I think I'll enjoy this even more."

He tugged down her trousers and panties, revealing her creamy white butt cheeks. Isadora closed her eyes tightly as he began to spank her, his palm coming down with a sharp smack on each side of her ass.

"You like that, don't you?" he teased.

"Yes," Isadora gasped. "It hurts so bad!"

"And that's what makes it so good," he replied.

She cried out as he spanked her harder, her body jerking from side to side as he beat her bottom raw. Isadora moaned and squirmed, the sensation of his handprint burning on her ass turning her on more than she'd ever felt before.

He stopped abruptly and grabbed her by the waist, pulling her up onto her hands and knees again. Then, he shoved his cock into her wet pussy from behind.

"Ooooohhhhh!" Isadora screamed. "Gods, it's so big!" 

The man began pumping his hips into hers, his balls slapping loudly against her pussy lips with every thrust.
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"You're so fucking wet," he growled. "I'm gonna cum."

"Me too," she moaned. "I'm going to cum on your cock."

He groaned, burying his face in her shoulder as he felt her pussy tighten around him. His hands dug into her hips as he thrust his cock into her over and over again, bringing them both to climax.

Isadora's eyes rolled back in her head as she felt her pussy squeezing around his shaft. He pushed his cock deep inside her, groaning as he filled her up with his cum. It was hot and sticky, dripping down her thighs as they collapsed onto the ground together.

Isadora's breathing was ragged as she lay on the grass, her eyes closed. She didn't even have the energy to open them, so she just focused on taking deep breaths.

Another soldier came up to her, his big dick in hand. 

She didn't even feel him lift up her skirt until he was already rubbing his hard cock between her ass cheeks, lubing it up with her own wetness.

"Ooooooooohhh!" she groaned, as his dick slipped into her pussy easily, her walls slick with arousal and the last soldier's cum. "Yes," she whimpered. "Fuck me, please."

"Of course, baby," he growled, his hands on her hips as he pumped in and out of her.

Her legs spread wide as he fucked her, his body pounding into hers over and over.

"Oh god," she groaned. "I'm gonna cum again."

The man continued pumping into her, his balls slapping against her clit as he brought her to orgasm again.

She closed her eyes and fell into bliss, her mind going blank as the orgasm washed over her. But as she lay there in the post-orgasmic haze, she could feel the soldier's dick slipping out of her pussy. And then, she felt him push himself into her ass.

"Aaaaahhh!" she yelled.

It hurt so good, but she was too far gone to tell him to stop. Her mind went blank again, and she could no longer think about anything except the cock stretching her ass as he fucked her.

"Yes, baby, take it," the man growled as he pounded into her.

Isadora closed her eyes and let the sensations wash over her. She was on fire, her entire body aching as he fucked her ass.

And then suddenly, he came.

He let out a low groan, his body trembling as he shot his load deep inside her ass. Isadora cried out, her legs jerking wildly as she felt his hot cum coating her insides. She was completely filled up by him now, his cock buried deep inside her pussy and ass.

Isadora lay there for a moment before she felt him pulling out of her. She looked down between her legs and saw his dick dripping cum onto the ground.

James watched from the bushes as his Queen was mercilessly used by the rough soldiers again and again that night, coming so many times he couldn't keep track... 

***

In the morning, the soldier's leader came to Isadora with a grim smile. 

"Well, you did real nice last night lass, taking all our dicks. So in return, I'll give you some information." He told her where the Wolf King was. 

"Thank you for telling me," she said weakly. "Where is he? Where do we need to go?"

"Locanthe," the man replied. "He is heading for the castle that bears that name."

Isadora struggled to walk straight after having taken so many cocks the night before. Her pussy was sore and tingly, and her ass as well, and her throat too. 

But it was a good ache - a reminder of the men she'd serviced.

"I need some rest first," she told him. "And water."

The man nodded and ordered the soldiers to give her some time to recover.

While they were gone, James came to Isadora's side.

"My Queen," he whispered, taking her hand in his own. "I can't believe how bravely you performed for those men. You may have saved our lives." 

Isadora gave him a weak smile. "They gave me no choice," she said. "I had to do what they wanted to find out where he is."

James nodded. "We have to ride fast, catch the Wolf King before he reaches Locanthe."

She squeezed his hand tightly. "And then what? What do we do if we manage to find him?"

"We'll ask him for help," James said, sounding more confident than he felt. "He might even be able to use his influence over the king to stop the fighting."

Isadora stared down at her feet, her body still sore and aching from last night's activities. "All right, let's go then." 

***

They reached the castle that very evening, and once inside the gates, they made their way straight to the throne room. It was deserted when they arrived, but after a few moments, the King of Locanthe came in through one of the side doors. He was followed by his entourage of soldiers.

"Your Majesty," Isadora bowed.

"What are you doing here, woman?" he asked, annoyed. 

"We're looking for the Wolf King. We need to speak with him."

"Oh?" the king asked, raising an eyebrow. "Why do you want to speak with him? Are you going to threaten me with your little band of misfits?"

James stepped forward. "No," he said. "We've come to warn you that Lilea is planning an attack against this castle. She has an army of her own. She already controls Tiriene, and the lands of Madeia to the north."

"That's not possible," the king argued. "Theodric rules Tiriene. Does he not?"

Isadora realized he was long out of touch. "No, Cedric took control. But Lilea has taken him prisoner. She holds the city of Tiriene in her hands."

The king laughed, but there was no humor in his voice. "If this is some kind of trick, you won't get away with it. I will send you to your deaths. My soldiers will have your heads before nightfall."

"But we're telling the truth," James replied. "We are on your side. We came to ask for your help. But we know you have no reason to believe us. So we ask that you just let us stay here tonight and give us a chance to speak with the Wolf King."

The king sighed, rubbing his temples. "If you are who you say you are, then you will need to prove it." He gestured to one of the soldiers.

"Take them to the dungeons," the king ordered. "I will hear their story in the morning."

James and Isadora are locked in the dungeons of Locanthe Castle, awaiting a trial before the king.

"What are we going to do?" Isadora asked, pacing back and forth nervously.

James frowned. "We have to find the Wolf King. Somehow."

"Damnit, James," she sighed. "We seem to keep on getting stuck in these damn dungeons."

He sighed. "We do, don't we." 

They were definitely no closer to finding the Wolf King, that much was for sure. 

***

Back at Tiriene Castle...

As he sat there seething, a soft knock came at the door. Cedric turned his head slowly, studying the door for a moment before standing up and walking over to it. He reached out and twisted the knob, the door creaking open slowly.

Standing before him was a beautiful woman, with long curly hair and piercing green eyes. She wore a long black dress that hugged her curves in all the right places, and Cedric couldn't help but feel a stirring in his loins as he looked at her.

"Who are you?" he demanded, trying to keep his voice level. He didn't want to show her any weakness, even though he was desperate for a distraction from his current predicament.

The woman smiled, a sly grin playing at the corners of her lips. "I'm here to make a deal," she purred, stepping closer to Cedric. "I can help you take back your castle, if you're willing to pay the price."

"What are you talking about?" he growled, a flash of annoyance crossing his face. He knew he should have been suspicious of this woman - no one just walked into his castle uninvited, after all. And yet, for some reason he felt drawn to her. It was like she had some sort of magical power over him.

She smiled again and stepped forward, reaching out to touch his hand. Her skin was soft and smooth, her touch sending tingles up his spine.

"In exchange for your seed, I will grant you the ability to defeat Lilea," she murmured.

Cedric felt his dick grow hard as he stared into her eyes. He wanted her, more than he'd ever wanted any woman before. But what if he gave in, and this turned out to be some kind of trick?

"How do I know you can actually do this?" he asked, his voice low and husky. "That you're not just trying to fool me."

"You don't," she replied simply. "But I assure you, this is the only way you will get what you want."

"You seem awfully confident," he replied, his eyes roaming over her body. He couldn't help but want her, even if she was dangerous.

"Of course," she replied. "I am the most powerful sorceress in all of Theodoric's lands."

"So you claim," he growled. "Why should I believe you?"

She grinned, biting her lip. "Well, it is a bit risky, I agree."

He growled, his eyes darkening. "Risky is one way of putting it."

She took another step towards him, their bodies nearly touching now. "Come now," she said softly. "Surely you've heard of my reputation? I am a woman of great power and lust. Men of all ages, from every corner of Theodoric's lands come to me, seeking my blessing."

"Blessing?" Cedric repeated, raising his eyebrows. "I don't even know your name. Who are you?"

She smiled and leaned in, brushing her lips against his. "I am Calistrae," she whispered. "And I promise you, my king - you will be satisfied."

"Calistrae..." he murmured, his eyes meeting hers. He could see that she was telling the truth - that she was everything she claimed to be.

"What's your price?" he asked at last.

"Your seed, my lord," she whispered, her fingers rubbing his thick bulge underneath his breeches. "Give me that, and I'll free you from this dungeon."

Cedric groaned, his hands tangling in her curls as he pulled her head back and kissed her hard.

"Take off your clothes," he growled, his eyes dark with lust. "Let me see what you have to offer."

She nodded and pulled off her dress, exposing her perfect body to his hungry eyes. He watched in awe as she reached down between her legs, rubbing herself slowly. Her pussy was wet already, and she moaned softly as she touched herself.

Cedric could feel his cock stiffening further as he watched, his hands moving to her breasts. She whimpered as his fingers squeezed her nipples, pinching them firmly. He could tell that she liked it rough.

He kissed her again, this time more fiercely. Their tongues danced together as he groped her tits, his hands moving lower down to her thighs. He slid one hand between her legs, finding her dripping wet pussy.

She moaned into his mouth as he fingered her, her hips rolling forward to meet his hand. He stroked her clit gently at first, then harder, until finally she was on the edge of orgasm.

Cedric smiled as he felt her body shaking in his arms, her pussy clenching around his fingers. Then, he pushed her back onto the floor and climbed on top of her.

He thrust his cock into her tight cunt in one swift motion, moaning with pleasure as he sank himself deep inside her. She was so wet, so warm, so tight. He knew he was in for a treat tonight.

As he moved inside her, he could feel himself growing harder and harder. His dick was aching to come, but he held off, determined to last as long as he could.

Calistrae, meanwhile, was whimpering beneath him. She wanted him so bad, and she could tell from the way he was pounding into her that he was in the same condition. She tried to hold on, but after a few more minutes, she was cumming hard around his thick cock.

He watched as she came, her body arching off the floor as her pussy clenched around him. He couldn't take it anymore. He thrust himself deep inside her one final time before exploding into her cunt, coating it with his seed.

She whimpered softly as he withdrew, his cum dripping down her legs. But she didn't have much time to recover - in seconds, he was on top of her again, his mouth latched onto one of her nipples.

She groaned, writhing beneath him. Her hands moved to his back, and she dug her fingernails into his skin. He growled and bit down harder on her nipple, causing her to scream in pain and pleasure.

"You're a vicious beast," she groaned, thrusting her hips up against him.

He bit her again, this time harder. She cried out and then laughed, her fingers tracing his muscles.

He moved down to her other breast, biting her nipple until she begged him to stop. Then, he trailed kisses across her belly until he reached her pussy. He licked the inside of her thighs, teasing her, before finally sliding his tongue up along her slit.

She gasped and arched her back off the floor. Her legs were spread wide open as he feasted on her cunt, his mouth sucking hard on her clit.

"Oh gods," she moaned. "That feels so good."

Cedric licked her pussy until she was soaked with her own juices, then he moved up to kiss her lips. He pushed his tongue into her mouth as he lined his cock up with her entrance. She felt so fucking good, and he knew he was going to enjoy fucking her until she couldn't stand it anymore.

He pushed into her, groaning at the sensation of being buried inside her hot pussy. He started off slow, fucking her deep and hard.

Then he sped up, slamming into her over and over again. She was moaning loudly, her legs wrapped around his waist. Her hands grabbed his ass and squeezed hard as he fucked her.

"Gods," she whimpered, as he reached down to rub her clit. "You're so good. So fucking good."

"I know," he growled, his teeth grazing her neck. "I'm gonna fuck you all night long."

He pounded into her pussy, feeling it tighten around his cock as she came again. Her screams filled the room, echoing off the walls. He loved how vocal she was.

It didn't take long for him to reach his own climax. He filled her cunt up with his seed, letting out a loud groan as he came inside her. He was so hard that he stayed hard for a while afterward, enjoying the feeling of being deep inside her.

After a few minutes, he finally pulled out and collapsed beside her.

"That was incredible," she breathed.

He grinned. "Yeah, it was. You're incredible."

She laughed. "I know. And I think we've come to an agreement."

"What do you mean?" he asked, frowning. "We've been fucking. I'd say we've come to an agreement there."

"No, I mean with our deal," she replied. "The one I came here to make."

"Oh yeah, the one where you'd give me Lilea's head in a basket," he scoffed. "Yeah, that seems likely."

She rolled her eyes and reached out to touch his hand. "You need to believe in me," she said gently. "I promise you, it's possible."

"Okay, fine. You're so sure of yourself that I'll believe you." He gave her a small smile. "But if this is a trick..."

"It's not," she said, smiling. "Just have faith in me. I'll make good on our deal, you'll see."

She stood up and got dressed again, then leaned down to kiss him on the cheek.

"I'll come back for you later," she promised, winking at him before leaving the room.

Cedric lay back down on the floor, wondering what the hell had just happened. But before he could figure it out, he was fast asleep.
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When he woke up, he was no longer in the dungeon - now, he was in a beautiful estate, lying in a warm, luxurious bed. He looked around, trying to remember how he got here, and then it all came back to him: Calistrae.

She must've come to get him, he realized. But how did she manage to do all of this?

He climbed out of the bed, rubbing his eyes. There was a tray of food waiting for him: bread, cheese, fruits, and some meat.

Cedric helped himself, wolfing down the food as fast as he could. He hadn't eaten in days - well, maybe a few days. Time felt a bit blurry to him.

Once he was done eating, he wandered through the estate, exploring every room and hallway. There was nothing here except for this place. It seemed like an empty house, but he could see signs of life everywhere.

The estate was staffed by beautiful serving girls, all dressed in skimpy outfits. They moved gracefully around the estate, always bowing and curtsying to Cedric whenever he passed by. The girls seemed shy but affectionate, smiling at him and seeming eager to please him. 

The inner court of the mansion was filled with lush gardens and fountains, the sun shining down on them through the glass roof high above. The air was filled with fragrant flowers from all over; roses, lilies, and violets growing everywhere. Cedric strolled through them, admiring their beauty and inhaling their sweet scent. 

At the back of the estate was an outdoor pool area with a large Jacuzzi surrounded by tall palm trees that provided privacy from anyone else in the estate. There were several chairs set up around it where Cedric could relax and soak in its warmth while admiring his surroundings. 

He knew it was just a matter of time before he took advantage of the beautiful women there, and the thought of it made him smile.

As he sat there soaking in the sun, a group of thre serving girls approached him. They were all wearing skimpy outfits, and each one was carrying a tray of food and drinks. Their boobs were very big. One was blonde, and the other two had dark hair. 

"What is all this?" Cedric asked, his eyes widening.

One of the girls smiled and set the tray down. "Lady Calistrae told us to bring you these treats, sir."

Cedric raised an eyebrow. "Why?"

Another girl giggled. "She said you needed to regain your strength, my lord."

Cedric smiled, his heart beating fast. He was excited to see where this would go.

He grabbed a cup of water and gulped it down. The girls watched him, their eyes shining with lust.

"I could use some help regaining my strength," he purred, his cock hardening.

The first girl, the blonde, smiled and knelt down in front of him. She undid his pants and pulled them down, revealing his hard dick. She took him in her mouth, sucking on his tip and swirling her tongue around it.

He groaned and reached down, grabbing her hair and forcing her to take him deeper. She moaned, her eyes fluttering shut as she sucked on his shaft.

Meanwhile, the two girls knelt down on either side of him, kissing his neck and running their hands over his chest. He could feel their tits rubbing against him, and he groaned with pleasure.

The blonde pulled back, her lips wet with his pre-cum. She grinned at him and then began licking his shaft, her tongue trailing up and down his length.

He groaned, his hands tangling in her hair. He was desperate for her, desperate for all of them.

He pulled her head back and forced her to look at him. "You want me?" he growled.

"Yes," she whimpered.

"Tell me you want me."

She leaned forward, her lips brushing against his. "I want you," she whispered.

He growled and pulled her head back, exposing her throat. He bit down hard, making her cry out.

He shoved her down onto the ground and pulled her skirt up, revealing her tight little pussy. He rubbed his fingers over her lips, spreading them apart and feeling her wetness. She whimpered as he pushed his fingers into her, fucking her with his hand.

The other girls knelt down on either side of her, their eyes wide with lust.

"Fuck her," the blonde whispered.

Cedric smiled and pulled his fingers out of her, positioning his cock at her entrance. She was dripping wet, and he groaned as he slid inside her.

She moaned, her legs wrapping around his waist as he fucked her. Her tits bounced with each thrust, and he reached down to squeeze them, pinching her nipples hard.

She cried out, her nails digging into his shoulders as he fucked her. He could feel her tightening around him, and he knew she was close to coming.

"Fuck, yes," she moaned.

He pulled her hips up, angling her body so that he could pound into her even harder. She screamed with pleasure, her back arching off the ground.

He could feel his balls tightening, and he knew he was close to coming too. He fucked her hard and fast, his hips slamming into hers as he grunted.

"Oh god, I'm going to come," she whimpered.

He growled and sped up, feeling his cock throb as he spilled his seed inside her. He groaned and pumped into her a few more times, enjoying the feeling of her pussy pulsing around him.

As he pulled out, the other girls came over, kneeling in front of him. They smiled and started licking his cock, their tongues trailing over his shaft and tip.

"Fuck," he groaned, his hands tangling in their hair.

They kept going, their mouths taking turns as they sucked and licked him. He could feel his dick hardening again, and he knew it was just a matter of time before he was ready for another round.

He let the girls keep going, their tongues dancing over his skin. Finally, he couldn't take it anymore. He pulled them back and forced them to look up at him.

"I need to fuck," he growled.

The girls nodded and stood up, their bodies pressing against him. They were all completely naked, and he could feel their tits rubbing against his chest.

He reached down and rubbed their pussies, feeling their wetness. They were dripping for him, and he knew they wanted him as badly as he wanted them.

He picked one up and threw her onto the ground, pushing her legs apart and spreading her pussy wide open. He positioned his cock at her entrance and thrust himself into her, burying his shaft deep inside her.

She cried out with pleasure, her legs wrapping around his waist. He grabbed her tits and squeezed them hard, pinching her nipples until she was moaning loudly.

He could feel his cock throbbing inside her, and he knew he wasn't going to last much longer. He sped up, pounding into her as his balls slapped against her ass.

She screamed, her body arching off the ground as she came. The other two girls watched, their eyes wide with lust.

Gods, it felt good to be deep inside these serving girls. Their pussies were tight, their personalities submissive and eager to please him. 

They were all equally beautiful, with curves in all the right places and their skin glistening with sweat as they moaned beneath him. 

He felt powerful and strong, knowing that his body was giving them pleasure and satisfaction. He looked down at them as they lay in front of him; they were all so stunningly perfect, even in their vulnerability.

He ran his hands over their hair and shoulders, caressing them gently before kissing each of them on the lips. 

It had been too damned long since he'd fucked like this. He'd lost track...when was it? With Madeia, before the takeover at the castle? No... It was Emilia, Theodric's wife. He remembered now. He'd fucked Emilia, and she'd enjoyed taking every last drop of his seed... hell, he might have even gotten her pregnant. 

Then, Lilea had ruined everything, taking control of the place. Even when he and Theodric were starting to get along with each other. Cedric growled as he remembered, his fist tightening in the blonde's hair, yanking her head back and biting down on her shoulder.

She gasped, her eyes going wide with surprise.

"Sorry," he murmured, loosening his grip.

"Don't be," she purred. "I like it rough."

He grinned, his cock hardening again. Gods, these serving girls were incredible.

"Turn around," he ordered.

She did as he asked, kneeling before him on all fours. He slapped her ass hard, making her cry out in pain and pleasure. Then, he got onto his knees behind her and pushed his cock into her from behind.

She moaned, her eyes rolling back in her head. He spanked her hard as he fucked her, making her ass jiggle with each thrust.

The other two girls knelt down on either side of him, their tongues teasing his stomach and nipples as he pounded into her cunt.

"Oh, my lord," she groaned, pushing her hips back against him. "You're so big, so hard."

He sped up, feeling himself nearing release. He could feel her tightening around his dick as she reached orgasm, screaming and panting as he fucked her through it.

He finally came as well, growling and shoving himself all the way inside her. She whimpered as he filled her up with his seed, and he leaned forward to kiss her gently on the lips.

As he pulled out, the others climbed on top of him, desperate for a turn. They were dripping wet, their thighs soaked with their juices.

He groaned and turned the blonde around so that she was straddling his waist. She sank onto his cock, sliding down his shaft until he was buried deep inside her.

"Fuck, you feel good," he growled.

She nodded, riding him slowly at first. Then, she picked up speed, bouncing up and down on his shaft.

The other two girls took turns riding him while the blonde watched, her fingers rubbing her clit. She moaned loudly, her hips bucking with desire.

After he came in the second one's pussy, the third one climbed on top of him and slid herself down onto his shaft. Her tits hung over his face as he sucked on them, and she leaned forward to kiss him gently on the lips.

She moved up and down his length, her pace fast and furious. He moaned and bit her lip, his teeth sinking into her skin.

She screamed, her body shaking as she came. Then, she climbed off him and lay next to him on the ground, breathing heavily.

He couldn't believe it. He'd come three times, and he was still rock hard. It felt like he could fuck all night long, and they wanted more.

The blonde slid onto his cock again, rocking her hips back and forth as she rode him. He groaned, his hands grabbing her hips and forcing her down harder on his shaft.

She gasped, her eyes fluttering shut as he pumped up into her. She leaned forward, her lips brushing against his neck.

He bit her earlobe, his teeth scraping against her skin. She cried out as he slammed into her, his cock hitting her G-spot over and over again.

The other two girls knelt at his sides, their tongues teasing his chest and nipples. They ran their hands over his shoulders and neck, sending shivers through his body.

Gods, it was amazing. He was surrounded by these beautiful women, all willing to take care of his needs and give him pleasure.

He reached down and rubbed his thumb over her clit, making her gasp with pleasure. Then, he reached behind her and spanked her hard, her ass jiggling under his hand.

She whimpered, her eyes rolling back in her head. She looked down at him, her lips parted and wet with saliva.

He smiled and pulled her head down, kissing her deeply on the lips. As their tongues twirled together, he could feel himself getting close to climaxing.

He pushed her back and shoved his cock into her, pumping into her from below. She screamed with pleasure as she bounced up and down, her tits shaking wildly.

He groaned and buried himself deep inside her, his body shuddering with ecstasy as he shot his load. She moaned and collapsed on top of him, her body covered with sweat.

As they lay there catching their breath, he knew that this was only the beginning. 

Cedric was tired of all the fighting, of all the backstabbing... of the constant need to defend himself against traitors like Lilea. 

He wanted to rest in this beautiful place...and fuck as many beautiful girls as he desired. 

And so he would. And if anyone dared to challenge him, he'd destroy them completely.

Calistrae had made it possible for him to have all this - to be the master of his own destiny once again. And he intended to show his appreciation by enjoying every moment of it.
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A week later, Cedric woke up in a haze of pleasure. He blinked, rubbing his eyes as he came to his senses.

One of the serving girls was on top of him, sliding herself down onto his dick and moaning softly as he filled her cunt. He reached up to grab her hips and shove her down harder onto his cock, making her scream with pleasure.

As he pumped into her from beneath, he looked around to see all the others lying next to him, their naked bodies pressed against him. They were all dripping wet, their eyes shining with lust.

Damn, this felt good. He reached out and grabbed one of the other girls, forcing her mouth down onto his cock. He groaned, his mind whirling as he felt his tip sliding down her throat.

The girl riding him leaned forward to kiss him gently, her tongue tracing over his lips. He sucked on it, his teeth scraping against her flesh.

She whimpered, her eyes rolling back in her head. Cedric was starting to realize that these serving girls enjoyed the pain almost as much as the pleasure.

He bit down on her neck, his teeth sinking into her flesh. She screamed, her body shaking violently as she came.

He was just getting started. He could fuck all day, all night, and they would give him everything they had.

But, as he lay there thrusting into the girl riding him, he couldn't help but feel a sense of unease creeping over him. There was something strange going on, something that didn't make sense.

Why had Calistrae decided to trust him? Why had she brought him here, given him power and status? Did she have an ulterior motive?

As the girls sucked and licked him, he wondered what she was up to. Perhaps it was just his paranoia getting the best of him, but something didn't feel right.

He pulled back, grabbing the blonde's hair and yanking her head off his cock. She whimpered, her eyes watering as she stared up at him.

"Sorry," he muttered, his chest heaving as he tried to catch his breath. "I need to go for a walk."

He pushed the girls aside and climbed off the bed, feeling his hardness subside a little. As he pulled on his pants, he looked around the room, seeing all the beautiful serving girls kneeling there. They were all dripping wet for him, their bodies quivering with desire.

Still, he couldn't shake the feeling that something wasn't right. He had to figure out what Calistrae was up to...and fast.

As he left the bedroom, he made his way through the corridors of the castle. He was surprised at how quiet it was. Where was everyone?

Then, he heard a noise coming from outside. He peered through a window and saw a group of guards surrounding someone. He pressed his face against the glass, trying to get a better look.

It was Theodric! But why had they captured him?

Cedric threw open the door and ran out into the courtyard. He charged toward the group, his fists clenched tightly.

"What the hell is this?" he shouted.

Calistrae turned and smiled at him, her eyes shining with malevolence. "Welcome, my lord. We've been waiting for you."

She snapped her fingers, and the guards forced Theodric to his knees in front of her.

Cedric watched in shock, seeing his old rival suddenly on the ground below him. He was bloody and bruised, obviously worse for wear.

"He's a present for you, Cedric," said Calistrae. "You've been wanting to see him actually your prisoner for a while, haven't you? No distractions, no one interfering, just true victory over him. Finally."

Cedric swallowed hard, looking down at Theodric. "What will you do with him, Calistrae?"

She smiled coldly. "Oh, don't worry. I'll keep him alive, so you can watch him suffer every day."

Theodric growled, spitting at her feet. "Go to hell, Calistrae."

She slapped him hard, making him grunt in pain. "Shut up, traitor. You're not worth the dirt on Cedric's shoes."

Cedric bit his lip. Something was wrong here. Why was she doing this?

He reached out and grabbed her arm, pulling her back. "What are you doing? Why did you bring him here?"

She stared up at him, her eyes flashing. "He's your enemy, isn't he? Aren't you tired of watching him get away with his schemes?"

Cedric frowned. "Well, yes, but..."

Calistrae turned away, smiling at her men. "Bring him to the dungeons, boys. Let's show him what it means to cross us."

They nodded and began to drag Theodric toward the castle. Cedric stood there, his eyes fixed on Theodric. What the hell was going on here?

As he followed Calistrae back inside, he couldn't shake the uneasy feeling creeping over him. She seemed eager to torture Theodric, almost as if she'd planned this from the beginning.

Why? Was she trying to prove something to him?

He couldn't believe it. There had to be another explanation.

He followed her into the castle, his eyes fixed on the back of her head. As he watched her move, he felt a sense of dread growing inside him.

Maybe this was all a mistake. Maybe she wasn't who she claimed to be.

As he walked behind her, he noticed a small mark on her wrist. It was a symbol, a rune of some kind. He'd seen it before, somewhere...but where?

He stopped and reached out, grabbing her arm. "Calistrae, wait. Tell me the truth."

She spun around, her eyes wide with surprise. "What do you mean, my lord?"

He pointed at her wrist. "That mark. Where did you get it?"

She frowned. "What mark?"

"That one," he said, grabbing her arm and pulling her closer.

She looked down, her eyes widening. "Oh, that? It's nothing, my lord. Just a silly tattoo."

"Don't lie to me," he said, his voice trembling with anger. "I've seen it before. Tell me the truth."

She glared at him, her eyes flashing. "It's the symbol of the Ravenguard." 

The Ravenguard... Cedric knew of them. They were a group of rebels, anarchists who wanted to destroy the balance of power. They had no respect for tradition, for hierarchy. They were a threat to everything he'd worked so hard to achieve.

"So, you're a Ravenguard, then," he said. "You've betrayed me."

She laughed. "I'm not your enemy, Cedric. Any allegiances I have are to my own cause."

He grabbed her arm, his fingers digging into her flesh. "Tell me why you brought Theodric here."

She looked up at him, her eyes flashing with amusement. "Because it's the only way you'll ever be able to get rid of him. Do you really think he'll abandon you? That he'll give up his revenge so easily?"

Cedric scowled. "He won't be so keen to go after me once I execute him."

She smiled at him. "No, but he'll be dead. He won't be able to hurt you."

Cedric pulled her close, glaring down at her. "What are you saying?"

"I'm saying you should make him watch," she said. "He deserves it."

The skin around Cedric's eyes tightened. He was so disgusted, he could barely control himself. He wrapped his arms around her and pulled her close, squeezing her tight.

"You're a monster," he hissed.

She laughed. "You like it, don't you?" 

"I like getting angry," he growled, squeezing her even harder.

She laughed again, squirming around in his grip. "I knew you liked it. And quite honestly, I like it when you're angry, too. You're very dangerous." She leaned in and licked his neck. "It's sexy."

Cedric shuddered. He was furious, yet strangely aroused. He could feel himself hardening again, his cock pressing against her thigh.

"So, you're a Ravenguard member and you're trying to manipulate me?" he asked, his voice trembling.

"Manipulate? No, no, no. I just want to bring you the things you want. You're a king, after all. You deserve it."

He snorted. "So, you're not trying to manipulate me, but you're still a member of the Ravenguard, who are known for being anarchists and rebels."

"I'm a member of the Ravenguard," she admitted. "But, I'm not an anarchist. I'm just someone who believes in a different way of doing things."

"So, you're a reformer," Cedric said.

She nodded. "I'm a reformer. I believe in change. In progress."

"And, you want me to help you with that," Cedric guessed.

"Yes. I think we can work together, Cedric. You and I have a lot in common."

His cock was raging hard, and he wanted to bury it deep inside Calistrae. "Fine, then. I'll help you with whatever you need."

"Good," she purred. "Now, why don't we take care of that big, hard cock of yours?"

He growled and pulled her in, kissing her deeply. She wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him in, her tongue dancing over his lips.

Gods, he was going to fuck her until she couldn't breathe. He was going to make her scream and cry and beg for more.

She was his now, and he was hers.

As they kissed, he knew that their alliance was going to change everything. They would work together to bring about a new era, a better future. A world where he ruled... and she would rule at his side. 

Cedric ripped her clothes off, his cock pulsing with desire. He spread her legs and shoved himself into her, his teeth sinking into her shoulder.

She cried out, her body shaking as he fucked her. He could feel her pussy tightening around his cock, her juices dripping down his shaft.

He groaned and pushed her down harder, his hands gripping her hips. He could feel himself getting close to the edge, and he wasn't sure how much longer he could last.

She gasped, her eyes rolling back in her head. He knew she was close, too.

He reached up and grabbed her hair, yanking her head back. He growled and spanked her hard, making her ass jiggle beneath his hand.

She whimpered, her back arching. He could feel her getting wetter, her body trembling beneath his.

Gods, she was amazing. He had never seen a woman so responsive, so willing to take everything he gave her.

"So you want to be my ally?" he grunted. "You want to be my queen?"

"Yes, my lord," she moaned. "I will do anything for you."

"Anything?"

"Anything."

He smiled and slid his hand up her stomach, over her breasts, and around her throat. He squeezed gently, feeling her pulse quicken under his fingers.

"Then, you'll bear my heirs."

She nodded, gasping as she was pounded savagely by his huge cock. "Yes, my lord. I will bear your heirs."

"Good. Then, you will be mine."

He groaned and pushed her onto her back, his cock pounding deep into her. She cried out, her body shuddering with ecstasy as he fucked her relentlessly.

As he pumped into her, he knew he wouldn't be able to last much longer. He could feel his climax building, his muscles tightening with anticipation.

She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him even deeper. He groaned, his body convulsing with pleasure as he shot his load inside her, filling her womb with his seed.

They collapsed on the floor together, both spent and satisfied. As they lay there catching their breath, he couldn't help but feel proud of himself. He'd conquered her, tamed her, made her his own.

And, as they lay there, he knew that this was just the beginning. He would use her as he pleased, take her when he needed, and she would never deny him. She was his slave, his possession...his queen.

But, as he looked at her, he couldn't help but wonder if something was lurking behind those beautiful eyes.

Could he really trust her? 
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A hot preview… 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Beg for my cock, whore."

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

Conquering Tiriene: Part 2 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"What is it?" she asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Cedric smirked. "It was intoxicating."

"I thought so," she purred.

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

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

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

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

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

"Then, take me."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"What's going on, Cedric?"

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

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

"Fine."

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

"In there."

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

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

"No one."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

For better or for worse.

***

Part 3

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Cedric narrowed his eyes. 

"Where is Madeia?" 

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

"You're lying," Cedric hissed.

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

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

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

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

"We're going to kill him."

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

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

Emeric staggered backwards, his jaw throbbing in pain.

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Too late," she hissed.

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

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

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

He'd found out what Calistrae was up to.

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

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

So much for noble intentions.

Part 4

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

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

Had Cedric tortured him?

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

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

"Good to see you again, Emeric."

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

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

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

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

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

Emilia smirked. "Theodric will understand."

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

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

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

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

The whore. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

He was a survivor.

He had come too far to give up now.

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

No matter what it took.

Part 5

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

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

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

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

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

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

"What do you mean?"

Lilea smirked. "Emilia."

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

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

Madeia nodded.

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

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

Lilea shrugged. "It's worth it."

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

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

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

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

Part 6

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

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

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

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

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

Emilia.

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

Emeric snorted. "You always were a traitor."

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

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

"You bitch," he hissed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Part 7

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

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

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

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

Emilia.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Theodric...my love..."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"But—"

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

"Yes! Yes, sir."

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

She whimpered. "Whatever you want, sir."

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

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

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

"On your knees," he commanded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Beg for my cock, whore."

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

"Beg me."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Sir?"

"On your hands and knees, whore."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Beg for it."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She gasped, her body rocking with each thrust.

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

He chuckled. "As you wish, Emilia."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She screamed, her body convulsing as she came.

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

He erupted, pumping his hot cum deep inside her.

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

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

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

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

He smiled and leaned in, kissing her deeply.

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

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

He nodded, his hand drifting down to her pussy.

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

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

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

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

She moaned, her body quivering.

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

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

"Now," he said, kissing her lips. "Get ready for round two."
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A hot preview…

Nyadara reached down, grasping his cock and placing it at the entrance to her pussy. She guided him inside, moaning softly as he slowly entered her. She began to move, riding him slowly, enjoying his cock sliding deep inside her. Theodric grunted, throwing his head back as she rode him.

Nyadara moved faster, bouncing atop him, her breasts jiggling as they bounced. Theodric reached out, pinching her nipples, twisting them and pulling on them. Nyadara leaned forward, kissing him, her tongue plunging into his mouth.

He grabbed her ass, digging his fingers into her flesh, squeezing her cheeks. She groaned, biting his lip as she fucked him, her moans turning to panting gasps as she neared climax. She came quickly, shuddering in his arms as she spilled her juices on his leg and chest.

Theodric's own orgasm was close now. He felt himself tightening, his cock swelling. He wrapped one arm around her waist, holding her tight, slowing his movements. She looked down at him, smiling as she felt his orgasm build.

"I want you to come with me, my love," she whispered. "Let go, give me your seed..."

Conquering Tiriene 5

It was time for Theodric to reclaim his castle. Gathering his army with Nyadara's aid, he set out on a journey towards his birthright. Theodric rode at the front of the procession, his newfound power radiating off him like an aura. The soldiers behind him could feel his commanding presence, and their loyalty to their rightful king grew with every step.

As they neared the castle, Theodric could see the glimmer of hope in his men's eyes. They had been waiting for this moment their whole lives, and now it was within their grasp. Nyadara rode beside him, her hair flowing in the wind like a fiery mane. Her eyes held a determination that matched Theodric's own.

The castle stood tall and imposing, a symbol of Lilea's tyranny. But with Theodric's newfound powers and the support of his loyal soldiers, he knew that victory was assured.

Theodric dismounted his horse and raised his hand, signaling for his soldiers to follow suit. He approached the massive wooden gates of the castle, his heart pounding with anticipation. The gates creaked open, revealing a courtyard filled with Lilea's guards, armed and ready to defend their queen at any cost. Theodric's soldiers fanned out, forming a protective shield around him as they prepared for the impending battle.

With a determined stride, Theodric entered the castle grounds, his presence commanding respect from both friend and foe alike. The clash of swords echoed through the air as the battle began in earnest. Theodric fought with a fury that seemed to come from deep within his soul, each swing of his sword carrying the weight of justice and vengeance.

As Theodric fought, he could feel his newfound powers surging through him, lending him strength and speed that no mere mortal could hope to match. He cut through his enemies like a hot knife through butter, leaving a trail of destruction in his wake. His soldiers rallied behind him, bolstered by his ferocious battle cry.

Lilea's guards fought valiantly, but they were no match for the might of Theodric and his men. At least not now that he had unlocked the power of the Ancients and had a goddess at his side...

As the battle raged on, Theodric could sense the tide of the fight shifting in his favor. With each passing moment, more and more of Lilea's guards fell to his blade, and the realization that they had no chance of victory slowly dawned on them. Still, some refused to give up, drawing their last breaths and then falling to the ground.

Theodric turned to look at Nyadara, who sat atop her horse, cheering his name. She looked beautiful, even though she was covered in blood and gore, her eyes full of joy and excitement. This was what she had wanted all along—for him to be victorious.

As Theodric and his forces advanced towards the throne room, they broke into a run. As they did, Theodric felt a rush of energy course through his body, surging from head to toe. He could hear the bloodlust of his soldiers, and the roar of triumph rose from their throats.

Theodric reached the doors to the throne room, only to find that they were locked. "Open the door!" yelled Theodric over the din of battle. His voice carried easily over the sound of combat, and there was no mistaking who it belonged to.

At once, the doors swung wide open, revealing a hulking brute of a man standing before him. He was clad in heavy armor and wielded a large axe. Theodric recognized him instantly. It was Lilea's personal guard, Vaelin.

"I know you," said Theodric, his face flushed with confidence. "You're the one she called back when I was imprisoned."

Vaelin frowned, lowering his axe. "Who are you?"

Theodric smiled as he replied. "My name is Theodric. And I'm here to reclaim my birthright."

"That's right," said Nyadara, climbing down from her horse and walking toward Vaelin. She didn't have to say anything; the look in her eyes said all that needed to be said.

In response, Vaelin glared at Theodric, his expression one of pure hatred. "Get out! You're nothing but a filthy peasant, and we'll kill you where you stand for desecrating our queen's sacred chambers."

Theodric laughed. "Perhaps we should take this outside, then? Let me show you how a true warrior fights."

Vaelin narrowed his eyes, readying himself for a charge. "Very well," he growled.

He rushed forward, swinging his axe with all his strength. Theodric dodged easily, giving him just enough time to summon a bolt of lightning from the heavens. The shockwave left Vaelin reeling, staggering backward and raising his axe for another attack.

Theodric met his strike with a quick swing of his sword, cutting his arm off cleanly below the elbow. Vaelin shrieked, dropping his axe and clutching at the stump of his limb. "You bastard!" he screeched, turning on his heel and running at Theodric.

Before Theodric could respond, a sharp pain shot through his shoulder, causing him to drop his sword. A second later, he felt the intense heat of a fiery arrow striking his chest, knocking him backwards. He watched in stunned disbelief as Vaelin ran past him, tripping over his own severed arm and falling to the floor.

Theodric tried to rise to his feet, but it was impossible. As he pushed himself to his knees, his vision blurred and everything went black.

***

Theodric opened his eyes to a blinding light. For a moment, he thought he had died again, but then he became aware of a burning sensation in his chest. He gasped, his lungs constricting and threatening to tear in two. He coughed, choking on his own blood as he struggled to draw breath into his tortured lungs.

A hand gently touched his forehead, wiping away the sweat that dotted his skin. A cool breeze blew across his cheek, clearing his mind so he could focus on the woman kneeling beside him.

"Are you alright, my love?" she asked. Her voice sounded as sweet as ever, and Theodric found himself smiling despite his pain.

"I... I feel wonderful," he whispered, trying to smile again. It was difficult, however, with his mouth being filled with blood and splinters of wood.

"You're going to be okay," said Nyadara. "It isn't your time yet."

Theodric's eyes widened in surprise. "Not my time? What do you mean?"

Nyadara paused, regarding him carefully before replying. "You still have much to accomplish."

Theodric gasped, feeling like his insides were on fire. "You're wrong," he croaked, his throat raw from the coughing. "I've done all I can now. There's nothing more for me to do."

Nyadara shook her head, reaching out to touch his face. "There is always something left to do, my love. Always. The fight is never over until the last man falls, and the last woman dies."

Theodric shivered, fighting back tears of pain and frustration. "I don't understand. Even if I lived a thousand years, there would still be so much for me to—"

Nyadara placed her fingers against Theodric's lips, silencing him with a soft kiss. "No, I am not wrong. There is always something left to do."

She stood up, taking his hand in hers and leading him to their bedchamber. It was little more than a large space with a single window, which let in light filtered through a thin curtain. Theodric lay on the narrow cot, watching in fascination as Nyadara undressed and climbed into the bed. He followed her onto the mattress, laying his head in her lap as she stroked his hair.

"Come and be with me, King Theodric, and your wounds will be healed. Your life, too, shall be renewed."

Theodric smiled, kissing her lightly on the neck. "That sounds wonderful, my love, but..."

Nyadara silenced him with another kiss, moving lower to taste his chest. "Rest, my love. When you awaken, you shall know what must be done."

Theodric closed his eyes, savouring the warmth of her body as she kissed her way down his stomach. She slowed, pausing only long enough to lick his balls before taking his hard, thick cock into her mouth. He moaned, tilting his head back, his hands reaching behind him to hold her hair as she bobbed her head.

Her hair tickled his thigh as she worked her tongue around the tip of his dick, lapping at the pre-cum leaking from the slit. He groaned, gripping her head tightly as she took him deeper, the muscles of her throat stretching tight to accommodate his girth.

Nyadara sucked harder, her tongue flicking against the underside of his shaft. His hips began to move, fucking her mouth as she sucked him. She released his cock, licking her lips and looking up at him.

"Such a strong man," she said in a sultry voice. "So many years of battle, and you still have the stamina of a young warrior. Give me your seed..." 

Nyadara pulled his pants off, tossing them aside. She straddled his waist, resting one foot on either side of his legs. Her hand reached between her thighs and caressed herself, wetness seeping from her pussy to coat his leg.

Theodric watched, entranced by the sight of her arousal glistening on his leg. He felt himself growing hard, feeling the throb of blood pulsing in his groin. He rocked his hips, grinding against her belly as she teased herself.

Nyadara reached down, grasping his cock and placing it at the entrance to her pussy. She guided him inside, moaning softly as he slowly entered her. She began to move, riding him slowly, enjoying his cock sliding deep inside her. Theodric grunted, throwing his head back as she rode him.

Nyadara moved faster, bouncing atop him, her breasts jiggling as they bounced. Theodric reached out, pinching her nipples, twisting them and pulling on them. Nyadara leaned forward, kissing him, her tongue plunging into his mouth.

He grabbed her ass, digging his fingers into her flesh, squeezing her cheeks. She groaned, biting his lip as she fucked him, her moans turning to panting gasps as she neared climax. She came quickly, shuddering in his arms as she spilled her juices on his leg and chest.

Theodric's own orgasm was close now. He felt himself tightening, his cock swelling. He wrapped one arm around her waist, holding her tight, slowing his movements. She looked down at him, smiling as she felt his orgasm build.

"I want you to come with me, my love," she whispered. "Let go, give me your seed..."

She rolled off him, laying on her back, spreading her legs wide. Theodric crawled between her thighs, pressing his face to her crotch, inhaling deeply. He rubbed his nose against her pussy, rubbing the scent of her sex across his face. Then he did as she had instructed, thrusting his hips upwards, pumping his cum into her.

His orgasm was intense, his cock twitching as she milked it dry. She moaned, writhing beneath him, the bed shifting as he filled her. As he finished, they both fell silent, Theodric leaning over her as she played with her nipples.

"You were right," he said after a moment. "There are always things left to do."

Nyadara stroked his cheek, smiling. "As I am always right about men... and women."

Theodric smiled back. "Indeed. Now let us rest, for tomorrow we shall be busy again."

***

Theodric spent the next several days recovering from his injuries and getting to know his new wife. They both enjoyed each other's company immensely, and their lovemaking was passionate, full of passion and lust. It was a far cry from their first night together. 

He rose, and found himself brooding. He had one thing left to do before the castle was reclaimed, and that was to slay Lilea. 

'I'll get my revenge on that bitch yet,' he thought. 

He dressed himself in his armor, buckling the straps over his chest.

It hurt to do so. But then, everything did.

"Have courage," Nyadara said, standing beside him.

He nodded, meeting her eyes. "Thank you, wife."

They walked through the halls of the palace, making their way to the main hall. There they met with the other soldiers. They had been told to prepare themselves, and when the time came, to march.

"We will reclaim this place," he said. "Once we return, I promise you all that we will make those who abandoned us pay for what they did."

The men nodded, looking resolute.

Lilea stood at the front, watching them approach. Theodric walked up, drawing his sword.

"Well, well," she sneered. "So you've finally decided to join us."

He laughed, a bitter sound. "Enough time has passed since you've taken control of my castle. Now, I'm going to take it back." 

"Is that so?" 

"Yes, I'm going to kill you."

Lilea drew her sword, her warriors following suit. She advanced, circling him, her blade dancing. Theodric matched her step for step.

"The Underlords cannot be defeated," Lilea sneered. "They will never fall."

"I will not fall either," Theodric replied, raising his blade.

The two locked eyes.

Then, they began.

The clash was quick, fierce. Neither warrior gave any ground. Both fought ferociously, striking with lightning speed.

As they continued their duel, Theodric began to notice a difference in Lilea's fighting style.

Instead of trying to cut him open, she was now aiming for his arms and legs.

She was intentionally trying to cripple him. Theodric gritted his teeth, dodging her strikes and countering with precise blows of his own. He couldn't let her succeed in disabling him. He needed every ounce of strength to reclaim his castle and bring justice to those who had betrayed him.

With a swift maneuver, Theodric managed to disarm Lilea, sending her sword clattering to the ground. She snarled in frustration, but before she could retrieve her weapon, he lunged forward, tackling her to the floor.

They grappled, their bodies entwined in a lethal dance of power and aggression. Theodric fought with all his might, his injuries screaming in protest, but his determination fueled his every move. Nyadara watched from the sidelines, her eyes burning with both concern and admiration for the man she had come to love.

Lilea's strength began to wane under Theodric's relentless assault. He managed to pin her beneath him, and pressed the tip of his blade against her throat.

"Yield!" he commanded.

"Never," she spat, struggling uselessly beneath him.

"You've lost," he said.

"Never," she repeated, her voice hoarse.

He leaned down and whispered into her ear, "I'll never forgive you for what you did to my homeland... to my wives. My unborn children. They didn't deserve what you did."

"And neither do I," Lilea hissed.

Theodric's eyes widened, then narrowed in anger. He pressed the blade tighter against her neck, drawing blood.

"You took everything from me, and now you're going to die."

"If only I'd killed you," Lilea sneered, coughing.

"Then you'd be dead," Theodric retorted.

Theodric stood up, holding his blade aloft. "Today, you pay for your crimes. Today, justice is served."

"Justice," Lilea scoffed. "You call this justice? Killing an innocent woman?"

"You are not innocent," he spat, bringing the blade down.

Blood spattered across the floor, splashing against Theodric's feet.

The hall fell silent, save for the sound of his breathing.

He stared down at the lifeless body of Lilea. A part of him felt sick. Another part felt triumphant. He turned to Nyadara, who approached and wrapped her arms around him.

"You did well," she said. "She was a tyrant, a murderer. And you stopped her."

He nodded, holding her close.

"I'm proud of you, husband," she murmured.

"Thank you, wife," he replied.

The other Underlords looked on, stunned. Theodric walked among them, addressing them directly.

"You've all seen what happened. You know the truth. You cannot hide from it."

"No," said the first, kneeling before him. "We will not. We swear fealty to you, Theodric."

One by one, the others followed suit.

"We will serve you until death," they pledged.

Theodric stood before his newfound loyal subjects, a mix of gratitude and determination filling his heart. The castle walls echoed with their solemn oaths, their voices merging into a chorus of allegiance.

"Rise," Theodric commanded, his voice carrying authority. "You have made the right choice, and I accept your fealty. Together, we shall rebuild this land, forge it into a place of unity and prosperity."

As one, the Underlords stood tall, their eyes gleaming with renewed hope. Theodric turned to Nyadara, an unspoken understanding passing between them. They knew that this was only the beginning of their journey—a journey to restore justice and peace to all those who had suffered in the wake of Lilea's tyranny.

With every step they took forward, Theodric could feel the weight of responsibility settling upon his shoulders. He had always been a leader, but now he had an entire kingdom to guide and safeguard. He couldn't afford to fail. 

Theodric's reign began. He ruled with a firm hand, but an even temperament. He was respected and loved by his people. Under his leadership, the Kingdom flourished, becoming a shining example of prosperity and unity.

But all good things must come to an end.

After several years of peace, trouble began brewing in the North. Rumours of a mysterious warlord swept through the lands. Some said he was a giant, a being of immense power and savagery. Others claimed he was a demon, a creature of pure evil who sought only destruction and suffering. Whatever the truth may be, the warlord grew in strength and influence, conquering kingdom after kingdom.

Theodric heard the reports of the warlord's progress and knew that the time had come to take action. He gathered his armies and marched north, determined to put an end to the chaos.

He marched for many weeks, crossing the barren landscape of the Northern Mountains. Eventually, they reached the edge of a vast, sprawling forest. As they entered the woods, they could see smoke rising in the distance, and the sounds of battle echoing through the trees.

"We're too late," one of his generals whispered.

"No," Theodric replied, gripping his sword. "Not yet."

They continued forward, the sounds of battle growing louder. Soon, they emerged into a clearing, and found themselves staring at the remnants of a massive battle.

The warlord's forces had been decimated. Broken bodies lay scattered across the battlefield, blood staining the snow red. The warlord himself lay among them, his massive body broken and lifeless.

"It's over," Theodric said, sighing. "The warlord is dead."

His generals cheered, and the soldiers celebrated their victory.

But deep down, Theodric knew that it was only a matter of time before another warlord rose to take his place.

For he had seen the true enemy.

The warlord's face was that of an abomination, a twisted combination of man and monster.

'This was not the warlord's work,' Theodric thought, his blood turning cold.

He had heard rumours that there was an evil being of immense power behind the warlord. Now, those rumours seemed to have been proven true.

"We need to return home," Theodric announced. "This is not the warlord's work. There is a far greater threat out there."

"What should we do, my king?" his general asked.

"Gather our forces. Prepare for war."

Theodric knew that if he did not act, the entire world would fall into darkness.

And as he gazed upon the twisted, lifeless body of the warlord, he swore to himself that he would do everything in his power to prevent that from happening.

Even if it meant giving his life.

He returned home, his army weary and exhausted. They marched into the city, the streets filled with people cheering their triumphant return. But Theodric's heart was heavy. He knew that the victory they had won was only temporary.

There was a greater evil at work, one that had to be stopped.

'The demon is growing stronger. If we do not stop it, all will be lost.'

Theodric set his sights on the north, determined to face the evil head-on.

'I will not let my people suffer at the hands of a demon.'

"We march north," he announced to his generals. "We will hunt down this demon and destroy it."

The generals nodded, their faces grim. They knew the danger that lay ahead, but they also knew that they had no choice.

The demon had to be destroyed, no matter the cost.

Theodric prepared his army for the long march north. They left the city behind, heading towards the distant horizon.

The days turned into weeks, the weeks turned into months. The army travelled further and further north, the cold winds biting at their skin. They marched onwards, their spirits unwavering.

They were on a mission, and nothing would stand in their way.

Eventually, they reached the outskirts of the Northern Mountains. The snowy peaks loomed above them, the harsh winds blowing through the valleys.

"This is it," Theodric said, his breath misting before him.

The generals looked uneasy, but they remained steadfast.

"We will find this demon," Theodric declared, "and we will destroy it."

With that, they ventured into the mountains, the shadows of the peaks looming over them.

As they travelled further into the mountains, the weather became harsher. The cold winds turned into freezing blizzards, and the snow drifts grew deeper. The army struggled through the treacherous conditions, but they pressed onward, undeterred.

They reached the peak of one of the mountains and spotted something in the distance. A massive, dark shape loomed over the horizon.

"It's a fortress," Theodric said, peering through the snow.

The fortress was built into the side of the mountain, its stone walls stretching up towards the sky. Torches burned in the windows, casting an eerie glow across the landscape.

"This must be where the demon hides," Theodric said, tightening his grip on his sword.

The generals nodded, their faces pale.

"We have no choice," Theodric said, steeling himself. "We must attack."

The army marched onwards, the snow crunching beneath their boots. They approached the fortress, their weapons drawn. As they neared the gates, the doors swung open, revealing a horde of twisted, monstrous creatures.

The demon's servants had come to meet them.

A battle ensued.

The creatures were fierce, but Theodric's army was strong. They fought valiantly, the snow stained red with blood.

But despite their efforts, they were no match for the demon's forces.

The generals fell, one by one, until only Theodric remained.

He stood alone, his sword gripped tightly in his hand.

"I will not let you win," he growled, his eyes blazing with defiance.

The demon's forces advanced, their weapons raised. Theodric prepared himself for the final confrontation.

He knew he would not survive.

"Come on," he taunted, his voice carrying through the wind.

The demon's servants attacked, their blows raining down upon him. He fought valiantly, his sword flashing in the moonlight. But the sheer number of the demon's forces was too much for him.

The last thing Theodric saw was the demon's twisted, monstrous face looming over him.

And then, darkness.

Theodric awoke with a gasp, his heart racing. He looked around, trying to make sense of what had happened.

"Are you alright, husband?" a voice asked.

Theodric turned and saw Nyadara standing next to him, a look of concern on her face.

"You saved me again, my love."

She smiled. "Always."

Theodric got to his feet and brushed the dirt off his armor.

"That was close," he said, his voice wavering.

Nyadara placed a hand on his shoulder. "You were brave," she said. "But you were foolish."

"I know," Theodric admitted. "I'm sorry."

She shook her head. "There's no need to apologize. I understand why you did it. You want to protect your people. But sometimes, the best way to do that is to fight."

Theodric looked at her, his heart swelling with admiration.

"You are wise beyond your years," he said, a smile forming on his lips.

Nyadara laughed. "And you are strong beyond measure. Come, husband. Let's go home."

They left the forest, making their way back to the city. As they travelled, Theodric's mind was filled with thoughts of the demon.

'I must stop it,' he thought, his expression grim.

Theodric had never seen such a dark, twisted creature. He knew that if he did not succeed in his quest to destroy the demon, then the world would be doomed.

But despite the odds, he remained resolute.

He would find the demon.

He would destroy it.

'For the sake of my people. For the sake of the world.'

***

When the returned to the castle, he joined Nyadara in his chambers. Theodric was heavy with sadness, remembering his fallen wives...remembering Emilia who had betrayed him.

He held onto her tight.

"I can't believe how things have turned out," Theodric whispered, his voice trembling.

Nyadara looked up at him, her eyes filled with compassion.

"We will get through this," she said, her voice steady and firm. "Together, we will defeat the demon."

"But how?" Theodric asked, despair creeping into his tone. "I'm just one man. One man against an entire army of darkness."

"You're not alone," Nyadara replied.

Theodric gazed down at her, his heart overflowing with gratitude.

"I'm not alone," he echoed, a spark of hope igniting within him.

"I love you," he whispered.

"I love you too," she replied, her words filling his heart with joy.

They lay in bed together, their bodies intertwined. They knew that the battle ahead would be difficult, but they also knew that they had each other.

Nyadara pushed him onto his back, taking his hard shaft into her breasts. He groaned in pleasure as she massaged him between her mounds, her soft skin providing delicious friction.

"Yes, Nyadara. That feels so good."

"You like that, don't you?" she purred, her eyes flashing with desire.

"I love it," he growled, his cock throbbing against her chest.

"I know you do," she teased, her tongue flicking over the tip of his shaft.

Theodric's hands caressed her body, his fingers brushing over her erect nipples.

"You're driving me crazy," he groaned, his hips thrusting against her.

"That's the point," she replied, a mischievous smile on her face.

Nyadara's movements became faster and more intense, her tits sliding up and down his shaft. She could feel him getting closer and closer to release.

"Oh, Nyadara... I'm going to cum."

"Then cum for me," she said, her eyes locked on his.

Theodric cried out, his seed exploding onto her chest. She grinned, her fingers stroking his shaft, milking every last drop of his essence.

"You're amazing," Theodric whispered, pulling her close.

Nyadara giggled. "You're not so bad yourself."

"I mean it," he said, his tone serious. "I don't know what I'd do without you."

"You'd probably die," she replied, a smirk playing on her lips.

"You're probably right," Theodric chuckled.

She kissed his twitching cock, sucking the last bits of his seed from it. Then she turned to her side, beckoning him to mount her.

"Take me," she whispered.

He did not hesitate.

His cock was still rock-hard as he climbed on top of her. He slid inside her, his shaft filling her up.

"Oh, Theodric," she moaned, her eyes fluttering closed.

He thrust into her, his hips rocking back and forth. She cried out in pleasure, her nails raking across his back.

"Faster," she begged.

He complied, his movements becoming more frantic. He could feel her inner walls clenching around his cock, her body shuddering with pleasure.

"I'm going to cum again," he grunted, his cock pulsing inside her.

"Cum inside me," she moaned, her legs wrapped around his waist.

"Nyadara," he roared, his seed erupting inside her.

They lay together, their bodies entwined.

"We will defeat the demon," Nyadara whispered, her fingers tracing circles on his chest.

"I believe you," Theodric said, his arms wrapped tightly around her.

He had found his new wife, his queen.

"But first," Theodric said. "We need to train our armies. We have to be ready for whatever the demon has in store for us."

"Whatever happens, we'll face it together," Nyadara replied, her eyes filled with determination.

Together, they would prepare for the battle ahead.

Together, they would defeat the demon.

"I promise," Theodric vowed.

And he would keep his word.

He always did.

***

Theodric's heart was heavy when he rode into the village. He could see the signs of the demon's devastation everywhere.

Burned houses, charred crops, and the bodies of the dead.

'How many more people have to die before this ends?' Theodric wondered, his fists clenched.

He could feel the anger and frustration rising inside him.

He knew he had to remain calm, focused.

He was the king, and he had a responsibility to his people.

Theodric could see the fear in their eyes. He knew that his people were counting on him to save them.

But how could he defeat an enemy that was so powerful, so ruthless?

'I have to find a way,' Theodric thought, his gaze sweeping over the destruction.

The demon was growing stronger. Its servants were everywhere.

'There's no time to waste,' Theodric said, urging his horse forward.

He had to gather his army. He had to plan their next move.

He knew that the only way to defeat the demon was to attack it at its source: the dark fortress in the Northern Mountains.

But would his army be strong enough to take on the demon? Could they prevail against such overwhelming odds? Theodric had to believe they could. He had to believe that there was still hope for his people. 

He entered the village square and saw a group of his soldiers waiting for him.

"Your Majesty," they said, bowing their heads in respect.

"Any news from the front lines?" Theodric asked, dismounting his steed.

"Yes, sire. Our forces have managed to hold the demons at bay."

"For now," Theodric said, a shadow passing over his face.

The battle against the demon's servants was constant, but Theodric's army was strong, and they refused to surrender.

"We will not give up," one of the soldiers said, his expression fierce.

"We will fight until the end," another added.

Theodric's heart swelled with pride at the resolve of his soldiers.

He knew they would continue to stand strong, no matter what the demon threw at them.

"We must press the advantage," Theodric declared. "We will ride out tomorrow and make our move against the demon."

The soldiers nodded, their faces grim but determined.

Theodric returned to the castle, preparing for the battle ahead.

"We cannot delay any longer," Nyadara said, concern etched on her face. "The demon is too powerful. If we don't take the fight to it, it will destroy us all."

Theodric knew that she was right. But he also knew that he needed to ensure his army was prepared for the coming battle. He could not risk losing this war.

"I will make sure we are ready," Theodric said. "Tomorrow," he added.

Nyadara nodded, her hand gripping Theodric's sword arm. "Tomorrow we take back what is ours."

Theodric took her into his arms, holding her tightly. He knew that this could very well be the last time he held her, and he wanted to cherish every moment.

"My love, I must be honest with you," Theodric finally confessed.

"What is it, my husband?" Nyadara looked deep into his eyes.

"You do know of Emilia."

She paused. "Of course. What of her?"

"She betrayed me, Nyadara. She was...she was Cedric's lover," he spat out.

Nyadara's eyes widened, shock and sadness sweeping across her face.

"This betrayal led to the death of many of my men in the first battle."

She looked down and away. "I can't believe that bitch would betray you like that." She shook her head. "What did Cedric do?" 

"Implanted her," Theodric growled. "Put his seed in her womb, fucked her like the whore she is. Now, she's loyal to him, not me."

Nyadara clenched her teeth, anger and disbelief evident in her tone. "That fucking bastard."

Theodric took her hands into his. "But that is in the past now. He's gone. Emilia lives. And we must focus on the task at hand. The demon."

Nyadara lifted his chin up. "Yes. You're right."

They stared into each other's eyes, the weight of the coming battle heavy on their shoulders.

"It will be difficult," Theodric said, a faint smile forming on his lips. "But not impossible. We've already lost so much. I don't want to lose anymore."

Nyadara kissed him.

Their bodies pressed against each other as their tongues danced, tasting one another, exploring. Theodric ran his fingers through her hair, pulling her closer. Their passion ignited, and soon they were lost in each other, forgetting about the dangers that awaited them. For now, all that mattered was the here and now.

'I will defeat the demon,' Theodric thought, determination swelling in his chest. 'And I will save my people.'

He would not let fear paralyze him. He would not let this dark force take control of his life, his destiny. He was stronger than that. He had to be.

Tomorrow, he would fight. Tomorrow, he would bring the battle to the demon.

***

The battle raged on, and the demons began to press the advantage. Theodric saw one of his soldiers being overwhelmed by a horde of monsters. His instinct to protect the man took over and he ran towards the battle, his sword drawn and ready.

"Leave him alone!" he shouted, slashing at the demons with wild abandon.

The soldier looked at him, relief flooding his features. He rallied, picking up his fallen sword and attacking the demons once more.

Together, they fought off the demons, but they were clearly outnumbered.

Theodric knew he had to find a way to even the odds.

Just then, a demon lunged at him, its claws slashing at his face. He ducked and spun around, slicing the monster in half. He glanced over and saw a group of demons advancing on Nyadara.

'I can't let them get to her!'

Theodric threw himself into the fray, his sword cutting through the air with deadly precision. He managed to hold back the demons, buying Nyadara enough time to recover from her injuries.

Theodric gritted his teeth, his jaw clenching as he swung his sword again and again, killing any monster in his path. But he knew he could only hold the demons at bay for so long. They were too many. And their numbers just kept growing.

'I need a plan,' he thought frantically. 'I have to save my men.'

But how could he? Theodric knew he was outnumbered and outmatched. Even if he managed to defeat these demons, there would be countless others to replace them.

'It's no use,' he thought grimly, his sword slicing through the air and into the skull of another monster. 'We're doomed.'

Just then, something caught his eye—a strange sight amidst the chaos of battle. Theodric's heart swelled with joy and hope when he saw it. A lone figure, standing atop the hill, watching the battle unfold below.

'What is that?' Theodric wondered.

The figure was small and cloaked in a hooded cape. It stood motionless, seemingly unperturbed by the raging battle.

And then, the most astonishing thing happened. Theodric saw a flash of light emanate from beneath the figure's cloak. Theodric stared in disbelief as he watched the figure raise its arms to the heavens. The air shimmered and swirled around it, as a powerful magic force began to manifest. The figure spoke, its voice echoing across the battlefield.

"Now I shall send you all to hell where you belong!"

The figure thrust out its hands, unleashing a powerful wave of energy. The demons screamed, their bodies convulsing as they were burned alive by the force of the spell. The air filled with the acrid smell of burning flesh, and Theodric gasped, his eyes stinging from the fumes.

"Who...who are you?" he called out to the figure.

The figure turned toward him. Under its hood, he saw glowing red eyes. Theodric's body froze with fear, but the figure smiled.

"Do not fear, human," it said. "For I am your salvation."

The figure walked forward and knelt beside Theodric. As the dust of the demons settled, he could see its features clearer. The creature had the appearance of a dark elf. Theodric marveled at the beauty of her dark skin, her full lips, her silver hair flowing down past her shoulders. Her piercing eyes met his gaze.

"I have been watching you, my king," she said.

"Watching me?" Theodric echoed, confused.

"Yes," she replied, nodding. "You have done well."

Theodric looked at her in shock. "But I have failed! Look at all that has happened, this army of monsters coming at us with their evil master, the demon..."

"They are no match for you, my king," the dark elf said.

Theodric stared at her, disbelieving. "What is your name? What power do you possess? How can you be so sure?"

She smiled at him, her eyes twinkling.

"I am Hilea, queen of the dark elves," she said.

"How long have you been here, watching us?" Theodric asked, awed by Hilea's presence.

"I have been watching over you since the very beginning. From the first battle. I knew that you had it in you to prevail against this dark enemy."

Theodric was at a loss for words. He had never met anyone like this before. She seemed so confident, so powerful.

Hilea gazed upon Nyadara with a frown. "Your sister has fallen far, my king. How could you allow such a thing?"

Nyadara growled, ready to defend herself, but Theodric intervened.

"There's no need for this," he told his wife, gently pushing her back. He then turned to the dark elf. "Tell me, Hilea. Will you fight beside us?"

"That is my intention, yes," she answered.

"Then join our side," Theodric replied firmly, holding out his hand.

She looked at him for a moment, her eyes boring into his soul. Then, she grasped his arm.

"It shall be as you command, my king," she responded with a respectful bow.

And with that, Theodric knew that they had gained an ally in their fight against the demons. This would surely tip the scales in their favor. Theodric could only hope that it wouldn't be too late.

The demon roared with fury as it charged towards them, its clawed hands swiping through the air. It was a monstrous beast, twice the size of a human, its eyes glowing red with hatred.

Theodric rushed forward, sword drawn, ready to meet his foe in combat. Hilea joined him, her own blade flashing through the air as she cut down a demon. Together, they stood against the onslaught. The battle had just begun.

As the sun rose above the horizon, the three warriors marched through the valley, ready for any challenge that might arise.

The demons seemed to multiply, their numbers increasing until there were more of them than could be counted. But Theodric and Hilea did not falter. They fought with all their strength, their blades cutting through the monsters with deadly precision. The sound of clashing steel echoed across the battlefield, accompanied by the cries of dying demons.

It was clear that they were outmatched, but Theodric and Hilea refused to give in. Their eyes burned with determination, their bodies fueled by adrenaline. They would not let this darkness claim their land.

'I will not let this evil prevail,' Theodric thought, his sword slashing through the air.

Suddenly, he felt a sharp pain in his chest. He glanced down and saw that a demon had managed to stab him with its claw. Blood flowed freely from the wound, but Theodric gritted his teeth, determined not to let it stop him. He raised his sword and sliced off the demon's head.

Hilea ran up beside him, her blade painted black with demon blood.

"You are hurt," she said, concern evident in her voice.

"It is nothing," Theodric replied. "I will be fine."

She looked at him, worry etched upon her features. But she did not argue. There was no time to waste.

They continued their battle against the endless hordes of monsters. But the more they killed, the more seemed to appear. It was as if the demons were spawning from thin air. Theodric knew they were outnumbered and outmatched, but still, he did not give up hope. He had to stay strong—for his people, for his kingdom.

They marched together through the thick fog, fighting off waves of the undead. Every time they turned to face another enemy, there appeared a new one behind them.

And soon, the sounds of battle disappeared completely. Only silence remained.

Theodric and Hilea were surrounded by dense forest.

"We've been fighting for hours," Hilea observed, looking around. "And yet..."

She did not need to say more. They both understood the meaning. The demon was nowhere to be found. It had left them alone, but why? Was this part of its plan? Or was there something more sinister at play?

Theodric didn't know, and he didn't care. All he knew was that they had been spared and that he was grateful for it.

"The demon has retreated," Hilea muttered.

"But not for good," Theodric pointed out. "It'll be back, I'm certain."

"Yes," the dark elf agreed.

"We must gather our forces," he added. "Rest for a little while, regain our strength. We will fight again soon."

"Your Majesty," Hilea addressed him formally.

"What is it?" Theodric replied, a bit annoyed that she insisted on addressing him that way.

Hilea smiled softly. "You may call me Hilea."

Theodric paused. Hilea...

He stared into her eyes. "I thank you for your aid in the battle today. My army would have been slaughtered without it."

Her smile grew wider.

"Of course, my king," she responded. "I am simply repaying the kindness you showed to my people when they first came to this land. When they needed protection."

Theodric remembered that day. It had been so long ago. A band of dark elves had arrived at his castle, seeking asylum. They claimed to have fled their homeland, which was threatened by a powerful necromancer.

He'd taken pity on them and offered them shelter within his walls. And now, here she stood before him, his ally in the war against the demon and its forces.

"My people will never forget your generosity," Hilea continued.

"We were just doing what was right," Theodric replied with a shrug.

"Still," Hilea responded, "your actions mean more than you realize, especially at a time like this. When we need heroes most."

Theodric chuckled bitterly. "I'm no hero. Just a man who happens to be king. There's not much difference between the two."

"In my eyes, there is all the difference." Hilea argued. She gazed at him, her crimson eyes shining with admiration. "You are a brave leader, an honorable warrior, and a good friend. You are everything a king should be."

Theodric felt his cheeks grow warm at the praise, and he cleared his throat awkwardly. He was not used to such flattery.

"You speak too kindly of me, Hilea," he said at last.

"No, I do not believe that is possible." she responded. "You are a great man, one worth following."

They looked at each other for a moment longer.

"Then I shall strive to live up to your expectations," Theodric promised.

Hilea nodded, pleased by this.

But her expression became serious again. "Your kingdom needs you."

"Yes," Theodric agreed, nodding grimly. "And that is why I must defeat this demon once and for all. No matter what it takes."

***

As they marched back towards their camp, Theodric and his army passed by a battlefield strewn with the corpses of demons and warriors alike. There were hundreds of bodies piled upon each other, their lifeless eyes staring into the sky. The stench was terrible.

This was the first sign of true hope they'd had since the battle began. If the demons could be slain by mortal blades, then perhaps victory wasn't impossible after all. Still, Theodric couldn't help feeling overwhelmed by the sight of so many lives lost. What a waste this whole affair had been! And he knew that the worst was still yet to come...

He stopped, looking around as he realized that his army was missing quite a few people. "Where are the others?"

Hilea shrugged. "They ran when they saw how strong the enemy was."

"Cowards!" he muttered angrily, shaking his head.

"We can't blame them," Hilea countered gently. "The fight seems impossible. We're all afraid of our fates."

"I know. But I'm afraid we'll need everyone's strength if we're going to defeat the demon and save our world."

Hilea put her hand on his shoulder. "We'll find a way, my king. We always do."

Her words comforted him somewhat. Yet he knew that the task ahead would be hard, even without cowardice among them.
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A hot preview…

"Now, it's time to move on to the main event. We've wasted enough time already."

"Main event?" Theodric questioned uncertainly.

"Yes, Theodric," she answered in a soft, gentle tone. "We are going to make love."

She took hold of his hand and guided him further into the tent until they reached her bed. She spun him around so that he stood at the foot of the mattress, then slowly lowered herself onto her knees between his legs.

Before she could untie him completely, he reached forward and pulled her gown over her head. His heart raced when he saw her beautiful body revealed for the first time. She was stunning. Her skin glowed golden in the dim light provided by nearby torches mounted on either side of the tent's entrance flap.

Once free of the dress, Nyadara lifted her right leg and wrapped it around one of Theodric's ankles. She tugged on it gently, pulling him towards her and forcing his knees to part slightly, opening him up to her. Then she did the same with the other, giving her ample access to his crotch. He trembled nervously as she began unbuttoning his trousers, sliding them down past his hips until they pooled around his feet.

Her hands worked feverishly, undoing every button and strap with expert precision. Then, finally, he stepped out of them completely and kicked them away. She ran her fingers along the inside of his thighs before moving them upward along his muscular buttocks, sending shivers up his spine and causing him to involuntarily
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The world was in disarray. Tiriene Castle still lay in the hands of Lilea, who, for all that Theodric could tell, planned to kill them all. 

He now had to deal with Madeia and Cedric as well. The truce hadn't lasted long, and to complicate things, Cedric had teamed up with Calistrae, some evil bitch who was going to cause problems. 

As if things weren't bad enough, the dragonriders were now getting bold, and were starting to push south to the very edge of their lands.

He could deal with that, however.

Theodric had a new weapon to help deal with his problems, and his new ally was already on her way to meet with him at the castle.

Her name was Nyadara, and she was an elementalist of the water.

He couldn't wait to see her in action, and he would soon.

Nyadara arrived at Theodric's encampment that evening, as the sky began to turn red and gold with sunset. 

"My lord! So good of you to welcome me, personally," she said.

Nyadara had long dark hair that cascaded down her shoulders and back, and a soft, smooth face. Her breasts were very large and she was thin. She had very full, pouting lips, and big dark eyes that Theodric found quite arousing. She wore a flowing white and blue dress that clung to her skin in the warm evening air.

"It's a pleasure, I'm sure," Theodric said. He felt quite at ease around Nyadara, though he knew next to nothing about her.

"I will take care of the dragonrider problem, my lord. You won't need to worry about that any longer."

"Thank you," Theodric said. "I appreciate that. And you have a plan to retake my castle from Lilea, I trust?"

"Indeed, my lord, I have," she said, and smiled. Her lips were bright red. Theodric wanted to taste them.

"That is very good to hear. And tell me, what IS your plan?"

"My plan, my lord? You will know, in time. But now is not the time."

Theodric frowned. "You said you had a plan."

"And so I do."

"Tell me what it is!"

She shook her head, and her hair seemed to float around her like seaweed.

"Not yet. You will know, I promise."

Theodric growled in frustration, and stepped forward, raising his hand. He would slap the information out of her.

Before he could make contact, he was flung backwards through the air by a gust of wind.

He hit the ground and rolled to his feet, just in time to see that the ground before Nyadara had turned to mud and was slowly rising to envelop her body.

She laughed. "I am a goddess, little mortal man. You would be wise not to try to hit me."

She stood there for a moment, covered in mud, her white dress soaking in the wetness, her body so obscenely and outrageously beautiful that it was almost obscene in and of itself.

"Perhaps," Nyadara said. "Perhaps you'd like to have sex with me instead? I don't think you would last long. You do look so eager to be inside me."

Theodric looked around and saw a dozen people standing near him, staring in horror and awe as this goddess flirted and teased and made the earth rise up to embrace her body.

Theodric didn't need to look. He knew his face must have flushed as red as the sunset, and his hands must have clenched into fists at his side.

"What do you want from me?" he demanded.

"I want," she said, "for you to do your part."

"Fine! I will."

"And then," Nyadara said. She walked closer, her breasts and her body completely free from mud, even though her dress was soaked with it. She touched his chest lightly and kissed him on the mouth. "We'll have fun together."

Theodric grunted as her hand ran down his stomach and slipped under the hem of his tunic, sliding beneath his breeches to gently caress his erection.

"And if you do good work," Nyadara whispered as she began to stroke his cock with slow, steady movements, "I may even give you the pleasure you deserve, you poor, poor thing."

For once, Theodric wasn't in the mood. Nyadara's antics had dampened his desire. He pulled away, glaring. "I am not a toy for you to play with."

Nyadara just laughed, and her laughter was musical and melodic.

"Oh, but you are! That's just what you are. I like to play with my toys, and I want to see what happens when I play with yours."

"We'll talk tomorrow morning," Theodric said, ignoring the goddess' laughter, and ignoring the way she'd said that last part. He turned away from her and went back into his tent.

"Don't you want to come see me in my element, Theodric? Don't you want to see what it looks like when I let myself go? What it looks like when I fuck a mortal?" Nyadara called after him.

Theodric ignored her.

***

He didn't sleep well that night.

Nyadara came to Theodric's tent at dawn. She'd been awake all night, waiting for the sunrise, and was eager to get on with things.

"I thought about your offer," he told her. "It's not a good idea."

Nyadara laughed and stepped closer to him. Her nipples were clearly visible through her thin white dress. Theodric's eyes fell on her breasts, and Nyadara saw his pupils dilate slightly.

"It's a perfect idea." She pressed herself against Theodric, pushing her breasts into his chest and running a finger down the hard plane of his chest. "Why would you think otherwise?"

"Because, you're a goddess," Theodric said.

Nyadara snorted. "So?"

"And I'm a mortal man. You're far, far, far beyond my reach."

She laughed. "You don't need to reach for anything. All you need is to be here." She reached up and placed her palm flat against Theodric's chest, over his heart. "I told you, little king, I'll help you regain your castle. You've seen what I can do, I can make the very elements themselves rise up and destroy my enemies! So it will be no problem to wipe out this Lilea and her petty squabble with you." 

"You don't understand. She's an Underlord."

Nyadara shrugged. "That's even better! That means she's been playing these silly little games for quite some time! She will be even easier to defeat."

Theodric wasn't sure that was true, but he wasn't about to argue.

"Besides, you have a little problem of your own."

Theodric blinked. "What do you mean?"

Nyadara smirked and reached down and rubbed his erection through the front of his pants. "Well, this little problem of yours, for one. Which, I will admit, is not so little."

"I don't know what you mean. I have no problem with this. You are very pretty, I have to say."

"Don't you think it would be easier to rule over these people if you had a pretty little goddess of the elements on your side? To show them your might?" Nyadara's hands slid lower, and she cupped his balls in her hand, gently kneading them.

"Perhaps."

Nyadara leaned in closer, and she brushed her lips against his, and then pulled away. "So what's stopping us?"

"I'm not interested," Theodric said.

Nyadara let out a musical laugh. "I find that very hard to believe. A man of your status must be constantly fending off the advances of women! You are very handsome."

"I am," Theodric agreed, "but I am not interested in you."

"Hmm. Then tell me why not."

"It's simple," Theodric said, as Nyadara continued to massage his balls with one hand and rub his erection through his pants with the other. "You are a goddess."

"I see," Nyadara said. She finally stopped massaging his balls.

"I mean no offense, but you are not what I am looking for. I'm not looking for someone who is going to walk all over me, or treat me as an inferior."

Nyadara stepped back. "You think I'm not interested in you as a man, only as a tool. That is very interesting."

"It is? I don't know."

"No, I am quite interested. In fact, it is fascinating." Nyadara grinned at Theodric. "But you will soon discover that you are the one who is mistaken. We will have plenty of time together before this conflict is done."

With that, Nyadara left, and went back out into the morning sunlight.

A moment later, Theodric emerged from his tent.

A servant handed him a bowl of food. It was a type of stew Theodric wasn't accustomed to eating. It consisted primarily of some sort of meat that he didn't recognize. As he sat down on a fallen log near a small campfire, a group of soldiers approached.

"We hear there's trouble," the soldier at the head of the group said. He was a tall, strong man with long dark hair and a clean-shaven face. "Is it true? Have you angered Nyadara?"

"I wouldn't say 'angered', no. But we disagree, yes."

The soldier smiled. "She is quite the fiery one."

"That she is. But I cannot allow her to take over, nor can I allow her to think that I would bend to her will."

"So what will you do?"

"Nothing." Theodric took a bite of food. "I will do nothing, until she leaves or she changes her mind and wants to make peace with me."

The soldier nodded and glanced back at the others in his group, who shrugged in response.

"You seem very sure of yourself, sir," he said.

"I am."

"Good. Then I have a proposition for you. We all agree that we should serve you, and no other."

"Yes," Theodric agreed.

"Good. That settles it then," the soldier said. He and his companions left, and Theodric continued to eat.

After he was finished, he stood up, stretched, and yawned.

He needed sleep. It had been a long day already.

He had barely taken three steps towards his tent when Nyadara appeared in front of him again.

She was wearing something very different from before.

Her outfit was much more revealing. It was a flowing, see-through gown that clung to her body in all the right ways, accentuating her every curve and displaying everything that it was possible to display. Her breasts were larger than they had been previously, and Theodric was surprised to find that her nipples were very hard and pointed through the fabric. 

Her belly was flat and smooth, her waist slender and taut, her legs shapely. She was almost completely naked, except for a sheer white garter that hung low on her hips, framing her pussy perfectly. It was all Theodric could do not to fall to his knees and worship her with his mouth and tongue.

"I see you're interested," Nyadara laughed as she saw Theodric staring at her.

Theodric's cock stirred, and he could feel himself growing erect, despite his efforts to control his arousal.

But Theodric remained resolute, holding back his desires. He knew he couldn't let his lust cloud his judgment, especially when dealing with a powerful being like Nyadara.

He took a deep breath, trying to regain his composure. "Nyadara, please understand that I appreciate your beauty and allure, but my duty as a king comes first. I cannot be swayed by mere physical attraction."

Nyadara's expression softened slightly, a mix of curiosity and intrigue in her eyes. She tilted her head to the side, studying him intently. "You are truly different from the rest," she said, her voice laced with a hint of admiration. "Most men would have succumbed to their desires by now."

Theodric nodded. "I refuse to be just another pawn in your game. I need allies who respect me as a leader, not just someone who can be seduced."

A surprising smile tugged at the corners of Nyadara's lips. She reached out and placed a hand on his shoulder. "Very well," she said. "If you insist on being difficult, we shall play it your way."

Before Theodric could respond, Nyadara kissed him hungrily, pressing her body against his. Her nipples rubbed against his chest through her flimsy dress, and she could feel the hardness of his erection against her leg.

Theodric was caught off-guard by her sudden boldness and could only moan as she took the kiss deeper, probing his mouth with her tongue.

As much as Theodric tried to resist, his body betrayed him. The taste of Nyadara's lips and the feel of her against him ignited a primal urge within him. He found himself responding, his hands instinctively reaching for her slender waist.

But just as quickly as the passion had ignited, Theodric forced himself to pull away, breaking the kiss. He breathed heavily, trying to regain control of his desires.

"Nyadara, I told you..." he began, his voice strained with longing.

Nyadara's eyes held a mixture of frustration and amusement. "You truly are a challenge," she said, her voice husky with desire. "But I will not be deterred so easily."

Before Theodric could respond, she swiftly moved her lips to his neck, trailing hot kisses along his jawline. Her hands slid down his chest, teasingly brushing against his hardened length. Every touch sent electric shocks through his body, igniting a fire that threatened to consume him completely.

"I have made my intentions clear. Now it is up to you to make your decision," Nyadara murmured between kisses. She looked up at Theodric through heavy eyelids, her lips swollen and moistened from her passionate embrace. "Will you let me satisfy your needs, or will you continue to deny yourself?"

It took all of Theodric's strength to pull away from Nyadara's grasp. His breathing was ragged, and he could feel the blood pulsing through his veins, his heart pounding. He took a step back and tried to clear his thoughts, but her words rang loudly in his head: "Will you let me satisfy your needs?"

It was not the first time that the thought of submitting himself to the goddess had crossed his mind. In truth, he'd imagined such scenarios dozens of times before, fantasizing about how he would respond. Would he resist? Or would he surrender?

Theodric looked down at Nyadara's face. It was so beautiful, so perfectly flawless. He could feel her magic radiating from her body, filling him with power and vitality. She was a force of nature, both sensual and dangerous.

"If you insist on having your way with me," he replied, "then I will have to accept."

Nyadara nodded silently. Slowly she reached out and placed her hand upon his shoulder.

"Good. Do you remember what I said, when last we talked? About us coming together as one? Let's begin there," Nyadara said, her voice husky with need.

Slowly she began to remove Theodric's armor, unbuckling each piece with practiced ease. Once his upper half was exposed, she leaned forward and pressed her lips to his skin, planting soft kisses across his chest and down his abdomen. Her hands slid lower, tracing lines over the muscles of his abdomen before moving even lower, seeking to remove his breeches and expose his shaft to the cool air.

Her actions left Theodric completely breathless and unable to resist. He could feel every nerve in his body tingling with anticipation. His cock grew impossibly hard, straining against the confines of his breeches as Nyadara worked them down past his hips. Once his hard cock was revealed, she wrapped her fingers around its length and stroked slowly, teasing him.

"I will do as you ask," Theodric said as she knelt before him and brought her lips to the tip of his cock. "I am yours."

She took him in her mouth and began to suck, swirling her tongue around the head. The sensation was exquisite. He felt like a newborn babe suckling at his mother's teat. There was no pleasure that could compare to the feeling of Nyadara's mouth working her magic on him, sucking and licking as if trying to extract every drop of seed from him.

Theodric watched in awe as the goddess' eyes widened and she moaned softly, her entire body trembling with ecstasy.

"Is this what you wanted?" Nyadara asked. "Does it please you?"

"It does," Theodric groaned. "It pleases me very much."

"Then let me show you what it feels like to be truly worshipped," Nyadara whispered as she stood and took hold of his member again. "Let me show you true pleasure."

He nodded silently, allowing her to lead him inside her tent, where she quickly removed her gown and climbed into the bed.

Once there, she straddled him, her pussy already soaked with arousal. She lowered herself onto his cock slowly, gasping in delight as it slid deep inside her. She rode him hard and fast, grinding her hips against his own while gripping the headboard with both hands. All the while she watched him, staring into his eyes and moaning and sighing every time her movements caused his cock to drive deeper within her.

This went on for a time, before Theodric decided he needed something else.

Gripping the goddess' thighs, he pulled her forward slightly, so that her sex was closer to his face. As Nyadara continued to ride his cock, he began to lick her clit, circling it with his tongue before sucking gently. The action sent shudders of pleasure through her body, causing her muscles to spasm and clench around him, intensifying the sensation for both of them.

Nyadara couldn't contain herself any longer. She let out a cry of ecstasy, her legs quivering uncontrollably.

Her climax hit her hard. Her pussy clenched tightly around his cock, and she cried out in pleasure. The sensations were too great for Theodric to bear, and his orgasm came a few moments later. He came inside her, filling her womb with his seed.

The two lovers lay there panting for a moment before they kissed, a passionate embrace that left them both breathless and spent.

"Thank you," Nyadara murmured after they had broken apart. She sat up and smiled down at him. "You are indeed a worthy companion. Perhaps I will have use for you after all."

She dismounted from him and climbed from the bed, walking towards the bath in her tent.

Theodric rolled to his side, watching her disappear behind a curtain, not quite sure what he should say or do now.

Nyadara glanced at him over her shoulder. "Aren't you coming?"

"Coming?" he asked.

"To join me in the bath."

"Of course," Theodric said, scrambling towards her. "I would love to."

"Good. Now strip," Nyadara commanded. "You still smell like battle, and we have a lot of work ahead of us."

"Yes ma'am," Theodric replied.

Nyadara nodded approvingly. "It pleases me that you listen, even if I know that you don't really mean it yet," she said. "Soon enough, you'll be groveling at my feet, begging for more of whatever pleasure I am willing to give you."

Theodric shook his head. "No, Nyadara. That won't happen. There is only one woman whom I worship and serve, and it isn't you."

Nyadara chuckled and stepped into her large, ornate wooden tub, filled with steaming hot water. "We shall see about that."

And then Theodric followed her in, enjoying the warmth that surrounded him as he entered the heated water.

His skin tingled, and he couldn't help but moan softly as he sank deeper into its depths.

There was nothing he loved more than relaxing after a long day's ride. Especially when he had a beautiful woman like Nyadara by his side.

He felt himself becoming aroused once again, his member stiffening as he watched her lather her long black hair in soap and rinse it clean under the steady stream of water that fell from above. Her breasts glistened with moisture as she rubbed them with a soft cloth, squeezing the pink nipples between her fingertips as she did so.

She noticed his growing desire and gave him a knowing smile. She leaned back against the edge of the tub and spread her legs wide before him, showing him her perfectly shaved pussy.

"Why don't you join me?" she whispered.

He slid forward slowly, kneeling between her thighs and pressing his lips to hers. His tongue parted her folds, entering deep within her warm, wet folds. The taste of her excitement set his senses ablaze, and his cock throbbed beneath the water. She gasped, reaching down between them and wrapping her fingers around its girth.

"I need this," she moaned. "Please, please fuck me."

Without another word, he plunged inside of her, pushing her down to the bottom of the tub as he began to thrust hard and fast. Her nails dug into the skin of his shoulders, and she cried out, shuddering against him as his thick shaft stretched her tight walls.

When she came, it was explosive, an eruption that left them both gasping for breath and clinging to each other desperately. They rode out the waves together, their bodies shaking in unison until finally, they collapsed into the water, laughing softly.

After enjoying a short respite in the water, Nyadara pulled herself up onto the edge of the tub to sit. "I think that's enough time in the bath," she said.

As she stood, he noted a hint of amusement in her tone. She turned and started for the table that held several towels.

"I agree. I could use a good meal," Theodric answered, stepping from the tub as well, following the goddess to dry off.

Nyadara tossed him a towel and dried her body slowly, giving him plenty of time to admire her form. Once she was done, she motioned for him to do the same and then led him towards the door of the tent, opening it for them.

When they stepped outside, they were greeted by the sounds of battle. A group of goblins had launched a surprise attack on one of the outposts. It appeared as if the defenders were holding their own, but it would be a tough fight, especially with so few soldiers available to defend such a large fortress.

Theodric turned and glanced at Nyadara questioningly, curious why she hadn't already begun to use her powers to crush the attackers.

She simply shrugged and motioned for him to follow. As they walked across the open courtyard towards the command pavilion, she spoke. "It isn't my duty to clean up after those stupid enough to defy me. The men should be able to handle it."

"But shouldn't we—" Theodric started.

"No," she interjected firmly. "You are in my service now, Theodric. That means you listen when I tell you what to do, and right now, I want to eat lunch. You will join me, or you may leave, but there is nothing for you to do here."

"Understood." Theodric replied, though he still felt uncomfortable leaving his men to die.

Nyadara ignored him and entered the large structure that was used for meetings between leaders, generals, and others in charge of strategy. Within sat several long tables filled with all sorts of foods and drinks; roasted game, fruits, vegetables, bread, cheese, wine, water, ale, and more. It was almost overwhelming.

Theodric and Nyadara approached the end of one such table where they sat down beside each other. Nyadara helped herself to a goblet of wine while Theodric started in on some roast lamb. They ate quietly, each enjoying their meal before continuing.

When they finished eating, Nyadara turned to Theodric once again, staring him straight in the eyes. There was a fire burning within those blue orbs that he had not noticed until now. It wasn't an angry look—not really—but more like a challenge...or perhaps anticipation? He couldn't decide which it was. Either way, it sent shivers down his spine.

"Did you enjoy that?" Nyadara asked, raising her brow quizzically.

"Yes, thank you," Theodric responded politely, wiping his mouth with a cloth napkin.

"Good," she purred. "Because I'm just getting started."

Without warning, she leaned forward and kissed him passionately, biting his lower lip between her teeth. As she pulled back, she slipped her tongue into his mouth briefly, tasting the remains of his meal on it. It tasted sweet and tart, sending waves of pleasure through his body. Then she slid her hands beneath the table, taking hold of his cock.

He gasped loudly as she squeezed gently and began stroking it under the tablecloth, feeling its hardness grow against her fingertips.

"Come with me," Nyadara commanded, rising abruptly from her seat.

They exited the room quickly without being seen or heard, returning to their tent. Nyadara guided Theodric inside, closing the flap behind them. Once inside, she pushed him against the nearest wall and pressed her lips against his, kissing him hungrily. When he opened his mouth to gasp, she slipped her tongue inside. Her body molded perfectly against his own, her soft curves caressing every inch of him while she continued to explore his mouth with her tongue, sliding it across his teeth and gums, then back again, exploring every inch of his wet cavern.

After several minutes of passionate kissing, Nyadara broke away from Theodric. Her breasts heaved slightly as she took in heavy breaths. She glanced around the tent, looking for something to tie him up with. Upon finding none, she simply waved a hand lazily. With a single spell, she wrapped several tendrils of energy around his wrists and ankles and pulled his hands above his head while his feet were kept planted firmly to the ground.

"What do you intend to do to me?" Theodric asked nervously as she circled him slowly, studying her prey carefully.

"You will find out soon enough," she answered cryptically.

As she stopped in front of him, she placed a palm upon his chest and began rubbing in circles, sending bursts of magic directly into his skin. His heart rate sped up rapidly, causing him to pant heavily. A thin layer of sweat formed over his skin as she continued working her way lower, tracing his abs before running her fingers lightly along the waistband of his trousers.

"Tell me, Theodric, do you believe in fate?" she asked, never ceasing her ministrations upon his body.

"I'm not sure what you mean," he answered honestly.

"Is everything we experience written in the stars? Have we always been destined to meet and fall in love? Is there some greater purpose to all of this? Does it even matter if our existence has been preordained, or is it merely coincidence?"

Theodric shook his head emphatically. "No," he said flatly. "I think everyone makes their own choices, regardless of whether those choices come from within or outside themselves."

Nyadara considered Theodric's answer for a moment, pursing her lips slightly. She stepped closer until their bodies were touching. Her nipples brushed against his chest, sending a shiver through both of them. When she spoke again, it was in a husky whisper. "Why did you accept my proposition to join forces, Theodric? Do you believe this was meant to happen?"

Theodric couldn't reply right away as her hand reached into his pants and grabbed his erection. She stroked it vigorously while continuing to stare into his eyes intently. Finally, he managed to gasp out an answer. "No. I choose my destiny. And I choose to serve you, Goddess."

He had never seen anything quite so beautiful than Nyadara's smile at hearing those words, even after the countless encounters with attractive women throughout his life. Something about her made his blood boil with desire. It wasn't only physical attraction though, no, it went beyond that. There was something almost primal in how he felt towards her. She radiated confidence and power, as well as seduction and sexuality. He'd be lying if he said he didn't want her body, but he also wanted so much more from her.

It took every ounce of strength left within him not to buckle as his knees weakened. The intensity of her gaze threatened to melt him down into nothingness as she continued stroking his cock fervently. He shuddered as waves of pleasure washed over him repeatedly, building up to a climax that made him feel dizzy. He closed his eyes, willing himself to maintain control. But it was no use. Nyadara knew exactly how to push him over the edge, and before long, he was lost in bliss.

"Fuck," he moaned as he came.

She held his cock firmly in place while he rode out the orgasm, emptying his seed onto the ground beneath them. After several minutes, they caught their breaths and looked at each other once more.

"That was...amazing," Theodric breathed, grinning broadly.

"I know," Nyadara chuckled smugly before leaning forward and kissing him deeply, tasting herself upon his lips. "Now, it's time to move on to the main event. We've wasted enough time already."

"Main event?" Theodric questioned uncertainly.

"Yes, Theodric," she answered in a soft, gentle tone. "We are going to make love."

She took hold of his hand and guided him further into the tent until they reached her bed. She spun him around so that he stood at the foot of the mattress, then slowly lowered herself onto her knees between his legs.

Before she could untie him completely, he reached forward and pulled her gown over her head. His heart raced when he saw her beautiful body revealed for the first time. She was stunning. Her skin glowed golden in the dim light provided by nearby torches mounted on either side of the tent's entrance flap.

Once free of the dress, Nyadara lifted her right leg and wrapped it around one of Theodric's ankles. She tugged on it gently, pulling him towards her and forcing his knees to part slightly, opening him up to her. Then she did the same with the other, giving her ample access to his crotch. He trembled nervously as she began unbuttoning his trousers, sliding them down past his hips until they pooled around his feet.

Her hands worked feverishly, undoing every button and strap with expert precision. Then, finally, he stepped out of them completely and kicked them away. She ran her fingers along the inside of his thighs before moving them upward along his muscular buttocks, sending shivers up his spine and causing him to involuntarily clench his ass cheeks together tightly.

A low moan escaped her lips as she pressed herself against him and placed her mouth over his now throbbing member, enveloping it completely in one smooth motion. He groaned as she began sucking hard, taking his entire length into her mouth while swirling her tongue around its tip teasingly. Her breasts rubbed against his abdomen while she bobbed her head back and forth, bringing him closer and closer to ecstasy with each passing second.

Theodric grabbed ahold of Nyadara's hair and tried to pull her head away, but she wouldn't budge. Instead, she only intensified her efforts, sucking harder and faster as if determined to drain him completely. It didn't take long for him to erupt once more, filling her throat with warm seed. She swallowed greedily and released his member from her grasp before gazing up at him with lustful eyes.

"Well... that certainly wasn't what I expected," he panted heavily as she licked her lips clean of the sticky fluid that dripped down her chin.

"Sorry about that," she replied softly. "But you seemed like you were enjoying yourself too much not to try."

She climbed onto the bed beside him and crawled up next to him, laying on her stomach while propped up on one elbow.

As Nyadara looked over at him hungrily, she bit her lower lip.

Theodric stared intently at Nyadara as she spread her legs, revealing a swollen, glistening mound.

She raised an eyebrow as Theodric leaned forward, reaching between her legs and using two fingers to spread open her moistened pussy. She moaned loudly as he plunged his tongue inside, tasting her juices eagerly.

After several moments, he pulled away and wiped his mouth clean. Nyadara giggled seductively and rolled onto her back, raising both knees high into the air while keeping them slightly bent, creating a gap between her thighs for Theodric to nestle between. As soon as he settled into position, she wrapped her legs around his waist, drawing him deeper into her depths.

When he felt her soft flesh press against his sensitive shaft, he closed his eyes tightly, trying desperately not to explode right then and there. She began bucking wildly, thrusting her hips upward rapidly, driving her pelvis against his member with forceful rhythmic motions. Soon enough, she began to whimper uncontrollably as her orgasm built within her body. But just before she could peak, she abruptly stopped moving altogether.

She glanced down at her crotch where the head of his cock lay hidden beneath her swollen labia, and then she reached out and gripped him tightly with both hands. Then, ever so slowly, she lowered herself onto him inch by agonizing inch, until finally, he was fully embedded inside of her, causing her to cry out loudly in pain. She winced visibly, gasping sharply for air as she struggled to accommodate his girth within her narrow channel. After another minute of adjusting, she began rocking back and forth slightly, sliding her pussy along his shaft at first, gradually increasing her pace.

Nyadara gasped for air again, throwing her head back against the pillow and closing her eyes shut. Her fingers dug into his shoulders as she gripped tightly onto him for support. She continued rocking faster until her breathing grew heavy again. And then suddenly, without warning, she exploded in ecstasy. The wave crashed over her and she shook violently from head to toe, arching her back and tossing her head around wildly as she convulsed uncontrollably, gasping for breath in between moans and screams.

Once Nyadara recovered, she stared blankly at Theodric with half-lidded eyes, her lips parted slightly. Then she lifted herself up off of him before falling back onto her side, still holding onto his upper arms.

"That was wonderful," she whispered dreamily. "And now that I know how wonderful it feels, let's try this again."

A mischievous grin spread across Theodric's face. Nyadara kissed him passionately before turning around, lying on her stomach with her ass pressed against his groin.

He slid between her thighs and grasped onto her hips firmly, raising her lower body off of the mattress slightly as he penetrated her. His movements were smooth and gentle at first, careful not to hurt her, but soon enough he increased the pace considerably as Nyadara urged him on, matching his thrusts with her own, meeting every pump with a powerful push backwards. The sound of flesh smacking against flesh reverberated throughout the tent, mingling with cries of pleasure from both of them.

Nyadara turned to glance over her shoulder at Theodric, giving him one last knowing look before burying her face in the pillow, letting out muffled grunts of joy as she climaxed once more. A final surge of energy swept over her and she released another wail of pure bliss as she spasmed uncontrollably beneath him, bucking and thrashing as she rode out her orgasm. When she finally regained control of herself again, she slumped limply onto her stomach, utterly exhausted yet satisfied beyond measure.

A wide grin split her face as she looked back up at him with dazed eyes. She giggled happily before leaning forward to kiss him softly, murmuring against his lips: "Thank you, my king."

As they collapsed in a heap upon her bed, Nyadara stroked the furry ears atop his head. Theodric chuckled breathlessly, staring down at his beautiful new mistress. If this was how he served her, perhaps the oath he'd sworn was worth it after all.

"I am yours, Nyadara."

Her smile was dazzling, almost blinding. "And I, yours."
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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."

Conquering Tiriene Part 4

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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A hot preview… 

Theodric's cock grew hard. He wanted her again, even amidst the carnage of the battlefield.

He grabbed Hilea, and threw her on the ground. He ripped off her armor and her tunic, exposing her bare tits, nipples hard as stones.

Hilea gasped as Theodric shoved his huge dick inside her, penetrating her deep, and filling her wet, warm, cunt.

Theodric pumped his shaft in and out of her, his cock slamming into her. Hilea moaned, her nails gripping the earth beneath her.

"You are mine," he snarled, thrusting deeper.

"Yes! Yours, my lord!" Hilea cried out, her pussy squeezing around his throbbing dick.

"I will fill your womb with my seed," he growled.

"Please, my lord!"

He fucked her harder, his balls slapping against her ass. His cock slid in and out of her dripping pussy, his pace growing faster and more urgent.

"Yes, my lord! I need your cum!"

"Your womb shall carry our child," Theodric said, his eyes locked with hers.

"YES, MY LORD! YOUR SEED WILL GROW INSIDE ME!"

Conquering Tirene 6

They reached the encampment by nightfall, the wounded and weary greeted by the flickering fires and the smell of roasting meat. Tents were erected in circular formations, providing a semblance of order amidst the chaos that had consumed their lives since the demon's resurgence.

Theodric's arrival sparked a murmur of relief throughout the camp as if his mere presence could stave off the encroaching darkness. He made his way to his tent, Hilea following close behind. Servants rushed forward with water for washing and fresh bandages for Theodric's wounds. He waved them away, insisting he attend to his injuries later.

First, there was a council to be held. The surviving commanders gathered, their faces etched with fatigue and despair. They spoke of losses and logistics, of strategies that might turn the tide against an enemy that seemed to mock their every move.

As the discussions wore on, Theodric found his gaze drifting to Hilea. She spoke with passion and insight, her tactical acumen shining through even in this darkest hour. It was clear to all present that her contributions were invaluable.

When the meeting concluded, Theodric stood before his commanders. "Rest now," he proclaimed with a voice that belied his exhaustion. "Tomorrow we fight—not for glory or riches, but for the very soul of our world."

Dismissed, the commanders departed, leaving Theodric alone with Hilea once more.

"You should rest as well," she counselled him quietly.

"In due time," he replied stubbornly. "There is another matter I must attend to first."

He strode from his tent with purpose, his shadow long in the light of the campfires. Hilea followed, a silent guardian ensuring that her leader would not falter in his self-imposed duties. Theodric moved through the encampment with a quiet determination, nodding to the sentries who saluted him as he passed.

Reaching the edge of the camp, Theodric stopped before a small makeshift pen where the steeds were corralled. Among them was his own mount, a battle-scarred charger with eyes that gleamed like polished jet in the firelight. He approached the horse and laid a hand on its flank, feeling the warmth of its living spirit—a stark contrast to the cold touch of death that had brushed so many this day.

"I cannot rest," Theodric murmured to Hilea, "not while my heart is heavy with the weight of those we've lost." His hand caressed his mount’s mane, finding solace in the simple act. "I must find solace in service, lest grief consume me."

Hilea regarded him with eyes that held depths of understanding. "Then let us serve together," she offered. "The wounded need tending, and their spirits lifting. Your presence amongst them will kindle hope where it has dimmed."

Relenting to her wise suggestion, Theodric nodded. Together, they made their way back into the heart of the encampment where lanterns hung from poles cast pools of golden light upon the injured and forlorn.

They worked through the night, offering words of comfort and doing what they could to ease pain. The echo of despair began to fade, replaced by a chorus of hushed gratitude and renewed determination. Theodric's hands, though scarred from battle, became instruments of healing as he bound wounds and offered quiet encouragement to his fellow warriors. Hilea was by his side throughout, her presence a balm to those who had thought their plight unnoticed.

As dawn approached with its tentative light creeping into the sky, Theodric finally allowed himself to sit by a fire that had burned down to embers. His body cried out for rest, but his mind refused to succumb to sleep's embrace. Hilea took a seat beside him, sharing the silence that only those who've faced darkness together could appreciate.

In that quiet before the world awoke, Theodric felt the faintest stirrings of hope. It was as if the very land they fought to protect whispered promises through the sighs of the wind; it spoke of endurances past and victories yet to be won.

Hilea broke the silence first, her voice soft but unwavering. "We will win this war, Theodric," she said with conviction. "Not because we are invincible or because fate deems it so. We will win because we must, because there is no alternative but to press on."

Theodric turned his gaze toward her, his eyes reflecting the nascent light of dawn. "I hope you're right." 

Hilea rose, taking his hand and drawing him toward her tent. "Come, my lord. I know what will help ease your burden." 

Inside the tent, a small space had been cleared and at its center lay a map, stretched and pinned at the corners onto a flat surface. Tiny flags and markers of different colors dotted the landscape, a visual representation of where their allies held firm and where the enemy loomed.

Hilea moved to the table, her fingers hovering above the map as she spoke. "Here, we craft our victory," she said with quiet intensity. "Not on the battlefield tomorrow, but in our minds today. We strategize, we foresee their moves, and we counter them before they happen."

Theodric watched her, admiring not only her strength but also her intellect. He joined her at the table, his mind clearing as he focused on the task at hand. They spent hours that seemed like mere moments discussing routes and passages through the twisted forests that bordered their lands, identifying strategic points for ambushes, and pondering how to protect the villages still untouched by war.

Slowly but surely, a plan began to take shape. It was audacious and fraught with risk, but it played to their strengths—speed, knowledge of the land, and the unbreakable will of their people. Theodric's eyes sparked with something that had been missing for days: hope.

As they crafted their strategy, messengers were silently summoned to carry orders to outlying contingents. The tent became alive with a quiet urgency — Theodric and Hilea's quiet meeting evolving into a hub of clandestine operations.

Finally, as the first rays of true daylight filtered into the tent, Theodric stood back from the table. His stare was fixed upon it intently. 

Hilea's arms moved around his waist and she pressed herself into him. "My lord..." 

Theodric turned in her embrace, recognizing the resolve in her touch that matched his own. "Hilea," he began with a voice that carried the weight of their shared determination, "this plan—it will ask much of us all."

Hilea nodded, her chin resting against Theodric's chest. "I know," she whispered. "But I also know that we fight for something greater than ourselves. We fight for home, for family—for future generations to live free from tyranny."

He looked down into her eyes, seeing not just the brilliant strategist, but also the woman who had stood by his side through the tumult of war and uncertainty. In that moment, Theodric knew that no matter what lay ahead, they would face it together.

"You have given me so much hope," he said, his hand coming to rest on her cheek. "In you, I find strength I never knew I possessed."

"And you in me," Hilea replied, leaning into his touch.

In the quiet dawn, they allowed themselves a moment of solace—a brief respite from the voracious demands of leadership and war. They shared a kiss that seemed to encompass all the passion and urgency of their situation—brief yet infinite, delicate yet fierce.

She took his hand and led him to her bed. 

"My lord, please...take me." She reached for the front of her gown, drawing it down, letting the fabric fall over her huge, voluptuous breasts. 

Theodric’s breath caught at the sight before him, the raw beauty of Hilea's form framed by the dim glow of morning light seeping into the tent. It was a vision that summoned forth a primal need he could scarcely control, yet something deeper pulled at him—a connection that transcended physical want.

With deliberate care, Theodric traced his fingers over the curve of her shoulders and down the soft valley between her breasts, marveling at the supple warmth of her skin. A shiver ran through Hilea as she met his touch with a pressing urgency, her eyes alight with an intensity that mirrored the flame kindling within him.

“My lady,” Theodric whispered, his voice rough with desire as he leaned in to capture her lips once again. This kiss was not like the ones before; it held promise and yearning, sealing their fates together in a tapestry of shared resolve and burgeoning love.

Hilea's hands found their way to Theodric’s belt, deftly unbuckling it and easing away the layers of armor and clothing that separated them. As each piece fell to the ground, Theodric felt himself shedding not only his physical burdens but also the walls he had built around his heart.

Piece by piece they undressed each other, each revealing scarred skin and hardened muscle—silent testaments to battles fought and survived. Yet there in Hilea's arms, Theodric allowed vulnerability to seep through his warrior's façade. He felt seen, known in ... well. 

Since Emilia had left him. 

His cock was hard, standing tall against his stomach, a testament to the raw passion igniting between them. Hilea's fingers deftly stroked and caressed it, sending shivers down his spine.

"My lord," she purred, "I promise you this night will not be spent in sorrow, but in the warmth of our love."

Theodric let out a deep breath, surrendering to the moment's emotional weight. "I hope so," he whispered hoarsely.

As Hilea guided him onto the bed, he felt an overwhelming sense of comfort and safety wash over him. For the first time in what felt like ages, the weight of his responsibilities faded into the background. All that mattered were the two of them and the unity they shared.

Their bodies entwined, their lips met in a fervent kiss that left no doubt about their intentions. They explored each other with keen awareness, savoring each sensation as if they had been starving for connection. Hilea's touch sent ripples of desire coursing through Theodric, and he reciprocated with the same fervor.

He gripped her breasts, handling them roughly; she moaned, encouraging him to take her fully. Theodric slid his fingers inside her, finding her wet and ready for him. He pushed into her slowly, savoring the sensation of being one with her, their bodies melding together like two halves of a whole.

Hilea cried out, arching her back as Theodric entered her completely. He began to thrust gently at first, savoring the feel of her around him, before transitioning to a more urgent pace. Each thrust sent shivers of pleasure coursing through both of them. Their rhythm grew more intense, their breathing becoming heavier, their moans blending into one another in a symphony of passion.

"Take me, my lord. Please, make me....yours." 

His cock pinned her to the bed; their movements growing faster, more intense. The tent was filled with the sound of skin slapping against skin, breathing, and whispered words of love and urgency.

As Theodric thrust deeper into her, he felt the familiar tightness of her body around him, drawing him further into the moment. His heart raced, matching the pounding of his blood as it was carried away from the world and into this singular moment with Hilea.

"You are mine," he gasped, his voice barely recognizable beneath the force of his passion.

"Yes my lord! Yes!" Her nails gripped his shoulders, his huge dick shuttling in and out of her wet pussy. 

Hilea's body trembled with pleasure as he thrust into her, their connection like a rope bonding them together. The world outside the tent faded into insignificance, only replaced by the warmth of Hilea's body beneath him and the rhythmic pounding of their lovemaking.

As he lost himself in this raw, unspoken connection, Theodric felt his body tightening, the tension building up to a point of no return. He drove deeper into Hilea, his cock hitting her sweet spot, sending waves of pleasure coursing through her.

"I'm coming..." she cried out, her nails digging into his skin, her pussy becoming more responsive with every passing moment.

Theodric's own climax was imminent. He could feel it building up, growing stronger with each passing second. With a roar that echoed within the confines of the tent, he felt the release take hold of him. His body shook, his cock twitching violently as he unleashed a torrent of hot sperm deep within Hilea's welcoming cunt.

For a moment, they lay there, their bodies entwined, their hearts pounding in sync. The light of the dawn seeped through the tent, casting a golden glow on their faces. In that moment, they were no longer just warriors, fighting for a cause. They were two souls, bound together by love and passion, finding solace in each other's arms amidst the chaos.

Slowly, Theodric withdrew from Hilea's dripping folds, their skin glistening with sweat and passion. He looked down at her, their eyes meeting in a silent exchange of understanding.

"This night has given me something I didn't know I needed," he whispered, caressing her cheek.

Hilea smiled, her eyes filled with a warmth that matched the fire still smoldering between them. "And I am grateful for it, my lord," she whispered back.

Their bodies still tangled together, they lay there in the afterglow of their union, cherishing the feeling of being alive, of being loved, of being truly connected to another human being for the first time in what felt like an eternity.

In that moment, they knew they would face whatever came their way, together. Not because they had to, but because they chose to. And somehow, that knowledge gave them strength, hope, and a renewed sense of purpose.

Slowly, Theodric rose from the bed, his eyes never leaving Hilea's. He pulled the blanket over her, tucking her in gently.

"Rest now, my love," he whispered, his voice soft and full of tenderness. "I will be by your side when you awake."

She smiled, pulling him close for one last embrace. "I will be waiting," she promised.

And so they lay, surrounded by the gentle glow of dawn, their hearts entwined as surely as their bodies had been just moments before. For now, they were at peace, their love providing solace in even the most tumultuous of times.

Theodric roused, and felt himself wanting her again. His cock was swelling at the sight of her supple body, her pretty breasts and smooth hips beneath him. He grunted, and she sensed his need. 

"Again, my lord?" Hilea murmured, smiling.

"Again," Theodric replied gruffly, moving atop her, and pressing his hard dick inside her.

"Mmm...yes. My lord." She gasped, spreading her thighs wider.

Hilea moaned, her eyes closed and her mouth agape, feeling his thick cock fill her completely. Theodric started to move, thrusting his dick in and out of her tight cunt.

She cried out, her nails raking across his back, leaving angry red lines in their wake. He groaned, driving into her with increased urgency, their bodies crashing together in a symphony of passion.

"Oh, God..." Hilea whimpered, her eyes fluttering open.

Theodric kissed her lips, silencing her words with his tongue, his hips still pistoning into her, their bodies joined as one.

Hilea felt a fire beginning to burn within her, its flames growing stronger with every passing moment. She gasped, clinging to him tightly, her fingers digging into his skin, leaving marks where her nails had been just moments before.

"Yes," he whispered, his breath hot against her ear, "let go. I am here, and I will not let you fall."

Hilea's body began to tremble, her breathing becoming erratic as her orgasm approached. Theodric could feel her pussy tightening around his cock, her body responding to his every movement.

"Come for me," he urged, his voice low and commanding.

With a cry, Hilea came, her body convulsing as wave after wave of pleasure washed over her. Theodric followed suit, his own orgasm taking hold as he emptied himself into her, his cock pulsating as it released a flood of hot sperm into her womb.

They lay there, their bodies slick with sweat and satisfaction, their hearts racing in sync. After a few moments, Hilea opened her eyes and smiled.

"My lord, you have utterly conquered me," she whispered, her voice hoarse from the exertion.

Theodric grinned, his eyes reflecting the same emotion. "And you have taken me well. I am pleased," he replied, planting a kiss on her lips.

They shared a laugh, their bodies still entwined. At least, now they had not only a battle plan against the demons - but a moment of respite as well.

***

In the morning, they prepared for battle. Theodric and Hilea dressed quickly, their movements betraying the gravity of the task ahead. As they donned their armor and readied their weapons, they shared a knowing look, an unspoken agreement that whatever happened, they would face it together.

They marched to their stations and took their places. Theodric was positioned in the forefront, with Hilea nearby.

The demon forces appeared on the hillside opposite their camp. The horde was massive, stretching across the horizon, and seeming to have no end.

But Theodric was not deterred. He raised his sword high and let out a mighty battle cry, his voice carrying across the battlefield, reverberating through the air.

Hilea echoed his call, her voice a powerful and resounding force. Her sword held aloft, she charged forward, leading the charge into battle.

The demons roared, surging forward like an unstoppable tide, their bodies colliding with the defenders.

Theodric met the enemy's attack head-on, his blade cutting through the first demon to reach him with ease. Hilea was right by his side, her sword slashing through the air with deadly precision. Together, they cleaved a path through the enemy ranks, their movements a deadly dance of death and destruction.

As they cut through the demon horde, Theodric and Hilea fought with a ferocity born of desperation, their very lives hanging in the balance. They were surrounded on all sides, their enemies pressing in from every angle, but they did not give up.

Even as their bodies were battered and bruised, even as the odds seemed insurmountable, they fought on, their wills unbroken. They refused to yield, and the demons could not defeat them.

A massive demon grabbed Theodric's sword with a vicious snarl, and they struggled for control of the blade. The demon's strength was immense, but Theodric would not be swayed. He twisted his weapon free and drove it through the demon's chest, spilling its dark blood onto the battlefield.

"For Tiriene!" he roared, his voice rising above the din of battle.

The demon collapsed, and Hilea turned to see her lord victorious.

She grinned, a feral smile full of teeth and determination.

Another demon came, and another, and Theodric dispatched them. Hilea watched, pride filling her chest, as her lord cut a swathe through the enemy ranks.

He was magnificent.

A hulking demon barreled toward her, its eyes burning with hatred. She spun to meet the charge, her sword singing as it cleaved through the air, slicing the creature cleanly in two.

Hilea did not slow. She moved fluidly, her blade a blur of motion as she struck down any who dared cross her path. She was a force of nature, untamed and wild, and the demons could not stop her.

The battle raged on, but Theodric and Hilea would not relent.

With every swing of his sword, Theodric brought the war one step closer to victory. Every demon he killed was one less foe to face, one less obstacle to overcome.

He and Hilea fought tirelessly, their blades carving a path through the demon horde. They were relentless, refusing to yield, and the demons could not withstand their onslaught.

At last, the demon numbers dwindled, and their leader was brought down.

Hilea stood over the corpse of the slain demon, her blade slick with its blood.

She turned to see Theodric standing triumphant, his sword held high.

"We have done it!" he cried, his voice carrying across the battlefield.

The surviving soldiers cheered, their voices ringing out in celebration. Theodric and Hilea embraced, their arms wrapped around each other, their eyes filled with pride and relief.

Their armor was dented and stained, their skin caked with dried blood and dirt. Their muscles were sore, and their limbs ached from the exertion.

Yet they had emerged victorious.

The demons had been defeated.

Tiriene was saved.

And Theodric and Hilea would fight together for the rest of their lives.

Theodric gazed at her, his eyes full of emotion. "Hilea, if you would...come back with me to Tirene? I wish you at my side, if you do not have other obligations." Theodric found himself not wanting to part with this beautiful dark elf who had taken not just his cock, but...his heart, as well. 

Her lips curved in a smile. "My lord, it would be an honor."

The two shared a look of deep affection, and Theodric pulled her into an embrace.

Together, they had prevailed against all odds, and their bond would only grow stronger in the years to come.

In that moment, he knew that she would be at his side for the rest of his life.

Hilea felt her heart skip a beat, and a warmth spread throughout her body. She gazed up at Theodric, her eyes filled with a mixture of gratitude, admiration, and love.

"I will always be by your side, my lord," she whispered, her words carrying across the battlefield. "For as long as you'll have me."

And so they shared a kiss, their lips meeting in a symbol of their bond, their hearts entwined forevermore.

They would fight for each other, and for Tiriene, until their dying breaths.

Theodric's cock grew hard. He wanted her again, even amidst the carnage of the battlefield.

He grabbed Hilea, and threw her on the ground. He ripped off her armor and her tunic, exposing her bare tits, nipples hard as stones.

Hilea gasped as Theodric shoved his huge dick inside her, penetrating her deep, and filling her wet, warm, cunt.

Theodric pumped his shaft in and out of her, his cock slamming into her. Hilea moaned, her nails gripping the earth beneath her.

"You are mine," he snarled, thrusting deeper.

"Yes! Yours, my lord!" Hilea cried out, her pussy squeezing around his throbbing dick.

"I will fill your womb with my seed," he growled.

"Please, my lord!"

He fucked her harder, his balls slapping against her ass. His cock slid in and out of her dripping pussy, his pace growing faster and more urgent.

"Yes, my lord! I need your cum!"

"Your womb shall carry our child," Theodric said, his eyes locked with hers.

"YES, MY LORD! YOUR SEED WILL GROW INSIDE ME!"

Theodric grunted, and emptied his balls inside her, shooting his thick, hot cum deep into her womb.

Hilea cried out, her body trembling with pleasure. Her pussy clenched around his cock, milking every last drop of his seed.

They lay there for a moment, their bodies entwined, their minds drifting. The sounds of the battlefield faded into the background, and all that remained was the two of them, their hearts and souls connected in a way that nothing else could ever hope to rival.

Theodric kissed Hilea.

He pulled his cock out of her pussy.

They would rest, and make love again later.

And they would fight.

For their people.

For Tiriene.

For each other.

Perhaps now her belly would swell with his child. A new legacy of heirs could be bred... his forgotten sons would be reborn, now that the reign of that terrible woman was over.

Hilea and Theodric would protect and nurture the city, and they would live the rest of their lives in service to those they loved.

"My father's and forefather's cruelty ends today," Theodric said. "I will see that the people of Tirene are safe, protected. The people will remember me as a generous king, not a tyrant." 

Hilea kissed his mouth.

"The gods have heard your prayer," she said.

She smiled, and the pair rose from the ground. It was a new day, a new beginning. They would start their future together, and Tiriene would thrive.

Theodric would bring a new generation of heroes to the world. And this time, no one could stop him. 
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