
        
            
                
            
        

    
Reclaiming Tiriene: Theodric’s Quest Part I

Other books you might enjoy:

Kingsley House

Orion’s Genesis

Master of Mothers

See them all here!

Sign up for my mailing list!

A hot preview…

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

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

Reclaiming Tiriene: Theodric’s Quest Part I

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was his stepsister, Emilia.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was Morganthe.

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

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

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

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

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

"Destructive magic? What are you talking about?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He nodded. "What do you request?"

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

"You want to know if I will..."

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

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

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

"Very well. I'll do it."

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

*****

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Are you ready?" she whispered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

****

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

*****

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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