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A hot preview…

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

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

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

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

Reclaiming Tiriene Part II

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Trust me, sister. I will be fine."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Mother! Are you all right?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

*****

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Is something the matter, brother?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He closed his eyes and slept.
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