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A hot preview…

Theodric continued to kiss and fondle Klarynna's body as he removed her clothes. He stripped away her gown, revealing her smooth skin beneath it. Her body quivered as his hands explored over her curves and dips. He pulled off her panties, exposing the tight wetness between her legs.

Theodric laid Klarynna down on the bed, and she spread her thighs, opening herself up to him completely. She felt overcome with lust for the handsome warrior-lord, his dominance and sexual desire igniting her urge to submit.

His thick cock entered her with ease, impaling her tight wet cunt on his shaft. She gasped as waves of pleasure filled her. "Oh gods, my lord. You're so big!"

Reclaiming Tiriene: Part IV

When Theodric awoke, it was barely light. Eileen was still asleep next to him, her sleeping form covered by the light sheet. He traced his fingers down the curve of her hip, kissing her lightly.

"Mmmm...what time is it?" she asked, rolling over. "I must have slept very soundly."

"You did."

His mind filled with images of their rough sex from the previous night. He had taken her time and time again, filling her womb with countless loads. She must be pregnant, he thought.

The thought made him sit up, his head suddenly filled with possibilities. If he had managed to impregnate her and she was carrying his child, then he would have a chance at claiming Manfred's kingdom. It was something that Theodric had been dreaming of since he first arrived here. He would finally be able to realize his ambitions and be the King of this lush land.

He imagined himself standing on the balcony of Manfred's castle as the people bellowed his name in celebration. They would crown him with laurels and listen avidly to every word he said, for they knew that he was the one who could guide them into a new era of prosperity.

Theodric started to visualize all the things he could do once became the lord of their lands - how he could improve the country's infrastructure, create better opportunities for its citizens, and protect them from the dragonriders. Manfred had always been a weak ruler, and Theodric knew he could easily do a better job.

"I must go attend to my duties," he told Eileen, kissing her gently on the mouth. "When you wake, explore the castle or...well, do anything you please, my dear. My home is yours."

She smiled, pleased. "Thank you, love. I'll be fine."

"Good."

Theodric got out of the bed, and he quickly dressed himself in his royal finery. He put on a pair of dark leather boots, a white silk shirt, and a crimson velvet cloak trimmed with silver embroidery.

As he emerged from his chambers, he heard a familiar voice echoing from down the hall. His heart skipped a beat as he realized it was Emilia.

She stood before him - dressed in a beautiful gown of pale pink silk that hugged her curves in all the right places, her hair flowing around her shoulders.

"Good morning, brother. Did you sleep well?"

"I did. And you?"

She slid into his arms for a warm hug. He was suddenly aware of her soft body against his own, her breasts pressing into his chest.

"Very well, thank you."

He felt aroused but conflicted, since she was his stepsister. He knew it wasn't right to feel this way, yet he couldn't help himself. All he wanted to do was pull her closer and never let go. Somehow, he managed to control himself - but it took all of his willpower not to ravish her on the spot.

Instead, Theodric stepped back and forced a smile on his face. "It's good to see you," he said, trying not to blush too obviously.

Eileen seemed oblivious to what had just happened between them; she simply smiled.

"I must be off," he said sadly, "but I will return soon."

"Stay safe," she replied before turning and walking away.

Theodric watched her go before heading out into the courtyard. The sun had begun to rise, its light cascading over the land like a golden blanket.

He headed for the village, eager to speak with the townspeople and find out what tasks they needed him to do.

As he entered the village, he was greeted by friendly faces. Children ran up to him, tugging on his cloak and begging him to play. He smiled down at them as he asked about their day so far. Older folks chatted with Theodric about the state of the land and what help they needed from him. Everyone had faith that he could make a real difference here, and it filled Theodric with pride.

Theodric stopped by multiple households over the course of his journey through the village. He helped fix roofs on homes that were damaged during recent storms, assisted people in clearing out clogged gutters around their property, and even gave advice about how to increase crop yields on farms throughout the area.

He wanted to be a good ruler. After his father Alaric had died, he had been forced to take the mantle. Alaric was not well-liked, having given Castle Tiriene a bad name. But Theodric was determined to undo the bad reputation their family had gained...and so far, he was doing a good job of it.

The town magistrate, Klarynna, was a beautiful black-haired maiden with large breasts and a dark gown she wore. She smiled at Theodric as he entered her chamber and greeted him with a deep bow.

"My lord. I am glad you have come. There is much to discuss."

Theodric stood in front of her, trying to maintain his composure. She had such an alluring presence that he could not help but be attracted to her. He felt a strong desire to kiss her and ravish her right there in the chamber.

But instead, he cleared his throat and forced himself to put his thoughts aside as they began to talk about plans for the city. Klarynna proposed various ideas on how they could improve the infrastructure and economy of Tiriene, while Theodric discussed ways of increasing safety and security by implementing better laws and regulations. They debated back and forth for some time until finally both agreed upon several courses of action that would benefit everyone living in the city.

As they talked, Theodric felt an undeniable attraction towards Klarynna grow within him. Her voice was like a siren's song, drawing him closer with its enchanting melody.

"My lady, would you do the honor of letting me have dinner with you tonight?"

"My lord, I would be honored," she said, blushing deeply. "Please, join me tonight here at home."

Theodric smiled at her, feeling a warmth that he had not felt in a long time. He thanked her and they parted ways with plans to meet later that night for dinner.

The sun was setting by the time Theodric returned to Klarynna's home. He walked up to the door and knocked, feeling his heart flutter in anticipation. Klarynna opened the door and greeted him with a warm hug and a kiss on his cheek before leading him inside.

She had prepared an exquisite meal for them both; rich beef stew filled with carrots, potatoes, onions and other vegetables served alongside hearty chunks of buttered bread. The aroma was mouth-watering as they sat down at the table together and began to feast. As they ate, they talked about their day-to-day lives as well as their hopes for the future of Tiriene.

Theodric found himself entranced by Klarynna's beauty; she seemed so sweet, so pretty...

So kind.

"My lady," he admitted as the night wore on, "I have to confess, you have deeply entranced me with your words and your beauty."

beauty. I do not wish for this night to end."

Klarynna smiled and blushed shyly, looking up at him with her big brown eyes. She paused for a moment before finally mustering the courage to ask, "Would you like to stay the night with me, my lord?"

"I would love to."

Theodric reached for her and the two began to kiss passionately. Theodric pulled her gown down, freeing her huge, heavy breasts which he caressed with his hands as they continued to kiss. He moved his lips from her lips to her neck and then down over the soft curves of her body.

Klarynna gasped as his lips closed over her nipple. He sucked hard, and she could see the heavy bulge between his thighs. She knew soon he would be inside her, and her pussy pulsed at the thought.

Theodric continued to kiss and fondle Klarynna's body as he removed her clothes. He stripped away her gown, revealing her smooth skin beneath it. Her body quivered as his hands explored over her curves and dips. He pulled off her panties, exposing the tight wetness between her legs.

Theodric laid Klarynna down on the bed, and she spread her thighs, opening herself up to him completely. She felt overcome with lust for the handsome warrior-lord, his dominance and sexual desire igniting her urge to submit.

His thick cock entered her with ease, impaling her tight wet cunt on his shaft. She gasped as waves of pleasure filled her. "Oh gods, my lord. You're so big!"

His huge prick filled her completely, pushing against her inner walls and stretching her tight cunt. She wrapped her long legs around his waist, surrendering completely to his animalistic fucking. He thrust into her, filling her completely over and over again.

The desire she felt for him was uncontrollable. She couldn't get enough of his cock - and so he gave it to her, fucking her deep and hard. He gripped her breasts, his movements rough and dominant. Theodric pulled out and began to fuck her big tits, unable to resist their soft pull.

She gasped as his huge, hard dick thrust between her breasts. She had never been so roughly used this way before, and the sensation left her feeling helpless and incredible. She loved it, her pussy tingling from his fucking. "Oh, my lord! I'm coming!" she cried.

Theodric kneeled over her, pumping his dick between her breasts, right as she came. He grunted, stroking his cock fast as he came, too. Thick jets of hot white sperm splashed all over Klarynna's tits. She was coated in her new master's seed, rubbing it all in to her skin with pleasure.

He then impaled her hot mouth on his dick, wanting to use her lips. Feeling like a whore, she moaned around his cock, letting him use her however he wanted. She would gladly be his plaything.

He gripped her long black hair and pulled her head up and down on his cock, fucking her mouth thoroughly. She stretched her throat for him, letting her use her as he wanted.

She had never been taken this way before, and she enjoyed every second of it.

Finally he thrust his hard dick back into her pussy. She gasped, cumming instantly from the huge size of his throbbing shaft filling her up. He began to pound her again, eager to fill her womb with his virile seed.

Theodric was in a frenzy of pleasure, lost in the moment as he claimed his new magistrate. He could barely contain himself as he pounded her, feeling her hot tightness all around him. He thought it was strange how much he wanted not only to conquer and possess her body but also to protect and care for her. Was this what love felt like? Or was this just another notch in his belt?

He had no time to think of it, though, for his balls were tightening as his climax approached. "I'm cumming," he warned her.

"Cum in me, my lord! Fill me up!" Klarynna screamed out in ecstasy, feeling his sperm shoot deep into her womb. She was filled with his seed, her pussy dripping with his cum. She loved the feeling of being so completely pumped full by her lover. They collapsed on the bed together, exhausted and satisfied.

"Thank you, my lord, for such a wonderful night," she whispered.

He pulled her into him and gave her a deep, passionate kiss. "Thank you, my lady."

She fell asleep in his arms there on the bed. He joined her soon after, falling into a restful slumber.

****

In the morning, Theodric awoke first. Klarynna was still sleeping quietly and he didn't want to wake her. He left her a note thanking her for her warmth and hospitality, then quietly departed.

On his way home, Theodric was in high spirits, but his joy quickly faded when he heard a commotion in the distance. As he got closer, he saw a group of looters who were terrorizing the people of the village. His heart filled with rage and he rushed to the rescue.

He drew out his sword and charged towards them, letting out a powerful warrior cry that echoed through the air. The bandits turned around to face him, some wielding swords while others had daggers and clubs. Theodric was undeterred by their weapons; instead, his anger only grew as he thought of how these men had dared to put innocent lives in danger for their own gain.

He attacked with ferocity, blocking their blows and dodging around them as they tried to land a hit on him. He soon found himself surrounded by four of them at once; however, this didn't shake his resolve - instead it only made him fight harder. He slashed and stabbed at them, his sword finding its mark again and again. The bandits fell one by one, until only one was left.

Theodric watched as the last man turned and ran away, his courage gone. Theodric chased after him, catching him and holding the point of his sword at the man's throat. "Drop your weapons and get out of here," he ordered, "or I will kill you where you stand."

The bandit dropped his weapon and ran, disappearing into the forest.

He took a moment to reflect on what had just happened before he began to loot their bodies, finding some armor, weapons, and gold he could use. He searched through their belongings for anything else of interest, taking whatever seemed valuable and discarding the rest.

He was about to leave when something caught his eye - a small bag tucked away in one of the bandit's pockets. Theodric felt an odd sense of curiosity as he opened it and peered inside; what he found astonished him. Inside was a scroll with an official royal seal on it, bearing what appeared to be a battle plan.

Hmm. Were they planning to attack our castle? He couldn't tell from the first glance. He decided to take it to his wizard in employ at the castle, Benial.

Hopefully, the old man would have some answers.
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