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A hot preview…

Theodric held her gaze as he took her, his thrusts growing stronger as her moans grew louder. His desire was rising to new heights as he watched her beautiful body writhing in ecstasy, her pleasure only adding to his own.

Then, to his surprise, Emilia reached up and grabbed him by the hair, pulling his head in close to her as she kissed him.

"Do it, brother," she said, her voice so low and seductive that it sent a shiver through his body. "Pound my pussy until I come."

Reclaiming Tiriene: Part IX

Theodric had secured Morganthe's help in defeating Cedric, a challenger to the court of Tiriane and the surrounding lands. Now, with the help of his fellow nobles and the council, he would be able to defeat Cedric, or so he hoped.

Still, the battle was yet many days to come, as preparations had to be made. Theodric's gaze had been lingering on the family crypt for many nights now. He felt an inexplicable pull toward it, the emblem of the Lion against a red background drawing him to the stone doors.

He had heard stories of his father's bravery from his nurse and caretaker, but those memories were hazy and distant. He could see in the crypt a gateway into another world - one that belonged to his family and the generations before them. With some hesitation, he opened the heavy crypt door, feeling a chill as it swung open.

The crypt was dark and damp, the air heavy with the smell of earth and death. He could feel an undeniable chill that seemed to press in on him from all sides. The thick silence was broken only by the occasional drip of water from somewhere in the gloom.

Theodric slowly moved further into the crypt, his eyes slowly adjusting to the darkness. As he looked around, he saw several coffins lined up against one wall, each marked with a name and emblem. He recognized each one as belonging to a member of his family -- including his own father's coffin inscribed with 'Alaric III'. His heart raced as memories of his father's bravery flooded back, stories told by his nurse when he was still a child.

"He was not the hero you thought," came a voice behind him.

It was Sylla, the elven bloodmage. Theodric looked at her with surprise.

"Sylla...how did you know I was here?"

Sylla stepped closer and gently placed a hand on Theodric's shoulder, her voice full of compassion.

"I sensed your presence in the crypt," she said softly. "I know you seek answers about the truth behind your ancestry."

Theodric nodded. "I do. But how do you know of my family's history?"

Sylla's expression grew somber as she pulled her hand away from Theodric's shoulder.

"I have studied the history of Tiriane, including the histories of the influential families such as yours," she explained. "And I have reason to believe that your father's bravery was not as righteous as it was painted to be."

Theodric's eyes widened in shock and confusion. "What do you mean?" he asked.

Sylla took a deep breath before continuing. "Your father, Alaric III, was known to be a brutal and ruthless ruler. He suppressed dissent and opposition with violence, and his family has continued to hold onto power through fear and intimidation. There are many who have suffered under your family's reign, Theodric."

Theodric's mind raced as he struggled to reconcile his memories of his beloved father with Sylla's revelations. He had always been proud of his family's heritage, but now he couldn't help but feel betrayed.

"Are you saying..."

Sylla took a deep breath before she continued. "Alaric I was responsible for the War of Bones."

Theodric's blood chilled. The War of Bones was a long and bloody conflict between elves, men, and dragons. It was named for the huge death toll as well as the statue of bones erected in Timron Square within a city many leagues to the east, to commemorate those who lost their lives in it.

Though it had been over a century since its end, its legacy still lingered on in Tiriane's history.

"My great-grandfather was responsible for this?" Theodric asked in disbelief.

Sylla nodded solemnly, her gaze heavy with sadness. "Your great-grandfather was known to be cruel and ruthless even before the War of Bones began," she said quietly. "He used extreme violence to gain power and control over his enemies."

Theodric felt his chest tighten at the thought of his family's cruelty and he sank into silence as he contemplated Sylla's words. He knew now that his family had played a major role in the War of Bones - but what did this mean for him? He wasn't sure if he could ever forgive them.

"Your father and great grandfather murdered numerous elven and human nobles to gain power and the throne," Sylla said solemnly. "They were ruthless in their pursuit of power, using dark magic and bloodshed to further their goals. Your ancestors' actions have had a lasting impact on Tiriane and its surrounding lands."

"I don't understand," he said, sinking down against the crypt walls. "I thought my forefathers were heroes."

"Yes, as they wanted you to believe."

Theodric stared off into the distance, his mind racing with thoughts and questions. He had always been taught to be proud of his family's heritage, but now he couldn't shake the feeling of betrayal. How could his ancestors have committed such atrocities?

"I know this must be difficult to hear," Sylla said, breaking the heavy silence. "But it's important that you know the truth. Only then can you make an informed decision about the role you want to play in the future of Tiriane."

Theodric nodded slowly, still lost in thought. He knew that he couldn't change the past, but he could control his own actions moving forward.

But still, this betrayal hit hard. He had to wonder...what made him different from his father and grandfather...and his great-grandfather?

Is the same ruthlessness in my blood? he wondered. What lengths will I go to for power?

Only time would tell.

For now, the image of the lion on his family's crest had taken on new meaning...the blood-red background was for the fallen, murdered victims of their pillaging, not of his own lineage's sacrifice.

Now he understood the truth.

*****

Theodric returned to his chambers in grim spirits. He couldn't shake off the feeling of disillusionment, of having everything he believed in being shattered in front of his eyes. He couldn't help but think of his family's legacy, the dark history that they had tried to cover up with stories of heroism and bravery.

He couldn't shake off the feeling of betrayal and the weight of responsibility that now rested on his shoulders. He knew that he had to confront his fellow nobles and the council about his family's past, but he didn't know how they would react.

Worst of all, he couldn't shake the feeling that the same darkness was inside him. If his family had been corrupt and terrible, and the same blood ran in his own veins...

As he entered his chamber, he was surprised to find Emilia waiting for him. She stood by the window, her back facing him, and he could tell that something was troubling her.

"Sister?"

She turned to him. Her breasts were creamy, milky white and barely contained by the elegant gold/red gown she wore. Theodric's dick stirred to life at the sight of his beautiful stepsister. He wanted her as much now as ever.

But he shook his head, trying to clear his mind of such thoughts. He couldn't let himself be distracted by lust, not with so much at stake.

"Emilia, what are you doing here?" he asked, his voice strained.

Emilia turned to him with a worried expression on her face.

"Theodric, I overheard Sylla talking to you earlier," she said softly. "I heard what she said about our family's past."

Theodric felt a pang of guilt for not noticing Emilia earlier, but he quickly pushed it aside.

"Yes, I know," he said, his voice flat. "I can't believe it myself."

Emilia walked over to him and placed her hand on his arm, her touch comforting.

"I know it's a lot to take in," she said. "But we have to face the truth and do what we can to make things right."

Theodric nodded, feeling a sense of relief that he wasn't alone in this.

"You know you aren't like your father. You don't have to repeat his mistakes."

"I know," he said grimly. "But still...I can't help but wonder if the same darkness is inside me," he admitted, his voice heavy with the weight of his thoughts. "What if I'm no better than he was?"

Emilia shook her head firmly, her eyes unwavering. "You are not your father," she said firmly. "You are your own person, and you have the power to make your own choices. You can choose to be better than he was."

Theodric looked at Emilia with gratitude, his heart swelling with appreciation for her support. He couldn't help but feel a deep desire for her, a desire that he had been trying to suppress for too long. Now, more than ever, he needed her...he needed her warmth, her love, her touch.

Without hesitation, he stepped forward and wrapped his arms around her, pulling her close. Emilia's arms went around his waist, her body molding against his. Her lips parted in a sigh as he leaned down to kiss her, his heart racing with both desire and guilt.

But Emilia didn't push him away. Instead, she kissed him back with a fierce passion, her hands running through his hair as they both lost themselves in the moment. Theodric felt his body responding to her touch, his need for her overpowering all other thoughts.
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But Emilia didn't push him away. Instead, she kissed him back with a fierce passion, her hands running through his hair as they both lost themselves in the moment. Theodric felt his body responding to her touch, his need for her overpowering all other thoughts.

He lifted her up, her legs wrapping around his waist as he carried her to the bed. They fell onto the soft sheets, their lips still locked in a desperate kiss as they tore at each other's clothes.

In that moment, all thoughts of family legacy and dark pasts were forgotten. All that mattered was that she was finally in his arms.

As he stripped her out of her gown, he was struck by her incredible beauty. Her body was even more stunning than he had imagined, her full breasts creamy white and topped with rosy nipples. He couldn't help but run a hand down her body, his cock surging with lust.

But he took a moment to take in her beauty, to drink in the sight of her face, her exquisite curves, before he slowly lowered his head between her legs.

Emilia moaned in pleasure as he kissed her thighs, reverently running his tongue over her soft pussy lips. She tasted even better than he had anticipated, her juices flowing freely as he began to work her over, his tongue flicking her clit as her fingers tangled in his hair.

He grabbed her hips and pulled her towards him, her legs wrapping around his shoulders as she pulled him in closer. He lapped at her pussy, drinking in her sweet nectar as she moaned and writhed beneath him.

He pulled away suddenly, his eyes locked on hers in an intense gaze. Then, without warning, he entered her roughly, his cock sliding deep into her pussy.

Emilia moaned loudly, her body arching in pleasure as she wrapped her legs around him. He began to fuck her with a powerful rhythm, each thrust sending waves of ecstasy through her body. She could feel her pussy becoming wetter as he fucked her, her desire rising to a fever pitch.

She had never been fucked like this before, never felt such raw sexual need for a man. Her whole body began to tingle as she leaned up to kiss him, a wave of heat coursing through her as the intensity of their coupling grew. In truth, she had been in love with her stepbrother for years, but she had kept it a secret, just as he had. Now, seeing Theodric's powerful, masculine body thrusting above her, the bliss was exquisite. She ran her fingers over his muscles, feeling his huge cock splitting her open. He was so handsome, so strong. Her savior, her confidant...and now her lover.

Theodric held her gaze as he took her, his thrusts growing stronger as her moans grew louder. His desire was rising to new heights as he watched her beautiful body writhing in ecstasy, her pleasure only adding to his own.

Then, to his surprise, Emilia reached up and grabbed him by the hair, pulling his head in close to her as she kissed him.

"Do it, brother," she said, her voice so low and seductive that it sent a shiver through his body. "Pound my pussy until I come."

Her words sent a jolt of lust through him, and he felt his cock pulse with desire. Without thinking, he shoved himself deep into her pussy, feeling it squeeze him tightly as he began to thrust as hard as he could.

Emilia gasped with pleasure, her pussy tightening around his cock as he fucked her. He could feel the pressure mounting in his balls as his cock rubbed against her g-spot.

He groaned as she raked her nails over his back, pulling him deeper inside her as she orgasmed. Her body writhed in pleasure, her moans coupled with his as he pumped his cock into her. He could feel her pussy clenching around him as she came, her juices cascading around his cock.

Theodric felt his balls tingle, a huge orgasm crashing through him as his beautiful stepsister writhed in passion beneath him. He groaned, unloading his heavy balls deep inside her womb, spurting thick jets of virile cream into her. Finally when he had spent himself, he fell upon her, sighing in weary pleasure.

But that wasn't enough. Theodric had held back from her for too long. Now he had her in his grasp, he would take her...again, and again, and again. He fucked her in every position he could: on her back, legs spread; on hands and knees, his huge dick splitting her tight wet cunt from behind. He took her mouth, fucking her pretty lips; he took her ass, making her gasp in pleasure as her brother's dick speared deep inside her soft cheeks. He came on her tits; he came in her mouth; and he came inside her pussy too many times to count.

When Theodric had finally finished using his pretty stepsister's body for his pleasure, it was early light. The two of them, exhausted, fell deep asleep in each other's arms. His seed trickled from Emilia's used pussy, and as it sank deep into her womb, it sought out the ovums that waited there, ready to be inseminated.

Theodric's sperm raced through her body like a wildfire, seeking out her eggs and fertilizing them with his robust seed. The passion of their intense lovemaking had filled Emilia with a powerful euphoria, sending waves of pleasure crashing through her as she was taken by her brother again and again.

Now it was only a matter of time before her belly would swell with Theodric's child. He had impregnated Morganthe, Isabella, Eileen, and Elenara. Lisanne was unknown... but the others were certain.

And now, Emilia had been taken. Were she to give birth, the child would naturally inherit the throne, being a direct tie to Tiriene. Theodric knew this.

He just hoped that he would be able to resist this curse that his forefathers had... this terrible, murdering need to slay and take what they wanted.

Yet, a darkness was already growing inside him. As he lay with Emilia in his arms, he knew he would protect her, and their child, at all costs.

Even if that meant slaughtering every other noble in the land.  
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