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A hot preview…

Lisanne moaned, her voice trembling with pleasure as they fucked. Theodric could feel her pussy clenching around his cock, and he knew she was close.

"Oh gods," she gasped. "You're so, so big."

She was incredibly tight, her soft, wet walls clutching his thrusting dick, sending tingles of pleasure through his whole body. Her juices coated his shaft. "You haven't been fucked in a long time, have you?" he grunted.

"Never, like this!" she cried, her nails digging into his back. "Oh, you're so strong! So deep!"

"Come for me," he grunted. He reached down and began to massage her clit, and the feeling of pleasure was too much for her to bear. She screamed as her whole body began to tense up, and then she let out a long, low moan that seemed to last forever. Hips bucking against him, she came hard.

Reclaiming Tiriene: Part V

"Benial," Theodric said, approaching the old man. "I need your help with something."

He showed the wizard the battle plans he had found on the fallen bandit's body. "Do you have any idea what these might indicate?"

Benial took the parchment from Theodric's hands and squinted at it. Furrowing his brow, he traced his finger along the intricate lines of the map, deep in thought. After a few moments, he looked up at Theodric.

"I fear this is no ordinary bandit group," he said gravely. "This symbol here," he pointed to a small, ornate emblem on the corner of the map, "belongs to a powerful sorcerer I thought long dead. His name is Rikard, and he was once one of the most feared men in all the land."

Theodric's heart sank. He had heard stories of Rikard - stories of his cruelty, his insatiable hunger for power. If the bandits were working for him, that meant they were far more dangerous than he had originally thought.

"What do we do?" Theodric asked, his voice low.

Benial looked up at him shrewdly. "We must find Rikard and put an end to his plans before they come to fruition. But be warned, Theodric - Rikard is not a foe to be taken lightly. He possesses great power and is not afraid to use it."

Theodric nodded grimly. He knew the risks, but he also knew that he couldn't let Rikard's plans go unchecked.

"I understand the danger," he said resolutely. "But we have to stop him. Can you help me track him down?"

Benial nodded slowly. "I can try, but it won't be easy. You will need to gather allies for this task. You are a warrior, with great strength...but you will need a healer, and someone who can deliver great damage against him."

"A mage?"

"Perhaps. Or an archer."

Theodric nodded, taking in Benial's words. He knew he couldn't do this alone. He would need a strong team to take on Rikard and his band of dangerous sorcerers. As he turned to leave, Benial called out to him.

"Wait, Theodric. There's one more thing you should know about Rikard. He has a weakness."

"A weakness?" Theodric repeated, surprised.

"Yes. Rikard is obsessed with ancient artifacts - particularly those imbued with powerful magic. If you can find and destroy any that are in his possession, it will weaken him greatly."

Theodric nodded, grateful for the information. He would make sure to keep an eye out for any artifacts during his mission.

As he left Benial's tower and headed back down the stairs, he realized he already had a powerful mage in his employ: Emilia. She was practiced in magical arts, and could form part of his band.

Next, he would need to find a healer. He recalled the magistrate, Klarynna, mentioning she had healing abilities, so he enlisted her help as well.

Finally, an archer. For that, he would need to start fresh on his hunt.

Heading to the nearest town, he made his way to the Archer's Guild. The guildhall was bustling with activity as he pushed his way inside, and a beautiful red-head stood behind the counter, her arms crossed over her chest.

"What do you need?" she asked bluntly, her voice carrying a hint of impatience.

Theodric cleared his throat nervously and explained his mission. "I'm looking for an archer - someone who can help me on a quest to defeat an evil sorcerer."

The woman raised an eyebrow and fixed him with a dubious stare. "That sounds dangerous. Are you sure you're up to it?"

Theodric nodded resolutely. "I am," he said firmly. "Do you know anyone who might be interested in joining us? We could use their help."

The woman's expression softened slightly and she gave him a solemn nod. "I might be able to help. Are you offering a reward?"

"Yes," Theodric replied without hesitation. "Whatever you need, I will certainly reward you for your trouble."

The woman smiled and held out her hand. "My name is Lisanne. I'm at your service."

With that, Theodric had finally found his archer. With Lisanne in tow, he headed back to the group. Now that they had a plan of attack and their team assembled, they set off on their journey to put an end to Rikard's plans.

*****

As Benial had observed, they could not attack Rikard directly. Instead, they planned to travel to Barad Cathu – the ruins of an ancient temple where Rikard had erected powerful magical artifacts. If they could succeed in destroying these artifacts, it would weaken Rikard, making him vulnerable to a direct assault.

Barad Cathu was no easy place to journey to, however. The ruins were several days from Theodric's castle, and the journey was dangerous. They encountered many obstacles along the way - bandits, wild beasts, and treacherous terrain. But they persevered, with Klarynna's healing abilities and Emilia's magic aiding them through each challenge.

Finally, they arrived at Barad Cathu - a dark and foreboding place, filled with the echoes of ancient magic. Theodric could feel the power emanating from the artifacts, pulsing through the air like a heartbeat.

Lisanne took her place at the front of the group, her bow at the ready. Theodric, Klarynna, and Emilia stood close behind her, their weapons drawn. They moved through the ruins with caution, wary of any traps or enemies that might be lurking in the shadows.

"This place is very old," said Emilia, cautiously stepping up beside Theodric. "The last people to live here were

the priests of the ancient gods. They used to perform powerful rituals in these halls."

Theodric nodded, feeling a sense of reverence for the ancient temple. He knew that the power of the artifacts could only be matched by the power of the gods themselves.

"Stay alert," he whispered to the group, and they continued to make their way through the ruins.

The first artifact they encountered was a golden statue of a bull, standing at the center of a large chamber. The statue's eyes glowed with an otherworldly light, and Theodric could feel the power radiating from it.

"What is this?" asked Lisanne, frowning as she approached the statue.

It was huge, its mighty horns extending menacingly, its face curled in a brutal snarl. The bull was caught in a charging pose, as if heading straight toward some hated enemy.

"Here, on the plaque," said Klarynna, her fingers dusting the golden square. "It says this is the Bull of War - a powerful artifact that imbues its wielder with incredible strength and stamina in battle."

Theodric's heart sank as he realized the danger of leaving such a powerful artifact in Rikard's possession.

"Emilia, can you weaken it with your magic?"

"I can, but... it is possible that we could use the bull to aid us, instead of destroying it."

Theodric looked at her, surprised. "How?"

Emilia smiled. "I have a special spell - Reverse Magic - which I can use to siphon the power of the statue and use it for our own cause. This will also drain some of Rikard's strength in the process."

"I see...and is it...safe?"

Emilia nodded, her eyes serious. "It's risky, but it's our best chance. We must be careful, though. The spell will only last for a short time, so we must act quickly."

Theodric nodded, taking in Emilia's words. He knew that they needed to take every advantage they could get if they were to defeat Rikard. With a quick nod to the group, Emilia began her spell, her hands glowing with a bright blue light as she chanted. The statue trembled as the magic flowed over it, and Theodric could feel the power coursing through the air.

As Emilia finished her chant, the statue's eyes dimmed and the powerful aura surrounding it dissipated. Theodric approached it slowly, cautiously reaching out to touch the cold metal. He could feel a faint hum under his fingers, and he could sense the power waiting just beneath the surface.

Emilia faltered and began to fall. Theodric quickly hurried to her side and caught her.

"Emilia! Are you all right?"

"Yes...just...the bull's power. I have it now, within me. It is very strong..."

Her eyes opened again and Theodric saw a faint golden glow around them. It gave her an otherworldly look, but she was just as beautiful.

She tilted her head up to him, looking at him deeply for a moment. She smiled.

"I'm...I'm all right, brother. No need to worry. Help me stand."

He did, and as she stood, she pulled him into a quick embrace, the power of the Bull of War flowing between them.

Lisanne cleared her throat, interrupting the moment. "We should keep moving," she said.

They made their way through the ruins, undead warriors emerging from the shadows to fight. They were stronger now, though: the Bull's power connected them all, and their abilities were heightened.

Finally, Theodric knew it was time to make camp. They still had other relics to find, but he sensed this was the only one in the ruins.

The group settled around a fire and ate a light meal. Lisanne seemed distant, her eyes focused on Theodric as they spoke of their plans for the next day.

Finally, as the night grew late, she motioned for him to follow her away from the group and into his tent.

Lisanne stepped in first and turned to face him. Her eyes were bright with emotion, and her voice was almost trembling with anticipation.

"Theodric, I have something to tell you," she began, her voice suddenly fragile. "I...I have strong feelings for you." She looked away quickly, unable to meet his gaze any longer.

Theodric was surprised. "You do?"

"Yes. Ever since we met, I've felt this...pull, this tug, toward you. I can't deny it, no matter how much I try. It's like you have some power, a blessing or curse." She gritted her teeth. "I try to control my attraction to you but...I cannot."

"I see. And what would help sate it?"

Reluctantly, she looked up and met his gaze again. "Would you...sleep with me? To sate this longing I feel?"

"Of course."

Theodric moved close, pulling her soft body against him. He kissed her, tilting her head up to his, and she moaned softly into his mouth. He gripped her full breasts under her leathers; they felt huge and tempting, and he knew he needed her naked.

Now.

He stripped off her armor and began to nurse her tits. She sighed with pleasure as he took each one in his mouth, teasing them with his tongue and pulling at the hardened nipples until they became even more aroused. He moved lower, kissing a trail along her stomach and between her legs, feeling the heat radiating from her core. He brought his mouth back to hers for a passionate kiss as he slid two fingers inside of her, eliciting a moan of pleasure from deep within her. His fingers moved in delicate circles, pushing against all the right spots as she writhed beneath him in ecstasy.

"I need you in me, Theodric," she gasped. "Please!"

He stripped off his clothing and laid her down on his bedroll. Parting her thighs, he quickly, easily impaled her tight wet pussy on his thick cock.

She cried out, and he immediately began to pound her. She wrapped her legs around him, clutching him to her as he gained speed.

Lisanne moaned, her voice trembling with pleasure as they fucked. Theodric could feel her pussy clenching around his cock, and he knew she was close.

"Oh gods," she gasped. "You're so, so big."

She was incredibly tight, her soft, wet walls clutching his thrusting dick, sending tingles of pleasure through his whole body. Her juices coated his shaft. "You haven't been fucked in a long time, have you?" he grunted.

"Never, like this!" she cried, her nails digging into his back. "Oh, you're so strong! So deep!"

"Come for me," he grunted. He reached down and began to massage her clit, and the feeling of pleasure was too much for her to bear. She screamed as her whole body began to tense up, and then she let out a long, low moan that seemed to last forever. Hips bucking against him, she came hard.

Theodric could feel her pussy convulse and spasm against his cock as she orgasmed, and he could feel his own climax begin to rise within him. This was going to be a big one; he could sense it. He threw her legs over his shoulders and began to pound into her with all his might, his muscles bulging as he thrust again and again.

"Yes, yes!" she moaned. "Spill your seed inside me, Theodric. I need to feel it!"

Theodric groaned as pleasure tingled in his balls, his cum spurting out in thick jets into Lisanne's womb. Huge blasts of semen filled her up, soaking into her hot wetness. Thrusting again and again, he emptied his cum into her. Her legs began to tremble, and she gasped.

"I...I can feel it. It's so hot inside of me! Don't stop!"

She wrapped her legs tightly around him, and his orgasm continued. Thrusting into her with all his might, he emptied his shaft deep inside her.

Finally, his orgasm subsided. He could feel his cum dripping out of her, and he could feel her pussy clench around him as she moaned again. Her orgasm was still going strong.

Theodric gave her a final thrust, and then rolled off of her.

As they lay together, Lisanne curled into his side. "Why is that I'm so deeply attracted to you?" she asked, sounding genuinely curious.

He knew he had strong power over women, and she was no exception. "It is the blood of the lion that runs within my family. It gives us...strong sway over certain individuals," he said. "My father was the same. He influenced many men, and bedded many women."

"And what of your mother?"

"She was different. She was..." He shook his head. "Well, she's long gone now. My father remarried; I have a stepmother now, named Jenrae."

He went silent, remembering his birth mother for a moment. He still missed her, and though she had died when he was very young, he thought he could distantly recall her voice.

"Anyway, rest now. We'll need to continue in the morning. Rikard may be weakened, but there are other artifacts to deal with."

Lisanne nodded, sighing in contentment as she drifted off to sleep. Theodric followed soon after, pleased to know her womb was filled with his potent seed. With any luck, perhaps he would have another heir on the way soon, as well.

The more the merrier.  
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