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A hot preview…

He laid her back on the bed, enjoying the slight swell of her belly, which he knew was now providing a haven for his growing child. He sucked fervently on her nipples, causing Morganthe to writhe with pleasure beneath him. He then kissed his way down her body, finally reaching the heat and wetness between her thighs.

Morganthe gasped as Theodric began to pleasure her, his tongue working magic on her sensitive flesh. She moaned and cried out his name as she came, her body convulsing beneath him.

Finally, Theodric positioned himself between her legs and slid his thick, hard cock deep inside her, feeling her hot, slick pussy grasp his shaft. Morganthe cried out in pleasure as he began to move, thrusting deeper and harder with each stroke.

As they made love, Theodric felt a sense of power and control wash over him. He was the one who made her feel this pleasure. He alone could bring her to the heights of pleasure with his driving, masterful thrusts, his hard and huge cock.

Reclaiming Tiriene: Part VIII

Theodric and his harem of beautiful followers had been successful in defeating Rikard, the evil wizard who had been planning to attack Castle Tiriene.

Now, Theodric had slept with several girls: Morganthe the witch, Isabella the serving girl, Lady Eileen daughter of Manfred, Klarynna the village magistrate and healer, Lisanne the archer, Elenara the elven battle mage, and Sylla, the elven blood mage.

He knew he could count on their loyalty, their devotion, their love, and their willingness to serve him in bed. More than likely he had also made at least a few pregnant - Morganthe, unquestionably.

Theodric had done the impossible. He had saved his kingdom from ruin and restored its glory, but he was now faced with a much harder task – protecting what he had worked so hard to build. Everywhere he looked, enemies seemed to be lurking, ready to pounce if he let down his guard for even just a moment. The future of his kingdom rested in his hands, and the weight of that responsibility weighed heavily on him.

He needed direction now. He had secured an heir for his lands by impregnating Eileen - a royal bloodline to continue his legacy when he was gone, and claim over Manfred's lands - but where did that leave him? Would this be enough to protect Tiriene? How could he ensure its success in the future?

Theodric knew that if he wanted to make sure that his kingdom would remain safe and prosperous, then he must find a way to secure it permanently. He had thought of forging alliances with nearby kingdoms, or turning to the wise for counsel, but nothing seemed to be a surefire solution. He wished he could find an answer that would make everyone happy, but he knew it might not exist.

Glad as he was to be home again, scars of his past remained. He looked out at the mountains surrounding the castle grounds, remembering his imprisonment deep within them at the hands of the Underlords. I will never go back, he thought bitterly. Too many months I spent chained, beaten, as they tried to tear secrets from me, to learn what vulnerabilities my kingdom had. And I never gave them.

"Theodric?"

He heard Emilia's soft voice from behind him, and looked back.

She was wearing her regal gown of red and gold, the colors of the Lion. His family's crest, House Tiriene, a lion against a blood-red backdrop. The red represented the struggle Tiriene had faced as Alaric I, Theodric's great-grandfather, had fought against dark, power-hungry lords to stake his family's claim.

The fight had paid off: now, Tiriene was thriving, despite the recent events that had befallen them.

He turned to his beautiful stepsister, shaking off his worries. "What is it, Emilia?"

Emilia approached him, a worried look on her face. "Theodric, I have received word that Lord Cedric of the neighboring kingdom is requesting an audience with you."

Theodric frowned. He had heard of Lord Cedric- a cunning and ambitious noble who had his eye on Tiriene's riches and land. "What does he want?"

"He hasn't said, but I fear he may have ulterior motives," Emilia warned. "He has been making alliances with other kingdoms and has even sent spies into our lands. I don't trust him."

Theodric nodded, his mind racing. He knew he had to tread carefully with Lord Cedric if he wanted to protect his kingdom. He turned to Emilia. "Gather the council. We'll discuss this matter at once."

"Of course, brother. I will. But first..." She hesitated, looking at him intently. "I wanted to ask how you are."

He smiled, softening at her concern. "I'm all right, sister. Tired I suppose, but nothing a good rest won't cure."

Emilia stepped closer to him, and gently caressed his face. Her expression spoke of something deeper than just concern. He couldn't place it, though...

She was close, her large breasts pressing into his chest. "You work so hard, Theodric. Don't forget to take time for yourself."

Theodric felt a stirring in his groin at her touch and her words. But he knew he couldn't let those feelings surface. "I appreciate it. Truly."

He held her hands and kissed each one gently.

They held the moment together a little longer, each seeming reluctant to break away. Finally, Emilia held his face and gave him a soft, gentle kiss on the lips.

"I hope so, brother."

Then she left, leaving Theodric feeling confused...and full of lust for his own stepsister.

I love her, he realized. As more than a brother.

He felt a swell of inner turmoil within him as he wrestled with the moral dilemma. He desperately wanted to do what made him happy, but couldn’t shake the fear of scandal and potential heartache that would result if he were to indulge in such forbidden desires.

His mind raced with thoughts of all the ways this could go wrong; eventually though, his rational side won out and reminded him of the consequences if anyone were ever to find out about this hidden affair - an affair that meant everything and nothing at once.

For now, though, his feelings for Emilia would have to wait. He had to consult the council, to find out how to deal with Cedric.

*****

Theodric and his council of senior advisors convened in the large courtyard beneath a canopy of stars that night. As he shared his story, they exchanged fearful glances and whispered amongst themselves. Even the most seasoned lords were shaken by Lord Cedric's ambition and power.

Theodric knew there was no easy solution, but he was determined to find a way to protect his kingdom from any further encroachment from Lord Cedric. He proposed several ideas – such as sending an envoy to meet with Lord Cedric in an attempt to negotiate or enlisting the help of their neighbors who had publicly denounced the lord’s actions in the past – but all these seemed too risky and potentially futile.

Finally, one of the court’s clerics spoke up with an idea that seemed promising: use a powerful magic charm to ward off Lord Cedric’s army while Theodric negotiated for peace.

"Not a terrible idea," Theodric said, musing. "How would we place this ward?"

The cleric, whose name was Father Benedict, stepped forward, his eyes alight with excitement. "I can create the warding charm myself, Your Majesty. All we need to do is find a suitable location and I will begin the ritual."

Theodric nodded thoughtfully. "Very well, Father. But where would be the best place to cast the charm?"

Benedict stroked his beard, his eyes closed in concentration. "I would suggest the border between our kingdom and Cedric's, Your Majesty. It is the most logical location for the charm, as it will prevent their army from crossing into our territory."

Theodric considered this for a moment before nodding in agreement. "Very well, Father. We will make our preparations and enact your plan."

With a plan in place, Theodric felt a weight lifted from his shoulders. But he knew that they had to act quickly, before Lord Cedric could make his move.

*****

He decided to return to Morganthe's hut. He needed to speak with her to see if she could offer some aid as well. It had been several weeks since he had last seen her, and he wanted to check on how she was doing.

As he approached the hut, he saw her standing outside, her hair caught up in a braid, and wearing a simple dress. When she noticed him, her face lit up with joy.

"Theodric!" she exclaimed before embracing him warmly. "How have you been? I've missed you."

Theodric returned the hug and gave her a long, passionate kiss. She returned it eagerly, holding him tight and moaning softly into his mouth.

He pulled away and smiled down at her. "I've been well," he said softly. "I just came to check on you…and to ask for your help." He paused, gathering his thoughts before continuing. "We are in need of powerful magic to ward off Lord Cedric's army, and I know that you possess such power."

Morganthe gave a slow nod as she thought about what Theodric was asking of her. "Come inside, let us share tea, and we will talk."

Once they were settled in the hut, Theodric asked Morganthe if she could do what he was asking. She said she could, but that it would take time. He nodded and thanked her before asking about her pregnancy.

Morganthe smiled as she rubbed her stomach. "It is a difficult thing I have chosen to do, to give birth alone," she told him. "But I am happy for this...for our child." Theodric reached out and took her hand in his own, smiling as well. Deep down, he wanted to meet his and Morganthe's baby, when the child was born, and told her of this.

He then spoke of his plan to ward off Lord Cedric's army with a powerful magic charm, and asked for her help once again. This time, Morganthe agreed without hesitation and told him that she would begin the ritual immediately. Together they discussed the details of the charm and discussed ways to ensure its effectiveness against Lord Cedric's forces.

When they had spent several hours together, Theodric realized it was getting late. "I should get back to the castle," he said, standing and dusting himself off.

"Would you like to join me tonight?" asked Morganthe, her voice hinting at more than just a bed by himself.

"You mean..."

"Yes. To share my bed, with me."

Theodric felt his heart race at Morganthe's suggestion. It had been so long since he had been intimate with her...and he found himself craving the warmth of her body, now beginning to swell softly with pregnancy.

Theodric looked into her eyes, seeing the raw desire and longing there, and accepted. "Yes. I would love to stay with you tonight."

Morganthe smiled at him. She took his hand and led him to her bed. She gazed up at him with love and devotion. He knew he could depend on not just her magic, but her loyalty as well.

He kissed her long and hard, etting his hands roam over her body, feeling the swell of her breasts and the curve of her hips. Morganthe moaned as she arched into his touch, her fingers tangled in his hair as they kissed passionately.

letting his hands roam over her body, feeling the swell of her breasts and the curve of her hips. Morganthe moaned as she arched into his touch, her fingers tangled in his hair as they kissed passionately.

Theodric broke the kiss and looked down at her, running his thumb over her lower lip. "I love you," he whispered, his eyes searching hers.

"I love you too, my warrior," Morganthe replied, her voice soft and husky.

Then they kissed again. Theodric stripped off her gown, and she helped him out of his gear as well. Theodric felt the familiar rush of desire and passion, his heart pounding in his chest. He couldn't believe how much he needed Morganthe, how much he craved her touch and her body.

He laid her back on the bed, enjoying the slight swell of her belly, which he knew was now providing a haven for his growing child. He sucked fervently on her nipples, causing Morganthe to writhe with pleasure beneath him. He then kissed his way down her body, finally reaching the heat and wetness between her thighs.

Morganthe gasped as Theodric began to pleasure her, his tongue working magic on her sensitive flesh. She moaned and cried out his name as she came, her body convulsing beneath him.

Finally, Theodric positioned himself between her legs and slid his thick, hard cock deep inside her, feeling her hot, slick pussy grasp his shaft. Morganthe cried out in pleasure as he began to move, thrusting deeper and harder with each stroke.

As they made love, Theodric felt a sense of power and control wash over him. He was the one who made her feel this pleasure. He alone could bring her to the heights of pleasure with his driving, masterful thrusts, his hard and huge cock.

Morganthe moaned in pleasure, holding him close. She did love him... her warrior, her conquerer, her lover. She wished he could stay at her side, yet no mortal man could remain with a witch - it was not allowed. She felt an ache of sadness as he thrust deep within her, and squeezed him tighter with her cunt, wanting to keep him inside forever.

But the pleasure was too much for her. She screamed his name as she came, her pussy clenching around him tightly. Theodric followed soon after, groaning as his balls tingled and he filled her womb with thick, hot jets of his cum.

They lay together in the aftermath of passion, and Theodric kissed her deeply, with Morganthe returning his kiss.

They slept for some time, and at first light Theodric woke. "I should go," he said regretfully, sitting up and grabbing his clothing.

Morganthe nodded, understanding. "I will start the spell as soon as possible," she told him. "Though if I am truthful...I will miss you, my warrior."

"And I you, my love. I will return when I can. You know you are always welcome at the castle..."

She nodded. Though her witches' oath kept her from leaving and venturing into the lands of ordinary civilization, she was almost ready to break it to be with him.

Theodric dressed quickly, then gave her a long, lingering kiss before exiting the hut. As he walked back to the castle, his mind was filled with thoughts of Morganthe and the powerful spell they were about to cast. He knew that with her help, they could overcome Lord Cedric's army and protect their kingdom.

Or at least... he hoped so.  
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