
        
            
                
            
        

    
Table of Contents

Reclaiming Tirene

Reclaiming Tirene

Reclaiming Tirene

Reclaiming Tiriene

Reclaiming Tiriene

Reclaiming Tiriene

Reclaiming Tiriene

Reclaiming Tiriene

Reclaiming Tiriene

Reclaiming Tiriene

Reclaiming Tiriene

Reclaiming Tiriene

Reclaiming Tiriene

Reclaiming Tiriene


[image: ]


Reclaiming Tiriene: Theodric’s Quest Part I

Other books you might enjoy:

Kingsley House

Orion’s Genesis

Master of Mothers

See them all here!

Sign up for my mailing list! 

A hot preview…

She pulled him atop her, guiding him to her slick, wet pussy with her hand. As he slid inside her, Theodric could feel her magic pulsing through her, around him, making his whole body throb and ache with desire.

As he began to fuck her, driving his cock into her slick cunt with hard, deep thrusts, he felt the need to truly take her. The desire to own, and claim, rose inside Theodric. He needed to fuck and breed, and this witch was the perfect fertile woman to do so.

Reclaiming Tiriene: Theodric’s Quest Part I

Theodric of Tiriene, now age 24, was returning home to his castle. He wore his ceremonial battle armor, two shoulder guards, and his family heirloom necklace, engraved with a lion insignia. There were rumors among the men that the castle had been attacked by savage dragonriders, and that they would have to fight their way back inside.

Theodric looked grimly at the castle as they approached. It was a formidable sight, with its tall battlements and grey stone walls. But the scene before him told a story of conquest and despair.

The drawbridge had been lowered, but it was charred from fire, with deep scorch marks leading up to the gates. The portcullis lay broken on the ground, torn away from its frame by immense force, and beyond that stood two huge bronze doors that had been blasted open.

Smoke drifted up from inside, evidence of destruction within the walls. Bodies littered the courtyard; some were of his own men who had valiantly fought to defend their home before being overwhelmed by sheer numbers. Of his stepmother and stepsister he could only hope they had escaped unscathed. He knew he must find them soon if he wanted to save them from this menace.

Gripping his sword tightly in hand, Theodric made his way into the castle, his heart pounding with fear and determination. The halls were dark and eerily quiet, but he pressed on, listening for any sound that might help him locate his loved ones.

It was then that he heard it. A soft whimpering coming from behind a nearby tapestry. He approached cautiously, ready for anything. But as he drew nearer, he realized that the sound was coming from a small, trembling figure huddled on the ground.

It was his stepsister, Emilia.

"Emilia, it's me. It's Theodric," he whispered, dropping to his knees beside her. She looked up at him with tear-stained cheeks, relief flooding her face.

"Oh, Theodric, I thought I was going to die," she sobbed, throwing her arms around him. "Where is Mother? Is she safe?"

"I don't know yet," he replied, holding her tightly. "But we'll find her. Come on, let's get you out of here first."

Theodric lifted Emilia to her feet, guiding her through the halls and towards the exit. As they walked, they passed by more and more bodies, some of them unrecognizable. Theodric felt his resolve hardening with each step. Whoever had done this would pay, and pay dearly.

As they emerged into the sunlight outside, Theodric looked around, scanning the surrounding area for any sign of the attackers. In the distance, he saw a group of dragonriders flying off into the horizon. He knew he couldn't catch them on foot, but he made a mental note to track them down and bring them to justice.

But first, he needed to find his stepmother. He turned to Emilia, determination etched on his face.

"Emilia, we're going to search for Mother. I need you to be strong for me, can you do that?"

Emilia nodded, wiping away her tears. She was still incredibly beautiful despite her current state. Just a year younger than him, Emilia had been brought to live at Castle Tiriene shortly after Theodric was. Though she was not his actual sister, he still thought of her as closely as he would have were they born of the same blood.

"I don't know what to do," she said, her voice shaking. "I'm so scared."

"We're going to be okay," Theodric assured her, his voice firm. "I won't let anything happen to you."

They walked until they reached a nearby village, where they were able to get food and shelter. It was then that Theodric heard rumors of a powerful sorceress who was working with the dragonriders, using her magic to aid in their conquests.

"Tell me," he said to the kindly old lady giving them shelter. "What do you know of the sorceress? Who is she?"

"Her name, it is said, is Morganthe," replied the old woman, her voice hushed. "She is a powerful witch, said to be able to bend the elements to her will. They say she's been sighted in the mountains to the west, working alongside the dragonriders. But no one knows for sure."

Theodric's jaw clenched at the mention of the witch, his mind already formulating a plan. He knew he had to find her, confront her, and put an end to her dark magic before she could cause any more destruction.

"Thank you," he said to the woman, rising to his feet. "I must be on my way."

He turned to Emilia. "Sister, you must remain here where it is safe. When I am victorious, I will return. Hopefully with Mother as well."

Emilia nodded, her eyes wide with fear and concern, but also with a glimmer of hope. "Be careful, Theodric," she said softly, reaching out to clasp his hand. "Please, come back safely."

"I will. I promise." Theodric gave her a small smile and kissed her forehead, then turned and walked out of the small cottage. He was determined to take down Morganthe and put an end to the dragonriders' reign of terror. He knew it would not be easy, but he was willing to risk everything to save his family and his land.

As he walked away, Theodric couldn't help but feel a sense of unease. He had never faced a sorceress, particular one who could control dragons. But he pushed the feeling aside, focusing on the task at hand. He would not let fear or doubt cloud his judgment.

The journey to the mountains was long and treacherous, but Theodric was used to hardship. He had grown up a warrior, trained to fight and survive in all situations. He endured the biting cold and steep inclines, his mind focused solely on the task ahead. Morganthe was a powerful adversary, one that he could not afford to underestimate.

Eventually, he reached the base of the mountain where Morganthe was rumored to reside. It was a desolate place, full of jagged rocks and harsh winds. Theodric could feel the magic in the air, a sense of foreboding that made his skin crawl. He tightened his grip on his sword and began to ascend the mountain, prepared for whatever lay ahead.

After hours of climbing, Theodric finally reached the summit. There, he found a small hut made of stone, with smoke drifting from the chimney. He approached cautiously, his senses on high alert. As he drew closer, the door of the hut opened, and a woman stepped out.

It was Morganthe.

She was tall and regal, with long dark hair that cascaded down her back.

Her features were delicate and beautiful, yet there was something dark and menacing in her gaze. She eyed Theodric suspiciously, as if she knew he had come to challenge her.

Morganthe spoke first. "Who are you?" she asked in a low voice, her eyes narrowed in suspicion.

Theodric squared his shoulders and stepped forward bravely. "I am Theodric," he began, his voice strong and steady. "And I have come to put an end to your destructive magic."

Morganthe narrowed her eyes further and raised her hands before her in a commanding gesture. A bright light began to swirl around the small hut as Morganthe summoned a powerful protective spell, preparing to defend herself against whatever danger Theodric posed.

"Destructive magic? What are you talking about?"

"You sent dragon riders to my home. Castle Tiriene. It has been destroyed by your men."

She shook her head. "I did not send those men, warrior. And I do not know who did."

Theodric paused, puzzled. "If not you, then..."

Morganthe interrupted him, her voice tinged with frustration. "I have been falsely accused before, warrior. My magic may be powerful, but it is not limitless. I do not have the power to control every dragon and every rider in this land. There are other sorcerers out there, ones who may be more malicious than I."

Theodric considered her words for a moment, his mind racing. If Morganthe truly did not have a hand in the attack on Castle Tiriene, then who did? He couldn't shake the feeling that there was more to this than he originally thought.

"I apologize for accusing you," Theodric said, lowering his sword. "But I still need your help. My stepmother is missing, and I fear she may have been taken by those who attacked my home. Can you help me find her?"

Morganthe regarded him warily, but then nodded. "Perhaps. I may be able to help you, if you will grant me a gift in exchange."

He nodded. "What do you request?"

Morganthe looked at him intently. "I need an heir," she said, her voice soft. "Someone to take up my witches' mantle when I am gone. I cannot couple with local men, for they fear me." She looked into his eyes, and Theodric felt a wave of heat wash over him. "Will you lie with me for a night, and give me an heir?"

"You want to know if I will..."

"Sleep with me, yes." She kept up her intense gaze. "I know it is an odd request, but it is vital for me to produce offspring. And...unfortunately, next to impossible."

He considered the witch's offer. If I say yes, she likely has powerful magic that would help me defeat the dragon riders and rescue my stepmother. If I say no, I'll be back at square one.

Not to mention, she was incredibly beautiful. Sleeping with her for a single night would hardly be a chore, he realized.

"Very well. I'll do it."

Morganthe's serious expression softened into one of relief. "Thank you, warrior. In return, I will grant you the aid you need to reclaim your castle."

*****

She took his hand and led him inside the hut. The warmth of the fire felt comforting against his skin, and it was even more inviting than the cold air outside. He looked around, admiring the small but comfortable living space that Morganthe had created for herself in this isolated part of the forest.

There were bookshelves stacked with scrolls and jars filled with mysterious herbs. A few portraits hung on the wall, drawn in vivid colors depicting scenes from long ago. In one corner was a large bed covered with thick wool blankets and colorful pillows, while in another was a wooden kitchen table surrounded by cushioned chairs.

Morganthe gestured for him to sit at the table as she busied herself fetching cups for tea. As they talked, she explained how her people had been driven away by humans centuries ago, leaving her as one of the last surviving witches of their tribe. She expressed a great sadness as she recounted stories of her people's suffering at the hands of locals, who mistrusted witches and ostracized them - or worse.

"I cannot believe this," said Theodric, surprised and unnerved by the cruelty she and her kind had faced. "I had no idea witches were looked at so harshly."

Morganthe's eyes grew somber. "We have always been persecuted, warrior. Our magic makes us different, and that difference is often feared. But we are not evil, as some would have you believe. We simply seek to live our lives in peace, and to use our abilities to help those in need."

Theodric nodded in understanding, though he couldn't help but feel a sense of guilt. He had grown up hearing stories of witches and sorceresses as wicked and dangerous, and had never thought to question those beliefs until now.

As they talked, Theodric felt himself drawn to Morganthe. She was unlike any woman he had ever met before - strong, independent, and fiercely intelligent. And, of course, there was a powerful allure to her beauty that he couldn't ignore.

As the night wore on, Morganthe began to show him her magic. She cast spells that made the flames in the hearth dance and flicker, and summoned spectral visions of creatures from the forest outside. Theodric watched in awe as she chanted incantations and spoke ancient words, her power palpable in the air around them.

Eventually, the conversation turned to their agreement. Morganthe stood up, her eyes locked on his, and walked towards him with slow, deliberate steps. Theodric felt his heart race as she reached out and traced her hand along his jawline, her touch light and electric.

"Are you ready?" she whispered.

Theodric swallowed hard, suddenly feeling a surge of nervousness. He had been with women before, but none like her. The thought of sleeping with Morganthe - a powerful witch who could easily destroy him if she wished - was both thrilling and terrifying.

But he knew that he had given his word, and he couldn't go back on it now. He nodded, his voice barely audible. "Yes."

Morganthe led him to the bed, where she undressed slowly, letting her thick, black-purple feathered robe fall from her shoulders. Her skin was smooth and creamy white, flawless and beautiful.

Theodric felt a sudden surge of desire and leaned in to kiss her, his hands reaching up to cup her face. As they kissed, he felt a rush of electricity pass between them, and he knew that this was no ordinary woman he was with. This was a powerful witch, and he was under her spell.

Morganthe's hands explored his body as he undressed, and he felt himself growing harder with each passing moment. He had never felt such intense desire before, and he knew that he was completely under her control.

Theodric felt the heat of Morganthe's body against his as she pressed herself against him, her lips meeting his in a deep, passionate kiss. He felt a surge of desire as she explored his mouth with her tongue, her hands roaming over his body.

"You're so beautiful," he said, in awe of her huge breasts and delicious curves.

"I am yours, warrior," she said softly, "at least for this night."

He sucked her left nipple into his mouth, his tongue swirling around the sensitive bud.

Morganthe groaned as his tongue grazed her nipple, and she began to run her hands through his hair. She gripped him tighter, the sensation of his mouth on her breast causing a rush of warmth between her legs.

She slid his pants down his hips, admiring his toned body.

"You are a powerful man," she whispered, as he continued to suck at her breast, his hands cupping her full ass.

Morganthe slid him on top of her, her body shaking with anticipation of the pleasure they would soon share. His strong, muscular body pressed against her, and his skin felt hot against hers.

He trailed his tongue between her breasts, along her slim waist, and down her flat stomach. She smelled of herbs and spices, with a musky undertone that he found intoxicating.

As he explored her with his hands, his lips and tongue, he could see the lust in her eyes growing more intense. She filled the air with her murmuring, a chant of wanton desire, her body moving back and forth as if to the rhythm of her words.

She pulled him atop her, guiding him to her slick, wet pussy with her hand. As he slid inside her, Theodric could feel her magic pulsing through her, around him, making his whole body throb and ache with desire. 

As he began to fuck her, driving his cock into her slick cunt with hard, deep thrusts, he felt the need to truly take her. The desire to own, and claim, rose inside Theodric. He needed to fuck and breed, and this witch was the perfect fertile woman to do so.

He pounded into her with a fierce intensity, his hands gripping her hips as he plunged deeper and harder. Morganthe met him stroke for stroke, moaning with ecstasy each time his ferocious thrusts pushed her closer to orgasm.

"Gods, yes," she gasped, her nails gently running down his strong shoulders. "You're so big inside me, warrior." 

"I need you to be mine," Theodric answered, his huge cock filling her over and over. 

Morganthe gasped as Theodric's hand wrapped around her throat, pulling her head back with just enough force to give her a sense of danger. "Yes, warrior," she said, her body trembling in his grasp. "I am yours." Though she had lain with men before, this one was different. He was strong, dominant in bed, taking what he needed from her without hesitation or worry. It made her pussy clench and juice, squeezing his cock tighter and deeper, filling her with aching desire for him. 

"Good," he said, his fingers tightening around her throat, as he thrust inside her harder than ever before. The energy in the room began to build until it felt almost electric with power. 

"Come for me, Morganthe," he grunted, as his cock throbbed inside her. "Come now, on my cock."

The witch cried out in ecstasy, and her body shuddered. Her legs wrapped around Theodric's waist in an attempt to hold him even closer, her fingernails digging into his back. He could feel her juices flowing around his cock, the heat of her orgasm radiating outward. She came and came, and the feel of her pussy spasming sent him over the edge. 

"Oh, gods, fuck!" she cried out, her voice trembling as he slammed into her deep and hard. Theodric shot thick, hot jets of virile sperm into her waiting womb, coating her insides. She could feel his seed reaching deep, sinking hotly into her deepest parts. She gasped with pleasure; this warrior was truly worth of making an heir with, and she would be glad to carry his babies. 

"You're mine," Theodric growled, as he came inside her. "I will take you whenever I want and breed you when I feel the need."

Morganthe ran her nails down his back, leaving long scratches in their wake. "Yes," she replied, her voice breathy with passion. "You may claim me any time you like, my warrior." 

He kissed her deeply, feeling her hands trace along his body. Finally he pulled out of her, leaving her well-fucked cunt leaking his semen. Pleasantly tired, Theodric lay back into the soft pillows of her bed, feeling sated and comfortable. 

****

Theodric slept by Morganthe's side that night, and for another two, as well. Though he knew he had likely gotten her pregnant the first time, the sex with her was incredible and intense, and he wanted more of it, as did she. By the time the third night came, he had emptied his balls into her many times, and gave her many shuddering orgasms. 

When the morning came, he finally bid her farewell, dressing in his leathers and buckling his sword on once more. She came to him, naked save for her feathered robe, and kissed him softly. 

"Thank you for this gift, warrior," she said. "My belly will swell with your child, and I will grant you the aid you asked of me. When the time comes, press this stone." She took a small purple jewel from her robe and put it in his hand closing his fingers around it. "You will be able to reclaim your castle, now." 

He looked at the jewel, curious. Then he set it into his belt and kissed Morganthe. "Thank you. I will not forget your help, my lady." 

His hands gently traced her skin under her robe, caressing her soft breasts once more. He gave them a last squeeze, and kissed the witch passionately one last time, enjoying her soft whimpers of pleasure. 

Witch or no, she still enjoyed the touch of a strong man like him. And he knew she would give her body to him whenever he desired. 

He planned to return to Morganthe's Hut in the future...perhaps many more times. 

*****

Theodric set off for the castle, now empowered with the magic he needed to defeat the dragon riders. He rode hard and fast, his encounter with Morganthe making him feel like he could take them on single-handedly. Before long, he saw the castle in the distance, standing high and imposing, surrounded by lush green rolling hills.

Upon reaching the castle he saw the dragon riders, half a dozen of them, going above the castle flying in circles, protecting their spoils.

Theodric took out the purple stone from his belt and looked at it. He pressed it and held it in his palm. The stone glowed and emitted a powerful beam. When the beam ended it was replaced by a huge purple dragon that took form in the air, dwarfing all the other dragons and their riders. 

The dragon roared with a thunderous sound and the riders looked up in fear. The purple dragon flew straight for them and let out a powerful stream of purple fire that decimated the invaders, laying waste to all of Theodric's enemies. They screamed in terror as they were burned alive, while their dragons flew away to escape the wrath of Morganthe's dragon. 

Theodric watched from afar, feeling triumphant and relieved. He had reclaimed his castle with Morganthe's help and defeated his enemies in one fell swoop. All he had to do now was to rebuild it - and find his stepmother, Jenrae. 

He climbed up to the highest tower of the castle and unfurled his family's colors, replacing the dragon riders' flag with his own symbol of a lion rampant against a field of stars. 

Theodric issued orders to his men to start the rebuilding process. He knew it would be some time before the castle was restored, but it had to be done. Meanwhile, he sent for Emilia to return, now that their home was safe. 

When Emilia arrived, Theodric told her of his plan to find their stepmother Jenrae.

"What of the witch who aided you?" his stepsister asked. "Could she know where Mother is?" 

He shook his head. "I asked her. Sadly, she had no leads." 

Emilia looked into the fire thoughtfully. "Perhaps we could ask our allies, Sir Jacob and Sir Liam. The dragon riders fled to the north at first, but they could have come back by now." 

Her brother nodded. "It's worth a try. I'll send them a raven."

Theodric spent the next few weeks helping to rebuild his home. It would take a long time before the castle was habitable again, but he was determined to make it happen. It was his home, after all, and he wanted to make it worthy of his family. 

He sent his ravens to Sir Jacob and Sir Liam, asking them to come to the castle in the north. Both knights agreed at once and set out immediately. 

It was two weeks later that the two men arrived in the early morning. They rode up to the castle and dismounted at the stables, where young boys took their horses away. 

"Theodric!" Sir Jacob called as he and Sir Liam walked into the courtyard. "It's good to see you in one piece."

"You as well, my friend," Theodric replied. "What of the dragon riders?"

Sir Jacob shook his head. "We followed them north, but they flew out of reach. If they have your mother, they would likely have taken her to Cithran Hold, their fortress." 

Cithran Hold... hmmm. It's at least a start, Theodric thought. He brought his friends inside to offer wine, feasting, and entertainment, while he prepared for his journey to save Jenrae. 

Other books you might enjoy:

Kingsley House

Orion’s Genesis

Master of Mothers

See them all here!

Sign up for my mailing list! 


[image: ]


Reclaiming Tiriene Part II

Other books you might enjoy:

Kingsley House

Orion’s Genesis

Master of Mothers

See them all here!

Sign up for my mailing list! 

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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She began to deepthroat him. Back and forth she went, fucking her throat on his cock. He seemed pleased to watch her do the work, and every deep pulse of his powerful dick between her lips made her cunt ache with desire.

Finally when she could stand it no longer, she pulled off his thick meat. "Please, my lord. I need you inside me."

Theodric smiled and obliged. He picked her up and carried her to the bed, stripping off his clothes as they went. Without a word, he spread her legs wide and firmly entered her wet pussy with one powerful thrust. She gasped at the sudden sensation – it was like nothing she had ever felt before, as if his cock had been made specifically for her pleasure.

Reclaiming Tiriene Part III

Theodric went down to receive his breakfast and read new missives that morning. He found a letter on his desk that was an inquiry from a neighboring noble, Manfred. The request was to send his daughter, Lady Eileen, to Theodric's castle for a potential marriage arrangement. Theodric scoffed at the suggestion, knowing that Manfred only wanted to marry Eileen off to him because he wanted Theodric's claim for himself.

But as he read further, he couldn't help but feel intrigued by the possibility of Lady Eileen. He decided that he would give her an audience, at least, as he did want to meet her.

A few weeks later, Theodric was finally able to receive his long-awaited visitor. He had been waiting for this day with great anticipation and excitement, so when he saw the procession of horse horses in her entourage heading up to his castle, he couldn't help but feel excited.

When Lady Eileen stepped out of her carriage, it was as if a ray of sunshine had graced him with its presence. She was breathtakingly beautiful and her poise and grace were unparalleled. Her long golden hair shimmered in the sunlight, framing her delicate features perfectly. Her eyes sparkled like sapphires as she smiled at Theodric in greeting.

"Hello, my lord."

"Greetings, Lady Eileen."

Theodric couldn't help but feel the electricity in the air as he took her hand and kissed it. She blushed at this gesture of chivalry, and something stirred inside him that he had not felt before. He could see something in her eyes, a spark that ignited his own heart, and he knew right then and there that their connection was real. He asked her to come inside for a tour of the castle and to have some refreshments with him, which she happily obliged.

****

As Theodric led Lady Eileen into his castle, she couldn't help but admire every detail of it – from its grand front hall to its intricate wallpaper designs. She could tell that they both shared an appreciation for beauty because the way she looked at every corner of the room seemed filled with wonderment.

As they entered each chamber, Theodric would explain the history behind them so that Lady Eileen could learn more about his home. Every time their hands touched during this encounter, Eileen felt a spark of pleasure and desire.

There was something utterly captivating about Theodric. He was handsome, and still quite young for a man with so much stature and power. He was muscled, his face growing a slight, stubbled beard that she found masculine and attractive. He was the kind of man she sensed would take control of things. She enjoyed and respected that.

As he explained the history of his castle, Eileen felt her desire for him grow exponentially. Her body seemed to hum with electricity as his gaze sometimes lingered on her a beat too long.

She could feel herself becoming aroused in his presence, her sex tingling and growing wet. Despite the fact that they were still strangers, she wanted him inside her. She was so incredibly attracted to him that it scared and excited her at the same time. She had never felt like this before - as if some kind of dark magic was drawing them together.

Theodric's attention sent shivers down her spine and made her feel alive in a way she hadn't before. She wanted to explore more of this connection between them and see where it would lead them both.

"Do you like the castle, my lady?" he asked, turning to her.

"I do, Lord Theodric. It is truly wonderful. I have not seen one like this before."

"It is the masterwork of my father, Alaric. He built this castle with his own two hands."

"Your father?"

"Yes."

"I have always heard about your family line, my lord. It is impressive what you have achieved. One could easily say you are one of the most powerful men in the country, if not the world."

"I am just a man who loves his family and wants to make sure they are taken care of."

"I understand, my lord."

"Please, call me Theodric."

"Very well, Theodric. Thank you for showing me around your castle."

"You're welcome, Eileen."

He kissed her hand and told her they would meet again at dinner. For now, he had work to do and wanted her to enjoy the rest of her visit on her own. He promised to see her later, and with that, he left for his chambers.

Eileen watched him go, feeling a mixture of emotions that she couldn't quite understand – a strange blend of excitement and fear at the prospect of what might happen next. She knew that things could get very complicated between them if she allowed herself to get too caught up in their connection but, deep down, she wanted more than anything else to explore it further.

She smiled as she watched him disappear from view and then made her way back out into the gardens to enjoy the peacefulness and beauty that surrounded the castle grounds. As the sun set on this day, Eileen's heart felt lighter than ever before as she looked forward to their dinner together this evening.

She decided to wear some enticing undergarments that she knew were pleasing to men...just on the off chance that maybe things happened between her and Theodric on this night.

*****

The sun had gone down and the candles were lit by the time they were Both sitting at the dinner table. Theodric had laid out an array of delicious meals - roast boar, roasted potatoes, glazed carrots, and fresh bread. Everything was cooked to perfection, and it smelled amazing.

Eileen was enchanted with his company as he regaled her with stories of his family's long-standing traditions of being loyal servants to the king. She found herself captivated by his laughter and his words. His eyes flashed with excitement whenever he spoke about something that made him proud or passionate about a topic.

Dinner went on for hours, but neither seemed to have noticed how much time had passed until Eileen looked up and saw the stars twinkling in the night sky through one of the castle's windows. It was almost midnight!

They both laughed at how late it was getting, but Eileen could feel a kind of tension building between them as well.

"My lady," he finally asked. "Would you do me the honor of joining me in my room tonight?"

Eileen blushed at his request but, at the same time, was thrilled by it. She had been waiting all day for this moment, and she could feel her whole body tingling with anticipation.

"Yes, I would be delighted to join you, my lord."

Eileen felt her heart skip a beat – both from the anticipation of what might happen and from the hidden meaning behind his words. Even though she hadn't wanted to admit it to herself, she knew that she had secretly wanted this from the moment she met him – for him to make the first move, to show her that he was just as attracted to her as she was to him.

Theodric led her back to his chambers, which were just as lavish and beautifully decorated as the rest of his castle.

Eileen was stunned by the opulence of his bedroom – the rich red tapestries hanging from the walls beautiful paintings, the intricate mahogany furnishings... It all seemed to take her breath away.

She sat down on a chair opposite the bed, and Theodric came up behind her. He reached around and began to slowly unbutton her gown and pull it open wide. As her breasts came into view, he could see that she was already quite aroused and had been anticipating this moment as much as he had. They were big and full, which Theodric found pleasing.

Eileen's heart was beating fast and hard, her breath growing short as she watched him pull his own shirt off over his head and then step around behind her.

With her back to him, he bent down and took her nipple into his mouth, licking and sucking at it until it became erect. He then moved to the other nipple and began suckling it until both of her breasts were swollen and wet from his expert touch.

He could feel her shiver with pleasure from his touch, and he moved his hands down over her belly and to her thighs. He could smell her arousal growing stronger... and it was driving his desires to new heights.

He began to touch her pussy through her undergarments, and she let out a sigh of pleasure.

"Oh, yes..." she whispered, opening her legs and allowing Theodric to explore her even more.

He removed her gown completely, leaving her in the appealing lingerie she had chosen for this moment. He enjoyed it greatly, the way her body was hugged by the tight fitting sexy garments. It showed off her breasts and her pussy in a way that made his dick throb, and he couldn't wait to be inside her.

As he stripped her completely, leaving her naked, she gasped. She wanted to serve him, to give him everything. "Please, my lord, let me service you."

He smiled and nodded.

She knelt in front of him, and he unfastened his breeches. His impressive cock sprang free, and she stared at it in awe. It seemed to be calling out to her, begging for attention.

Gently she reached out and began stroking it with one hand while the other caressed its thick veins. As her strokes increased in intensity, so did his pleasure. He closed his eyes as he felt her hot breath on his tip, and then suddenly felt her lips wrap around it as she began to suck and deepthroat his cock.

Her technique was exquisite – one moment gentle and tender, the next passionate and intense. She was clearly very experienced in pleasuring a man this way; she knew exactly how to stroke it with her tongue and when to use just the right amount of pressure from her lips. Eileen knew what was expected of her, so she did as he desired - she opened wide and began to suck on his stiffening rod deeper and deeper until he was moaning loudly from pleasure. As his moans intensified, she felt an incredible warmth swelling up inside her - a warmth that only seemed to grow each time Theodric moaned louder from pleasure.

Encouraged by his reactions, Eileen kept going - deepening her throating technique yet further until she could feel every inch of him filling up her mouth. His taste was sweet as honey on her tongue - a flavor like nothing else she had ever experienced before.

She began to deepthroat him. Back and forth she went, fucking her throat on his cock. He seemed pleased to watch her do the work, and every deep pulse of his powerful dick between her lips made her cunt ache with desire.

Finally when she could stand it no longer, she pulled off his thick meat. "Please, my lord. I need you inside me."

Theodric smiled and obliged. He picked her up and carried her to the bed, stripping off his clothes as they went. Without a word, he spread her legs wide and firmly entered her wet pussy with one powerful thrust. She gasped at the sudden sensation – it was like nothing she had ever felt before, as if his cock had been made specifically for her pleasure.

He began to move within her – slowly at first, savoring every inch of their connection, and then gradually increasing in speed and intensity. Every time he thrust inside her, Eileen could feel a new wave of pleasure wash over her body that left her trembling with desire. His lips captured hers in an ardent kiss as his thrusts became harder and faster as they both raced towards orgasm.

Theodric wanted to cum, and he wanted to do it inside her. As the night had progressed, he realized that there was one undeniable way to cement a bond between him and Manfred's House, and that was to have a child with Eileen. If I get her pregnant, and she gives birth to a son, I will have claim to his land as well as my own. It was in this moment that Theodric changed a little inside, becoming a bit darker, a bit more cunning, and a bit more determined to rule the entirety of the world in which he lived. 

He increased his rhythm, thrusting hard and fast against her clit as he pounded her pussy in a way that was almost animalistic. She felt a wave of pleasure so intense it threatened to overwhelm her, and Theodric moaned in satisfaction knowing she was on the edge of orgasm. But he didn't want to stop there – his desire had become insatiable and he wanted more from her. He moved down, continuing to pound her pussy while licking and sucking her breasts, wanting to give her everything that she deserved and pump inside of her until she was filled with his semen.

Eileen felt her body tense as the waves of pleasure began to build inside her. With each thrust, Theodric's cock filled her up more completely and the sensations grew more intense until they reached a crescendo. He pounded into her pussy in a furious rhythm, never letting up, always pushing himself further and further inside. 

She screamed out his name as an orgasm tore through her body like a thunderbolt, and it was only a few moments later that she felt Theodric release himself with a deep guttural moan. His hot cum filled her womb. He came and came, thick jets of potent seed coating her insides. Finally he pulsed within her one last time before collapsing on top of her in exhaustion. 

The night had been passionate and fruitful – Eileen knew the power of the bond between them was stronger than ever before, and she reveled in it. As she lay in his strong arms afterwards, she could not help but feel loved by this strong, powerful man. They were a perfect match. As she drifted off to sleep in his arms, she knew she was deeply in love.

I'm going to be the mother of Theodric's child...

She smiled thinking of it, and in that moment she felt a powerful wave of heat wash over her loins as the thought of carrying his child sent a powerful surge of pleasure through her body.

Soon her belly would swell, and she would be confined for many months as she nurtured his baby, preparing for a new alliance to come. 
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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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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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A hot preview…

"Oh, my lord," she moaned. "I have been so lonely...please...make love to me."

She sat up and pressed her lips against his, kissing him passionately. He ran his fingers down her back, taking in her intricate elven tattoos, before grabbing her ass and squeezing her cheeks. She gasped softly as he lowered his head and took her nipple into his mouth, sucking and teasing it as she moaned with pleasure.

"Oh, yes, my lord," she moaned. "Suck my nipples. I want to feel you inside me."

Reclaiming Tiriene: Part VI

After sleeping with Lisanne, Theodric felt a surge of renewal. He noticed the archer's belongings as she slept beside him: among them was a strange pendant of some kind. He made a mental note to ask her about it later.

The next morning, the group gathered around a small campfire to enjoy a hearty breakfast. Theodric looked across the flames and saw Lisanne adjusting her bow and quiver, her eyes bright with determination. She flashed him a smile. Thanks to their encounter the previous night, he felt a sense of connection with her now.

After they finished their meal, the group set out on their quest. Their next destination was the Misty Woods, an ominous forest where it was said that even the trees could speak. As they walked through the forest, Theodric thought he heard a voice in his mind. Beware Rikard's power, it said. Find me in the center of the forest, and I shall aid you against him. The hairs on his neck stood up. Who was talking to him?

As they journeyed deeper into the Misty Woods, they noticed things getting darker and more ominous.

Then, suddenly, they encountered a wooded clearing where a stone pedestal stood. Upon the pedestal was a glowing white orb. It was the second artifact that they had been searching for.

Theodric stepped closer to examine it more closely and saw that it was made of glass, and seemed to contain some kind of swirling energy within it. He felt its power calling out to him as he reached out to touch it.

Suddenly, Emilia shouted, "Wait," her voice filled with warning and urgency. She quickly grabbed his arm and pulled him back as several trees around them began to move, revealing hidden figures in the shadows. Theodric noticed their eyes were glowing with an eerie green light.

Lisanne pointed at the orb. "It's Rikard's doing. He must have guardians here." The figures advanced towards them, raising their weapons menacingly while issuing ancient cries in some forgotten language.

Theodric quickly grabbed the orb and the group readied themselves for battle. Klarynna summoned a powerful green shield to protect them from the guardians while Emilia summoned a flurry of icicles, aimed at their opponents. The guardians were undeterred by their magical attacks and continued to move closer.

Lisanne then fired multiple arrows in quick succession with pinpoint accuracy, taking out several of the guardians before they had a chance to retaliate. Theodric joined her, swinging his greatsword at the massive creatures, but it seemed to be doing little good against them.

As the guardians closed in, Theodric heard a voice in his mind, a voice that seemed to be coming from the orb. "Use my power," the voice whispered urgently. "Channel it through your sword, and strike true."

Without hesitation, Theodric closed his eyes, gripping the orb tightly in one hand while holding his sword in the other. He let the swirling energy within the orb flow through him, and felt a surge of power course through his body.

Opening his eyes, he saw the guardians coming at him, their eyes alight with fury. He lifted his sword high and concentrated all the power he could muster into a single blow.

The sword struck true, slicing through one of the stone guardians and sending it crashing to the ground with a deafening roar. The other guardians hesitated, momentarily thrown off balance by the display of power.

Seizing the opportunity, Lisanne and Emilia unleashed a barrage of arrows and icicles, taking out the rest of the guardians. The battle was won, but Theodric could feel the power within the orb still coursing through him. It was almost as if it had become a part of him.

The orb was still glowing, faintly, and Theodric went to it, placing his hand on top of it. Now, he heard the same voice he had heard before in his mind. It sounded different now, more...feminine. Unleash me. Place your hands on the orb and will me free.

"Who are you, though?" he asked, responding to the voice.

A guardian. A friend. One who shall help you defeat the evil of this land.

He decided that he had little choice in the matter. He had to trust this voice. After all, it had already helped him against the stone protectors of the relic.

He put both hands on the orb and summoned his will, urging the guardian to be free of the orb.

Now strike it open, said the voice. Use your sword. Destroy the orb that binds me!

Theodric took a deep breath and nodded. He raised his sword and brought it down on the orb, shattering it into a thousand pieces. As the fragments of glass fell to the ground, a glowing figure emerged from the center of the orb. It was an elven woman, with long and flowing hair that shimmered in a soft golden light. She was stunningly beautiful.

"Thank you," she said, smiling at Theodric. "You have freed me from my prison."

"Who are you?" Theodric asked, still in awe.

"I am Elenara, the guardian of the Misty Woods," she replied. "I have been trapped in that orb by Rikard, but you have set me free. And for that, I am forever grateful."

Theodric felt a strange feeling of warmth spreading through him as he looked at Elenara. He couldn't help but feel drawn to her, as if they had known each other for a long time.

"I have been imprisoned in this orb for many years, since the time of the Great War," Elenara explained. "I was bound by Rikard's dark magic and forced inside the magical orb. I could only watch as my beloved forest was destroyed and desecrated. Day after day I waited for a hero to come and save me, but no one ever did."

Tears welled up in her eyes as she finished speaking, and Theodric felt his heart breaking. He moved closer to her and put his hands on her shoulders, offering what little comfort he could.

"Now that you are free," he said softly, "you can help us restore your beloved forest, and defeat Rikard forever."

Elenara smiled through her tears and nodded. She looked up at Theodric with a newfound strength in her voice.

"Yes," she said firmly. "You are right, Sir Knight...but what shall I call you, and your companions?"

"I am Theodric, and this is Emilia, Lisanne, and Klarynna," he replied, gesturing to the three beauties at his side. "We are going to take down Rikard together."

Elenara smiled warmly in response. She could feel the strength radiating from all of them, and knew that they were more than capable of defeating her enemy.

"It is an honor to meet you all," she said with a bow. "Let us begin our quest together so that we can restore peace to the land."

Agreeing, Theodric and the party set off to Castle Tiriene, where they could rest and plan for the final artifact. Elenara was welcomed with open arms by all the castle residents, including Theodric's stepmother Jenrae. All were more than happy to make her feel at home. As they settled into the castle, Theodric offered Elenara a room of her own, should she choose to stay at the castle permanently. She was glad to accept this offer, feeling a sense of safety and protection within its walls.

****

One evening, Theodric went to speak with her in her chambers. He found her sitting on her bed, lost in thought. He was struck by her mystical elven beauty, so different from anything he had seen before.

"My lady, a penny for your thoughts?"

She looked back, startled. "Oh, my lord. I am sorry, I didn't know you were there." She blushed. "I was just thinking of my life before being imprisoned by Rikard. It was a much simpler time, when the Misty Woods were still alive and flourishing. Now, everything is so different and dark."

Theodric sat down beside her on the bed, offering a comforting smile. "It's understandable to feel that way, but remember that you have friends here who are fighting for the same cause as you. Together, we can make a difference and bring light back to this land."

She looked at him, a glint of admiration in her eyes. "You are a true hero, Theodric. It's no wonder why so many people look up to you."

He chuckled softly. "I'm just doing what I think is right. But enough about me, I want to know more about you. What is it like being a guardian?"

Elenara's expression turned thoughtful. "It's a great responsibility. As a guardian, I am tasked with protecting the natural world and its inhabitants from harm. I was raised and trained for this by my people."

They talked for several hours, long into the night. Theodric realized he had gotten lost in Elenara's stories and her presence, and felt a strong attraction to her he could not deny.

He was about to say his goodnight to her and leave, when she grabbed his hand. "My lord, if you would...stay with me tonight."

"My lady?" he asked, surprised.

She bit her lip. "It has been a very long time since I have felt the touch of a man, especially one so handsome as yourself. To have a warm body with me on this night would be very welcome."

Theodric felt a wave of desire wash over him. He couldn't deny how deeply he wanted to stay, and so he said, "I gladly accept."

He began to strip her out of her gown, taking in the sight of her slender curves and soft skin as he undressed her. His heart raced as she looked deep into his eyes with an intensity that made his cock throb and pulse, aching to be inside her. 

She gasped as he pressed his lips against hers, hungrily exploring her mouth with his tongue. He ran his fingers through her hair, pulling her close to him, and pulled her in for another kiss. She moaned softly as they kissed, wrapping her arms around his neck and pulling him down on top of her. He felt her soft breasts against his chest, and he lowered his head to suck on her nipples, licking and teasing them until they became hard.

"Oh, my lord," she moaned. "I have been so lonely...please...make love to me."

She sat up and pressed her lips against his, kissing him passionately. He ran his fingers down her back, taking in her intricate elven tattoos, before grabbing her ass and squeezing her cheeks. She gasped softly as he lowered his head and took her nipple into his mouth, sucking and teasing it as she moaned with pleasure.

"Oh, yes, my lord," she moaned. "Suck my nipples. I want to feel you inside me."

He positioned his body between her legs, rubbing his throbbing cock against her smooth, wet pussy. She moaned as he entered her, wrapping her arms around him and pulling him close. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him in closer as he thrust his cock deeper inside her.

Theodric lost himself in the moment, feeling her soft body pressed against his. He thrust harder and deeper inside her, feeling her wet pussy tight against his shaft. He leaned in to kiss her, running his hands through her long and soft hair. 

"By the gods, you're beautiful, Elenara!" 

She moaned as he grabbed her ass and squeezed her cheeks. She felt his throbbing cock deep inside her, and felt a wave of pleasure like she had never before. He was so big, so powerful...she yearned to submit to all his desires and let him claim her body over and over. 

A gasp escaped her lips as her pussy throbbed, tightening around his cock. She felt herself at the peak...and then, a few more thrusts later, she was coming. 

"Oh, yes! Oh, Theodric, I'm coming!" she cried, "Oh, I'm coming on your huge shaft, my lord!" 

He pulled her close, kissing her deeply. She could feel his hot breath against her neck, and she felt her pussy throbbing again, begging for more of his cock. She wrapped her arms around his neck, moaning softly as he carried her to the bed. 

"My lord, I want to taste you," she said softly. She slipped beneath him, pushing his cock down and taking it into her mouth, sucking him off with a hunger that surprised him. She licked and sucked him wildly, sliding his cock in and out of her mouth as she ran her tongue along his shaft and teased his cockhead. Her eyes were filled with lust, and she never wanted this moment to end.

She kept sucking him, wanting to please her knight, her savior, the man who had freed her from long imprisonment. He deserved it. 

Finally he lifted her pretty face from his dick and pressed her into the sheets again, impaling her again on his powerful shaft. 

He covered her mouth with his in a deep, hungry kiss as he thrust inside her and she wrapped her arms and legs around him, holding him close as her pussy throbbed and tightened around his cock.

"Oh, my lord," she gasped into his mouth. "I need it so bad!"

He thrust faster and harder, his grip tightening on her body as she threw her head back and screamed. Her pussy throbbed hard against his cock, tightening and throbbing as she flew toward another orgasm. She came, hard, her pussy pulsing around his cock as her body thrashed. She screamed, "Oh, yes! Yes! Oh, my lord! I'm coming on your huge cock!"

She pulled him close, and they kissed again, their tongues and lips dancing together in a frenzy as he pushed her over the edge again and again. 

He grabbed her huge breasts and squeezed them, pounding harder and deeper into her. He felt the pressure building up in his balls and knew he was close.

"Oh, by the gods, I'm going to cum, Elenara!" he moaned.

"Oh, yes, my lord!" she replied. "Cum inside me, I want to feel it so badly!"

"Take it," he growled, thrusting hard and deeper, feeling her tight pussy squeezing his cock as he exploded inside her. "Take all my hot seed, Elenara."

She moaned as he filled her up, hot cum spraying inside her and dripping out of her pussy onto the bed.

She hungrily milked him for all his cum, moaning as she felt him pulsing inside her. She wrapped her arms and legs tight around him, and then they both laid there, breathing hard, satisfied and exhausted.

"My lord," she said, "I feel like I have finally found where I belong. You have shown me so much light and hope, and I feel so safe and protected when we are near each other."

Theodric smiled at her. "I feel the same way, Elenara. And together we will succeed."

Sighing in contentment, she snuggled into his warm arms and fell into sleep. He joined her soon after, wondering if a little half-elf might soon be on the way. 
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A hot preview… 

"Ahhh...gods," he groaned. "I can feel myself coming back..." 

His cock was rock hard now, and her pussy wet from excitement - both at having her savior inside her, and from the magic itself. She sank down on top of him, his girth easily impaling her, the thick shaft filling her deep and full. 

"Ahhhh...my lord," she gasped. "You are very big, it's...hard to take all of you." 

Yet somehow her pussy managed to stretch and take all of his thick cock. 

She began to ride him, slowly at first, but soon picking up speed. Sylla closed her eyes, letting the sensations wash over her. 

"Harder," she groaned.

He did as she commanded, and the force of his thrusts increased. 

Reclaiming Tiriene: Part VII

Theodric and the others still had a final relic to destroy to weaken Rikard's defenses. As the sorcerer was too powerful to defeat while empowered by the relics, they would have to find this final source of his power - but they didn't have any leads yet.

Theodric consulted his beautiful elven companion Elenara, hoping that her magic might be able to help them find the third relic. She focused her energy and concentration on uncovering its whereabouts. After a few moments of intense concentration, she opened her eyes with a sparkle of excitement in them.

"I have found it," she declared triumphantly. "It is located in an old castle to the east of here; the walls are draped in ivy and one can barely make out the turrets against the sky. I can feel its power radiating from within - Rikard must have hidden it there centuries ago, believing no one would ever find it."

Theodric frowned. "Centuries? Just how old is Rikard?"

Elenara creased her eyebrows, deep in thought. "I'm not sure," she admitted. "But I can sense a great deal of ancient magic surrounding him, as if he has been alive for longer than any mortal has any right to be."

Theodric nodded, his mind already turning to the task at hand. "We must make haste then," he said, grabbing his sword. "The longer we wait, the stronger Rikard becomes."

Elenara nodded in agreement and summoned her own magical powers, ready to face whatever dangers lay ahead. The group made their way east, towards the old castle. The journey was long and treacherous, and many times they had to fight off fierce beasts and cunning bandits. But they pressed on, their determination unwavering.

Finally, they arrived at the castle, just as Elenara had described it - ivy draped the walls and turrets rose high into the sky. 

There was something foreboding about the castle. Theodric and the others felt a cold chill running down their spines as they cautiously approached. As they got closer, they noticed that the castle gates had been sealed shut - and standing guard were hordes of glowing green undead creatures, with unearthly eyes and razor-sharp claws. 

It seemed Rikard had left his own guardians to protect the relic from prying eyes - if Theodric and the others wanted to get to it, they would have to find a way past these terrifying creatures. They steeled themselves for battle, determined more than ever to put an end to Rikard's evil deeds.

Klarynna quickly healed any wounds the group sustained, while Lisanne fired off volleys of arrows to thin the enemy's numbers. Emilia used her powerful ice and fire magic to freeze and incinerate the undead in quick succession. Elenara fought at Theodric's side, her sword and shield deflecting any blows that came their way. 

The battle was fierce but eventually, with their skills combined they were victorious - though not without sustaining some injuries along the way. With the creatures destroyed, they finally made it inside. 

What they found within was not what they had expected. Instead of finding the relic they were looking for, in the center of the castle lay a beautiful elven woman with dark red and black gown. She wielded a powerful orb of blood magic, and the group could feel its power emanating from her. 

The woman slowly rose to her feet; her eyes were wary, yet sad at the same time. "I am Sylla," she said softly. "Rikard cursed me here centuries ago, draining my power and binding me to this place until someone would free me."

Just like he did with Elanara, Theodric realized. Not only was Rikard using artifacts to protect his unnatural lifespan and power... he was enslaving elven sorceresses to do it. 

Theodric stepped forward. "We are here to free you," he said, his voice strong and determined. 

Sylla smiled sadly. "I thank you for your courage," she said. "But I cannot be freed so easily, Rikard has taken precautions - I can only be set free if a brave soul is willing to answer my riddle, or fight the guardians I have been given." She gestured to the walls around them, which were now filled with powerful magical creatures sworn to protect her - demons from realms unknown and powerful warriors from forgotten times. Theodric stared at them in disbelief; he was certain they wouldn't make it out alive if they tried to fight their way out. 

He sighed heavily and looked back at Sylla, his mind already turning over ideas on how he could come up with an answer to her riddle.

"All right. Tell me the riddle." 

Sylla's eyes glimmered with gratitude, and she began to speak in a low, melodious tone. "You heard me before, yet you hear me again, but then I die, until you call me again. What am I?"

The group looked at each other, unsure of the answer. Theodric furrowed his brow, deep in thought as he tried to decipher the riddle. 

Klarynna cleared her throat. "Is it an echo?" she asked tentatively.

Sylla's expression brightened. "Yes! You have answered correctly," she said, her voice filled with relief. "You have proven yourself to be brave souls, indeed."

At her words, the guardians disappeared, and the orb of blood magic she held faded. The blood red glow became a dim color, indicating it was now dormant. 

"The relic is tamed, thanks to your courage. Now... Rikard will be weakened, should you journey to his fortress." 

"Let's go, then," said Theodric. "Sylla, will you join us?" 

The beautiful elven sorceress nodded. Her blood magic would be a powerful aid, indeed. 

Together, the group set off towards Rikard's fortress, Sylla joining them with her blood magic at the ready. As they made their way towards their enemy's stronghold, Theodric couldn't help but feel a sense of dread creeping up on him. They had faced many challenges and battles, but none as daunting as what they were about to do.

But they were determined to see this through, no matter the cost.

As they approached the fortress, they could see that it was heavily guarded by Rikard's minions - demons, vampires, and other foul creatures. Theodric and his companions steeled themselves for battle, ready to face whatever Rikard threw their way.

They fought their way through the fortress, leaving a trail of destruction in their wake. Sylla's blood magic proved to be a powerful weapon in their arsenal, and they made short work of Rikard's minions.

Finally, they reached the throne room, where Rikard was waiting for them. He was an imposing figure, with piercing eyes and a cruel smile on his face. His power was palpable, and Theodric could feel his heart pounding in his chest.

"So, you have come to challenge me," Rikard said, his voice smooth as silk. "You are a brave one, I'll give you that. But you cannot hope to defeat me."

Theodric stepped forward, his sword at the ready. "We have come to put an end to your evil deeds, Rikard," he said, his voice steady. "The relics belong to the people, not to you."

Rikard laughed, a cold, heartless sound. "Foolish mortal," he sneered. "You cannot begin to comprehend the power that I hold. I have lived for centuries, and I will continue to do so, long after you and your companions are dead and forgotten."

He raised his hand, and a wave of dark magic rippled through the air towards the group. Theodric and his companions scattered to avoid the blast, their teamwork and quick reflexes saving them from certain doom. 

They fought back with all their might, their swords and magic clashing against Rikard's dark power. Sylla's blood magic was especially effective, weakening Rikard's defenses and allowing Theodric and his companions to strike back.

But Rikard was not easily defeated. He was a formidable opponent, and he fought with all his strength. The battle raged on for what seemed like hours, with neither side gaining the upper hand.

Finally, Theodric saw an opportunity. Rikard had left himself open, and Theodric struck with all his might. His sword pierced through Rikard's defenses, and with a cry of triumph, Theodric dealt the final blow.

Rikard fell to the ground, his dark power dissipating into nothingness. 

But Theodric had been wounded. Blood trickled from his arm, where a deep gash had been inflicted from one of Rikard's blade spells. 

Klarynna rushed to aid him, but even her healing magic proved ineffective against the wound. They had no choice but to return to Castle Tiriene with Theodric badly injured.

The group quickly made their way out of the fortress as fast as they could. Sylla used her blood magic to create a protective barrier around them, shielding them from any minions that may have pursued them. 

The journey back was filled with worry and fear for Theodric's condition, but at last they arrived back at Castle Tiriene safe and sound. He was immediately taken to the healer's chambers where he was treated for his wounds, while Sylla and Klarynna consulted on the best possible course of action. 

"It is more than just his arm," Sylla said, concerned for her newfound savior's life. "He has been wounded elsewhere as well." 

Klarynna nodded gravely. "We need to do something, and fast," she said. "His wounds are too severe for even my magic to fully heal."

Sylla's eyes closed as she pondered the impossible choice. She knew there was one thing that might save him, but she also knew it would be an incredibly risky decision for them both. With trembling hands, she tried to weigh the cost of her hesitation against the benefits of taking a chance. "There is one thing that might save him," she said slowly. "But it is a risky proposition."

Klarynna raised an eyebrow. "What is it?" she asked.

"Blood magic," Sylla replied, her voice a whisper. "It is the most powerful magic there is, and it can restore life force to Theodric if used correctly."

Klarynna was skeptical. She knew the dangers of blood magic, and was not fully sure that Sylla could be trusted. But she also knew that they had no other choice.

The two women exchanged a knowing glance, both understanding the importance of this decision. Klarynna nodded in agreement and turned towards Theodric's bedside. "Do what you can to heal him, then. I will wait outside." 

Sylla began her ritual. Alone, she placed her hands on Theodric's bare chest, calling on her own life force to restore him. Swirling red magical energy began to fill the room and surrounded them both. 

Sylla felt an unfamiliar power surging through her veins. It was the same power that had allowed her to defeat Rikard, and now it was being used to save Theodric's life. 

As she channeled the energy into him, Sylla felt herself growing weak. But still she continued, pouring all her strength into healing the man who had rescued her from damnation at Rikard's hands. 

The magic surged and crackled around them, restoring Theodric's body with every passing second. His wounds began to close and his breathing became steadier until finally, he stirred from his unconscious state. 

"Sylla..." 

He was still weak, and she knew she had to summon greater powers. 

Gathering all of her remaining strength, she reached out and grasped Theodric's hands, locking eyes with him as she sent a surge of pure energy directly into his body. 

He gasped in pleasure, feeling the warmth of the magic radiating through his veins. Sylla smiled at him and continued to pour her energy into him. As Theodric began to awaken, she stirred his cock to life with her hands, stroking it slow and soft, making him gasp in pleasure before she mounted him. 

"Ahhh...gods," he groaned. "I can feel myself coming back..." 

His cock was rock hard now, and her pussy wet from excitement - both at having her savior inside her, and from the magic itself. She sank down on top of him, his girth easily impaling her, the thick shaft filling her deep and full. 

"Ahhhh...my lord," she gasped. "You are very big, it's...hard to take all of you." 

Yet somehow her pussy managed to stretch and take all of his thick cock. 

She began to ride him, slowly at first, but soon picking up speed. Sylla closed her eyes, letting the sensations wash over her. 

"Harder," she groaned.

He did as she commanded, and the force of his thrusts increased. 

She rode him faster and faster, her asshole clenching with every movement of his cock. She could feel it throbbing inside her, stretching her pussy and filling her up as it grew harder and harder.

She sat up straighter, her tits bouncing as she rode him, her nipples hardening with every movement. 

She began to bounce up and down faster, her large breasts bouncing with her. He tried to match her rhythm, slamming his cock in and out of her.

Sylla gasped as his cock drove into her, her pussy quivering with joy. She began to furiously rub her clit, matching her rythm with his cock as he drove harder and faster into her.

"My lord, I'm cumming," she moaned. "Can you cum with me?"

"Yes! Cum for me, Sylla," he growled. "I will fill your pussy with my cum and make you mine." His strength had returned. He was fully himself again thanks to her magic. 

"Yes!" she screamed, her pussy spasming around his cock. "I will be yours, my lord! Ahhhhh!"

She came then, her pussy clenching around his cock, her juices gushing out of her and drenching his cock. She collapsed on top of him, her heart racing.

Sylla felt his hot cum shooting into her pussy, filling her up and making her feel even more alive. She gasped and moaned as his seed filled her up, her pussy gushing wetly as her body was wracked with orgasm. She could feel his cock pulsing inside her as it grew ever larger, his thick load filling her pussy to the brim. His cum spilled out over his cock and onto her thighs, her pussy shuddering in delight as he filled her with his seed.

Theodric was healed. He gazed up at her, smiling. "I think I've found my savior in you," he said. "You have a power unlike any I've ever seen." 

"You first saved me, my lord. It was only right I took this chance to heal you in return." 

He pulled her close to him, gently hugging her to his chest. 

"Thank the gods we had you with us, Sylla." 

She sighed happily. "Thank the gods indeed." 
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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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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. 

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.

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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A hot preview… 

She climbed over his lap and straddled him, her pussy hovering just above his hard, throbbing dick. He could feel the heat radiating off of her as he looked up into her eyes, and it felt like electricity was passing through them both.

He knew what he wanted to do, but he had to wait for Isadora's signal. She leaned in closer and whispered in his ear. "Do you want it?"

Theodric nodded eagerly and Isadora smiled before sinking down onto his big shaft. His eyes widened as he felt himself engulfed by her juicy cunt, the sensation so intense that it almost made him pass out from pleasure.

Isadora moaned in ecstasy as she rode him, arching her back and pressing down against every inch of his thick cock until he was deep inside her.

Reclaiming Tiriene: Part X

Theodric, Morganthe, and Klarynna set out to infiltrate Cedric's castle. Based on information Theodric had gathered from his spies, he knew that the best course of action would be an internal attack and capture of Cedric himself. He did not want to risk an all out war, knowing that would be the worst case for everyone, and end up with more unnecessary troops lost.

Once inside the castle, they were greeted with a mazelike labyrinth of corridors and hallways. Navigating this maze was a challenge, but Theodric was confident in his ability to lead the group. As they moved down one corridor, he saw a strange portrait. A woman, who looked familiar.

"What does that say?" he asked, moving close to it to inspect.

The portrait was of a woman with blonde hair and piercing blue eyes. She was dressed in a flowing white gown and held a single red rose in her hand. As Theodric approached, he noticed the inscription at the bottom of the portrait. It read, "In memory of Lady Isadora, beloved wife of Lord Cedric."

Strange. I never heard that she had died, he thought. Whenever a noble died, proclamations were sent out to the entire province. There was no way she, someone as important as Cedric's own wife, would have been overlooked.

"Either she's actually dead and he killed her himself...or something else is going on," said Theodric, mumbling to himself.

Klarynna's sharp hearing picked it up. "You believe she is still alive?"

"I don't know. It's possible."

Theodric turned to her, his brow furrowed in thought. "Think about it. If he declared her dead, he'd have access to all her wealth, her family's fortune, their lands. We know Cedric isn't above doing that."

Morganthe nodded in agreement. "It's definitely worth investigating."

They made their way through the castle stealthily, avoiding the guards and other personnel. They finally reached the throne room where Cedric was holding a meeting with his advisors.

As they listened in on the meeting, Theodric could feel his heart racing with anticipation. He knew this was their chance to strike and take down Cedric. They waited for the right moment, biding their time until the perfect opportunity presented itself.

Suddenly, one of Cedric's advisors spoke up, "My lord, there have been reports of rebels lurking around the castle grounds. Should we not send out a search party to capture them?"

Cedric scoffed, "Do not worry. Our defenses are impenetrable. They will not get past our guards."

Theodric stifled a laugh. Now was not the time to bask in superiority.

The group waited from the shadows until the advisors left Cedric's chamber. When he was alone, Theodric emerged from the shadows, followed by Morganthe and Klarynna. Cedric turned, surprised, as Theodric unsheathed his sword and pointed it at the king.

"Your reign is over, Cedric," Theodric said, his voice low and menacing. "We have come to take you into custody."

Cedric sneered, drawing his own sword. "You think you can take me down with just the three of you? I have an army at my disposal!"

But Theodric was undeterred. He lunged forward, his sword clashing against Cedric's. Morganthe and Klarynna moved in to flank him, raising their staves. Morganthe's feathered robe fluttered around her as she chanted an arcane language, glowing blue light emanating from her fingertips. Klarynna summoned protective shields to defend Theodric as he charged toward Cedric, sword drawn.

A vicious battle ensued as Cedric and Theodric clashed swords. Sparks flew as their blades met, and the sound of metal against metal filled the air. Cedric was a formidable opponent, matching Theodric's strength and skill with every strike. Neither man yielded, neither backing down for an instant.

Morganthe and Klarynna did their best to help Theodric, but they were no match for Cedric's strength and experience. They managed to keep him at bay with magical shields and arcane spells, but it was not enough. Finally, after what seemed like hours of fighting, both men were exhausted.

The battle had come to a standstill with neither man emerging victorious.

Cedric had a sly look in his eye, as if he was waiting for something. Suddenly, he yelled out, "Guards! Come to my aid!"

The guards swarmed in, taking Theodric prisoner. He yelled for Morganthe and Klarynna to flee.

"Curse it all," said Morganthe, realizing she had no choice. She summoned a portal back to Castle Tiriene for her and Klarynna. Reluctantly, Klarynna followed, realizing they were no match for the vast number of guards now swarming the chamber.

They disappeared as Theodric's arms were chained.

"Take him to the dungeon," Cedric said coldly. "I will deal with him later."

*****

Theodric woke up in a dark cell some time later. His armor was gone and he wore only a pair of simple leather breeches.

He had no idea how long he had been in there, but it felt like days.

He heard a loud clang of a door opening and the sound of footsteps coming closer. Peering out of the darkness, he saw a beautiful blonde woman enter the cell, wearing nothing but skimpy clothing that barely covered her body. Her huge tits were on full display and Theodric felt his heart race with desire. She smiled at him mischievously before she spoke.

"You are quite the dashing knight," she said in a sultry voice as she walked closer to him. "I've been sent here by Cedric to make sure you stay put." She ran her hands through his hair and leaned in close to whisper into his ear, "But I think I can make your stay here more enjoyable if you cooperate."

By the gods, he thought, recognizing her as she came into the light. "Lady Isadora!"

She grinned. "I suppose you thought I was dead. Most people do."

"You...you're not?"

"Of course I'm not." She sighed, leaning against the cell wall. "Everyone believes so because of that stupid painting Cedric put in the hallway. But it was a prank, you see."

"A prank?"

"He has an odd sense of humor, my husband. He thought it would be funny to paint me and title it 'In Memory Of.' I'm not dead, and never have been."

"But everyone thinks you are!"

"Not everyone," she said, running her fingers over his chest. She pulled her gown up and straddled him, her huge tits pressing into him. "Just those who don't know the full story."

Theodric nodded, his mind still spinning. He could hardly believe it.

"Anyway, I need you to cooperate with my, my mighty Lion of Tiriene. We need to know the entrances to your castle. Be a good boy and share them," she said, removing a hot poker, "So I won't have to use this."

Theodric gulped, feeling a chill run through him. He had no choice... unless...

He decided to lie. He made up fake entrances and told her those, instead.

"Good boy," she said, getting off him and putting away the poker. "Now, I think I should reward you for your cooperation. How about a kiss?"

Theodric felt his heart racing as Isadora leaned in and pressed her lips against his. She smelled of sweet perfume and tasted of honey. The kiss seemed to last forever, and when she finally pulled away, Theodric felt his whole body trembling.

"Good boy," she said again. She slowly undid her gown, letting the fabric fall from her shoulders, revealing her immense, naked breasts. Theodric suppressed a groan at the sight. "You've been looking at these since I came into your cell. Would you like to suck them?"

Theodric nodded, his mouth already salivating. He reached forward and took one of her nipples into his mouth, his tongue swirling around the hard nub. Isadora moaned softly, her hands caressing his hair. He continued his ministrations, his hands exploring her body as she arched her back in pleasure.

Finally, she pulled away, her chest heaving. "That's enough for now," she said, her voice husky. "I think you've earned your reward. You're a good boy, Theodric. I'll be sure to tell my husband about your cooperation."

With that, she put her gown back on and strode out of the cell, leaving Theodric alone in the darkness, his body still trembling with desire.

*****

She came back some time later, providing him food and water. He ate and drank gratefully. She was actually quite gentle in her ministrations.

Then, she turned to him. "Will you reveal the location of your family's ancient treasures as well, or shall I get the poker?"

He decided to lie again. It had worked the first time.

"I can tell you where they are," he said, making up a location. He gave her in depth directions to... some pit in the middle of nowhere. She seemed to believe him, however, and he inwardly sighed in relief.

Isadora smiled. "I thought you would be more willing to cooperate. You really are a good boy."

She removed her gown once more, this time freeing not only her huge breasts, but her entire body. Her skin was smooth and supple, her pussy shaved bare. Her cunt lips glistened with wetness and Theodric's cock hardened to fullness at the sight.

"As a reward, I think you deserve something you've been wanting a while," she whispered in his ear.

She freed his thick, hard shaft and began to suck him. He groaned in pleasure as she licked and sucked his length, taking him deep into her throat. She bobbed her head up and down, her mouth filled with his delicious cock.

As she took him deep, she caressed his balls as well, her fingers soft and gentle as she squeezed them. She worshipped his dick, making soft moans of pleasure. She used her enormous tits to pillow around his huge cock, letting him tit fuck her though he was still bound.

"Oh gods, yes," she gasped, her nipples hard points as the huge warrior fucked her big breasts. Theodric could she she was clearly enjoying this. She sucked on his cock tip every time he poked up from her cleavage, and he ached to take control, to grab those breasts and give them the pounding they deserved.

Finally, Theodric couldn't take it any longer and he felt a huge orgasm building up inside him. He groaned, releasing hot jets of pent up semen all over her pretty face and breasts. She gasped in pleasure, licking and sucking at his cum, reveling in the feeling of his hot seed painting her flesh.

As Isadora was licking his semen, he saw the key at her belt. If I could just get hold of that. He devised a plan to sneak it away when she was distracted.

Luckily, she was so caught up in the pleasure of devouring his cum that it was easy to grab the key and unlock himself while she wasn't looking.

He played as though he was still bound, however, keeping his hands behind his back.

When she was done, Isadora looked up at him with a satisfied smile.

"Now, for your full reward," she said breathlessly.

She climbed over his lap and straddled him, her pussy hovering just above his hard, throbbing dick. He could feel the heat radiating off of her as he looked up into her eyes, and it felt like electricity was passing through them both.

He knew what he wanted to do, but he had to wait for Isadora's signal. She leaned in closer and whispered in his ear. "Do you want it?"

Theodric nodded eagerly and Isadora smiled before sinking down onto his big shaft. His eyes widened as he felt himself engulfed by her juicy cunt, the sensation so intense that it almost made him pass out from pleasure.

Isadora moaned in ecstasy as she rode him, arching her back and pressing down against every inch of his thick cock until he was deep inside her.

They both groaned in pleasure, his cock throbbing inside her pussy. She kissed him passionately, and he returned the kiss, their tongues fighting for dominance as they writhed together.

As she rode him, he could feel her giant tits jiggling and bouncing on top of him. Isadora continued kissing him, her tongue exploring his mouth as she rode him even harder. Theodric could feel his orgasm building up inside him, and Isadora seemed to be getting close to her own orgasm as well.

When he felt like he could hold back no longer, Theodric reached up and grabbed Isadora's tits, squeezing them tightly. She gasped in surprise seeing his hands were free... but she did not stop him. Instead she moaned in pleasure as he took control, her pussy clenching around his cock as she reached her own orgasm.

He held her tits as handholds as he pounded her hard, fucking her tight cunt. It was Cedric's penance, he decided, getting to fuck his wife while he could do nothing about it. He kissed her hard again, a deviant thrill filling him as he ravished the beautiful wife of his enemy. 

Isadora groaned, shuddering as waves of pleasure rocked her body. She loved this powerful, dominant warrior and how he fucked. She had not felt the likes of this kind of pleasure with Cedric in...well, their entire marriage. 

As Theodric's cock throbbed and erupted into her pussy, Isadora groaned, shuddering as waves of pleasure rocked her body. She grabbed his arms and kissed him passionately, her mouth a fierce heat, and she could feel his cock pumping his hot cum deep inside her, filling her pussy with his delicious seed.

He's incredible... she thought to herself. She could not believe how wonderful this was as she felt his hot, sticky load spurt inside her. She leaned forward and kissed Theodric again, then pulled away, their eyes locked. "Mmmm, you'll be seeing me again soon," she said with a wink. She slowly got off him, her pussy making a wet sucking sound as she slowly lifted off him. Her cunt seemed reluctant to let go of his shaft, but when it finally did, thick, heavy globs of his sperm dripped out of her. As she dressed once more, she found herself relishing the feeling. It felt even more delicious when she returned to Cedric. 

She prepared to tell him what Theodric had told her, of the castle's defenses, and the family treasures...yet, Isadora realized she did not want to reveal Theodric's secrets. The powerful emotions she'd experienced while having sex with him convinced her of one thing: she wanted Theodric, and Cedric was a weak man in comparison to the virile, handsome warrior who had taken her in the dungeon. 

She would not betray him. 
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A hot preview…

Celestine moaned as she felt Isella's tongue licking her pussy and writhing against her cunt. Her blonde hair fell all around her face, her eyes closed in bliss.

Isella pushed her tongue as deep into Celestine's cunt as she could, sliding her lips up and down the soft mound and sucking on it. Celestine moaned and whimpered, her breath coming in short gasps.

Isella cried out in pleasure as she was fucked, Emeric's huge dick impaling her over and over. She clasped her friend's hands and struggled to stay upright, Emeric's thrusts were so deep and hard. Celestine kissed her, rubbing her nipples.

"I'm coming, love," she gasped into Celestine's mouth. "Oh gods, he's making me come!"

"Yes, come for him," Celestine groaned. "Come on his cock, Isella."

Reclaiming Tiriene: Part 11

Unbeknownst to Theodric, while he was planning his escape from Cedric's castle, someone was watching.

A man with dark hair, a wiry, muscled frame, and shrewd eyes observed from the rafters. He knew what was happening, and he knew everything there was to know about the Lion of Tiriene.

He had an advantage.

Emeric was plotting. He wanted to be on Theodric's good side. And since Theodric was currently a prisoner, he had the chance to gain his allyship.

He had been in the castle for some time, gathering information and waiting for the perfect opportunity to make his move. Through his observations, he learned that Theodric was a prisoner in the darkest depths of the castle dungeons.

As he made it to the entrance of the dungeon, Emeric impersonated one of Cedric's guards until he reached Theodric's cell. Upon entering, Emeric discovered that Isadora already had left him...and he had been rechained by the guards.

Doubly bound, this time.

Still, Emeric knew Theodric was a force to be reckoned with and he was confident that his plan would work.

He drew his sword from its sheath and struck the chains with a single slice. They broke free, and Theodric looked up, surprised.

"Who...who are you?"

The man looked strangely familiar to him, but Theodric had never seen him before.

"I am a friend...that's all you need to know right now."

Theodric looked up at him in astonishment - but then his expression changed to one of gratitude as Emeric stepped back and motioned for him to take his freedom.

Emeric ushered Theodric out into the hallway where he swept up his cloak and hood from behind a nearby tapestry, offering them to him so that they could make haste without raising suspicion.

As they moved quickly down the corridor, Emeric led him through hidden passages and secret doors that would help them avoid detection as they made their escape.

*****

Klarynna, Morganthe and Emilia stood together in the main hall of the castle, working tirelessly over their plan to extract Theodric. It had been days since his capture, and they had put their heads together to concoct a plan.

"We must try it," said Morganthe. "It's our best option to free him."

"I agree. We haven't much other choice," said Emilia. She knew they had to free her stepbrother, at all costs.

Suddenly the castle doors burst open. Emeric entered with Theodric at his side, looking a bit battered and bruised, but otherwise alive and whole.

"Theodric!" cried Emilia, rushing into her brother's arms. The two kissed passionately, Theodric holding her tight.

"How did you escape?"

"I had help," Theodric said, gesturing to Emeric. "My friend here broke my chains."

The women looked to Emeric, curious, and grateful.

"Who are you?" Klarynna asked.

"My name is Emeric." He said, bowing slightly. "I am a representative of a group in the neighboring kingdom who had heard of your plight. We heard of Cedric's evil plans and wanted to lend our aid to your cause. I believe I have been successful in doing so."

Emeric stepped forward as the others looked on with admiration and respect, their faces beaming with gratitude. Theodric clasped his arm around Emeric's shoulders in a gesture of thanks.

"Consider yourself a welcome ally in these halls," said Theodric. "You have given us a great gift, my friend."

*****

The group celebrated well into the night. Emeric was welcomed with open arms and treated like an honored guest, feasting with them in the main hall. Soon, servants began bringing out trays of food, and a great spread was laid out for all to enjoy. Roasted meats and vegetables were flanked by mounds of rice and steaming cakes of bread. Aromas danced through the air as wonderful smells filled their noses, causing everyone's stomachs to rumble hungrily.

Serving dishes were heaped high with savory treats that delighted the taste buds. Forks clinked against plates as everyone dug in, grateful to have each other safe and sound at last. They all dined together and reveled in Theodric's freedom, glad to have him back.

As the night drew on Theodric pulled Emeric aside.

"You have done me a great service, my friend," he said. "I can never repay you for what you have done. However, I would like to offer you something in return."

Theodric beckoned his servants forward and instructed them to bring forth any armor or weapons that Emeric desired. Anything he wished, they were to give him as a token of Theodric's gratitude. He also wanted to extend Emeric the opportunity to pick any women from the castle not already claimed by Theodric himself.

"My lord, you are too kind," said Emeric, surprised. "Are you certain? This offer is far too generous."

"You have done me a great service, Emeric. I cannot thank you enough, except with this small extension of thanks."

"Then, I will accept. Gratefully."

Theodric nodded and smiled, grasping the hand of his new friend.

As Theodric retired to his quarters, Emeric decided to roam the castle. He could not believe that he had been offered such generous things...including any women he desired if they were not already sworn to Theodric.

Emeric felt somewhat uncomfortable with that last part, for he had not been in the castle long enough to know any of the women, though they were certainly all beautiful.

Emeric soon realized how blessed he was to have found such a generous place, far away from the lonely days and nights he had spent in his own kingdom of Bramrith. Though a noble's son, he often felt alone.

Still, he knew it was just a matter of time before he had to tell Theodric the truth about who he was. The matter weighed heavily on his mind, and he sighed inwardly, wanting to forget it and enjoy the night. 

And then, suddenly, his heart stopped. A beautiful woman in a burgundy and gold gown had approached him and introduced herself as Lady Celestine of the court. She had very large breasts and a sweet, submissive smile that made Emeric's heart skip a beat.

"My Lord," she said with an elegant curtsy, her voice like honey. "Our Grace Lord Theodric has informed me that you have been granted the privilege of choosing any lady here to be yours. I humbly request that you accept me."

For a moment, Emeric was speechless. He looked into Lady Celestine's eyes and felt something he had never felt before: he wanted her to be his own. He wanted to know more about her.

He smiled and bowed courteously in return before taking her hand in his own and gently kissing it in agreement of her request. "I would love to, My Lady." 

She blushed slightly before taking his hand warmly in her own. "Very well. Please, come with me to my chambers." 

Emeric followed her, feeling like he had been granted the biggest wish of his life. As they walked hand in hand through the castle grounds, Emeric looked up at the night sky and thanked whatever force was guiding him that day. 

When they arrived at Celestine's chambers, she opened the door with a flourish and stepped aside to let Emeric enter. He found himself in a large room decorated with rich tapestries and fine furniture. A fire burned in the hearth, giving off a warm, inviting glow that beckoned him in further. There was also a large canopy bed with thick velvet curtains draped around it - clearly fit for royalty.

"Would you like a drink, my lord?" 

Celestine asked, gesturing towards a large decanter filled with a deep red wine. Emeric smiled and nodded in agreement. She poured two glasses of the wine before leading him to a small sitting area near the fire.

For hours they talked and laughed, never tiring of each other's company. Emeric felt as if he had known her for years. The more time they spent together, the closer they became - and soon enough, it was clear that the night would bring something far more intimate than conversation alone. 

Celestine stood up from her seat and began to slowly undress in front of him. She was wearing an exquisite silk gown which she let slip off her body one piece at a time, revealing her curves beneath layer upon layer of fine linen and lace lingerie. Her breasts were soft and incredibly large, swinging free from their confines as she stripped. Her body was amazing, her waist smooth and trim and her pussy shaved smooth. 

She ran her fingers over her full breasts and gazed up at him submissively. "Do you like what you see, my lord?" 

Emeric swallowed hard and nodded in agreement. "I do very much, My Lady." 

She straddled his lap and kissed him, her big tits pressing into his chest, her pussy wet and soft against his muscled thigh. Emeric tangled his fingers in her hair and kissed her back, his heart racing. He hadn't been with a woman in...well, a very long time. It felt good, feeling her softness against him, and he was rock hard imagining what was going to happen next. 

"Thank you, My Lady, for allowing me to choose you and be here with you this night." 

"You are welcome my lord. I am happy you are here with me as well." She wrapped her arms around his neck. He ran his hands from her hips down to her thighs, feeling her soft body against his fingertips. 

"May I taste you, my lord?" 

He nodded, and she dropped to her knees and gently took Emeric's cock in her mouth, sucking on him slowly and running her tongue up and down his shaft.

He groaned as she played with his cock, her mouth growing more insistent. He grabbed her by the hair and thrust his own cock into her mouth, fucking her throat hard and deep.

She moaned and whimpered around his cock, taking him as far back as she could manage.

He fucked her mouth hard, his cock glistening with her saliva as it slid in and out of her throat.

He groaned loudly, loving the way her mouth felt as she worked it around his dick.

She grabbed his ass and pulled his thighs, pulling him as close as she could manage.

He thrust into her mouth, holding her head in his hands and fucking her face with reckless abandon. He had never felt so alive or so free in all his life.

Emeric grabbed her hair and pulled hard, forcing his cock into her throat and holding it there as she struggled to breathe. 

She gasped around his cock, her eyes wide and watering.

He pulled out. "I'm going to come in your mouth."

"I'll swallow it, my lord."

He thrust his cock back into her mouth and came hard, filling her throat with his cum.

She swallowed his load and licked him clean. "Thank you, my lord."

He released her hair and she stood up. She moved to the bed and spread her legs for him, parting her sex with two fingers. "Please, Sir, I must have you deep inside me." 

He couldn't say no to an offer like that. 

He climbed into the bed and gently parted her glistening pink pussy with his finger. She moaned as he gently caressed her folds, massaging the juices from her hot cunt, and slid two fingers gently inside her pussy. She moaned, spreading her legs wider for him.

Emeric slid upwards and pressed his cock against her wet slit. 

Her eyes were fixed on his as he slid himself into her, penetrating her tight pussy inch by inch. Her cunt was so hot and wet, and it gripped him so tightly. They moaned in unison as he slid his cock deep inside her. 

She moaned as he penetrated her, her eyes glistening with desire. He pushed his cock all the way into her, until it reached the end of her pussy. She grabbed his shoulders and wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him as close as she could. 

He grabbed her tits and squeezed them firmly, sucking her nipples hard. She moaned and thrust her hips upwards, taking his hard shaft even deeper inside. She felt a huge orgasm rushing up inside her as she was roughly fucked by this powerful, dominant lord. 

He rammed his cock into her at a savage pace, fucking her harder than he had ever fucked a woman. The sound of her pussy smacking against his pelvis and the sound of her moans filled the room.

"Fuck me, my lord, harder!"

Emeric grabbed her by her hips and forced his cock even deeper inside her, spreading her wide and pounding into her. Celestine screamed in pleasure and came hard, her pussy gushing juices that flowed down the crack of her ass.

He came deep inside of her, his cock shooting his cum deep into her pussy. She moaned as she felt him come inside her, his cock throbbing as he filled her with his hot cock.

Emeric collapsed on top of her in exhaustion.

"Thank you, My Lady," he whispered.

Celestine gently stroked his hair. "Thank you, My Lord."

The door creaked open. Another beautiful lady stepped in, to Emeric's surprise. 

"I heard the sounds," she giggled. "I thought maybe you were having some fun without me." 

The lady introduced herself as Isella, a friend of Celestine, and asked if she could join them. 

Though shocked, Emeric was very aroused at the thought of having not just one, but two gorgeous women in his bed...and gladly agreed. 

Isella removed her clothes, revealing a body just as enticing as Celestine's. She was smaller, but her breasts were actually bigger, her nipples big and red and her skin was soft and warm to the touch.

As Celestine kissed him, Isella worshipped his cock, sucking on him deep and hard.

Then, she smiled and moved to Celestine's side, kissing the other woman. He watched, stroking himself as the two embraced, their heavy tits smashing together. Celestine lay back as Isella kissed her way downward, spreading her thighs. Celestine gasped as Isella began to lick her soft, wet pussy, which still leaked Emeric's cum. 

Isella sucked on Celestine's swollen clit, making her moan and whimper in pleasure.

Emeric could stand the erotic sight no longer. Hard as steel, he moved behind Isella and impaled her pretty, dripping cunt with his cock. She gasped in pleasure, her moans muffled by her face in Celestine's cunt. 

He grabbed her by the hips and slid himself deeper, pushing his cock into her with long, slow strokes.

Celestine moaned as she felt Isella's tongue licking her pussy and writhing against her cunt. Her blonde hair fell all around her face, her eyes closed in bliss.

Isella pushed her tongue as deep into Celestine's cunt as she could, sliding her lips up and down the soft mound and sucking on it. Celestine moaned and whimpered, her breath coming in short gasps.

Isella cried out in pleasure as she was fucked, Emeric's huge dick impaling her over and over. She clasped her friend's hands and struggled to stay upright, Emeric's thrusts were so deep and hard. Celestine kissed her, rubbing her nipples. 

"I'm coming, love," she gasped into Celestine's mouth. "Oh gods, he's making me come!" 

"Yes, come for him," Celestine groaned. "Come on his cock, Isella." 

Isella screamed in pleasure as she came, her pussy gushing juices around Emeric's cock as it pumped into her.

Emeric could feel Isella's pussy clench on his cock. He pounded into her, his balls smacking against her ass.

Isella began to fuck Celestine's pussy with her fingers, sliding them in and out of her tight, wet cunt. Celestine's moans were silenced with a passionate kiss as she came, her body heaving as she spasmed and contracted in ecstasy.

Emeric came hard, his cock spewing his load deep into Isella's cunt. She gasped and moaned in pleasure as she felt him spew hot jets of his seed inside her, her pussy gushing juices and her thighs soon coated with his cum as it dripped out of her.

The three lay in a tangle of naked, exhausted bodies, spent after their night of passion. They fell asleep in each other's arms, their bodies intertwined - and for the first time in his life, Emeric felt almost... happy. 
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He gripped her heavy tits, grinning with sadistic enjoyment. His cock emerged from her cleavage over and over as he roughly fucked her breasts, and Elenara's moans of pleasure filled the chamber. 

But he didn't want to cum there... he wanted to fill her tight pussy with his seed, to force a baby into Theodric's slutty little elven wife, and make her take his child instead. 

"Strip her," he ordered the guards, stroking his thick cock as he waited for his men to fulfill the order. "Then spread her legs for me." 

The men surrounding her moved quickly, tearing her last shreds of cloth apart, leaving her completely naked. They moved at her ankles, spreading her long legs until they could see her glistening wet pussy, and her tight pink slit. 

Reclaiming Tiriene: Part 12

Theodric had gained an ally: Emeric of Bramrith, a fellow warrior and the man who had freed him from captivity. He began to invite Emeric to meetings with him, to discuss plans for the kingdom and ventures into nearby forests for adventure and treasure.

"You have been a great friend to me, Emeric," Theodric confessed one night as they were having a drink together. "I have come to rely on your counsel more than I had expected."

Emeric hesitated. "I...appreciate that, my lord. I must tell you though, there is something I have been keeping from you."

"Oh?"

Emeric nodded. "I wanted to tell you before, but it's with a heavy heart that I must do so." He took a deep breath. "I know this will come as a shock but...I am your brother."

Theodric stared at him, stunned. Of all the things he had expected Emeric to say, that was the last of them. "You...you're my brother?"

"When Alaric III, our father, paid a visit to Bramrith one day, he bedded a noblewoman out of wedlock - my mother."

Theodric's mind reeled as he tried to process the revelation. He had always known that his father had a wandering eye, but he had never suspected that he had fathered a child with another woman. "Why did you keep this from me?" he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

Emeric looked away, his face pained. "I didn't know how to tell you, my lord. I didn't want to cause you any more pain than you've already suffered."

Theodric stood up and began to pace the room. He felt a mixture of anger, betrayal, and confusion. How could his own father have kept such a secret from him? And how could Emeric have hidden the truth for so long?

"Emeric, I...I don't know what to say," Theodric said finally, his voice thick with emotion. "I need some time to think."

Emeric nodded, understanding in his eyes. "Of course."

Theodric went silent in his chair, looking away.

"I will...give you some time, my lord."

Emeric picked up his sword and left Theodric's chamber, his stomach in knots.

Did I make a mistake? he wondered. Should I have kept the truth from him? But no...that was an impossibility. To hide the fact that Theodric was his own brother was the worst thing, and would only cause more problems when it finally became known.

*****

As for Theodric, his mind was reeling. He had always wanted a brother, but to know that he'd had one all along and the truth had been kept from him...

He couldn't shake the feeling of betrayal, but he also couldn't ignore the fact that Emeric had been a true friend to him. Theodric paced back and forth, trying to make sense of his emotions. He had always felt a certain connection to Emeric, but he had never expected it to be because they were brothers.

As the night wore on, Theodric couldn't shake the feeling that he needed to speak with his father about this. Yet he could not, because Alaric III was long dead.

Unless...

He decided to speak with Sylla. She had been the one to start him down this dark path; maybe she could offer some guidance.

"I know you possess blood magic," he said as she sat down in his chambers one evening. "Can you also allow me to speak with the dead?"

Sylla's eyes widened in surprise at Theodric's request. "It is possible," she replied cautiously. "But to speak with the dead is a risky endeavor. The spirits may not be willing to speak with you, or they may have their own agenda."

"I understand the risks," Theodric said firmly. "But I need to speak with my father. I need to know the truth."

Sylla nodded, her expression grave. "Very well. I will perform the ritual tonight. But be warned, my lord - the dead do not always give answers we want to hear."

Theodric nodded, resolute. He watched as Sylla prepared the ritual, lighting candles and drawing symbols on the floor. He felt a slight tremble in his hand, but he did not look away.

As Sylla began to chant, the candles flickered and the room grew colder. Theodric felt a presence in the room, and he knew it was his father's spirit. Alaric III materialized before him, looking just as he remembered him from childhood.

"Theodric," Alaric III said, his voice ethereal. "My son."

Theodric fell to his knees, unable to believe what was happening. He hadn't seen this man in so many years. Now, to see him as a ghostly figure before him... 

It was shocking. 

"You are looking well, Theodric. Mastery of the kingdom suits you." 

All the feelings he'd had as a boy came flooding back. How he had worshipped his father as a young man, thinking the very ground he tread on was sacred. He'd looked up to him as a warrior, as a mentor, as a guardian. His father had taught him swordplay, how to speak with the nobility, how to behave at court. He had been Theodric's hero. 

Until he'd learned the truth from Sylla about the War of Bones. 

And now, the shimmering form of Alaric looked almost... repulsive to him. 

But those feelings would have to wait. Right now he had to seek answers, and their time together was limited. 

"Father...I need to ask you something."

"Speak, my son," Alaric III said, his eyes hollow and dark.

"Is it true that Emeric of Bramrith is my brother?"

Alaric's expression turned pained. "Yes, it is true. I had a moment of weakness with your mother's friend, and Emeric was born out of wedlock."

Theodric's heart felt heavy. "Why did you keep it a secret from me?"

"I was ashamed of what I had done. I didn't want to hurt you, my son," Alaric III said softly. "But I see now that I only caused you more pain by keeping the truth from you."

Theodric couldn't help but feel a surge of anger. "You should have told me," he said through gritted teeth. "I deserved to know."

"I know, and I'm sorry," Alaric III said, looking down at his feet. "But there is more to this than just Emeric being your brother. You need to know about the War of Bones."

Theodric's heart rate quickened. "What is it?" he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

Alaric III took a deep breath. "The War of Bones was...a massacre. A genocide. We slaughtered an entire tribe of people, men, women, and children. It was a dark moment in our history, and it's haunted me ever since."

Theodric's heart felt heavy as he tried to come to terms with what had happened.

"You're saying you regret it? Slaughtering all those innocent people?" 

"Regret doesn't even begin to cover it, Theodric," Alaric III said, his voice filled with anguish. "I was young and foolish, and I thought it was the only way to secure our lands. But I was wrong. I should have found another way."

Theodric felt a sense of numbness wash over him. He couldn't believe the extent of the atrocities his father had committed. But he knew that he needed to face the truth if he was going to be a just ruler.

Theodric felt a lump form in his throat as he tried to process what his father had just revealed to him. "What do I do now?" Theodric asked, his voice shaking.

"You must make amends for what has been done," Alaric III said. "You must be a better ruler than I was, one who can unite our people and bring peace to our land."

"I hope you can forgive me, my son."

Theodric looked up at his father's ghostly form, feeling a pang of nostalgia. "I don't know if I can forgive you," he said honestly. "You betrayed me, father. Not only did you hide the truth of the war from me, but you kept my own brother a secret all these years." 

"You were so young when I died. I couldn't tell you these things. I couldn't let you see how weak I had been in those moments." 

"You could have left me a letter, something I could read when I was older, to know you regretted it." The words came out bitterly, Theodric's fists clenched. 

Alaric's ghostly form began to fade and shimmer. "I...you are right, son. I should have done so." 

Hearing the regret in his father's voice softened Theodric's heart. He sighed. "I don't know what the future holds, but I do know that I need to make things right with Emeric."

"That is a wise choice," Alaric III said, his form beginning to dissipate. "Remember, Theodric - family is important. Don't make the same mistakes I did." He looked gravely at his son. "And remember...forgiveness is a gift. Not just to the one forgiven, but to the forgiver as well." 

With that, his father disappeared completely, leaving Theodric shattered and unmoored. 

Sylla helped him shakily to his feet. "That was a lot to take in," she said, her voice soft and sympathetic. "But you have taken the first step towards healing, my lord."

Theodric nodded, his mind still reeling from the revelations of the evening. "Thank you, Sylla," he said, his voice barely audible. "I...I need some time to think."

"Of course, my lord," Sylla said, bowing respectfully. "Take all the time you need."

As Theodric watched her leave, he felt a weight settle on his shoulders. He knew that his father's mistakes would not be easily forgotten, but he also knew that he had a duty to set things right. He would need to confront his past, his family, and himself if he was ever going to be the just ruler his people deserved. It wouldn't be easy, but he knew he had to try.

****

"Bring in the prisoner," said Cedric, sitting on his throne, his lips curled into a grim smirk. He had successfully captured another of Theodric's little thralls: the beautiful elven battle mage Elenara, who had been wandering the castle grounds alone. 

The guards, taking no time to hesitate, opened the chamber doors and marched Elenara in. Her hands were bound with thick rope and her long golden tresses were matted and tangled. Her lovely face was dirty from the struggle, her gown torn and tattered, exposing her large breasts for Cedric to see. 

He looked upon her with a mix of contempt and admiration - she had put up a fight before finally succumbing to capture. "So you are Elenara," he said in a low voice. "You have caused me much trouble." 

Elenara lifted her chin defiantly, meeting his gaze without fear. "And I would do it again," she spat between gritted teeth. 

Cedric shot her a condescending smile as he rose from his throne and descended the steps towards where she stood. He circled around her slowly like an animal stalking its prey before stopping directly in front of her. She flinched as his hand reached down between her breasts, roughly caressing and rubbing her nipples. "Have you ever been taken by a true lord, my little elf?" 

Elenara's face twisted in disgust. "I would rather die than have you touch me," she hissed, her cheeks flushing with anger.

"She doesn't look too pleased," one of the guards said as he observed the situation. "Maybe she needs some encouragement, my lord." 

Cedric nodded. "Benwick, the spell, please." 

A tall wizard moved closer to her from nearby, his fingers shimmering with purple energy as he intoned in a deep voice. He traced patterns down Elenara's body, the ritual magic sinking deep into her mind and her physical form. She shuddered as the disgust and repulsion inside her was replaced with pure sexual desire and need, even for a man she hated as much as Cedric. 

"Now I will ask you again, pretty elf," he said, lifting her face to his. "Have you ever been taken by a true lord?" 

Elenara struggled against her restraints even as Cedric's hands moved down to her thighs, finding their way under her skirt. His long fingers stroked her smooth skin, moving slowly and surely towards the throbbing heat between her legs. "No," she moaned, feeling herself growing wetter under his touch.

"I'm going to make sure you never forget who you belong to, now," Cedric growled, his fingers exploring her dripping, throbbing folds. His tongue licked his lips hungrily as he felt her body slick with arousal. He was going to fuck this pretty elf until she cried his name in pleasure, then pump her full of seed until her belly swelled with his babies. 

She moaned, her face a mask of pleasure as he inserted his fingers one at a time, filling her with his thick fingers. Cedric watched her face as he moved them in and out, his eyes hungry with need. "This is what you were born for," he said softly. "No, this is what you were made for. Taking cock. Specifically, mine." 

Cedric moved back unbuckling his belt. He freed his huge, throbbing, hard shaft and held it before Elenara's lips. "Suck, pretty elf." 

She opened her mouth, eagerly taking his thick cock into her mouth. She sucked hungrily, licking and swirling her tongue all around his throbbing head. He moaned as she began bobbing her head, taking more and more of his cock into her mouth until her cheeks were full. 

"Ah, yes, that's good, little one," Cedric moaned, watching her as she sucked hungrily on his throbbing member. "I'm going to fuck your mouth now." 

He shoved his entire cock into her mouth, making her gag and squeal in pleasure as he began thrusting in and out of her throat. As he felt the pressure building inside him, he pulled out of her mouth and began slapping her face hard with his throbbing erection. 

Elenara felt her cheeks grow warm and flushed with humiliation and arousal as Cedric slapped her with his cock again and again. It turned her on so much to be treated like a whore, even if it was at the hands of a hated enemy. 

The men in the chamber, guards, nobles, magistrates, and the court wizard, watched hungrily, their dicks swelling as they watched the pretty, busty elven woman being roughly taken by their lord. Cedric reached for the front of her gown, ripping what was left with his strong hands, letting her naked tits fall free. 

Elenara gasped. 

"These are too big and pretty to let go to waste," he said, sliding his cock between her huge breasts. "Let's give you a nice titfuck, shall we?" 

He began roughly fucking her big breasts, the sensation of his huge throbbing cock sliding between them sending waves of pleasure through her body. He moved faster and harder, pushing her towards the edge of ecstasy with each thrust. 

His thrusts were fast and hard, sliding against her bouncing boobs and sending ripples of pleasure through her body. 

He gripped her heavy tits, grinning with sadistic enjoyment. His cock emerged from her cleavage over and over as he roughly fucked her breasts, and Elenara's moans of pleasure filled the chamber. 

But he didn't want to cum there... he wanted to fill her tight pussy with his seed, to force a baby into Theodric's slutty little elven wife, and make her take his child instead. 

"Strip her," he ordered the guards, stroking his thick cock as he waited for his men to fulfill the order. "Then spread her legs for me." 

The men surrounding her moved quickly, tearing her last shreds of cloth apart, leaving her completely naked. They moved at her ankles, spreading her long legs until they could see her glistening wet pussy, and her tight pink slit. 

"Spread her pussy," Cedric ordered, and one of the soldiers reached down, gently using his fingers to open the wet pink lips of her cunt. 

Elenara moaned as the men held her open for Cedric. Her pussy was already soaked with her juices, prepared to be taken by her hated enemy. To her horror, that idea made her even more aroused. She felt Cedric grip her hips, and then she felt the thick head of his cock press against her wet lips. 

She moaned as he thrust inside her, pushing his huge member deep inside her tight, wet cunt. She gasped as he began ramming into her, his cock pumping in and out of her. His thrusts were fast and hard, and her moans soon turned into screams as the pleasure grew more intense. She'd never felt so full, or her pussy had never felt so good. 

Cedric grunted in pleasure as he pounded Elenara's tight pussy, her juices flowing freely down his shaft and around his balls. She was moaning louder, the pain and humiliation forgotten as her pussy began to squeeze around his cock in orgasm. He smiled cruelly as he pumped into her again and again, making the orgasm last until she was close to fainting. 

Finally, he couldn't hold it back any longer. He gripped her hips hard and slammed into her one last time, his balls rising up and swelling as they filled with his hot, sticky load. He groaned as his cock deposited a big fat load inside her cunt, making sure his seed was as deep inside her as he could get. Above all, he wanted to knock her up, and force her to carry his child instead of Theodric's. 

He pulled out of her, letting the rest of his cum spray across her ass and pussy, and she screamed in pleasure. 

"Take her to my chambers," he said, direct his men. "I'll use her more later. Now I have some business to attend to," he said, zipping up his trousers. 

His guards did as they were ordered, taking the beautiful, naked, used elf, covered in cum and dripping semen from her pussy, to Cedric's quarters. There she would wait until her new master came to claim her again. 
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Isadora moaned. Cedric was cruel and vile, and that was why she stayed with him. No other man could give her this kind of pleasure, could humiliate her like him. Shame flushed her cheeks, and yet her pussy squeezed his thick, thrusting cock even tighter.

Cedric pulled away, letting her swallow. He grinned, then he thrust his cock into her mouth, watching her swallow the large rod, enjoying the way her cheeks hollowed out and her neck bulged. He reached under the bed and produced a gag, forcing it into her mouth.

He grinned as Isadora's eyes went wide. He tightened the straps around her head and around her neck, securing the gag in place. "I'm going to use your ass," he said, slapping her tits. "Your womb doesn't deserve my seed, not tonight. I've reserved that pleasure for Elenara. Perhaps she'll be the one to carry my heirs, since you haven't earned the right."

Reclaiming Tiriene: Part 13

Cedric decided it was time to launch an attack on Castle Tiriene. He had all the knowledge he needed for this purpose. Isadora had extracted information from Theodric, and they now knew the castle's weaknesses.

He could use Elenara as extra leverage, too. Theodric would never do anything to put his precious elven slut in danger, and Cedric would use that to his advantage.

"Isadora," he said to his wife one evening as they were preparing for bed. "I will need you to penetrate the castle when we invade, and find Theodric."

Isadora's eyes widened in surprise, "You want me to do what?"

Cedric placed a hand on her shoulder, "I know it's dangerous, my love, but you're the best infiltrator I've ever known. You'll be able to slip in undetected and find Theodric's weakness. Besides," he said, removing his shirt and pants, and getting into bed, "You've gained his trust." He eyed her closely. "Haven't you?"

Isadora bit her lip, turning away. She hoped he could not see her expression. While it was true that she had gained Theodric's trust during their time together in the dungeon, the passionate sex between them had also made her loyal to the Lion of Tiriene. She had not betrayed the true location of the castle's defenses... or what she knew of them.

For all she knew, Theodric could have lied. But it didn't matter, because she wasn't going to let him be in harm's way if she could help it.

"Of course, my love," she said, keeping up the ruse. She removed her necklace, and then her gown, becoming naked like Cedric before sliding into bed. Isadora had always possessed a beautiful body, and Cedric appreciated every tight curve and swell of her breasts.

He was still skeptical about the whole thing... but he had decided not to question Isadora's motives. If she claimed to know Theodric's weaknesses, then she would be the best one to capitalize on them.

As his wife joined him in bed, Cedric grinned. He loved Isadora's huge breasts and the way they bounced and swayed. He pressed her onto her back, sliding between her thighs, his hard, large cock rubbing against her skin.

"I fucked his elven slut into submission," he said, sucking Isadora's nipples. "She'll do anything I want, tell me anything I need to know."

Isadora gasped. As revolted as her husband made her feel with his constant scheming and manipulation, he knew how to thrill her in bed. In fact, her hatred of him seemed to amplify her passion, and her pussy began to gush from his cruel dominance. She angled her hips upward involuntarily. "You...you did?"

Cedric smiled, "Oh yes. I've dominated her completely. She's beyond resistance."

Isadora's back arched in pleasure as Cedric continued to suck her nipples, flicking them with his tongue and letting his warm and wet saliva drip on her skin. "You have..." She caressed his head, stroking his hair and pressing her tits deeper into his mouth.

"That's right," Cedric whispered huskily in her ear. "And after I'm done with her, her cunt will be gushing with my sperm." He grabbed Isadora's head, pulling it back. "Then you will fill it with your tongue, licking every drop of my seed."

Isadora groaned at the thought, already indulging in fantasies of Elenara's tight pussy stretched out by Cedric's massive cock, her pussy lips dripping with juice.

Cedric could see the pleasure in her eyes, knew she was imagining the elf's humiliation and suffering. He smiled, then slid his cock into his wife's wet pussy.

"Think of how much you hate her," he said, grinding his hips into hers, making her gasp . "She's Theodric's elven whore, after all. He loves her, not you, my pretty wife. No matter how many times you suck his dick, he'll never pick you for his bed."

How did he know...Isadora couldn't think, though, because Cedric's huge dick inside her drove all reason away. Ohhh," Isadora moaned. Her pussy was gushing, wet and sopping from his filthy words and the despicable truth of them. She hated Elenara, yes...jealousy boiled inside her just like the orgasm threatening to spill forth from her cunt.

Cedric embraced her tight, clutching her large breasts. He pressed his face against hers, his tongue invading her mouth.

Isadora wrapped her legs around him, pressing him closer and deeper inside her. She moaned in ecstasy as she felt his cock thrusting inside her, his member hard and thick as it filled her.

Reveling in his dominance over Isadora, Cedric paused his thrusting, grasping her pretty neck. "Open your mouth," he ordered.

She did, her eyes glazed and submissive as she looked up at him, her pussy throbbing around his cock.

Cedric let a thick, wet glob of saliva drip from his mouth into hers, making her drink it. Disgust, humiliation, and pleasure filled Isadora as she was forced to take it, her husband's power and lust nearly overwhelming her.

Cedric continued thrusting, and she knew what he was doing. He was reminding her of her failure as a wife, and his dominance over her. He was reminding her that, even when she was trying her best to please him, he could still take her and use her for his own pleasure.

"You're such a wonderful husband," she said, feeling strange and dirty yet somehow fulfilled as she kissed his face. "I'm so lucky to have you."

He started thrusting again. They had played this game a thousand times, and both knew the lines to it. "And you, my dear wife, are such a filthy whore. A disappointment. Your cunt is barely worthy to take my cock, but at least it's tight and wet, just like your slut mouth."

Isadora moaned. Cedric was cruel and vile, and that was why she stayed with him. No other man could give her this kind of pleasure, could humiliate her like him. Shame flushed her cheeks, and yet her pussy squeezed his thick, thrusting cock even tighter.

Cedric pulled away, letting her swallow. He grinned, then he thrust his cock into her mouth, watching her swallow the large rod, enjoying the way her cheeks hollowed out and her neck bulged. He reached under the bed and produced a gag, forcing it into her mouth.

He grinned as Isadora's eyes went wide. He tightened the straps around her head and around her neck, securing the gag in place. "I'm going to use your ass," he said, slapping her tits. "Your womb doesn't deserve my seed, not tonight. I've reserved that pleasure for Elenara. Perhaps she'll be the one to carry my heirs, since you haven't earned the right."

Isadora moaned around the gag, tears of shame at her eyes. He turned her onto her hands and knees, her pussy gushing wet. Reaching under the bed again, he took out a thick, heavy dildo and lubricated it with his wife's dripping juices.

"You can take this cock instead. You don't deserve mine, that's for sure," he said scornfully. Inch by inch, Cedric slid the huge penis into Isadora's cunt, stretching her pussy as it went.

Isadora groaned, her pussy tingling from the humiliation, her heart filled with love and desire. Cedric was fucking her with a dildo, reminding her with every thrust that she was not worthy of his cock.

She loved it that way. She loved it that he was impregnating Elenara instead of her. He knew how to twist every deep desire she had - like giving birth to Cedric's baby - and using it against her, keeping it just out of reach. She loved it that he had entranced her, dominated her, forced her into submission.

When the huge dick was lodged deep inside her cunt, he began to lubricate her ass with some special ointment, getting it nice and wet for his dick. Then, he slid his thick, enormous penis into her tight little ass, until he was balls deep inside her.

Isadora moaned , tears of shame and pleasure streaming down her face, drool spilling from around the gag. There she was, filled up with the dildo in her cunt and Cedric's dick inside her ass, her mouth full of his gag.

"I'm going to fuck Elenara's so hard she can't walk straight for a week," he said, thrusting into her ass, slowly at first, then faster. "And then I'm going to cum inside her, fill her with my seed. GIve her the baby you will never have."

Isadora gave a muffled cry, her pussy quivering. She closed her eyes, imagining Elenara's gorgeous face looking at Cedric as his cock slid in and out of her pussy. She moaned through the gag, the humiliation of being replaced by another woman making her cum hard.

"I'm going to make her moan, moan like a whore, so loud even Theodric will hear her. I'll knock his little elven slut up with my babies, and she'll give birth to my heirs. Not his." Cedric's hand grasped Isadora's throat, his voice gruff and dominant, his dick thrusting in and out of his wife's ass. He growled in lust at the thought of it: taking over Theodric's kingdom one way or another. If he couldn't do it by force, he would do it by knocking up all his wives.

Isadora was lost to the huge orgasm coursing through her body. Her pussy spasmed around the dick in her cunt, while her ass clutched at Cedric's thrusting shaft. She felt slutty, used, controlled, and utterly dominated by him.

Her pussy was gushing, and she came hard, her juices flowing out of her like a fountain.

Barely able to contain himself, Cedric grunted, and Isadora felt his dick throbbing inside her ass. He groaned, thrusting into her hard as his cum filled her up.

He pulled out slowly. "Enjoy that, my filthy whore wife," he said, sliding his wet penis between her ass cheeks, reaching around to slap her face gently. "That's what you're good for: taking my cum."

She groaned in shame and arousal, her ass sticky and leaking with his semen.

Cedric removed the gag and kissed her passionately, making her moan into his mouth. As cruel as he was, he loved Isadora. Their twisted relationship had gone on for years, and they both reveled in it.

*****

Back at Castle Tiriene, Theodric went to find his brother. Emeric was in his chambers, brooding over a letter he was reading. He looked up as Theodric entered, surprised.

"Lord Theodric."

Theodric closed the door behind him. "Brother...I need to speak with you."

Emeric was surprised by Theodric's tone - it was not gruff, angry or annoyed, but instead almost familial. "Of course."

Theodric took a deep breath. "Sylla helped me speak to Father," he began, his voice low and solemn. "He was in the afterlife, and he asked me to forgive him - and you - for what happened. He said that he wanted me to make amends between us, if I could find it in my heart to accept that."

Emeric stood up, taken aback. He didn't know what to say. He didn't even know conversing with the dead was possible, though he knew Sylla's magic was powerful. "Do you think we can heal this rift between us?" Emeric asked hesitantly.

Theodric looked at his brother with a tenderness that Emeric hadn't seen before. "I already have," he replied quietly. "It's time for us to move on from the past and start anew."

Theodric extended his arm to his brother, smiling slightly. "What do you say?"

Overjoyed, Emeric took his arm and stepped into his brother's embrace. Finally reunited, the two shared a warm moment, both glad to begin this new chapter of brotherhood.

****

At dinner that night, the others could sense their bond was restored. Theodric seemed cheerful again, his usual pallor returned, and Emeric was his usual self. Celestine had joined them, sitting on Emeric's right, while Emilia and Eileen were also present.

They all shared a meal, talking and joking with each other, but Theodric's expression soon shifted to one of seriousness. He put down his cup of wine and looked around the table. "I've received word from one of my informers that Cedric is planning an attack on Castle Tiriene," he said solemnly. "He has not revealed his plans yet, but I know it will be something drastic. We must prepare ourselves for whatever comes our way."

Everyone in the room felt a chill run through them at Theodric's words. "Have we any time to prepare, brother?" asked Emilia.

"Cedric's attack will happen within the next few weeks. We must prepare as best as we can in such a short time. I will gather the Council of Elders to discuss the matter and come up with a battle plan. I've already sent out orders to stock up on supplies and horses for the army. We must be vigilant."

"Are you certain Cedric is preparing to attack?" asked Eileen, worried. Her belly was swelling from her new pregnancy with Theodric's child, and she feared for the baby.

"I am," he replied grimly. "He will not give up until he gets what he wants."

"What does he want?" wondered Eileen. "Does he want a battle to the death? Surely he wouldn't risk such a thing?"

"I do not believe he will do so," replied Theodric. "He will attempt a siege, and we must be prepared for that."

Emeric stood up. "I have an idea, brother," he said suddenly. "Our enemies think we're too divided to mount a successful defense against them. I suggest we let them think that."

"Oh?" asked Theodric, turning to him. "What's your plan?"

"As you said, we have a few weeks to prepare ourselves. We can use that time to our advantage, but we will prepare in secret, hiding our greatest forces. Instead of meeting him with our whole army, we can pretend to be less prepared than we are. We will only a small force, perhaps a tenth of our men, waiting outside for his attack. If Cedric believes we are weak, he will make a move against us. Then, we will send a force to his unguarded castle, and take control."

It was a bold plan, but it had potential. "Hmm..." Theodric mused, rubbing his chin. "I will give it thought, Emeric. Please, attend our council meeting tomorrow. I believe your voice should be heard."

Gladdened to know that he was to be included, Emeric smiled, and squeezed Celestine's hand.
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A hot preview… 

He grit his teeth, his orgasm nearing faster than he expected. He withdrew from her ass and plunged his dick back into her dripping pussy. He began to fuck her hard, his balls slapping against her, his hips almost a blur as he plundered her cunt.

Elspeth moaned as his balls slapped against her pussy, the sound of their bodies coming together filling the room and her ears. The sound only brought her pleasure and added another layer to her already overwhelming orgasm.

Lord Cedric grunted, his whole body aching from the strain of holding back his orgasm.

"That's it, Elspeth," he grunted. "Oh fuck, that's it. Cum for me, my little whore."

Reclaiming Tiriene: Part 14

Cedric stood at the top of Castle Myrdin, his fortress, looking down on the land. He'd gathered all the knowledge he needed to begin his assault on Theodric's castle. With any luck, he would finally be able to take control of Tiriene and its surrounding lands.

Cedric was handsome but cruel, his dark hair neatly groomed, his face clean shaven save for a light bit of stubble. Still fairly young for a ruler, he was 25 now, and planned to seize as much of the kingdom as he could. He was ambitious, and always had been. Unlike Theodric, who wanted to be a good and just lord, Cedric's main motivation was amassing greater power.

As Cedric turned to make his way back into the castle, he caught sight of a servant girl fetching water from the nearby well. She was young and fresh-faced, her hair tied in a loose braid that fell over her shoulder. Cedric's eyes lingered on her for a moment, and then he descended the stairs to the castle below.

"James," he said, summoning his assistant. "That girl, the new servant. What's her name?"

James bowed his head respectfully. "Her name is Elspeth, Your Grace," he replied, keeping his tone even. He knew better than to question Cedric's intentions towards the girl, but he couldn't help feeling a pang of pity for her.

"Elspeth," Cedric repeated, testing the name on his tongue. "Bring her to my chambers tonight."

As night fell, Cedric sat on his bed, sipping from a goblet of wine. Elspeth entered the room, her eyes downcast. She wore a simple linen dress, her hair still in its loose braid. Cedric motioned for her to approach, then reached out to stroke her cheek.

"So, Elspeth, is it?"

"Yes, my lord," she said shyly.

She was incredibly sexy, her large breasts barely contained in the tiny corset he had instructed she be dressed in. She wore only a simple pair of thin lace panties that didn't do much to cover her pussy. He smiled to himself, knowing he'd enjoy tearing her out of those clothes.

"Damn, Elspeth. Has anyone ever told you how beautiful you are?"

She gasped as he pulled her into his arms, burying his face in her cleavage. She caressed his hair and his strong shoulders, already growing wet at the knowledge of what he wanted to do with her.

"No, my lord," she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper. He pushed her back on the bed, then stripped off her corset, flinging it to the side. Her huge, full breasts were bared for him, the nipples hard points that he sucked into his mouth, making her moan.

"I'm going to fuck you," he whispered huskily. "I'm going to fuck you, and when I do, you'll cum harder than you ever have before."

He fetched a pair of wrist restraints from his bedside table and bound her to the bed. He enjoyed having his women tied down while he fucked them. It made his dick even harder.

He laid his hand on her pussy, feeling the heat radiating through her lace panties. "You're going to cum, and you're going to cum hard, Elspeth."

He removed her panties, then pushed his fingers into her wet cunt. Elspeth moaned, her juices already escaping her pussy.

He fucked her with his fingers, enjoying the way her body squirmed as he brought her closer and closer to the edge. He removed his fingers and replaced them with his tongue, his lips and teeth suckling her clit. Her breathing was ragged, her whole body tense.

He stood, his hard cock jutting from his groin. He positioned himself at her entrance and pushed in. She gasped, then moaned as he thrust his hips forward, burying his shaft deep within her.

"That's right, Elspeth, moan for your lord," Cedric whispered, his hand on her throat, forcing her to look at him. He withdrew his dick only to push in harder and deeper, her pussy stretched around his shaft.

"Oh, my lord," she gasped. "You're so big, I can barely take you."

"Yet you are, girl. Look at how your cunt stretches to take my cock. Soft and wet and tight. I may well desire to use you on a regular basis, your pussy's so good."

She blushed at his words, thrilled and excited at the idea of being Lord Cedric's submissive for more than just one night.

He began to fuck her in earnest, his hips pistoning as he forced himself into her as deep as her body would let him. Her moans grew louder, her whole pussy clenching around him as she came.

He fucked her for several more minutes, then withdrew, taking a pair of nipple clamps from the bedside table. He placed them on her nipples and she gasped, her eyes squeezing shut from the combined pain and pleasure.

"Does it hurt?" he asked, smirking to himself.

"Y...yes, my lord. But it feels good, too."

"You'll get used to it. I know you can take more pain for me, Elspeth. You're a good girl, aren't you?"

She nodded, her body quivering from the sensation of the clamps on her nipples. "Yes, my lord. I am a good girl. I'll do as you say, my lord."

"Good girl. If you're a good girl, I might even fuck your ass before the night is through."

Cedric smiled, then bent his head to suckle at her big breasts, the clamps pinching her nipples painfully. He reached underneath to squeeze her cunt. He slid his fingers into her wet pussy, pumping his fingers in and out in rhythm with his tongue on her nipples.

"That's it, Elspeth. Cum for me. Cum on my fingers."

Her pussy clenched, the orgasm ripping through her body, the pleasure almost more than she could bear. She moaned loudly as the orgasm tore through her.

As she was still cumming, he slid his thick cock back into her, feeling the pulse and throb of her tight pussy. It felt amazing. He groaned, sinking deep into her, and began to rail her hard, growling and grunting with each thrust. He fucked her hard, his balls slapping into her as he fucked her with deep, penetrating thrusts.

She looked so fucking good like that, bound to the bed, helpless, her nipples clamped, her pussy squeezing his dick. He decided to blindfold and gag her as well.

She breathed hard as he inserted the gag into her mouth and strapped it in place. He knew she was waiting, anticipating what was coming next. He reveled in his power over her. Then, lubing up her ass, he slid his cock deep inside her tight little hole, making Elspeth moan sharply around the gag.

He fucked her ass with slow, deep strokes, loving the way her body was trembling beneath him. He began to drive in hard, deeper, his hips slamming against her round, soft ass. The sound of their skin slapping together filled the air, echoing off the stone walls of the room.

Cedric groaned as he felt her tight ass clench around his shaft. He fucked her ass with a slow, steady rhythm, enjoying the way her ass gripped his dick. He fucked her like that for a few minutes, then began to pound into her with a furious rhythm. Though blindfolded, he knew her eyes were shut tight as she took the combined pleasure and pain.

"That's right, Elspeth. Take it all, that throbbing, thick dick inside your tight hole. Your ass is so good, girl."

She moaned joyfully, ecstatic that she could please her lord so well.

He grit his teeth, his orgasm nearing faster than he expected. He withdrew from her ass and plunged his dick back into her dripping pussy. He began to fuck her hard, his balls slapping against her, his hips almost a blur as he plundered her cunt.

Elspeth moaned as his balls slapped against her pussy, the sound of their bodies coming together filling the room and her ears. The sound only brought her pleasure and added another layer to her already overwhelming orgasm.

Lord Cedric grunted, his whole body aching from the strain of holding back his orgasm.

"That's it, Elspeth," he grunted. "Oh fuck, that's it. Cum for me, my little whore."

Her pussy clenched around his thick shaft and he arched his back, his own orgasm exploding from him. He roared in dominance and pleasure as he held his cock deep inside Elizabeth's tight, wet pussy, unloading his balls into her womb. Thick jets of creamy semen filled up her pussy, spurting around his dick buried in her walls.

Breathing hard, he pulled out, watching her cunt oozing his sperm. He removed her restraints, the clamps, the gag and the blindfold, and she gasped as he took it out of her mouth. Finally free again, she gently rubbed her wrists, then smiled up at him. Every part of her ached, her pussy and nipples so sore...but it was a wonderful soreness, to know she had taken the pain for her Master Cedric.

"Did I please you, my lord?"

"Very much," he said, kissing her roughly and passionately, his mouth sealing over hers. His tongue swirled into her mouth, and she moaned lustfully against him. It amazed her how quickly she was falling under his spell. Even...falling for him.

Her heart skipped before she could stop it. Swallowing nervously, she pushed the idea of love aside, not wanting to look at the possibility of Lord Cedric not returning her feelings. She had to stay focused on her duty, to do as Lord Cedric wished.

He stared into her eyes, and she blushed, unable to look away. His gaze was so intense, so beautiful. She couldn't look away, her whole body too entranced by his.

"Stay with me tonight, Elspeth." He pulled her into his arms, nestling her butt against his groin. "I want you to sleep with me."

"But my lady Isadora...?"

"She's otherwise occupied," he said gruffly, knowing Isadora's heart was with Theodric. "It's you I want right now." 

She smiled, placing her hand on his chest. "Then I'd be honored to sleep with you, my lord."

He kissed her, his hand sliding down to her ass. He squeezed her ass cheek, then whispered in her ear, "I plan on fucking you again, before I fall asleep."

She shivered in delight at the promise of more pleasure. 

"Yes, my lord."

He kissed her again, this time more gently, his lips mild and soft against hers. She felt so safe in his arms, so loved. It was a dangerous feeling, for he was nothing to her but a servant. But she couldn't help herself, couldn't fight her feelings for him. Not as he held her against him.

He moved over her and slid his hard dick into her mouth. She swirled her tongue around the head and shaft, tasting the salty muskiness of his shaft and the precum that seeped from the tip. She sucked hard, rolling her tongue around the head, teasing him, knowing that it would drive him wild.

"Fuck, Elspeth," he groaned, his hands now cradling the back of her head, thrusting his cock into her mouth.

She moaned around his shaft, and her pussy immediately began to tingle. She was enjoying this, she realized, something she'd never experienced before. Having her mouth and throat used by her lord gave her almost the same pleasure as having her pussy fucked. 

He grunted, holding the back of her head as he began to roughly fuck her mouth, pumping his cock in and out, her lips and tongue massaging his shaft.

Elspeth moaned, her body trembling, her pussy hot and wet. Running her tongue over the underside of his shaft, she felt him shudder. He muttered something incoherent as he fucked her cheeks with quick, short strokes.

The feel of his hands on her head, of his cock sliding in and out of her mouth, was almost too much for her to bear. She moaned, feeling the beginnings of an orgasm cresting in her body, wave after wave of pleasure running over her. She sucked hard, and Lord Cedric moaned loudly, his hands holding her head tight. 

"I'm going to cum, Elspeth." 

She moaned desperately, wanting to swallow every drop of his thick seed. She soon got her wish: Cedric lodged his dick deep within her throat, and thick, hot jets of sperm filled her up. She struggled to swallow, gagging some from the size of his massive cock inside her, but also from the copious semen spurting into her throat. Saliva and cum dripped down her chin. He grunted, holding her head tight, forcing her to swallow it as well as she could. The sight of her pretty mouth wrapped around his shaft made his balls pulse with desire. She looked good like that, he decided. 

Finally he pulled out, every throbbing inch of dick slowly withdrawing from her throat and mouth until she was left gasping, cum dripping from her lips. She gazed up at him breathlessly; she had experienced a subtle orgasm just from being throatfucked. 

"You liked that, didn't you?" he asked, smirking. 

She blushed. "Yes, my lord," she said in a whisper.

"Good girl." 

He ordered her to go get herself cleaned up, then return to him in bed. He was pleasantly tired and ready for sleep. As Elspeth complied, and then sank into his arms fresh and soft, he smiled. She was a good fuck, and very submissive, eager to please the way he liked. Perhaps her destiny was not to be a serving girl. He was enjoying her so much that he might decide to keep her as his permanent sex toy. 

If he felt like it, of course. 

For now, he buried his face in her neck, breathing in her sweet scent. It was...pleasant. Almost fruity and floral. Much different from Isadora's mature, almost grassy smell. He liked that too, but in a different way. Of course, very soon, he would have many more women to choose from, once he invaded Theodric's castle and claimed his little harem for himself. 

I'll enjoy the sight, watching the mighty Lion of Tiriene on his knees while I fuck his girls. One by one. He'll just be forced to watch. Impotent. Useless. A mighty king turned to a worthless prisoner. The thought filled Cedric with glee. 

*****

When the morning came, it was time to launch the assault. Cedric's forces were ready. After a brief pep talk, he saddled up, garbed in armor, to lead the charge on Theodric's castle. His troops were excited to finally claim the land for their lord. They rode out into the woods, and within a few hours, they reached the castle. A few men placed ladders against the gate while others started to fire arrows.

Soon enough, the castle was surrounded and a great battle ensued.

Theodric's men were fierce opponents, but Cedric's forces were more numerous and better equipped. Still, it was a hard fought contest with much blood spilled before Cedric finally breached the castle gates. He roared in victory as he charged inside, his sword held aloft and his troops following behind him. The battle within quickly turned into a chaotic melee of clashing blades and screams of mortal agony.

Slowly but surely Theodric's men were pushed back until finally Cedric's soldiers had control over the entire main hall. All around them lay corpses: some of Theodric's loyal knights and many of Cedric's own men who had fallen during the fight. 

By the time they reached the throne room, Theodric was waiting, and he had a weapon in his hands.

Cedric smiled evilly. "Brave of you to meet me, Theodric."

"As brave as you to attack my castle."

"You can hardly call it a castle," Cedric said, chuckling. "You live in a hovel, while I live in a castle fit for a king."

"I am the king," Theodric said. 

"No," said Cedric. "I am."

"You aren't even fit to rule a garden, much less the entirety of Tiriene." 

Cedric chuckled at that. "You're a witty man for a useless throne ornament." 

Theodric raised his sword, poised to strike. "I'm tired of bickering with you, Cedric. Let us end this quickly."

Cedric chuckled. "Very well," he said.

Theodric charged, his weapon thrusting at the other man.

Cedric's sword knocked it aside with a clang.

Theodric swung again, but Cedric easily evaded.

"Come now, Theodric," he taunted. "Is that all you got?"

Theodric lunged again, but the king's blade was deflected with a clang, and Cedric dodged his next blow.

"You've gotten slow," Cedric said. "Try again."

Now Theodric attacked with renewed energy.

Cedric parried and evaded, but Theodric forced him back.

He kept jabbing with his sword, striking for Cedric's legs and arms.

Cedric had to step back, parrying blow after blow. Theodric was giving him hell, he realized. He hadn't expected that. At least, not yet. As much as he enjoyed a good fight, today he wanted to end things quickly. 

He swung his sword, knocking the other blade higher, then struck at Theodric's neck with his elbow.

Theodric blocked the shot, and Cedric's blade clanged against his.

"If that's the best you got, old man," Cedric said. "I'm disappointed."

"At least my wives are loyal to me." 

Theodric slammed his fist into Cedric's face.

The blow stunned him. He stumbled back, surprised, his hand on his cheek.

"Ooh, did I hit a nerve?" Theodric chuckled. "Sad because your pretty wife likes me more than you?" 

Cedric's eyes flashed angrily, and he snarled. "That bitch will learn her place!"

"No, she'll remain at my side, safe." 

Cedric wiped the blood from his lip. "You don't know what Isadora and I have together. Our relationship is beyond your petty comprehension." 

Theodric was about to reply when Cedric swung his sword.

Theodric blocked it, and they crossed blades.

Cedric charged at him, and he barely had time to parry the blow, his sword skittering across the flagstones. Cedric brought his sword down at Theodric's head, and the Lion of Tiriene ducked and rolled away. He picked up his own sword and blocked Cedric's next attack.

Cedric attacked again. Theodric fought back with renewed energy. Again and again he stabbed and swung at the lord of the castle, every shot blocked or avoided. Cedric skittered backward, keeping his balance, but the other man's swings were forcing him into a corner.

He couldn't let this continue much longer. He needed to win. He looked at Theodric's smug face, his unearned superiority. Cedric had hated him for so many years. Isadora's betrayal only angered him further.

Now, Theodric's kingdom was in his grasp. With renewed force, he let forth a series of swift strikes, aiming for Theodric's weak spots. 

Theodric blocked, but Cedric was faster and more powerful, eventually wearing Theodric down. 

He quickly stepped back as Theodric stumbled, his sword tip drooping. Cedric closed the gap between them, putting the tip of his sword at Theodric's neck.

"This is what happens when you cross me," he said coldly. "You understand that now, don't you?" 

Theodric stared defiantly at him and said nothing. Cedric chuckled. "Seems I've finally stunned you into silence. I'll enjoy watching you beg for mercy while you're being tortured in my new dungeon." 

Theodric spat blood. "You think you've won? Think again. Right now, my men are launching a secret attack on your castle." 

Cedric's smile faded. 

"Unlike you, I actually have men who can plot smart attacks. While you left your whole castle undefended, we infiltrated it. Anyone left inside will be our prisoner." Theodric got to his feet, dusting himself off. "So you'd better rethink your little plan." 

Cedric broiled with anger. If this was true... 

He thrust the sword at Theodric again. "You are no king, you pathetic piece of horse shit. You're not even worthy to lick my boot." 

He shoved the pommel of the sword at Theodric's head, knocking him out. 

Gruffly, Cedric called for his guards to take Theodric away and cast him into the dungeon. He was worried about Theodric's threat. If they had in fact assaulted his castle... well, it was bad news. 

Yet, he knew Theodric was too soft to have ordered his men to do anything serious. At worst, they'd have taken his servants and guards prisoners. Now that Cedric himself controlled Castle Tiriene, he could simply return with a force of men to his own Castle Myrdin, and rescue his people. 

He looked out across the ravaged grounds of Castle Tiriene. Everywhere, there was broken furniture, smashed doors, and scattered belongings. He saw the bodies of his opponents strewn across the ground. He gritted his teeth- they had paid a heavy price for their battle against him.

Despite the danger that still surrounded him, Cedric's thoughts turned to Theodric's wives. He wanted them for himself. Now that they were unprotected he felt an need to claim them. "Find them," he ordered James. "Elaine, Emilia, all the others. I want them all assembled in my new throne room by tonight."

James nodded, hurrying to obey Cedric's command. 

Once they were together, he would have to decide what to do with them. Those that were already pregnant by Theodric would remain at the castle. Though he could not have sex with them himself, Cedric would see that they were well-cared for. He was not a monster...just a tyrant. He smirked to himself. 

He would keep them. Let them birth Theodric's brats, then raise the children to serve him, the new master of Tiriene. Then, when Eileen and the other pregnant women had recovered, he could fuck them himself, and make them give birth to his heirs instead. 

"Now," he said, wiping his bloody blade. "Time to find Isadora." His traitor wife would join Theodric in the dungeon... or perhaps, even more cruelly, he'd just make her watch while he was tortured. 

Either way, thought Cedric, I win.
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