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As Isolde was getting ready for bed, she slipped into her nightgown, a silky piece of enchantment that shimmered and glided over her skin. She brushed her long, flowing tresses until they cascaded down her back like a waterfall of midnight stars. With every stroke, she felt the magic within her awaken, the essence of the forest intertwining with her very being.

A sudden knock at the door startled her, and she couldn't help but feel a thrill of excitement coursing through her veins. She approached the door, her heart beating in sync with the ancient heartwood of the trees outside. With a hesitant turn of the doorknob, she whispered, "Who's there?"

The response was silky and smooth, like the caress of a thousand leaves. "I am lost, good fae. May I please seek refuge here for the night?"

Isolde's gaze fell upon a man cloaked in darkness, his form obscured by the folds of a deep blue cloak. He had deep blue eyes that seemed to peer into her very soul, as if reading her every desire. His handsome face was angular, his jawline sharp, framed by a thick mane of raven hair that fell onto his broad shoulders. His muscular form was a true work of art, every muscle defined and honed by the magic of the forest.

She invited him in, overcome by a sense of hospitality and curiosity. As he entered, Isolde couldn't help but notice the way his cloak seemed to dance around him, as if the very essence of the forest was whispering to him. The man took a seat by the hearth, and they began to converse.

"I am on a quest," he confessed, his voice low and enigmatic. "I am searching for a rare herb that only blooms under the light of a full moon. It is said to have magical properties that can grant great power to those who consume it."

Isolde's interest was piqued. She knew the forest's secrets intimately, and she knew the herb he was seeking. "I can help you find it," she offered, her voice filled with determination. "If you let me guide you through the forest, we may have better luck."

The man nodded, his eyes never leaving her. "Then lead the way, enchanting fae."

Together, they ventured into the moonlit forest. The air was charged with magic, and the moonlight danced upon their skin like a thousand tiny fairies.

As they drew closer to the herb, something strange happened. The very air around them seemed to hum with a powerful energy, and Isolde could feel it coursing through her veins, mingling with the magical essence of the forest. The wizard felt it too, his eyes widening in surprise.

"What...what is happening?" he murmured, his voice strained with wonder.

Isolde felt her own heart racing, her body responding to the surge of magic in the air. She could sense that the herb they were seeking was not only rare and powerful, but also incredibly arousing. She took a step closer to the wizard, her eyes locked on his, and she could see the same desire burning within him.

"We need to be careful," he warned, his voice low and husky. "This magic...it's incredibly potent."

But it was too late. The magic of the herb had already taken hold, and Isolde knew that the only way to truly experience its power was to embrace it, to let go of all inhibitions and surrender to the wild, untamed energy that flowed through them both.

Without a word, she reached out and pulled the wizard closer, their lips meeting in a passionate kiss that sent shivers down her spine. The wizard's hands roamed over her body, his fingers tracing the delicate curves of her hips, the small of her back, and the sensitive skin of her neck.

As their passion grew, Isolde felt the magic of the herb coursing through her veins, fueling her desire and driving her to new heights of pleasure. She could feel the wizard's own magic mingling with hers, creating a symphony of desire that echoed in the depths of the forest.

With a sigh, the wizard took off his cloak, revealing a lithe, muscular frame that was a testament to his years of adventure and magic. Isolde's eyes widened at the sight, and she quickly began to undress herself, eager to feel the heat of his skin against her own.

As the clothes fell away, they stood before each other, naked and vulnerable, the only light coming from the moon's gentle glow. The wizard's eyes locked onto Isolde's form, admiring the way her curves had been sculpted by the forest's magic. He reached out, his fingers tracing the delicate lines of her body, sending shivers of pleasure down her spine.

Isolde felt the same desire for the wizard, the magic of the herb fueling her passion. Her fingers traced the contours of his muscles, the strength of his body a testament to the power he wielded as a wizard. She could feel the energy of the herb coursing through his veins, mingling with her own, creating a connection that was both intoxicating and dangerous.

As the moonlight danced upon their skin, Isolde and the wizard began to explore each other's bodies with a desire that was equal parts wild and tender. Their lips met in a passionate kiss, their tongues dueling as they explored the depths of each other's mouths. The wizard's hands roamed over Isolde's body, leaving trails of fire in their wake as he touched her, his fingers stoking the flames of her desire.

Isolde, in turn, reached out to touch the wizard's skin, marveling at the lines of muscle that defined his chest and abdomen. Her fingers traced the contours of his hips and thighs, watching as his muscles bulged and rippled under her touch. 

Isolde moaned softly, her body trembling with anticipation. She could feel the wizard's erection pressed against her, the hardness of it a testament to the power of the magic between them. She reached down, her fingers brushing against the bulge, feeling the heat of his desire pulsing through him. 

The wizard groaned, his breath coming in short gasps as Isolde's fingers continued to tease him. His own hands were moving now, running up and down her thighs, squeezing her hips, trying to bring her closer to him. The magic of the herb was like a wildfire, consuming them both, and they were lost to its power.

Isolde felt the wizard's fingers slip into her, sliding into her wetness as he pushed her against the tree, their bodies grinding together. She moaned again, her head falling back as the pleasure washed over her. The wizard's erection was throbbing against her, aching for release.

The wizard rammed her tight pussy with his fingers, pumping in and out of her with a ferocity that bordered on animalistic. Isolde's eyes rolled back in her head as she felt the intense pleasure building within her. 

"Oh, yes!" she cried out, her body arching against his as the pleasure grew. She could feel her own arousal building, her desire for the wizard becoming overwhelming.

The wizard felt it too, his own arousal reaching a fever pitch. With a deep growl, he thrust his fingers into Isolde once more, feeling her muscles clench around him in response.

"I'm going to come!" Isolde gasped, her body trembling with the intensity of the pleasure. The wizard pulled his fingers out of her, leaving her wet and aching for more. He replaced them with his rock-hard cock, sliding it into her with a single, forceful thrust.

Isolde cried out in pleasure, her body arching back as the wizard's cock filled her up. His thrusts were deep and powerful, each one driving her closer to the edge. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper into her, wanting to feel every inch of him inside her.

The wizard's thrusts grew faster and harder, pumping into Isolde with a wild abandon. She met his every movement, moaning with each thrust, her body trembling with the power of their passion. They were a whirlwind of desire, their bodies moving in perfect harmony as they surrendered to the magic of the herb.

"Yes, yes!" Isolde cried out as the wizard's cock hit her sweet spot, sending her over the edge. Her body shook with intense pleasure, her orgasm washing over her like a tidal wave. She could feel the wizard's own release building, his thrusts growing more erratic as he neared the edge.

"Oh, God!" he groaned, his cock throbbing inside her. "I'm going to come!"

The wizard wickedly smiled, and then suddenly pulled out of her drenched pussy, flipping her around.

"Bend over," he instructed, his voice rough. Isolde hesitated for only a moment before obeying, bending over the tree and presenting herself to him. The wizard reached around her and grabbed her hips, positioning himself at her entrance. With a deep breath, he thrust
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