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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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