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The obsidian scales under her palms were still warm from the sun, each one smooth and impossibly hard. Above her, the dragon’s flank rose like a mountain of living night, the rhythm of its breathing a deep, tectonic shift that vibrated through her entire body. Althea’s own breath was a ragged, excited thing in the stillness of the cave.

She’d sought a legend. She’d found a god.

A rumble, low and resonant, filled the cavern, not with threat, but with a questioning hum. You are far from your kind, little ember, a voice spoke, not in her ears, but directly in her mind, the words rich and ancient, tasting of smoke and old stone.

“I came to see you,” Althea said, her voice bolder than she felt. Her fingers traced the powerful line of his leg, the texture a thrilling contrast to the soft skin of her inner thighs, which were already slick with a desperate, throbbing need.

And now that you see me? The great head, larger than her entire body, swung slowly downward. One immense, slitted eye, molten gold like captured suns, regarded her. There was an impossible intelligence there, an age-old curiosity. What do you desire?

“I want to feel you,” she breathed, the confession ripped from her very core. “All of you.”

A sound like grinding gems—a draconic laugh. You are a brave, delicious thing. A forked tongue, longer than she was tall, flicked out, not to taste the air, but her. It dragged up her torso, the rough, velvety texture soaking her thin tunic, making it cling to her hardened nipples. She gasped, her back arching, a jolt of pure electricity arcing straight to her cunt.

Your fear is a spice, he mused, the voice curling around her thoughts. But your hunger... your hunger is the main course.

His massive claw, a thing that could effortlessly disembowel a bull, came to rest beside her. It was terrifying. It was the most erotic thing she had ever seen. With a deliberate slowness that made her pulse hammer in her neck, he used a single talon, needle-sharp and gleaming, to hook the neckline of her tunic. The fabric gave way without a sound, splitting down the middle to fall from her shoulders. The cool cave air pebbled her skin, but it was nothing compared to the inferno of his gaze.

Exquisite, the voice purred in her skull. The same talon, with impossible delicacy, traced the curve of her hip, the dip of her waist. It did not cut. It caressed. The lethal point traced a line down her stomach, making her muscles quiver, until it hooked into the waistband of her leggings. One slight tug and they were gone, shredded, leaving her utterly bare before him.

She was naked. He was a leviathan of scale and muscle. The disparity should have been absurd. It was, instead, the most potent aphrodisiac of her life. Her hand drifted between her own legs, her fingers finding her clit, swollen and aching. She circled it once, twice, a whimper escaping her lips as she imagined that scale, that heat, that impossible size filling her.

No, the dragon’s voice was a command that vibrated in her bones. That pleasure is mine to give.

From the shadowed nexus of his powerful hindquarters, something began to emerge. It was sheathed in sleek, dark scales, but as it extended, the scales parted. The shaft beneath was a stunning, deep crimson, like volcanic glass, and it was... fucking massive. Thicker than her thigh and ridged with subtle, tantalizing bumps along its incredible length. The head was a broad, flushed crown, already beading with a pearly, iridescent fluid that smelled of ozone and deep earth.

It was a cock meant for a goddess. Or a sacrifice.

Althea could only stare, her mouth dry, her own pussy clenching around nothing, weeping for it. “Fuck,” she whispered, the word a prayer.

Precisely, he answered.

The great dragon shifted, lowering his body. The heat radiating from him was immense, washing over her skin like a physical weight. The tip of his cock, glistening and hot, nudged against her stomach, and the contact was a brand. He was going to ruin her. She was going to fucking love it.

He slid the enormous head downward, through her wetness, painting her thighs with his slickness. The sensation was dizzying—so hot, so smooth, so much. It bumped against her clit and she cried out, her legs buckling. He held her up with that single claw at her back, supporting her, owning her.

“Please,” she begged, beyond pride, consumed by a need so profound it felt like madness. “Please, fuck me. I need to feel you inside me. I need your fucking dragon cock splitting me open.”

As you wish, my ember.

The pressure at her entrance was immense, unbelievable. Her body screamed in protest for a single, searing second before it gave way. The stretch was beyond anything she could have conceived. He wasn’t just entering her; he was re-making her. She was filled, stretched, possessed. A raw, guttural sound was torn from her throat as he pushed deeper, each ridge on his shaft dragging against her inner walls with torturous, exquisite friction.

He was only a fraction of the way in and she was already so full she could feel him in her throat. Her nails scraped against his scales as her head fell back, her world narrowing to the feeling of being utterly impaled. He began to move, a slow, devastating roll of his hips that was less a thrust and more a tectonic event.

You take me so well, his voice was a growl of pure pleasure in her mind. Your cunt is a perfect, hot, fucking vise.

Each inward stroke stretched her to her absolute limit, a breathtaking, painful, incredible fullness. Each withdrawal was a slow drag of those ridges against every screaming nerve ending, making her see stars. Her climax built not as a wave, but as a pressure cooker, winding tighter and tighter with every monumental thrust.

“More,” she sobbed, the word fragmented. “Harder. I can take it. I want all of it.”

The dragon needed no further encouragement. His movements became more powerful, more intense, the force of them driving her body forward with each impact. The sound of their joining was obscene: wet, slapping skin against scale, her ragged cries, his low, rumbling groans that shook the very floor. She was mindless, a creature of pure sensation, every inch of her skin hypersensitive, every thought burned away by the ceaseless, wonderful fucking.

She felt the moment his control began to fray. His thrusts became more urgent, more possessive. The pressure inside her coiled, snapped, and exploded. Her orgasm was a silent scream, a convulsive tightening around the massive intrusion, milking the dragon’s cock with frantic, involuntary pulses. White light flashed behind her eyes.

A roar, deafening and triumphant, filled the cavern. He drove into her one last, final time, hilting himself impossibly deep as his own release flooded her. It was hot, so incredibly hot, a torrent of liquid fire that spurted into her depths, filling her up.

A profound silence, thick and heavy, settled in the cavern. The only sound was the erratic rhythm of her own heart, a frantic drumbeat against the sudden quiet. Althea lay sprawled across the warm, polished stone, her body a map of delicious ruin. Every muscle screamed in protest, a symphony of ache that sang of the tremendous fucking she’d just endured. No, she corrected herself, not endured. Devoured. Consumed. And she had loved every single, impossible second of it.

The dragon’s immense heat still radiated from the stone beneath her, a comforting, living warmth. His scent—smoke, aged stone, and something uniquely, powerfully male—clung to her skin, a heady perfume marking her as his. She felt...full. Stretched and profoundly used in the most spectacular way. His fiery release was a simmering presence deep inside her, a testament to the inhuman pleasure they’d shared.

With a groan that was part exhaustion, part sheer bliss, she pushed herself up on trembling arms. Her legs felt like water, utterly useless. She needed to move, to feel something other than the glorious, aching emptiness he’d left behind.

Her gaze found him. The great beast was curled nearby, one immense, slitted eye cracked open, watching her. The intelligence in that gaze was ancient, knowing. It sent a fresh, liquid thrill straight to her core.

“I need to...” she began, her voice hoarse from screaming. She gestured vaguely toward the back of the cavern where a soft, blue glow emanated from a natural spring. “To wash.”

A low, rumbling hum vibrated through the stone, a sound of acknowledgment that was almost a purr. I will assist.

Before she could protest, his massive head nudged her gently, his snout, warm and smooth as sun-baked leather, pressing against her back, urging her forward. The sheer power in that gentle push made her breath falter. He could crush her without a thought, yet his touch was measured, precise. It was a dizzying contrast that made her pussy clench around nothing, craving that controlled strength again.

She stumbled toward the pool, her steps unsteady. The water was crystal clear and surprisingly warm, steam curling lazily from its surface. She knelt at its edge, her reflection staring back: a wild-eyed woman with flushed skin, her hair a tangled mess. She looked thoroughly, completely fucked. A slow, wicked smile spread across her lips.

She dipped her hands into the water, gasping at the pleasant heat. Cupping it, she let it stream over her shoulders, washing away the sweat and the evidence of their union from her skin. The water felt incredible, but it was a surface sensation. It couldn’t touch the deep, internal heat he’d branded her with.

A shadow fell over her. She didn’t need to look; she felt his presence like a physical weight. The tip of one terrifyingly large, obsidian claw dipped into the water beside her. It was longer than her entire arm, a lethal weapon she had just begged to be split open by. Yet now, it moved with an artist’s grace.

The claw retreated, and in its place, a single, immense digit—a finger—traced a path through the water toward her. It was covered in fine, supple scales, the color of burnt amber
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