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For the Coven.

You know who you are. The ones who linger in the dark corners of the library and crave the stories that bite back. Consider this a forbidden morsel, crafted specifically for your voracious appetites.

Devour it.
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"You kept me waiting, monster."

Vynora’s voice bubbled through the water, a playful challenge that echoed against the walls of the grotto. She was suspended in a sanctuary of light, the cavern walls shimmering with a thousand tiny, bioluminescent particles that drifted like submerged stars. Around her waist, Zaeloth’s massive, muscular tail had coiled in a secure, supportive loop, anchoring her in the buoyant void. The grip was firm yet careful, while his large, webbed hand reached up to gently cradle her jaw, ensuring her rune-etched breathing crystal remained tucked snugly against her lips, feeding her the magic she needed to thrive in the deep.

He didn't answer with words. Instead, Zaeloth’s mouth found hers in a series of urgent, wet kisses, his tongue coaxing her lips apart to taste the sweet, euphoric depths of her mouth. He devoured her softly, his lips molding to hers around the edge of the breathing crystal, demanding a passionate surrender. The magic of the stone pulsed in time with the drumming of his heart, providing a steady flow of air that allowed them to linger in the kiss, their tongues tangling in a slow, rhythmic dance that tasted of salt and ancient depths. The water around them seemed to vibrate, humming with the shared heat of their bodies as they drifted in the glowing center of the grotto.

His free hand moved with a slow, deliberate curiosity, gliding over the slick fabric of her shift until it found the warmth of her skin. He cupped her breast, his large palm providing a steady support that made Vynora feel small and cherished. His thumb, rough with the texture of the deep, dragged slowly over her nipple, circling it with a patient pressure that sent a ripple of heat through her entire frame. He mapped every curve of her torso, his fingers tracing the dip of her waist and the swell of her hips, as if he were memorizing the map of her body in the shimmering light of the cavern.

Vynora let out a soft, bubbling sigh, her hands sliding up to grip the broad muscles of his shoulders. She felt the strength in him, a solid presence that anchored her in the buoyant water. With a slow, fluid motion, she arched her back, pressing her chest further into his palms, her body craving the friction of his touch. Zaeloth responded with a low, guttural rumble that vibrated against her ribs, his grip tightening just enough to pull her flush against his scaled chest. The contrast was intoxicating—the cool, shimmering water swirling around them while their points of contact burned like embers.

The air from the crystal was sweet and steady, fueling the fire that began to coil in Vynora's lower belly. She shifted her legs, her thighs brushing against the iridescent scales of his tail, which remained coiled securely around her waist. The feeling of being held so completely, suspended in a world of blue, made her feel an intense, humming eagerness. She leaned back slightly, exposing the line of her throat to him, and Zaeloth took the invitation, his lips trailing a path of heat from her jaw to her collarbone, his breath a warm current against her skin.

Without waiting, Vynora began to slide downwards. She used the buoyancy of the grotto to glide along his massive frame, her body moving in a slow, fluid descent. She trusted the gentle hold of his hand to keep the breathing crystal perfectly positioned near her mouth as she dipped lower and lower, her hair floating in a silken cloud around her face. The glowing particles of the grotto danced in the wake of her movement, shimmering like fallen stars against her pale skin as she descended towards the source of the heat radiating from below his waist.

As she reached him, the contrast of the cool water and the searing warmth of his anatomy was a dizzying delight. Vynora opened her mouth, her lips finding the thick, velvet heat of one of his two massive columns. The seawater acted as a natural, slick lubricant, making every movement effortless as she began to take him inside, while her hands reached out to wrap firmly around the thick, pulsing base of his second shaft. She worked with a slow, rhythmic devotion, her tongue swirling over the ridges of his length, tasting the salt and the musk of the deep, simultaneously stroking the glowing veins of the twin flesh in her grasp. The water around them pulsed with a soft, rhythmic light, reflecting the growing intensity of the moment, casting dancing shadows of blue and teal across her skin.

Zaeloth let out a low, vibrating groan that shook through the water and echoed in Vynora's own chest. He didn't move to stop her; instead, he leaned back in the buoyant void, his free hand sliding down to grip her shoulder with a steady, supportive pressure. Vynora increased the pace, her head bobbing in the current as she performed deep, rhythmic fellatio. She marveled at the feel of him—the way he pulsed against her tongue, the sheer mass of him filling her mouth, and the way the water cushioned every sliding motion, all while the blistering heat of his second length burned against her palms.

The sensation was a slow build of velvet and heat. Vynora focused on the way the seawater behaved between them, acting as a shimmering, weightless lubricant that made every slide of her lips over his length feel seamless. She dipped her head, her mouth molding around him, feeling the way his anatomy pulsed in a steady, rhythmic thrum that matched the humming of her breathing crystal. Each time she moved, a cloud of tiny, bioluminescent particles swirled around her cheeks and lips, casting a soft, ethereal glow that painted her skin in shades of neon teal and gold.

Zaeloth’s groans were deep, resonant frequencies that traveled through the water, vibrating against her teeth and jaw. He was a sun in the center of the cool grotto, his heat radiating outwards in waves that made the surrounding chill feel like a distant memory. Vynora used the buoyancy of the water to her advantage, drifting her body in a slow, undulating motion as she worked her tongue over the sensitive ridges of his shaft. She took him deeper, savoring the thickness of him and the way the water cushioned her movements, creating a sensory experience that felt suspended in time.

As the heat between them intensified, Zaeloth’s grip tightened on her shoulder, not to pull her away, but to anchor her in the swirling current. He arched his back, his massive chest expanding as he breathed through the magic of the grotto, his eyes shimmering with a dark, possessive hunger. Vynora felt the shift in his energy, a tightening of his muscles that signaled his growing need. She responded by increasing the pace, her lips sealing tightly around him, creating a suction that drew a jagged, guttural sound from his throat.

The friction of her tongue against his sensitive head sent ripples of pleasure through him, causing his powerful tail to twitch and tighten its coil around her waist. He was an anchor of muscle and scale, and she was a creature of soft curves and eager desire, the two of them merging into a single, pulsing rhythm amidst the glowing water. Vynora could feel the heat of his seed building, a molten pressure that promised a release as vast as the ocean itself.

Zaeloth’s hand slid from her shoulder to her upper arm, guiding her upwards with a slow, fluid grace while his other hand brought the crystal up with her. He broke the connection of her mouth, but he didn't let her drift; he pulled her flush against him, their chests meeting in a soft, wet thud. Vynora wrapped her arms around his neck, her breathing crystal humming a bright, steady gold that illuminated the depths of his eyes. The air in her lungs was a warm, magic-laden hum, keeping her conscious and ravenous as she felt the sheer mass of him pressing against her thighs. He captured her lips again, drinking in her soft sighs as his tongue sought hers in a deep, ravenous kiss that sent a fresh wave of heat coiling through her belly.

He shifted then, his movements slow and deliberate as he guided her towards the smooth, bioluminescent cavern wall. He didn't just move her; he merged his mass with hers, pressing her back until the cool, glowing stone met the skin of her shoulder blades. The rock was slick and shimmering, pulsing with a soft light that matched the rhythm of her breathing crystal. Zaeloth’s massive frame acted as a living shield, pinning her flush against the grotto wall with a steady, grounding weight that made her feel small and cherished.

Vynora felt the water shift as she wrapped her legs around his waist, her ankles locking
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Bound by the deep, consumed

by his monstrous devotion.
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