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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.

      

    

​[image: ]
​

​

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​The Griffin’s Flight: An Avian Shifter Romance (Monster Rites Book 11) 

[image: ]


​CHAPTER

The biting wind snatched the breath from Caelen’s lungs the moment she stepped to the precipice, a phantom lover’s rough caress. She didn’t pull away. She had climbed into the dark specifically for this—the intoxicating sting of the altitude, thin and sweet against her flushed skin.

The aerie jutted from the mountainside like a broken bone, its edges smoothed by centuries of storm and claw. Caelen stood at the center, letting the gale whip her dark hair into tangled knots. She’d left her gloves behind on purpose; she wanted to feel the cold bite her skin, wanted the mountain to know she wasn’t afraid. Below her, the world fell away into mist and shadow. Above, nothing but open sky.

The thunder of wings came sudden, passionate. Aeris dropped from the clouds like a falling star, his massive golden frame blotting out the sun for one dizzying second before his talons struck stone. The impact sent tremors through the rock beneath Caelen’s boots, but she didn’t stagger. She’d spent years training for this moment—learning balance on narrow ridges, how to hold steady when the earth itself seemed to shudder.

Aeris straightened to his full height, wings still half-spread, feathers ruffled by the wind. His eyes—gold as molten ore, unblinking—locked onto hers. Human men had flinched under that gaze before, had stumbled back from the intensity of it. Caelen stepped forwards instead, her pulse a wild drumbeat in her throat.

The wind howled between them, but Caelen didn’t blink. She held Aeris’s gaze, her lips parted slightly, breathing him in—the crisp ozone scent of storm-touched feathers, the musk of sun-warmed stone clinging to his skin. His talons flexed against the rock, scoring deep grooves into the granite as he took a single, deliberate step forwards. Caelen mirrored him, closing the distance until the heat radiating from his body chased the mountain’s chill from her skin.

Aeris’s wings twitched, then stilled. His fingers—long, elegant, tipped with wicked black claws—hovered just above the buckles of her cloak. A question. Caelen answered by arching her neck, baring the vulnerable line of her throat. His breath hitched, a sound like wind catching between cliffs, before his talons slid under the first strap. The leather parted with a soft snick, the sound lost to the gale. She shivered as the cold bit her newly exposed collarbone, but the heat of his touch followed instantly, his feathers brushing her skin as he worked.

He was methodical, almost reverent, peeling away layer after layer. The heavy wool cloak pooled at her feet, followed by the reinforced tunic beneath. His talons traced the curve of her ribs, never breaking skin, but leaving faint pink trails in their wake. Caelen gasped when the last clasp gave way, her bare breasts meeting the mountain air. Aeris’s nostrils flared, his pupils dilating until only a thin ring of gold remained.

She reached for him then, fingers tangling in the downy feathers at the base of his neck. The softness there belied the corded muscle beneath, and she marveled at the contrast—the lethal perfection of his talons against the delicate warmth of his plumage. Aeris shuddered under her touch, a full-body ripple that sent his wings flaring wide. The gust nearly knocked her off balance, but his hands snapped to her waist, talons pressing just shy of piercing as he steadied her.

The wind screamed past them, tearing at the last scraps of fabric clinging to Caelen’s body. Aeris didn’t hurry—his talons traced the curve of her hip with deliberate tender perfection, the sweet tips catching just enough to raise gooseflesh without drawing blood. She arched into the touch, her breath hitching as the cold mountain air licked across her exposed stomach. His feathers brushed her thighs as he knelt, the golden plumes soft against her wind-chapped skin.

When his teeth grazed her navel, she gasped, fingers tightening in his plumage. Aeris responded with a low, vibrating trill—the sound thrummed through her bones, deeper than the mountain’s own voice. His tongue followed the path his talons had mapped, hot and wet against her chilled flesh. She shuddered, her knees threatening to buckle, but his wings snapped open, forming a living barrier between her body and the abyss yawning behind them.

The contrast was dizzying—the blissful scrape of his teeth along her ribs, the delicate flutter of his secondary feathers against her inner wrists as he pinned them to the rock. Caelen twisted to press closer, her nipples pebbling against the dense down of his chest. Aeris growled, the vibration rattling her teeth, and suddenly his hands were everywhere—one talon-tipped finger hooking under her chin to tilt her head back, the other splaying possessively across the small of her back.

She felt the exact moment his control frayed. His nostrils flared, his pupils swallowing the last remnants of gold, and then his mouth was on her throat—not gentle, not careful, but starving. His teeth found the tendon where her neck met shoulder and bit down just shy of breaking skin. Caelen cried out, her hips jerking forwards, and the sound she made seemed to unravel him further. His wings mantled around her, cutting off the sky, the wind, everything but the heat of his body and the relentless drag of his lips down her sternum. He didn't stop there. Aeris’s hands framed her face, tilting her head up as his mouth finally captured hers. The kiss was a revelation—deep, starving, and entirely consuming. His textured tongue swept past her parted lips, tasting of storm clouds and primal heat, tangling intimately with hers. Caelen whimpered into his mouth, her arms winding around his neck to pull him closer, savoring the dizzying friction as he devoured her breath and made it his own.

Caelen arched her throat higher, her pulse hammering against the bridge of Aeris's nose as he inhaled deeply. The scent of her—wind-bitten skin, the faint salt of exertion, something wild and warm beneath it all—made his wings twitch against her back. His exhale ghosted over her collarbone, hotter than the mountain's breath, and then his tongue followed, rough as a cat's and twice as clever.

She gasped when his teeth grazed the tendon beneath her ear, the sweetness offset by the velvet brush of his feathers against her ribs. His talons flexed at her waist, not quite piercing, but possessive—marking the dips and curves of her as if memorizing them. Every scrape of his beak-sweet incisors sent lightning down her spine, every flick of his tongue drew another gasp from her lips. When his mouth closed over the swell of her breast, she arched into him with a keening sound, her fingers tightening in the dense plumage at the base of his wings.

Aeris responded with a shuddering trill, the vibration thrumming through her chest as his teeth caught her nipple. Caelen hissed through her teeth, her hips bucking against the empty air, seeking friction he deliberately denied her. He knew—of course he knew—the way his feathers dragged across her inner thighs made her tremble, the way his talons traced the crease of her hip without dipping lower.

"Please," she breathed, the word torn away by the wind.

His answering growl was low, animalistic. He released her breast with a wet pop, his tongue flicking the tender peak once before trailing downwards. Each inch of skin he exposed to the mountain air burned, then soothed under the heat of his mouth. His teeth scraped her ribs; his feathers tickled the hollow of her navel. When his talons finally hooked beneath her knees, spreading her legs with effortless strength, her whole body tensed in anticipation.

Caelen's pulse leapt beneath Aeris's nose as he inhaled deeply—her scent tangled with wind and exertion, threaded through with something richer, darker. His exhale burned against her throat, sending tremors down her spine before his tongue followed, rough as sandstone and twice as deliberate.

Caelen's fingers sank into Aeris's plumage, the downy feathers at the base of his neck soft between her fingers—softer than the finest silk, warmer than summer sunlight. But when his tongue dragged over her pulse point, wet and rough as weathered stone, the contrast made her gasp. He didn't lick like a human; his tongue was textured, slightly ridged, and every scrape sent sparks skittering down her spine. His teeth followed, not biting but skating along her collarbone with just enough pressure to make her hips jerk forwards.

The wind howled around them, but beneath the shelter of his wings, the world narrowed to the tickle of feathers against her ribs, the sweet sting of his incisors on her nipple, the wet heat of his mouth as he worked lower. His talons flexed against her thighs, not breaking skin but pinning her in place when she writhed too
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' Soar the skies, yield to the ooze.
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Soar to new heights of ecstasy.
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