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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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The architecture of the deep ruins felt like a living, breathing entity, its pulse echoing in the heavy, incense-laden air. Daelia walked the spiraling corridors not as a wanderer, but as a willing offering. The labyrinth did not disorient her; it beckoned, the winding paths peeling back like the petals of a dying rose to guide her deeper into the earth.

​The descent had left its mark. The heavy velvet of her sweeping traveling cloak was torn from the grasping thorns of the upper levels, and the silken laces of her bodice hung loose in the oppressive, humid warmth of the underground. Yet, her steps remained steady. Her soft leather boots made no sound, though her own heartbeat deafened her. She could feel the profound, magnetic pull of the center, a psychological tether drawing her towards the inevitable.

​The narrow corridor finally gave way, bleeding out into a vast, circular sanctum bathed in the soft, eerie glow of phosphorescent moss.

​He stood waiting where all paths converged.

​Tauron’s immense form dominated the cavern, a magnificent culmination of myth and muscle. The sweeping arch of his horns nearly grazed the low-hanging stalactites, and his broad, fur-covered chest rose in a slow, hypnotic rhythm. As he turned his heavy, sculpted head to look at her, the resonant strike of a single hoof against the polished marble echoed like a drumbeat.

​There was no battle to be fought here, only an exquisite surrender. The charged, electric silence between them was a physical weight. He bridged the gap with a fluid grace impossible for a creature of his staggering bulk. The heat radiating off his colossal frame enveloped her as he stopped just inches away. With absolute slowness, his massive, battle-scarred hand lifted. His fingers—so large they could easily demolish bone—were achingly gentle as they brushed aside the torn velvet of her cloak, hooking the delicate silk ribbon at her collar.

The fabric tore like a sigh. Daelia gasped as the cold air hit her bare skin, but the warmth of Tauron’s body pressed so close chased the chill away instantly. His fingers didn’t fumble—they moved with a mastery that belied their size, peeling the ruined bodice from her shoulders as easily as stripping bark from a sapling. The silk skirts followed, the clothing snapping under his grip, and then she was naked against the stone wall, her back arching as the rough surface scraped her shoulder blades.

She expected instant death from such a creature with the way her heart hammered against her ribs like a prisoner begging for release. But Tauron only exhaled through his nostrils, the sound a low, rolling thunder. His massive hands framed her face, the rough calluses a thrilling contrast to the sudden, shocking softness of his lips capturing hers. It wasn't a beast's bite, but a lover's deep, consuming kiss. His tongue parted her lips, tasting of dark honey and primal heat, exploring her mouth with an intoxicating, swirling rhythm that made her knees weak.

When he finally tore his lips away, he dragged the flat of his palm up her side. His touch was abrasive, his furred knuckles catching on her skin in a way that made her breath hitch. Though it was gentle, it was pure claiming. Monstrous, euphoric claiming.

Daelia’s perfect sense of direction had always been her greatest gift—until now. Now it betrayed her, because every nerve in her body lit up as Tauron crowded her backwards into the unyielding stone. Her bare heels skidded against the floor, but there was no retreat left. Just the wall, the heat of him, and the sudden, seismic thud of his knees hitting stone hard enough to send a tremor through her bones.

His horns scraped the wall beside her hips, the sound like flint striking steel. She barely had time to register the vibration before his muzzle pressed against the inside of her thigh—not tenderly, not hesitantly, but with the same inevitability as a landslide. He snorted, hot, wet heat ghosting over her owned heated flesh before his tongue dragged up her slit in one long, searing pass, and Daelia’s vision whited out. It wasn’t soft. Wasn’t human. The texture was like pumice stone dipped in molten honey, abrasive and hot enough to brand, and her back arched off the wall with a gasp she didn’t recognize as her own.

Tauron didn’t pause. His tongue stroked her again, curling around her clit to lick with a perfection that made her knees buckle. She grabbed his horns for support, her fingers finding purchase in the grooves where they met his skull. He growled—a sound that started in his chest and vibrated up through her palms—but didn’t stop. If anything, the rhythm intensified, his tongue working her with a relentless devotion that left no inch untouched, the deft appendage flattening and enveloping every exposed part of her slit, curling upwards at the entrance to delve in over and over.

His tongue wasn't soft. Wasn't human. The texture was like being scoured by warm sand, rough enough to make her gasp but never enough to hurt—just relentless friction that built the pressure in her core until her thighs trembled. His muzzle was massive, the heat of his breath searing against her inner thighs as he pinned her open with the sheer breadth of his jaw. She could feel the dampness of his nose pressing against her, the way his nostrils flared to drink in her scent, and then—oh Gods—his tongue flicked against her clit with an expertise that sent sparks shooting up her spine.

Daelia's fingers tightened around his horns, her knuckles whitening as she arched off the wall. Every stroke of his tongue was a deliberate, breathtaking thing, the flat, rough surface dragging over her in long, slow passes that left her skin tingling with pure pleasure. He didn’t rush. Didn’t falter. Just worked her, each lick deeper than the last, until her hips jerked forwards of their own accord. His answering growl vibrated through her, low and approving. His tongue curled again, the tip pressing just inside her with a suddenness that made her cry out in delight as he flicked the appendage back and forth inside her hidden depths.

The sound of her cry echoed off the stone, bouncing back at her. Tauron’s ears twitched at the noise, his grip tightening on her hips as he dragged her forwards, coaxing her to ride the rough flat of his tongue. She could feel the way his breath hitched, hot and uneven against her skin, the way his muscles tensed beneath her fingers—like he was holding himself back from something far more passionate.

Then his tongue plunged deeper, the broad, textured surface fucking into her with a rhythm that matched the thunderous pulse of her blood. Her thighs clamped around his head instinctively, her heels digging into the thick muscle of his shoulders, but he didn’t stop. Didn’t slow. Just redoubled his efforts, his tongue working her in concentric circles until her vision blurred at the edges with ecstasy.

Daelia's thighs clenched around Tauron's skull as his tongue licked fire through her. The rough, ridged surface dragged over her clit in rapturous strokes only to delve deep into her inner heat to fuck into her—each pass deliberate, each flick of his thick muscle sending shocks of pleasure radiating down to her toes. The sheer size of him awed her—the way his broad muzzle pressed insistently against her pelvis, the wet heat of his breath scalding her inner thighs, the scrape of his horns against stone marking time like a metronome gone feral.

Daelia’s fingers dug deeper into the grooves of Tauron’s horns, her body arching like a drawn bowstring. His tongue was relentless—each stroke a paradox of roughness and mastery, the abrasive texture dragging over her clit with just the right pressure to make her toes curl against his shoulders. The sound of it was obscene, wet and rhythmic, punctuated by the occasional snort of hot breath against her thighs. She could feel the way his jaw worked, the powerful muscles flexing as he lapped at her with the single-minded focus of a beast savoring its prize.

And then—oh—his tongue flicked again, the broad tip circling her clit in tight, rapid spirals that sent lightning crackling up her spine. Daelia’s breath hitched, her thighs trembling as the pressure coiled tighter, tighter, until her hips jerked forwards uncontrollably. Tauron growled, the vibration thrumming through her like a plucked string, and then his tongue plunged deeper, the thick, ridged surface fucking into her. He grasped her hips, guiding her down onto his tongue roughly, deftly, and she moaned uncontrollably.

The orgasm hit her like a collapsing wall—sudden, all-consuming, her entire body locking around him as pleasure ripped through her in waves. She barely registered
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