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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 first thing Kyrielle noticed was the heat. Not the cool mountain air whipping around the fortress balcony, nor the distant shimmer of starlight on the jagged peaks below—but him. The massive Gargoyle perched on the parapet radiated warmth like a banked furnace, the rough slate texture of his skin gleaming under the moonlight. She hesitated for only a heartbeat before stepping forwards, her bare feet silent on the ancient stone.

Dravos turned his head slowly, his glowing amber eyes tracking her movement with intent devotion. His wings, leathery and vast, twitched once before settling against his back. Kyrielle didn’t flinch when his tail—thick, prehensile, and tipped with a wicked curve—slid across the ground towards her, coiling loosely around her ankle in a silent question.

"Yes," she breathed, answering the unspoken demand. The word hung between them, charged and certain. His nostrils flared, catching her scent, and then he moved. One moment he was still as the stone he resembled; the next, his claws—carefully sheathed—curved around her waist, lifting her effortlessly until her face was level with his. Kyrielle didn’t wait. She pressed her mouth to his, swallowing the low, rumbling growl that vibrated through his chest. The kiss was an intoxicating exploration of heat and claiming. He slanted his mouth over hers, his tongue sliding deep to taste the dark, heady nectar of her desire. She met his rhythm eagerly, her own tongue tangling with his in a slow, languid dance of pure passion.

The kiss was devouring. His lips were harder than a human’s, the texture strange but intoxicating, and when his tongue slid against hers, it was hot and rough in a way that sent a shiver down her spine. One of his hands cradled the back of her head, claws tangling in her hair, while the other traced down the curve of her side, pausing at the delicate tie holding her silks together. A flick of his talons, and the fabric slithered away, pooling at her feet like mist.

Kyrielle gasped as Dravos' claws skimmed down her bare back, the rough pads of his fingers leaving trails of fire in their wake. His grip was possessive but controlled—every touch calculated to avoid breaking skin, yet undeniable in its dominance. She arched into him, her smaller frame pressing against the unyielding stone of his chest, her fingers digging into the grooves between his pectorals where the rock-like texture gave way to warmer, smoother ridges.

The Gargoyle's wings shuddered as she dragged her nails down his abdomen, tracing the deep, natural fissures that mapped his body like veins of ore. His answering growl vibrated through her, sending a pulse of heat straight to her core. When his mouth slammed back onto hers, it wasn't just a kiss—it was a claim. His tongue pushed past her lips, hot and insistent, the slightly abrasive texture dragging against hers in a way that made her thighs clench as they shared a deep, soul-stirring kiss that sealed their breaths together. One of his hands slid up to cradle her breast, his thumb brushing over her nipple with surprising delicacy before his palm engulfed her completely, the contrast between his overwhelming size and careful adoration drawing a whimper from her throat.

Dravos broke the kiss only to trail his lips down her neck, his fangs grazing the sensitive skin just below her ear. Kyrielle's head fell back, her breath coming in short, ragged bursts as his free hand roamed lower, tracing the dip of her waist before gripping her hip hard enough to thrill. She could feel the thick ridge of his arousal pressing against her stomach, the heat of him searing even through the layers of muscle and stone.

Her hands slid around to his back, following the powerful sweep of his wings where they met his shoulders. The membrane was thinner than she expected, warm and silken under her palms, and when she experimentally scraped her nails along the edge, Dravos' entire body jerked. 

Kyrielle slid down Dravos' body with deliberate slowness, her palms dragging over the rough-hewn planes of his abdomen. The moment her knees hit the stone balcony, the Gargoyle's tail twitched—a jerk of anticipation—before curling possessively around her thigh. She didn't hesitate. Her fingers wrapped around the base of him, her thumb barely meeting her middle finger, and even then, she had to stretch. The heat radiating from his skin seared her palm, the thick veins pulsing under her grip like molten rivers beneath slate.

She exhaled softly against the tip, watching his claws flex against the parapet behind her, stone cracking under the pressure. When she finally took him into her mouth, it was with a slow, testing drag of her tongue along the underside, savoring the alien texture—smooth as polished basalt yet yielding like living flesh. Dravos' growl reverberated through her skull, his hips jerking forwards in an aborted thrust before he stilled, his entire body locked in trembling control.

Kyrielle hollowed her cheeks, working him deeper with each bob of her head, her free hand kneading the heavy sac beneath. The taste of him was dark and mineral-rich, like rain on volcanic rock steeped in the ancient mythos of the old Covens. She gagged once when he hit the back of her throat, tears pricking at her eyes, but the Gargoyle's instant reaction—a rumbling purr, his claws gentling in her hair—made her press onwards. Her nose brushed the wiry thatch of hair at his pelvis, her jaw aching, but the vibrations of his pleasure thrummed through her bones like a landslide.

Dravos' tail tightened around her waist, lifting her slightly to adjust the angle as his wings shuddered wide, blotting out the stars. "Little one," he rasped, the words gravel-deep. His thumb traced the stretch of her lips around him, smearing precum across her cheek. The possessiveness in that touch sent a bolt of heat straight to her core. She moaned around him, the sound vibrating through his length, and his purr escalated into a snarl.

Kyrielle’s throat burned, her jaw stretched wide, but the low, thunderous purr resonating from Dravos' chest kept her moving. She worked him with slow, deliberate drags of her tongue along his underside, her fingers gripping the base of him where her mouth couldn’t reach. Every inch of him was thick and heavy, the heat of him searing against her lips, the taste of salt and something darker—like wet stone after a storm—flooding her senses.

His claws flexed against the stone parapet, sending a shower of dust into the abyss below. Kyrielle didn’t let up—each slow drag of her lips along his length drew another fractured growl from his chest, the sound vibrating through her skull like distant thunder. She hollowed her cheeks, working him deeper with every pass, her tongue pressing insistently against the thick vein running along his underside. The taste of him was intoxicating—dark and mineral-rich, like licking a lightning-struck monolith.

Dravos’ tail coiled tighter around her thigh, the rough texture of it scraping against her skin in a way that sent sparks up her spine. His hips jerked forwards, the movement held back but desperate, and Kyrielle moaned around him, the vibration wringing a ragged snarl from his throat. One of his hands fisted in her hair, not pulling, just holding, as if he needed to anchor himself to her. She could feel the tension in his body—every muscle locked in trembling control, his wings shuddering wide behind him, blotting out the stars.

She took him deeper, her throat stretching to accommodate him, tears pricking at the corners of her eyes. The Gargoyle’s purr escalated into something rougher, more feral, his claws scoring grooves into the stone beneath his grip. Kyrielle dragged her tongue along his underside, savoring the way his hips jerked forwards in response—only to freeze when Dravos suddenly hauled her upright with a growl that vibrated through her bones. His hands—massive, rough-hewn—curved around her waist, lifting her effortlessly until her thighs bracketed his hips. The cold stone parapet bit into her back as he pressed her against it, his body a furnace against her front. He captured her mouth instantly, kissing her deeply to share the very taste of his own essence that lingered on her lips.

Kyrielle's breath hitched as Dravos' hips pressed forwards, the thick head of him pressing against her entrance. The stretch was immediate—an exquisite burn that dragged a ragged moan from her throat. She dug into his shoulder, nails scraping against the jagged ridges of his stone-like skin, as he pushed in with deliberate slowness, giving her body time to accommodate his gigantic girth. The cold night air vanished under the furnace heat radiating from his body, her thighs trembling where they bracketed his waist.

Dravos growled low in his chest, the sound reverberating through her bones as he seated
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