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        She didn't believe in dragons—until one claimed her as his mate.

      

      

      When a powerful dragon shifter finally meets his fated mate, nothing could have prepared him for the truth — she's never been touched.

      Never been claimed.

      Never been his.

      But that's about to change.

      He's ancient, possessive, and burning with a need he can no longer contain. And she's about to discover that being chosen by a dragon means surrendering to a fire she never knew she craved.
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      A virgin curvy girl. A dragon shifter consumed by mating heat. One fated encounter that will change everything… forever.
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      A deep, shuddering groan echoed through the darkness of the woods, startling Claire from her reverie.

      She was sitting on the log bench beside her converted van’s firepit, wrapped in a thick blanket, staring at the dancing flames. It was a ritual, this solo camping trip. A way to prove to herself, again, that she was capable, independent, whole—even after the fracture. The memory of her ex’s parting words still coiled in her stomach like cold iron: “I need someone less… substantial. Someone easier to deal with.” The “thin wafer” he’d chosen had been a ghost in his Instagram photos, a specter haunting Claire’s own reflection.

      Another groan, closer this time, raw and pained.

      It wasn’t an animal.

      Claire stood, the blanket falling from her shoulders. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drum beneath the tight cotton of her tank top. The forest around her small, tidy campsite was a wall of impenetrable black, the firelight casting the only circle of warmth and visibility.

      Then, a figure stumbled into that circle.

      He was tall, impossibly so, and moved with a staggering, wounded grace. One hand clutched his side, just below the ribs. His skin was a deep, shadowed umber, almost blending with the night, except where it was interrupted by patterns of darker, polished scales that traced his shoulders and flank like living armor. He wore only simple, black leather pants, worn and fitted. From his brow curled two elegant, black horns, like polished obsidian disappearing into his hair. His eyes, when they finally found her, were a shock—dark, slitted vertically, catching the firelight and gleaming with a feral, intelligent intensity.

      What was he?

      Claire’s breath caught.

      This was no hiker. This was something… else.

      “Please,” he rasped, his voice a low, resonant baritone that seemed to vibrate in the cool air. His full lips were parted, showing a glimpse of teeth. “The light… I…”

      He stumbled again, and Claire’s instinct—the one that always made her care too much, help too readily—overrode her terror. She stepped forward, her hand outstretched.

      “Here, sit,” she said, her own voice shy, barely a whisper. She guided him to the log bench, her fingers brushing against his arm. The texture was astonishing—smooth skin interrupted by the cool, hard ridges of scales. His heat radiated through, a furnace compared to the night.

      He sank down, his gaze never leaving her. The slitted eyes studied her face, her form. Claire felt exposed. Her curvy body, accentuated by the tight tank top and short jean shorts, her generous breasts that always felt too present, too much—she was sure he saw only the flaws. But his expression held no judgment. Only a deep, unsettling focus.

      “You are alone here?” he asked, his words measured, each one deliberate.

      “Yes,” Claire replied, settling on the ground near the fire, not on the log with him. A safe distance. “I come often. It’s… peaceful and isolated.”

      A faint, grim smile touched his lips. “Not tonight.”

      He let his hand fall from his side, and Claire saw no wound, no blood. But the way he held himself spoke of a deep, internal ache.

      “What happened to you?” she asked, curiosity threading through her fear.

      “A hunt,” he said simply. “A clash. I was… displaced.” His head tilted, those dark eyes narrowing. “You took a risk, helping a stranger in the dark.”

      Claire shrugged, a nervous gesture. “You sounded hurt.”

      “And you are kind.” He stated it as a fact, an assessment. His gaze traveled over her again, slower this time. “You are also… remarkable.”

      The word hung in the air. He called her ‘Remarkable’ – and that left her speechless for a moment. Not substantial, like Eddie used to gripe about. Not too much. Claire felt a blush heat her cheeks. She tucked a strand of brown hair behind her ear, her pale manicured nails a stark contrast to the primal scene before her.

      “My name is Claire,” she offered, gingerly, unable to meet his eyes.

      “Genshi,” he replied. Then he shifted, and Claire saw what she hadn’t before—a long, muscular tail, sleek and tipped with a finer scale pattern, rested coiled beside him. It moved slightly, with a conscious, prehensile grace.

      A dragon. The word formed in her mind, a mythical certainty. A dragon-man, wounded and magnificent, sitting at her campfire.
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      The silence stretched, but it wasn’t empty. It was thick with unspoken things. Genshi’s presence changed the atmosphere of her safe, familiar woods. The air smelled different now—not just pine and smoke, but something muskier, spicy. The sounds of the night insects seemed to recede, leaving only the crackle of fire and the heavy, magnetic space between them.

      “You stare,” Genshi said, his voice dropping to a softer, more intimate register, pausing almost like he didn’t want to drive her away already. That was something she truly appreciated so much – the consideration. “You have questions… about what you see before you.”

      “I… I do,” Claire admitted, her shyness warring with a burgeoning, kinky fascination. This was beyond any fantasy she’d ever dared entertain. “Are you… really what I think?”

      “I am Genshi,” he said, as if that explained everything. “And you, Claire, are an innocent… to more than just the flesh.”

      The statement was so blunt, so candid, so painfully accurate, it stole her breath. Her virginity was a physical fact, but he spoke of a different innocence—an ignorance of men, of what he implied silently with his words, unknown to worlds like his.

      “Why are you here?” she whispered, as a flutter of fear and awareness touched her spine.

      His slitted eyes glinted. “The hunt led me. The clash expelled me,” he continued like she understood what he meant. “But now… I am here because you are here.” He leaned forward slightly, the movement asserting a natural dominance that made Claire’s pulse skitter once more. “There is a pull. A scent. Your fear is sweet on the air, calling out whether you know it or not. Your curiosity is a flame. It draws me.”

      Claire’s mouth went dry. His words were a form of flirtatious, intimate speech she’d never heard—primordial, possessive, and utterly direct. She felt her body responding, a low heat gathering in her core, an ache between her thighs. What was wrong with her? she thought silently.

      She was self-conscious, yes, but under his hungry gaze, those feelings of inadequacy began to morph. Her curves felt less like society’s outcasts and more like landscapes this man was ready to enjoy – or might explore. Her large breasts, heavy under her tank top, felt like they were waiting for a touch that appreciated their fullness… and suddenly, she was no longer comparing herself every second to Eddie’s pathetic waif of a girlfriend.

      She was a woman… being eyed by a man – by a real man, well, um… a man-ish man-like being.

      Genshi’s tail uncoiled slowly, the tip brushing against the ground near her folded legs. “You are safe with me,” he stated, though it wasn’t a reassurance—it was a declaration. “But you will not be… untouched.”

      The implication was clear, intense. Claire’s mind spun with fantasies she’d only ever read about—domination, stranger danger, the exotic unknown. And he was all of it, wrapped in dark skin and scales.

      “What do you want?” she asked, her voice a tremble.

      “To taste your scents,” he said, his tongue flicking out briefly. Claire saw it was bisected, forked like a serpent’s.

      Oh my god… she thought, marveling at the sudden idea of that tongue on her skin as he continued on, his words weaving a spell around her.

      “To watch it turn into wants, needs, cravings.” He stood, suddenly, his full height towering over her. The hidden wings she’d not seen before were hinted at in the powerful breadth of his shoulders, tucked neatly behind him.

      “Stand.”

      It was a command.

      Claire, whose personality was a tapestry of submissive threads woven with intelligent curiosity, felt the order resonate deep within her. She was already rising before her mind could catch up with the order. She stood, facing him. The firelight cast his form in dramatic relief—the horns, the scales, the intense, focused eyes—all of it, beckoning her silently.

      He reached out, not with his hand, but with the tip of his tail. It was warm, muscular, and ridged with fine texture.  She yelped lightly, dissolving into a nervous giggle at the touch. It touched her waist, just above the hip, sliding over the fabric of her jean shorts. The contact was electric, alien, and overwhelmingly sensual.

      “Your body is a bountiful feast,” Genshi murmured, his forked tongue tasting the air near her cheek. When had a man ever described her as a fuckin’ feast?

      “Heavy with life,” he breathed, but it wasn’t a complaint. No, his voice was aching with desire and reverent at the thought of her curvy body as he continued speaking, weaving a spell with his words. “Soft where I am hard.”

      The tail-tip traced upward, over the swell of her breast, straining against the tight tank top. She’d wore a tank top simply because it pleased her – Eddie had hated her in tank tops, claiming she was too ‘puffy’.

      “You have been told you are too much. But here, with me, you are everything that is needed…” he rasped, full of longing, and that settled it for her.

      Yup.

      Case closed.

      Eddie was a fucking moron.

      Good riddance, too…

      Claire wanted a man who looked at her like this – and truthfully didn’t care if he was a man or not. She deserved heated looks like this and felt it in her soul. Her eyes fluttered closed for a second. He was erotizing her insecurity, reframing it with every word, every touch. Her weight was bounty, a feast to him. Her breasts were heavy with life, not ‘jugs’ like Eddie said degrading her at every turn.

      It wasn’t just acceptance of her past; it was reverence for what was about to happen… and she was ready for this, for these feelings to happen. His hand—large, warm, with traces of scale along the knuckles—finally cupped her face.

      “Open your eyes. Look at
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