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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 kiss was gentle. It was a spark thrown into dry tinder, her gasp swallowed by the slick press of his tongue. He slanted his mouth over hers, demanding and deep, tasting of ancient magic and raw desire. Their tongues tangled in a fevered dance, hot and desperate, exchanging breathless moans that fed the inferno between them. Magic crackled, ozone and something darker, richer—like ink spilled over old parchment. She fisted her hands in his heavy velvet robes, felt the shudder of restraint beneath her palms before he tore them open with a single jerk. The heavy fabric parted with a ripping sound, the loosened velvet pooling on the floor, lost between stacks of forgotten treatises and moonlit Lore.

"Gods," she breathed when his mouth left her lips, sliding wetly down to find her throat, when his teeth grazed the frantic pulse there to lap at the fluttering beat of her heart. Her own fingers scrabbled at his remaining clothing, clumsy with aching want, until he caught her wrist and pinned it to the desk.

The desk shuddered as ancient tomes hit the floor in a cascade of cracking spines and fluttering parchment. His forearm swept the remaining clutter aside with a growl that vibrated through her ribs where he pressed her into the mahogany. She arched against him, completely surrendered to the heat of him, nails scraping down the magnificent, scaled ridges of his abdomen as he wrestled her scholar’s robes open. Layers of velvet and brocade slithered to the floor, followed by the sweet clink of her corset’s buckles surrendering to his claws.

Cool air rushed over her exposed skin—briefly—before his mouth claimed hers again, hotter than Dragonfire. He devoured her gasp, his lips molding perfectly to hers as he drank her down. His tongue dragged against hers, sweeping the roof of her mouth and tangling deep, igniting a taste like blackened sugar and forbidden spells. She bit his lower lip just to hear him snarl, just to feel the answering dig of his talons into her hips. The last of her underthings tore like cobwebs under his grip, and then there was nothing between them but the slick, divine heat of their bare bodies crashing together in absolute euphoria.

His hands clamped around her waist, lifting her as though she weighed nothing, and the world tilted—mahogany pressed against the backs of her thighs, cool and smooth. The desk groaned under her weight, a protest drowned out by the ragged sound of their eager breathing. He loomed over her, eyes molten in the dim candlelight, fingers tightening possessively where they gripped her bare hips, anchoring her to her impending pleasure. “Look at me,” he growled, and when she did, his grin was all fangs and wicked promise.

She knew what he wanted before he spoke. Knew it in the way his cock strained against the remaining fabric of his trousers, in the way his claws pricked at her skin—not enough to draw blood, just enough to brand her as his own. “Now,” he ordered, voice rough as stone, and she slid off the desk without hesitation, knees hitting the floor with a soft thud that shuddered through her in anticipation.

The first touch of her lips to his skin drew a hiss from him, low and intensely feral. Her fingers worked the last of his clothing open, shoving fabric aside—and then she froze. Twin cocks sprang free, thick and heavy, the mesmerizing scent of musk and something darker flooding her senses. They were a marvel of magical anatomy, incredibly thick and beautifully symmetrical, their bases dusted with fine, iridescent scales that quickly gave way to impossibly smooth, scorching hot flesh. The sight alone made her mouth water—two, Gods, two—each one gorgeously ridged, pulsing with its own distinct, eager heartbeat, and weeping thick nectar at the tip. She didn’t hesitate.

Her tongue dragged up the length of the first, slow and deliberate, savoring the salt-bitter taste of him. A rumble tore from his chest, half-purr, half-praise, and his hand tangled in her hair, not guiding, just claiming. She took him deeper, gasping softly at the glorious stretch, but the noise only seemed to spur him on. His hips jerked forwards, fucking into her mouth with a groan of pure delight that vibrated through her skull.

The second cock pressed hot against her cheek, leaving a slick trail as she turned her head to lap at it. She delighted in the sheer abundance of him, exploring the fascinating sensation—how one length jumped eagerly at the swirl of her tongue while the other throbbed steadily against her face, practically begging for the same devotion. The dual stimulation had him snarling in ecstasy, his grip tightening in sheer bliss. She reveled in it—in the way his thighs trembled when she hollowed her cheeks, in the way his claws scraped wonderfully against her scalp when she sucked harder. The sounds were delightfully filthy—wet, sloppy, punctuated by his ragged breathing and the occasional purring growl when she teased the weeping tips with her tongue and teeth.

She pulled back just enough to catch her breath, lips swollen and chin dripping with his essence. His gaze burned down at her, pupils blown wide with lust, fangs bared. “Again,” he demanded softly, and she obeyed, eagerly swallowing him down with a moan that made his hips jerk in response. One hand wrapped around the beautifully thick base of the second cock, stroking in time with the wet, swirling rhythm of her mouth, marveling at how the heat of the second perfectly complemented the fullness of the first in her throat. Meanwhile, her other hand slid between her own legs, fingers slipping easily through her slickness.

Her fingers tightened around the base of his second cock, pumping in eager counterpoint to the deep, satisfying thrust of his hips into her mouth. The rhythm was beautifully chaotic—his grip in her hair dragging her forwards as his other hand clamped over hers, urging her strokes faster, messier. Precum slicked her palm, sticky and warm, and she whimpered around the length in her throat at the way his claws pricked her skin in a thrilling promise of more.

The noise he made was something between a purr and a groan, thighs flexing as he fucked her face with short, fevered snaps of his hips. Her nose pressed flush against the scaled heat of his abdomen with every push, breath coming in ragged bursts through flared nostrils when he allowed her half a second to gasp. Tears of joy streaked her cheeks—not from pain, but from the sheer, ecstatic fullness, the way her jaw hummed around him, the exquisite stretch of her lips as she happily stretched to accommodate his massive girth.

One particularly wild thrust had her moaning deep in her throat, saliva spilling down her chin, but he didn’t slow. If anything, the breathless sound seemed to spur him on; his hand left hers only to wrap gently but firmly around the back of her neck, holding her steady as he pistoned into her throat. The other cock twitched beautifully in her fist, pulsing against her fingers as she squeezed, thumb swiping over the swollen head to spread the warm slickness leaking from the slit.

The rhythm was relentless, his hips pumping into her mouth like a piston while her fist worked his second cock with passionate precision. Every jerk of her wrist mirrored the eager snap of his pelvis, her fingers tightening just below the swollen head on each upstroke—just the way he liked it, just the way which made his breath hitch in a way that wasn’t entirely human. His purring growls deepened, resonating through her skull where his claws gripped her, and she could feel the lovely vibration of it in her teeth where they scraped lightly along his length.

Saliva pooled under her tongue, dripped down his shaft, mixed with the sweet-salt of his precum until her chin was slick with it. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking hard as he thrust deeper, her nose pressed flush against the wiry curls at his base. The heady scent of him—smoke and something darker, something like old parchment soaked in rich whisky—flooded her senses, and she moaned around him, the wet vibration drawing a ragged snarl of ecstasy from his throat.

His free hand—the one not fisted in her hair—dug into her shoulder, talons pricking half-moons into her skin as his rhythm stuttered in bliss. “Fuck,” he hissed, hips bucking erratically, “like that, just—” The words dissolved into a heavy groan as she twisted her wrist on the upstroke, her thumb pressing into the highly sensitive slit of his second cock. His thighs trembled, stunning scales rippling under the immense strain of holding back his release.

His grip in her hair pulled her backwards, dragging her off his cock with a delightfully filthy pop of
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Surrender to the beast within the shadows.
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