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Chapter 1: The Fair's Enchantment

The sun hung low in the sky like a bloated orange, casting a golden haze over the sprawling meadow where the annual summer fair had erupted into life. It was the one time of year when the scattered villages of the Scottish highlands converged, a riot of color and noise that drowned out the usual drudgery of peasant existence. Tents of faded wool and canvas dotted the field, merchants hawking everything from salted meats to woven baskets, while minstrels strummed lutes and children chased each other through the dust. The air was thick with the scent of roasting venison, fresh-baked bread, and the earthy tang of livestock. For Kiera Anderson, it was a rare escape from the endless toil of her isolated croft, where she scratched out a living from stubborn soil since her parents' death five years past.

Kiera wove through the crowd, her simple kirtle of rough-spun linen clinging to her curves in the humid afternoon heat. At twenty summers, she was no fragile maiden—her arms were toned from hauling water and tending fields, her skin sun-kissed and freckled, her auburn hair tied back in a practical braid that did little to hide the wild curls escaping around her face. Men eyed her as she passed, their gazes lingering on the swell of her breasts or the sway of her hips, but she paid them no mind. She'd learned early that such attention often led to trouble, and she had no time for the fumbling advances of village lads.

She paused at a stall selling trinkets, fingering a cheap necklace of polished stones. "How much for this one?" she asked the grizzled vendor, her voice carrying the soft lilt of the highlands.

"Two coppers, lass," he grunted, eyeing her appraisingly. "But for a pretty thing like you, maybe one."

Kiera smirked, dropping the necklace. "Flattery won't lighten my purse. Keep it."

She moved on, drawn to the ale tent where laughter boomed and tankards clinked. The fair's ale was stronger than the watered-down swill at home, and she craved a moment's oblivion. Slipping inside the canvas flap, she found a spot at a long trestle table, crowded with revelers. A serving wench plunked a foaming mug in front of her for a copper, and Kiera took a deep swig, the bitter hops biting her tongue as warmth spread through her chest.

That's when she saw him. Across the tent, leaning against a wooden post, was a man who seemed out of place amid the ruddy-faced farmers and traders. He was tall, broad-shouldered, with a mane of dark hair that fell to his shoulders in untamed waves. His jaw was sharp, shadowed with stubble, and his eyes—God help her, those eyes—were a piercing green that caught the light like emeralds in fire. He wore a simple tunic and breeches, but there was an air of wildness about him, as if he'd just stepped from the misty moors rather than a neighboring village.

Their gazes locked, and a shiver raced down Kiera's spine, unbidden and electric. It wasn't just attraction; it was something deeper, a pull that tugged at her core, making her thighs clench involuntarily. She felt exposed, as if he could see straight through her kirtle to the heat building between her legs. Blushing, she looked away, but not before he smirked, a slow, predatory curve of his lips that sent another jolt through her.

He pushed off the post and sauntered over, his stride confident, almost prowling. The crowd parted subtly around him, though no one seemed to notice. He slid onto the bench across from her, his knee brushing hers under the table—a deliberate touch that made her breath hitch.

"Mind if I join ye, lass?" His voice was a low rumble, accented with the rough burr of the highlands, but smoother, more commanding than the local drawl.

Kiera met his eyes again, forcing a casual shrug despite the way her pulse thrummed in her ears. "The bench is free. But if you're looking for easy company, try the wenches over there."

He chuckled, a deep sound that vibrated through her. "Easy's no fun. I prefer a challenge." He flagged down the serving girl and ordered two more ales, sliding one to Kiera without asking. "Name's Collin. From Glenmoor, just over the ridge."

"Kiera," she replied, taking the mug. Their fingers brushed, and a spark jumped between them—literal heat, as if his skin burned hotter than a forge. She pulled back, frowning slightly, but the sensation lingered, warming her palm. "Anderson, from the valley crofts. What brings you to the fair? Trading?"

"Aye, a bit of that." He leaned in, his scent washing over her—musk and smoke, like a forest after a storm. "But mostly to see what's worth... pursuing." His gaze dipped to her lips, then lower, tracing the neckline of her kirtle where a bead of sweat trickled down between her breasts.

Kiera's nipples hardened under the fabric, aching as if he'd touched them. She shifted, crossing her legs to quell the growing ache below. "Bold words for a stranger. You always stare like that?"

"Only when I see something I want." He took a slow sip of ale, his throat working as he swallowed, drawing her eyes to the corded muscles there. "And ye? What draws a lass like you here alone?"

"Not alone now, am I?" She tilted her head, matching his flirtation with a teasing smile. The ale loosened her tongue, and the forbidden thrill of his attention made her bold. "Came for the noise, the escape. Village life gets... stifling."

Collin nodded, his eyes darkening. "I ken that well. Sometimes a man needs to break free, let the wild out." He reached across the table, his hand covering hers in a grip that was firm yet gentle, his thumb stroking the back of her knuckles. The touch sent fire racing up her arm, pooling low in her belly. She imagined those hands elsewhere—rough palms sliding up her thighs, fingers delving into her slick folds.

She pulled away, but not before a soft gasp escaped her. "You're forward, Collin McDougal."

"And ye're intrigued, Kiera Anderson." He grinned, teeth flashing white. "Come, let's walk. The air in here's too thick."

She shouldn't have agreed, but the pull was irresistible. They stepped out into the cooling evening, the fair alive with torchlight now as the sun dipped below the hills. Vendors called out last sales, and a group of dancers formed a circle around a bonfire, clapping and stomping to the fiddle's tune. Collin led her through the throng, his hand at the small of her back—a possessive touch that made her skin tingle through the thin linen.

They stopped at a stall with spiced meats, Collin buying them each a skewer. As they ate, juice dribbled down Kiera's chin, and before she could wipe it, Collin's thumb traced her lower lip, catching the drop. He brought it to his mouth, sucking it clean with a deliberate slowness that made her core throb. "Sweet," he murmured, his voice husky.

Kiera's breath came shallow. "What game are you playing?"

"No game." He stepped closer, their bodies nearly touching. She could feel the heat radiating from him, unnatural in the chill air. "Just truth. Ye feel it too, don't ye? This... fire between us."

She did. It was madness, this instant craving. Her body betrayed her, wetness gathering between her thighs, her clit pulsing with need. She wanted to push him against a tent and grind against his hardness, feel him fill her roughly under the stars. But she held back, whispering, "Maybe. But fire burns."

"Aye, but it warms too." He took her hand, pulling her toward the dancers. "Dance with me."

The music was lively, a reel that had couples spinning and laughing. Collin drew her into the circle, his arm around her waist, pulling her flush against him. His body was hard, all muscle and sinew, and as they moved, she felt the bulge in his breeches press against her hip—a thick, insistent length that made her mouth water. She gasped as he spun her, his hand sliding lower, cupping the curve of her ass briefly, squeezing just enough to send a spike of pleasure through her.

"You're wicked," she breathed, her face flushed.

"Ye have no idea." His lips brushed her ear, hot breath fanning her neck. "I could take ye right here, in the shadows. Peel that kirtle off and taste every inch of ye. Lick ye until ye scream my name."

Kiera's knees weakened, her cunt clenching at the graphic promise. She pressed closer, her breasts crushing against his chest, nipples scraping deliciously through the fabric. "And if I let you?"

He growled low in his throat, a sound almost animalistic that vibrated through her. "Then I'd ruin ye for any other man."

The dance ended, but they lingered on the edge of the firelight, breaths mingling. His hand tangled in her hair, tilting her head back as if to kiss her. But he paused, eyes flashing with something feral— a golden glint that vanished so quickly she thought she'd imagined it.

The moment broke as a group of drunken lads stumbled by, shouting invitations to join them. Kiera laughed it off, stepping back. "I should go. My kin will wonder."

Collin's jaw tightened, but he nodded. "Until next time, then."

She walked away, feeling his gaze on her back like a brand. Her body hummed with unspent desire, her undergarments damp with arousal. What was this man? No one had ever ignited her like this, made her ache so fiercely.

From the shadows, Collin watched her go, his dragon stirring within—a coiling heat that demanded he claim her. Scales prickled beneath his skin, begging release, but he clamped down, eyes glowing faintly in the dark. She was his, whether she knew it yet or not. The fair had only begun the hunt.


Chapter 2: Whispers of Desire

The days following the summer fair blurred into a haze of restless longing for Kiera. The croft demanded her attention—milking the scrawny cow at dawn, weeding the potato patch under the relentless sun, scrubbing linens in the icy stream—but her mind wandered ceaselessly to Collin McDougal. That piercing gaze, the heat of his touch, the way his voice had rumbled promises of ruin. At night, alone in her straw pallet, she'd replay their dance, her hand slipping between her thighs to chase the phantom ache he'd ignited. Her fingers would circle her swollen clit, slick with her own wetness, imagining his rough palms spreading her wide, his tongue delving deep into her cunt. But release came hollow, a pale shadow of what she craved.

A week passed before he appeared, as if summoned by her fevered dreams. Kiera was hanging laundry on the line behind her hut when she heard the crunch of boots on the gravel path. She turned, heart leaping, to see Collin striding toward her, a sack slung over his shoulder. He looked even more imposing in the daylight, his tunic stretched taut over broad shoulders, breeches hugging powerful thighs. A faint sheen of sweat glistened on his neck, and she wondered if he always burned so hot, like a forge stoked too high.

"Collin," she said, wiping her hands on her apron, trying to sound casual despite the flush creeping up her chest. "What brings you to my corner of the valley? Lost your way?"

He grinned, that same predatory curve of his lips, and dropped the sack at her feet. "Nay, lass. I came with purpose. Herbs from Glenmoor—rare ones, good for aches and fevers. Thought ye might trade for 'em."

Kiera knelt to inspect the sack, her skirt riding up her calves. She felt his eyes on her, heavy and appreciative, tracing the curve of her ass as she bent forward. The herbs were indeed fine: dried lavender, feverfew, and something exotic she didn't recognize, with a spicy scent that made her head spin. "These are worth more than I've got to offer. What do you want in return?"

His voice dropped low, laced with intent. "A walk in the woods. Time with ye."

She straightened, meeting his gaze. Those green eyes smoldered, promising more than conversation. Her nipples pebbled against her shift, and she crossed her arms to hide it. "Bold as ever. Alright, then. But mind your hands—I bite."

Collin laughed, a deep, resonant sound that vibrated through her bones. "I'd welcome the marks."

They set off along the winding path into the birch woods bordering her village, the canopy dappled with afternoon light. Birds chattered overhead, and the air was thick with the scent of pine and damp earth. Collin walked close, his arm brushing hers, each contact sending sparks along her skin. They talked easily at first—about the fair's antics, the poor harvest threatening the villages, the old laird's latest taxes. But beneath the words simmered tension, a current pulling them toward the inevitable.

Deeper in the woods, where the trees thickened and the path narrowed, Collin stopped at a fallen log, gesturing for her to sit. He unpacked a small flask from his pocket—whisky, sharp and peaty. "To warm the blood," he said, taking a swig before passing it to her.

Kiera drank, the burn spreading through her chest, loosening her inhibitions. "You didn't come all this way for herbs and chatter. Admit it."

He sat beside her, thighs touching, his heat seeping through her skirts like sunlight on stone. "Guilty. Ye've been in my thoughts, Kiera. Day and night. That dance... the way ye moved against me." His hand found her knee, fingers tracing lazy circles over the fabric, inching higher.

She didn't pull away. Instead, she leaned in, her breath quickening. "And what thoughts were those? Tell me."

Collin's eyes darkened, pupils dilating as he gazed at her lips. "Wicked ones. Stripping ye bare right there by the fire. Sucking those pert nipples until ye beg. Burying my cock deep in that sweet cunt of yours, fucking ye hard while the village watches."

Kiera's core throbbed at his crude words, moisture flooding her folds. She squeezed her thighs together, but it only heightened the ache. "God's teeth, Collin. You talk like a devil."

"Mayhap I am." He captured her mouth then, the kiss fierce and demanding. His lips were hot, almost scalding, and his tongue plunged in without preamble, tasting of whisky and smoke. Kiera moaned into him, her hands fisting in his tunic, pulling him closer. He growled in response, one hand cupping her breast through her kirtle, thumb flicking over the hardened peak.

She arched into his touch, gasping as he pinched her nipple, sending jolts of pleasure straight to her clit. "More," she whispered, bold in her need. Her own hand wandered, sliding down his chest to the bulge straining his breeches. She palmed him, feeling the thick length twitch under her fingers—hot, hard, and impossibly large. "Christ, you're huge."

Collin hissed, bucking into her hand. "Careful, lass. Ye'll make me lose control." But even as he said it, he tugged at her laces, loosening her bodice until her breasts spilled free. The cool air kissed her skin, but his mouth was fire as he latched onto one nipple, sucking hard while rolling the other between his fingers.

Kiera's head fell back, a cry escaping her. "Yes... oh, fuck, Collin." Her hips rocked instinctively, seeking friction. She fumbled with his belt, desperate to free him, to feel that cock in her hand, her mouth, her dripping pussy.

But suddenly, he pulled back, breath ragged, eyes wild. "Wait... we can't. Not yet."

She blinked, dazed and frustrated, her body screaming for release. "Why? I want you. Now."

He stood abruptly, turning away, shoulders tense. "There's things ye don't know about me, Kiera. Things that could... change this."

She adjusted her bodice, confusion mixing with the lingering heat. "What things? You're married? A thief? Speak plain."

Collin ran a hand through his hair, his skin seeming to shimmer oddly in the dappled light—almost like scales catching the sun, but when she blinked, it was gone. "Nay, nothing like that. Just... trust me. I need time."

Kiera stood, anger flaring amid the arousal. "Time? You come here, stoke this fire, then douse it? If you're playing games, find another lass."

He whirled, grabbing her arms—not roughly, but with a strength that made her pulse race. His touch burned, unnaturally warm, like he'd been sitting by a blaze all day. "No games. I swear it. Ye're mine, Kiera. But I won't take ye until ye know all."

Their eyes locked, and for a moment, she saw something primal in his gaze—a hunger that bordered on feral. It terrified and thrilled her in equal measure. She nodded slowly. "Alright. But don't make me wait long."

He kissed her forehead, a tender contrast to their earlier passion. "Soon. I promise."

They walked back in silence, the woods alive with unspoken secrets. That night, as Kiera lay in bed, her body still humming, she heard whispers from the village tavern drifting on the wind—tales of strange beasts in the hills, shadows that breathed fire, livestock gone missing. She dismissed them as ale-fueled nonsense, but a chill crept in, mingling with the heat of memory.

Collin visited again two days later, this time with a bundle of wildflowers and a pouch of spices—excuses to see her, she knew. They met in the woods once more, the pull between them magnetic. He pressed her against a tree, his body caging hers, and devoured her mouth with kisses that left her lips swollen and bruised. His hands roamed freely now, hiking her skirts to stroke her thighs, fingers teasing the edge of her slick folds.

"Ye're soaked for me," he murmured against her neck, nipping the skin hard enough to mark. "I can smell yer need, lass. Sweet as honey."

Kiera whimpered, grinding against his hand. "Touch me. Please."

He obliged, two fingers sliding into her wetness, curling to hit that spot inside that made stars burst behind her eyes. She rode his hand shamelessly, her juices coating his palm as he thumbed her clit in rough circles. "Come for me," he commanded, his voice a growl that vibrated through her.

She shattered, crying out as waves of pleasure crashed over her, her walls clenching around his fingers. But when she reached for him, to return the favor, he stopped her again. "Not yet."

Frustration built, but so did the intrigue. What secret could make a man like him hesitate? His skin was always fever-hot, his strength unnatural. And once, by the fire in her hut during an evening visit, she'd sworn she saw a flicker of iridescent scales along his arm, vanishing like mist. "Must be the light," she'd muttered, but doubt lingered.

Villagers' gossip grew louder. Old Meg, the midwife, spoke of dragon sightings—ancient beasts from folklore, harbingers of doom. "They steal maidens," she cackled over her pipe. "Ravish 'em in the skies."

Kiera laughed it off, but the words echoed in her dreams, twisting with images of Collin's body over hers, his eyes glowing like embers.

Another visit, deeper into their courtship. Collin arrived at dusk, pulling her into the barn for privacy. Hay scratched her back as he laid her down, his mouth trailing fire down her body. He spread her legs wide, exposing her glistening pussy to the cool air. "Beautiful," he breathed, before diving in.

His tongue was a revelation—hot, insistent, lapping at her folds like a man starved. He sucked her clit between his lips, teeth grazing just enough to edge pain with pleasure. Kiera's hands tangled in his hair, hips bucking as he fucked her with his tongue, delving deep to taste her essence. "Collin... oh God, don't stop."

He didn't, adding fingers to stretch her, pumping in rhythm until she came again, squirting her release onto his chin. He lapped it up greedily, eyes flashing that strange golden hue.

But again, he withdrew when she tried to undress him fully. "Soon," he promised, voice strained.

Kiera pushed him this time. "Why? What's so terrible? Do you... not want me?"

He cupped her face, thumbs stroking her cheeks. "Want ye? Lass, ye're all I think of. But my blood... it's different. Cursed, some might say."

"Tell me," she urged, but he shook his head.

"Not yet. Trust me a little longer."

As he left, the moon rose full, and howls echoed from the hills—unnatural, like thunder wrapped in scales. Kiera shivered, pulling her shawl tight, wondering if the beasts were real, and if her lover hid among them.

Their romance blossomed in stolen moments, each encounter more heated, more desperate. Collin's gifts piled up—silks from traders, jewels that sparkled unnaturally—but his hesitation gnawed at her. She noticed more oddities: his aversion to iron tools, the way animals shied from him, the faint smoke scent clinging to his skin.

One evening, as they lay entwined by a stream, his hand between her legs bringing her to yet another shuddering climax, she whispered, "I feel like you're hiding a monster inside."

Collin stiffened, his breath hot against her ear. "Mayhap I am. But would ye love the monster too?"

She didn't answer, but the question haunted her, stirring a dark curiosity that matched her desire. The hills whispered of beasts, and Kiera wondered if she was falling for one.


Chapter 3: Shadows in the Night

The moon hung fat and silver in the velvet sky, casting an ethereal glow over the rolling moors that stretched beyond Kiera's village like a sea of whispering heather. It had been a fortnight since Collin's first visit to her croft, and their stolen moments had become a ritual—fierce, consuming, yet always cut short by his inexplicable restraint. Kiera's body ached for him constantly now, a low thrum of need that colored her days and haunted her nights. She'd taken to touching herself in the quiet hours before dawn, fingers slick and urgent, picturing his hot mouth on her skin, his cock—thick and veined, glimpsed only in teasing outlines—finally thrusting deep inside her. But fantasy paled against the reality of his touch, and tonight, he'd promised something more.

He arrived just after dusk, his horse—a sleek black stallion with eyes like coals—tied to the post outside her hut. Collin stood in the doorway, silhouetted against the fading light, his presence filling the small space like smoke. "Ready for a ride, lass?" he asked, his voice a gravelly purr that sent shivers racing down her spine.

Kiera stepped forward, her simple woolen cloak draped over her kirtle, the fabric doing little to hide the way her nipples tightened at the sight of him. "Aye, but if it's another tease like last time, I might just ride you instead."

He chuckled, low and dark, pulling her into his arms for a bruising kiss. His lips claimed hers hungrily, tongue sweeping in to tangle with her own, tasting of salt and wild herbs. She pressed against him, feeling the hard ridge of his erection through his breeches, grinding subtly to elicit a groan from deep in his chest. "Careful," he murmured against her mouth, hands sliding down to grip her ass, squeezing the firm globes. "Ye'll have me bending ye over right here."

"Promises," she whispered, nipping his lower lip. But he pulled back, eyes shadowed, and led her outside.

They mounted the horse together, Kiera in front, her back nestled against his chest. His arms encircled her as he took the reins, his thighs bracketing hers, the heat of him seeping through their clothes like a brand. The stallion snorted and set off at a trot, carrying them away from the village lights into the vast, empty moors. Wind whipped through Kiera's hair, freeing strands from her braid, and she leaned into Collin, feeling the steady thump of his heart against her shoulder.

As they rode deeper into the night, the world shrank to just them—the rhythmic clip of hooves, the rustle of grass, the distant call of an owl. Collin's hand left the reins to stroke her thigh, fingers inching under her skirt, tracing patterns on her bare skin. "Ye're quiet tonight," he said, breath warm on her ear. "What's stirring in that pretty head?"

Kiera sighed, her body responding to his touch, a familiar wetness blooming between her legs. "You. Always you. But... the secrets, Collin. They eat at me. Why won't you let me have all of you?"

His fingers stilled, then resumed, higher now, brushing the damp curls at the apex of her thighs. "It's not simple, lass. My past... it's shadowed. Lonely as yours, mayhap more."

"Tell me," she urged, twisting slightly to look at him. The moonlight caught his features, sharpening his jaw, making his eyes gleam unnaturally bright. "You've heard my woes—parents taken by the fever, left to fend alone in a world that chews up orphans. No kin, no prospects but hard earth and harder men. What's yours?"

Collin guided the horse to a slow walk, his free hand now fully under her skirt, parting her folds with gentle insistence. She gasped as he found her clit, circling it slowly, slick with her arousal. "Born in Glenmoor, but not... like the others," he said, voice strained. "Father was a wanderer, gone before I knew him. Mother raised me on tales of ancient blood, curses from the old gods. I've wandered too, never fitting. Always... different."

Kiera moaned softly, her hips rocking into his hand as he dipped a finger inside her, pumping lazily. "Different how? Ah... fuck, Collin, deeper."

He obliged, adding a second finger, stretching her deliciously. His thumb pressed her clit in rhythm, building the pressure. "Hotter blood. Stronger urges. Things I can't control sometimes." His cock twitched against her back, hard and insistent, leaking pre-cum that she could feel dampening his breeches.

She reached behind, palming him through the fabric, stroking the thick length. "Let me help. Let me taste you. I've wanted to wrap my lips around this cock since the fair."

Collin growled, a primal sound that vibrated through her, almost like a rumble from deep earth. He pulled his fingers free, slick and glistening, and brought them to her mouth. "Suck," he commanded, and she did, tasting her own musky essence, swirling her tongue around his digits as if they were his shaft.

The horse stopped in a secluded dip, surrounded by tall grasses that swayed like lovers in the breeze. Collin dismounted first, then lifted her down effortlessly, his strength making her feel weightless. He spread his cloak on the ground, pulling her onto it, their bodies tangling in a frenzy of need. "Ye drive me mad, Kiera," he muttered, shoving her skirts up to her waist, exposing her dripping pussy to the cool night air.

She tugged at his tunic, baring his chest—muscled and scarred, with a faint trail of dark hair leading down to his breeches. "Then fuck me. Take what's yours."

His eyes flashed—that golden glint again, brighter in the moonlight—and he hesitated, breath coming in harsh pants. "I want to. Gods, I want to bury myself in ye, pound that tight cunt until ye scream." He leaned down, his mouth latching onto her breast through the thin shift, sucking hard enough to leave marks. His hand returned between her legs, fingers plunging in and out, curling to hit that sensitive spot inside.

Kiera writhed, her hands fumbling with his laces, finally freeing his cock. It sprang out, heavy and veined, the head flushed and weeping. She wrapped her fingers around it, stroking from base to tip, marveling at the heat—scalding, almost painfully hot. "So big... it'll split me open."

Collin thrust into her hand, groaning. "Ye'd take it all, lass. Stretch for me like a good girl." But as she guided him toward her entrance, the tip brushing her slick folds, he froze. "No... not yet."

She sat up, frustration boiling over. "Why? Damn you, Collin! Every time we get close, you pull away. Am I not enough? Or is there another lass in Glenmoor warming your bed?"

His face twisted, anger and something like fear warring in his eyes. "Nay! Ye're everything. But if I lose control... I could hurt ye."

"Hurt me? How? You're strong, aye, but I want it rough. Pin me down, fuck me like an animal." She grabbed his shoulders, nails digging in, but he shrugged her off, standing abruptly.

"Ye don't understand!" he roared, voice echoing across the moors. "There's a beast in me, Kiera. One that claws to get out. If I give in fully..."

She scrambled to her feet, adjusting her skirts, cheeks burning with humiliation and rage. "A beast? What rot! You're just a coward, hiding behind excuses. If you won't have me proper, then leave me be!"

Collin reached for her, but she slapped his hand away. "Kiera, please. I love ye. That's why—"

"Love?" She laughed bitterly, tears stinging her eyes. "Love doesn't tease and torment. Go back to your shadows!"

He stepped back, fists clenched, body trembling. In the moonlight, his skin seemed to ripple, like water over stones, but she blinked it away as a trick of the light. "Fine. But this isn't over."

She turned and stormed off, the horse following at a distance as Collin mounted and rode slowly behind, ensuring her safe return. The argument hung heavy, but by the time they reached her hut, regret softened her edges. She paused at the door, glancing back. "Collin... I didn't mean..."

He dismounted, pulling her into his arms again. "I know. Forgive me, lass." Their kiss was softer now, reconciliatory, tongues dancing in apology. His hands roamed gently, cupping her breasts, thumbs teasing her nipples to peaks.

Kiera melted, whispering, "Stay the night. No more pulling away."

He hesitated, then nodded. Inside the hut, by the dying fire, they stripped slowly. Collin's body was a masterpiece—corded muscles, scars from unknown battles, and that cock, still hard and curving upward. He laid her on the pallet, spreading her legs wide. "Let me make it up to ye."

His mouth descended, tongue lapping at her folds with renewed fervor. He sucked her clit, fingers scissoring inside her, stretching and probing. Kiera bucked, hands in his hair, "Yes... eat my pussy, Collin. Make me come."

He did, relentlessly, until she shattered, juices flooding his mouth. But as she reached for him, urging him inside, he pulled back once more. "Soon," he promised, voice hoarse. "When I can trust myself."

Frustrated but sated, she curled against him, feeling his unnatural heat ward off the chill. As she drifted to sleep, Collin slipped outside, the need too great. In the shadows behind the hut, he let the shift come—a brief, agonizing release. Scales erupted along his arms, wings half-forming before he clamped down, breathing fire into the night sky, a silent plume that dissipated like mist. The dragon roared inwardly, demanding its mate, but he forced it back, returning to her side.

Unbeknownst to Kiera, the villagers stirred that night, whispers of flames on the horizon fueling the old tales. Beasts in the shadows, they said. And in her dreams, Kiera saw eyes like embers, watching, waiting. The revelation loomed, a storm on the moors.


Chapter 4: The Unveiling

The weight of unspoken truths hung heavy between Kiera and Collin in the days following their moonlit ride. Their encounters grew more fervent, as if the barrier he erected only fueled the fire. Kiera pushed him harder, her frustration manifesting in bold demands during their trysts—fingers clawing at his back, teeth grazing his skin, urging him to claim her fully. But always, at the precipice, he'd withdraw, his body trembling with restraint, eyes shadowed by secrets. The village whispers grew louder too: more tales of fiery shadows in the hills, sheep vanishing in the night, claw marks scored into ancient standing stones. Kiera dismissed them as superstition, but a nagging doubt wormed into her heart. Collin's heat, his strength, that fleeting golden flash in his gaze—it all pointed to something otherworldly.

One crisp evening, as autumn's chill began to nip at the air, Collin arrived at her croft with a determined set to his jaw. He didn't bring gifts this time, just a quiet intensity that made Kiera's pulse quicken. "Come with me, lass," he said, extending a hand. "To the glen beyond the river. There's something I must show ye."

Kiera eyed him warily, her apron dusted with flour from baking bannocks. "Show me? Or tease me again? If it's another night of half-measures, Collin, I'm done."

He stepped closer, cupping her face in his hands—palms fever-hot, as always. "No more half-measures. Tonight, ye'll know all of me. The good, the beastly. And then... ye decide."

His words sent a thrill through her, mingled with unease. She nodded, grabbing her cloak, and they set off on foot, the path winding through misty meadows toward the secluded glen—a hidden bowl of earth ringed by ancient oaks, where the river murmured like a lover's sigh. The sun dipped low, painting the sky in bruised purples and golds, and the air carried the scent of damp leaves and impending rain. As they walked, Collin's hand intertwined with hers, his thumb stroking her skin in soothing circles.

"Ye're quiet," Kiera observed, squeezing his fingers. "Scared I'll run?"

"Aye," he admitted, voice rough. "Terrified. But I can't hide forever. Not from ye."

They reached the glen as twilight deepened, the space feeling sacred, isolated from the world's prying eyes. Collin spread a blanket on the soft moss, pulling her down beside him. For a moment, they simply sat, his arm around her shoulders, her head on his chest. Then, passion ignited as it always did—swift and consuming.

He kissed her deeply, tongue exploring her mouth with a hunger that bordered on desperation. Kiera responded in kind, straddling his lap, grinding against the hard bulge in his breeches. "Show me everything," she murmured, tugging at his tunic. "No holding back."

Collin groaned, hands roaming up her thighs, bunching her skirts. "Gods, Kiera, ye're my undoing." He flipped her onto her back, settling between her legs, his weight a delicious pressure. His mouth trailed fire down her neck, nipping at her collarbone before latching onto a breast through her shift. He sucked hard, teeth grazing the nipple, drawing a gasp from her.

She arched, fingers threading through his hair. "More... touch me everywhere."

He obliged, shoving her shift aside to expose her breasts—full and heaving, nipples puckered in the cool air. His tongue swirled around one peak, then the other, while his hand delved between her thighs, finding her already slick and swollen. "So wet for me," he growled, fingers parting her folds, stroking her clit with expert precision. "This cunt weeps for my cock, doesn't it?"

Kiera bucked against his hand, moaning. "Yes... fuck me with your fingers first. Stretch me."

He plunged two fingers inside her, curling them to stroke that sensitive ridge within, his thumb circling her clit in tandem. She was drenched, her juices coating his hand, the lewd sounds of his pumping filling the glen. "Ye're tight, lass. Gripping me like ye never want to let go." He added a third finger, stretching her further, the slight burn heightening her pleasure.

Kiera's hips rocked frantically, chasing release. "Collin... I'm close. Make me come."

He pumped faster, his mouth returning to her breast, biting down just enough to send her over the edge. She shattered, crying out as waves of ecstasy crashed through her, her walls clenching around his fingers, squirting her release onto his palm. He lapped at her skin, murmuring praises, but didn't stop—kept fingering her through the aftershocks, drawing out every tremor.

Panting, she reached for his breeches, unlacing them with trembling hands. His cock sprang free—thick, veined, the head glistening with pre-cum. She stroked him, thumb smearing the fluid over the tip. "Now you. Let me suck you."

Collin hissed, thrusting into her fist. "Aye... take me in that pretty mouth."

She knelt before him, tongue flicking out to taste the salty bead at his slit. Then she engulfed him, lips stretching around his girth, sucking deeply. He was scorching hot, throbbing on her tongue as she bobbed, taking him deeper with each pass. Her hand worked the base, twisting in rhythm, while her other cupped his heavy balls, massaging gently.

"Fuck, Kiera... ye're a goddess." His hands fisted in her hair, guiding her pace, hips bucking slightly. She hollowed her cheeks, humming around him, the vibration making him groan. Saliva dripped down her chin, mixing with his pre-cum, the taste intoxicating—musky, wild, like smoke and earth.

But as she felt him swell, nearing the brink, he pulled her off with a tortured growl. "Enough. I can't... not like this."

Kiera wiped her mouth, frustration flaring anew. "Why? Damn it, Collin, why stop now?"

He stood, pacing the glen, breath ragged. His skin gleamed with sweat, and in the fading light, she swore she saw a shimmer along his arms—like iridescent scales catching the moon's first rays. "Because if I come, the beast takes over. And ye need to see it first."

"Beast?" She rose, heart pounding. "What are ye talking about? Stop with the riddles!"

Collin turned to her, eyes pleading. "I love ye, Kiera. More than life. But I'm not... human. Not fully." He took a deep breath, stepping back. "Watch. And forgive me if ye can."

Before her eyes, the transformation began. His skin rippled, as if something writhed beneath. Scales erupted along his arms—emerald and gold, shimmering like jewels. His fingers elongated, claws tipping them, sharp and curved. From his back, wings unfurled—leathery, bat-like, spanning wide enough to cast shadows. His eyes glowed golden, pupils slitting vertically, and faint smoke curled from his nostrils. He was still mostly man—his face recognizable, body upright—but the draconic features twisted him into something monstrous, a creature from the old tales.

Kiera stumbled back, hand flying to her mouth. "God preserve me... what sorcery is this? Ye're... a dragon?"

Collin's voice was deeper, resonant, edged with a rumble. "Aye. A shape-shifter. Cursed blood from ancient lines. I turn at will, or when the urge is too strong—like in passion. I've fought it for ye, but I can't hide anymore."

Terror gripped her, cold and vise-like. Images flashed: witches burned at the stake, villagers with pitchforks hunting beasts. If anyone discovered this... damnation awaited them both. "Ye lied to me! Tricked me with sweet words and touches, all while hiding this... abomination!"

"Kiera, please," he begged, reaching out with a clawed hand. The wings folded slightly, but the scales gleamed menacingly. "It's me. Collin. The man who loves ye. This form... it's part of me, but not all."

She backed away further, shaking her head. "No! Ye're a demon, a witch's spawn! The village speaks of dragons stealing souls, ravishing maidens. Is that what ye wanted? To claim me for yer horde?"

His face crumpled, pain etching his features. "Never. I wanted ye as my mate, my equal. But if ye fear me..."

"Fear?" She laughed hysterically, tears streaming. "I'm terrified! Of ye, of what this means. The church would call it witchcraft, burn us both!"

Collin's form shuddered, the partial shift receding slowly—scales sinking back, claws retracting, wings vanishing with a leathery snap. He stood human again, vulnerable, but the memory seared her mind. "Then go. If ye can't love the beast, ye can't love me."

Kiera turned and fled, skirts hiked, feet pounding the earth. His pleas echoed behind her—"Kiera! Wait! I love ye!"—but she didn't stop. Branches whipped her face, tears blurring her vision, as she raced back to the village. The glen faded into the night, but the horror clung to her like smoke.

Safe in her hut, door barred, she collapsed onto her pallet, sobbing. Betrayal warred with lingering desire—the way his touch ignited her, the passion unmatched. But a dragon? In a world where such things meant death? She vowed to forget him, to bury the ache. Yet, as sleep claimed her, dreams twisted: Collin's scaled form over her, claws gentle on her skin, wings enfolding her in ecstasy. The terror lingered, but so did the forbidden thrill. What had she unleashed?


Chapter 5: Echoes of Longing

The nights blurred into a torment of shadows and fevered visions for Kiera. Since fleeing the glen, her world had shrunk to the confines of her croft, where every creak of the timber and whisper of the wind conjured images of scales and glowing eyes. Sleep evaded her, and when it came, it brought nightmares: Collin's clawed hands raking her skin, not in pain but in ecstasy; wings enfolding her as his monstrous form pressed her into the earth, thrusting with a primal fury that left her gasping. She'd wake drenched in sweat, her thighs slick with arousal, hand instinctively slipping between her legs to quell the ache. Fingers circling her swollen clit, she'd imagine his hot tongue there instead, lapping at her folds until she came with a muffled cry, shame flooding her in the aftermath.

By day, the village buzzed with unease. More tales of beasts in the hills—crops trampled under massive feet, eerie roars echoing at midnight. Old Meg cornered Kiera at the well one morning, her wrinkled face alight with gossip. "Ye look peaked, lass. Bags under yer eyes like ye've seen the devil himself. What's ailin' ye?"

Kiera hauled up the bucket, water sloshing over the rim. "Just bad dreams, Meg. Nothin' more."

The old woman cackled, leaning on her staff. "Dreams of fire and fangs, I'll wager. The dragon's curse is upon us. Mark my words, it'll claim a maiden soon—ravish her in the skies, fill her with its seed till she bursts."

Kiera's cheeks burned, the crude words stirring unwelcome heat low in her belly. "Superstitious rot. It's probably wolves or bandits."

Meg eyed her shrewdly. "Ye've been scarce lately. Sneakin' off with that stranger from Glenmoor? Heard he's odd—hot to the touch, like a fevered beast."

Kiera forced a laugh, but it rang hollow. "Mind yer own, old crone." She hurried away, heart pounding. The suspicions gnawed at her; if the villagers linked Collin to the sightings, pitchforks and torches would follow.

She confided vaguely in her closest friend, Elara, a plump weaver with a kind heart and a sharp tongue. They met in Elara's hut over mugs of herbal tea, the scent of dried lavender masking the musty air. "There's a man," Kiera admitted, staring into her cup. "From another village. He's... different. Secrets that scare me."

Elara raised a brow, stirring honey into her tea. "Different how? Ugly? Married? Or does he fancy the lads?"

"Nay, nothing like that." Kiera hesitated, the weight of the truth too heavy to share fully. "He's got a darkness in him. Something wild, dangerous. But God help me, I love him still."

Elara patted her hand. "Love's a fool's game, Kiera. If he scares ye, cut him loose. Plenty of sturdy lads here who'd warm yer bed without the drama."

Kiera nodded absently, but the words echoed empty. As days turned to a week, the fear ebbed, replaced by a hollow longing. Collin's touch haunted her—the way his fingers had delved into her wetness, stretching and claiming; his mouth on her breasts, sucking until she arched in bliss. The beastly form terrified her, aye, but in her dreams, it thrilled her too. Scales rough against her skin, claws pinning her wrists as he drove into her with inhuman strength. Was she damned for craving it?

One stormy afternoon, resolve hardened. She couldn't live in this limbo. Packing a small satchel with bread and cheese—as much for courage as sustenance—she slipped out at dusk, trekking the muddy path to Glenmoor. Rain lashed her face, soaking her cloak, but the fire in her veins drove her on. Glenmoor was a cluster of stone huts huddled against the hills, smoke curling from chimneys like dragons' breath. She asked a wary shepherd for Collin's dwelling, earning suspicious glances, but found it on the outskirts—a sturdy cabin with a thatched roof, isolated like its owner.

She pounded on the door, heart in her throat. It swung open, and there he stood—shirtless, breeches low on his hips, hair tousled as if from restless sleep. His eyes widened, a mix of hope and wariness. "Kiera... ye came back."

"Aye," she said, stepping inside without invitation, rain dripping from her. The hut was warm, a fire crackling in the hearth, herbs drying from the rafters. "We need to talk. No more running."

Collin closed the door, his gaze devouring her. "I thought I'd lost ye forever. After the glen..."

She shed her cloak, the wet fabric slapping the floor. Her kirtle clung to her curves, translucent in places, nipples hardening from the chill and his stare. "Ye terrified me, Collin. A dragon? In this world of inquisitors and burnings? What madness!"

He approached slowly, hands raised. "I know. But it's my truth. Born with it, cursed or blessed—depends on the day. I shift at will, mostly. The passion... it calls the beast stronger."

Kiera backed against the wall, but not from fear—desire surged, hot and insistent. "And ye hid it while ye touched me, made me come undone? Ye could've warned me sooner!"

"Aye, cowardice." He stopped inches away, heat radiating from his skin like a forge. "But I feared this—ye running. Ye're the first I've loved, Kiera. The only one who's seen the truth."

Their breaths mingled, charged. She reached out, tracing a finger down his chest, feeling the rapid thump of his heart. "I ran, but the longing brought me back. The dreams... God, the dreams. Ye in that form, taking me."

Collin's eyes darkened, a golden flicker dancing in the depths. "Tell me. What dreams?"

She swallowed, bold now. "Ye pinning me down, scales rough on my skin. Claws holding me as ye fuck me deep, yer cock—hotter, bigger—filling me till I scream."

He growled low, pressing against her, his erection hard and throbbing through his breeches. "Ye want the beast? Even after the fear?"

"Aye," she whispered, hands fumbling with his laces. "Show me it's not just terror. Make me yours."

The dam broke. Collin captured her mouth in a savage kiss, tongue plunging deep, claiming her with a ferocity that left her breathless. He tore at her kirtle, the fabric ripping as he bared her breasts, palms cupping them roughly. "Beautiful," he murmured, thumbs flicking her nipples to aching peaks. "Mine."

Kiera moaned, arching into him. "Yes... suck them. Hard."

He obeyed, mouth latching onto one breast, sucking greedily while pinching the other. His teeth grazed, nipping just shy of pain, sending jolts straight to her core. She freed his cock, stroking the scorching length—velvet over iron, pre-cum beading at the tip. "So hot... like fire."

Collin hissed, bucking into her hand. "For ye, always." He hiked her skirts, fingers finding her slick folds, parting them to plunge inside. "Drenched, lass. Yer cunt weeps for me."

She rode his fingers, hips grinding. "Fuck me with them. Make me ready for that big cock."

He pumped hard, three fingers now, stretching her wide, thumb grinding her clit in brutal circles. The wet sounds echoed, obscene and intoxicating. Kiera's head fell back, a cry escaping as pleasure built. "Collin... I'm coming..."

"Come for me," he commanded, biting her neck. She shattered, walls clenching, juices squirting over his hand. He licked his fingers clean, eyes locked on hers. "Sweet as sin."

Panting, she dropped to her knees, taking him in her mouth. Lips stretched around his girth, she sucked deep, tongue swirling the underside. Collin groaned, hands in her hair, guiding her. "That's it... take it all. Choke on my cock."

She did, throat relaxing to swallow him deeper, gagging slightly but reveling in it. Saliva dripped, mixing with his pre-cum, the taste salty and smoky. He thrust gently, fucking her mouth until tears pricked her eyes.

But he pulled out, hauling her up. "Not yet. I need inside ye." He spun her, bending her over the table, skirts shoved up. His cock nudged her entrance, hot and insistent. "Tell me ye want this. All of me."

"Aye," she begged, pushing back. "Fuck me. Claim me."

With a roar, he thrust in, burying himself to the hilt in one stroke. Kiera screamed in ecstasy, the stretch burning deliciously, his heat filling her like molten iron. "So big... splitting me open."

Collin gripped her hips, claws—wait, claws?—pricking her skin. She glanced back, heart racing: faint scales shimmered on his arms, eyes golden slits. The partial shift had begun, unbidden. "The beast wants ye too," he rasped, voice deeper.

Fear flickered, but desire overwhelmed it. "Don't stop. Fuck me like that."

He pounded into her, each thrust slamming deep, balls slapping her clit. The scales on his hands added texture, rough against her skin as he reached around to rub her swollen nub. "Tight... so fucking tight. Milk my cock, lass."

Kiera braced on the table, meeting his thrusts, pleasure coiling tight. "Harder... mark me with those claws."

He scratched lightly down her back, the sting heightening everything. She came again, vision blurring, cunt spasming around him. Collin followed, roaring as he emptied inside her—hot spurts flooding her, dripping down her thighs.

They collapsed together, breaths ragged. The shift receded, leaving him human, but the intimacy lingered. "Ye didn't run," he whispered, kissing her shoulder.

Kiera turned in his arms, smiling through tears. "Nay. I love ye—all of ye."

As they curled by the fire, sated and reconciled, the storm raged outside. But in Glenmoor, suspicions brewed too—whispers of a stranger's return, eyes on the hut. The world closed in, but for now, love eclipsed the shadows.


Chapter 6: Half-Formed Passion

The fire in Collin's hut crackled softly, casting flickering shadows across the walls as Kiera and Collin lay entwined on the fur rugs before the hearth. The storm outside howled like a jealous beast, rain battering the thatch, but inside, the air was thick with the scent of their union—musk, sweat, and the faint, smoky tang that always clung to him. Kiera's body still hummed from their frantic coupling, her inner thighs sticky with his release, her skin marked by faint scratches from his claws. She traced lazy patterns on his chest, feeling the steady rise and fall of his breath, the unnatural heat of him seeping into her like a balm against the chill.

"Ye're quiet," Collin murmured, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her. He tilted her chin up with a finger, his green eyes searching hers—still flecked with that golden glow, though the shift had fully receded. "Regrets already? After all that?"

Kiera shook her head, a small smile playing on her lips. "Nay. Just... processing. Ye were part beast even then, weren't ye? The claws, the eyes. It felt... different. Good different."

He chuckled, but there was a edge to it, vulnerability peeking through his usual bravado. "Aye. The passion calls it out. I held back as much as I could, but ye... ye make it hard to control." His hand slid down her side, cupping her hip possessively. "Scared ye off?"

She propped herself on an elbow, her breasts brushing his arm, nipples still sensitive from his earlier attentions. "A little. But mostly... intrigued. What if ye didn't hold back? Showed me more?"

Collin's gaze darkened, desire reigniting like embers stirred. "Ye sure, lass? The half-form... it's raw. Primal. I don't want to hurt ye."

Kiera leaned in, kissing him softly at first, then deeper, her tongue teasing his. "I trust ye. And I want it. All of ye—the man and the dragon. Make me feel it."

He growled low in his throat, rolling her beneath him in one fluid motion. His body pinned hers, hard and insistent, his cock already stirring against her thigh. "Ye'll beg for mercy before I'm done." But his touch was gentle as he kissed down her neck, nipping at her pulse point. "Tell me to stop if it's too much."

"Aye," she whispered, arching into him. Her hands explored his back, feeling the muscles tense under her fingers. "But I doubt I will."

Collin's kisses trailed lower, his mouth capturing a nipple, sucking hard while his hand kneaded the other breast. Kiera moaned, her core clenching with fresh need, wetness gathering anew between her legs. He lavished attention on her chest, teeth grazing just enough to send sparks of pleasure-pain shooting through her. "These tits... perfect for my mouth," he muttered, voice husky. "Could feast on 'em all night."

She tangled her fingers in his hair, pulling him closer. "Lower. Taste me again."

He obliged, sliding down her body, spreading her thighs wide with his strong hands. Her pussy was still swollen from their earlier fuck, lips glistening with a mix of her arousal and his cum. Collin inhaled deeply, eyes flashing gold. "Smell so good... like mine." His tongue flicked out, lapping at her folds slowly, savoring the salty-sweet taste.

Kiera bucked, gasping. "Collin... yes, lick my cunt. Clean up your mess."

He delved deeper, tongue plunging inside her, fucking her with it while his thumb circled her clit. The sensations built quickly, her hips grinding against his face. But as passion rose, she felt him change—the air around him shimmering, his skin heating further. Scales began to emerge along his shoulders and arms, iridescent green and gold, textured like fine leather. His fingers lengthened slightly, claws tipping them, pricking her thighs as he held her open.

She glanced down, heart racing at the sight—his face still human, but those eyes fully slitted, wings partially unfurled behind him like shadows. "God... ye're shifting."

"Aye," he rasped, voice deeper, more resonant. "Can't help it with ye. Want me to stop?"

"Nay," she breathed, the fear twisting into thrill. The scales looked mesmerizing, and she reached out, tracing one on his arm—rough yet smooth, like embossed velvet. "Keep going. Touch me with those claws."

Collin's grin was feral, teeth sharper now. He dragged a claw lightly down her inner thigh, the scrape sending shivers through her. "Careful what ye ask for." He pressed his tongue flat against her clit, vibrating it with a low growl that hummed through her core. Two clawed fingers slid into her wetness, careful not to scratch inside, curling to stroke that sensitive spot.

Kiera cried out, the added texture of his scaled hand heightening everything—the roughness against her slick walls, the primal rumble of his voice. "Fuck... it's so good. Deeper, Collin. Stretch me with those fingers."

He pumped harder, adding a third finger, his claws retracted just enough to avoid harm but present enough to tease her entrance. His wings flexed, casting flickering shadows, and faint smoke curled from his nostrils as he breathed hot against her pussy. "Ye're dripping, lass. This cunt loves the beast."

She rode his hand shamelessly, pleasure coiling tight. "Yes... I'm yours. Make me come."

With a final suck on her clit, she shattered, back arching as waves crashed over her, her juices flooding his mouth. He lapped it all, growling in satisfaction, the sound vibrating through her aftershocks.

Panting, Kiera pulled him up, kissing him fiercely, tasting herself on his lips. "Now fuck me. In this form. I want to feel the dragon."

Collin hesitated, his scaled chest heaving. "It'll be intense. My cock... changes too. Hotter, ridged."

"Show me," she demanded, wrapping her legs around him.

He positioned himself, the head of his cock—now thicker, with subtle ridges along the shaft like scaled armor—nudging her entrance. "Breathe, love." He thrust in slowly, inch by inch, the ridges dragging deliciously against her walls, stretching her fuller than before.

Kiera gasped, nails digging into his scaled shoulders. "Oh God... so big. The ridges... they're rubbing everywhere."

He bottomed out, holding still for a moment, wings half-spread above them like a canopy. "Ye feel incredible. Tight as a vice." Then he began to move, slow at first, each withdrawal and thrust amplified by the textured shaft, hitting spots she didn't know existed.

"Faster," she begged, hips meeting his. "Pound me. Use that strength."

Collin's control snapped. He fucked her harder, claws gripping her hips, leaving faint red lines that stung erotically. His wings beat slightly with each thrust, stirring the air, and his tail—now emerged, sinuous and scaled—curled around her leg, the tip teasing her ass. "Take it, Kiera. Take my dragon cock."

She screamed in pleasure, the ridges grinding her clit indirectly, the heat of him searing inside. Power dynamics shifted—he dominated with his hybrid form, pinning her wrists above her head with one clawed hand, but his eyes held vulnerability, watching for any sign of distress. "Too much?" he grunted, slowing.

"Nay... perfect. Fuck me like the beast ye are."

He roared, thrusting deep and relentless, the table nearby rattling with the force. Kiera's breasts bounced with each impact, nipples aching. She felt another orgasm building, intense and overwhelming. "Collin... I'm coming again!"

"Come on my cock," he commanded, his own release nearing. She clenched around him, milking the ridged length, and he followed with a bellow, hot seed erupting inside her—thicker, more copious, spilling out as he pumped through it.

They collapsed, Collin's form shuddering as the shift receded partially, wings folding away, but some scales lingering like a lover's caress. Kiera traced them reverently, post-coital bliss washing over her. "That was... incredible. Ye're beautiful like this. Powerful."

He nuzzled her neck, voice soft. "And ye're brave. My perfect mate." They lay there, bodies entwined, the fire dying to embers, but their bond burning brighter. Outside, the storm raged on, a harbinger of trials to come, but in that moment, the dark eroticism of his secret bound them unbreakable.


Chapter 7: The Full Revelation

The afterglow lingered like a haze in Collin's hut, the fire reduced to glowing embers that cast a warm, ruddy light over their sweat-slicked bodies. Kiera lay sprawled on the furs, her limbs tangled with his, chest heaving as she caught her breath. The ridges on his cock had left her inner walls tingling, a delicious ache that pulsed with every heartbeat. Some scales still dotted his skin—fading remnants of the half-shift—but they felt less alien now, more like an extension of the man she loved. She traced one along his bicep, the texture rough yet yielding under her fingertip, sending a shiver through him.

"Ye're not running this time," Collin murmured, his voice still edged with that deep, draconic rumble. He propped himself on an elbow, gazing down at her with eyes that had returned to their piercing green, though a faint golden sheen lingered. "Even after feeling the beast up close."

Kiera smiled, a lazy, sated curve of her lips. "Nay. It was... intense. Those ridges—God's teeth, Collin, they dragged just right. Made me come harder than ever." She shifted, feeling his cum trickle down her thigh, thick and warm. "But I want more. Show me the full you. No holding back."

He hesitated, his hand cupping her breast idly, thumb circling the nipple until it pebbled again. "The full form? Lass, it's not like the half-shift. I'm... massive. Wings, tail, fire. It might terrify ye anew."

She sat up, pressing her body against his, her hand sliding down to stroke his softening cock—still hot, twitching under her touch. "I've felt the fire inside me already. Let me see it outside. Please."

Collin's breath hitched as she pumped him slowly, feeling him harden again in her grip. "Ye're insatiable. Alright, but not here—the hut's too small. Outside, in the clearing." He kissed her deeply, tongue sweeping in to taste her, before pulling away with a groan. "And if ye change yer mind..."

"I won't." She stood, naked and unashamed, her skin flushed from their lovemaking. Collin followed, his form already shimmering faintly as they stepped into the night. The storm had passed, leaving the air crisp and star-studded, the moon a sliver overhead. The clearing behind his hut was ringed by dense woods, private and shadowed.

He led her to the center, turning to face her. "Stand back a bit. It... expands quick." His eyes met hers, vulnerable. "I love ye, Kiera. Remember that."

She nodded, heart pounding with a mix of anticipation and residual fear. "I love ye too. Show me."

Collin closed his eyes, body tensing. The transformation began with a ripple, skin splitting seamlessly as scales erupted across his form—emerald and gold, catching the moonlight like polished armor. His limbs elongated, muscles bulging as bones reshaped with audible cracks. Wings unfurled fully now, massive and leathery, spanning at least twenty feet, veined with iridescent patterns. A tail whipped out, thick and spiked at the tip, thudding against the earth. His neck stretched, face morphing into a snout—jaws lined with razor teeth, horns curling back from his brow. Smoke curled from flared nostrils, and his eyes—those golden slits—locked on her. He grew, towering over her, a beast the size of a small barn, wings casting vast shadows.

Kiera stumbled back a step, awe and terror warring in her chest. He was magnificent—scales gleaming like jewels, muscles rippling under the armored hide, a faint glow emanating from his throat like banked fire. But the size... he could crush her with a careless step, swallow her whole. "Collin... ye're... enormous."

His voice echoed in her mind, not spoken but telepathic—a deep, resonant timbre that vibrated through her bones. Aye, lass. This is me. The dragon in full. He lowered his massive head, hot breath washing over her like a summer gale, scented with smoke and spice. Touch me, if ye dare.

She approached slowly, hand outstretched, trembling. Her fingers met his snout—scales warm, almost hot, textured like fine chainmail but alive, pulsing with his heartbeat. She stroked along his jaw, marveling at the power coiled there. "It's ye... I can feel it. Yer eyes—they're the same." Wonder replaced fear, her other hand joining the first, exploring the ridges along his neck. "Beautiful. Terrifying, but beautiful."

Lonely, he confessed, the mental voice laced with sorrow. Centuries of hiding, shifting in secret. No one to share the skies with. Until ye.

Kiera pressed her forehead to his scales, the heat seeping into her skin. "Centuries? How old are ye?"

Old enough to have seen clans rise and fall. The curse—or gift—grants long life. But it's empty without a mate.

She stepped back, gazing up at his towering form. His wings flexed slightly, stirring the air, and his tail curled loosely around her feet—not trapping, but protective. A low rumble emanated from his chest, like distant thunder. "A mate... like me? But I'm human. Frail compared to this."

Ye could be more. His golden eyes bored into hers. There's a witch in the forbidden woods. Ancient as the hills. She can grant the shift to another, through a ritual. An offering.

Kiera's breath caught, a thrill racing through her. "Make me like ye? A dragon?"

Aye. But it's not free. The offering... varies. Blood, treasure, or something more intimate. I've never sought her, but for us...

She circled him slowly, hands trailing over his side—feeling the powerful flanks, the way his scales shifted with each breath. Under one wing, she ducked, the membrane thin yet strong, veined like lightning. His cock—God help her, even in this form it was there, sheathed but massive, a ridged length that hinted at impossible pleasures. Curiosity burned, but she focused on his words. "What if I want it? To fly with ye, to match yer fire."

Then we'd seek her. But think on it, love. It's eternal. No turning back. He shifted his weight, the ground trembling slightly. The world hunts our kind. Knights with lances, priests with exorcisms.

Kiera returned to his front, placing a hand on his chest—feeling the furnace within. "I've lived scared before. Orphaned, alone. This... us... it's worth the risk." She leaned in, kissing his scaled muzzle softly, the contact electric. "Change back. I need ye in arms I can hold."

The transformation reversed with a shimmer—scales retracting, form shrinking, until Collin stood human again, naked and aroused, his cock hard and curving upward. "Ye're not afraid?" he asked, voice hoarse.

"Nay." She pulled him close, their bodies pressing together. "It awes me. Ye awe me." Her hand wrapped around his shaft, stroking firmly. "Now fuck me again. While the image of that beast is fresh."

Collin growled, lifting her effortlessly, her legs wrapping around his waist. He backed her against a tree, the bark rough on her skin, and thrust into her in one smooth motion—her wetness easing the way, though the earlier ridges lingered in memory. "Like this? Hard and fast, like the dragon would?"

Kiera moaned, nails raking his back. "Aye... pound me. Pretend yer wings are out, claws on my hips."

He obliged, hips snapping forward, cock delving deep into her slick heat. Each thrust slapped skin against skin, his balls heavy against her ass. "Ye'd take the full beast? That massive cock splitting ye wide?"

The words ignited her, filthy and forbidden. "Yes... imagine it. Me under ye, yer dragon form rutting me senseless." She clenched around him, walls fluttering.

Collin's hand slipped between them, fingers rubbing her clit in rough circles. "Dirty lass. Craving the monster." He bit her shoulder, not breaking skin but marking her with teeth. "Come for me. Squeeze that cunt around my cock."

She shattered, crying out as pleasure ripped through her, her juices coating him. Collin followed, groaning as he spilled inside her again—hot pulses filling her to overflowing.

They slid to the ground, entwined, breaths mingling. "The witch," Kiera whispered, tracing his jaw. "Tell me more."

"She's called the Crone of the Mists. Lives in ruins beyond the moors. Demands payment in life force—could be a hunt, a vow, or... carnal." His fingers trailed down her belly, dipping into their mixed release, bringing it to her lips. She sucked them clean, tasting their union.

"Carnal?" Kiera's eyes widened, but intrigue sparked. "With her?"

"Mayhap. But for us, it's a path to equality." He kissed her forehead. "Sleep on it. No rush."

As they returned inside, curling by the rekindled fire, Kiera's mind raced. The awe of his full form lingered, a seed of temptation planted deep. Eternity as his equal, soaring the skies? The dark pull was irresistible, but shadows loomed—village suspicions, the witch's price. For now, love's bliss overshadowed the peril.


Chapter 8: The Weight of Choice

The fire's embers glowed like dying stars in Collin's hut, casting a soft, amber light over their naked forms. Kiera lay draped across his chest, her fingers idly tracing the faint scars on his skin—marks from battles long past, or perhaps from the agony of his first shifts. His cum still leaked from between her thighs, a sticky reminder of their frenzied coupling under the stars, where the image of his full dragon form had fueled her desires. The air was heavy with the scent of sex and smoke, and though her body was sated, her mind raced with the weight of his revelation. Eternity as a shape-shifter? Flying the skies with him, unbound by human frailty? The temptation coiled in her gut like a serpent, but so did the fear.

Collin's hand stroked her back, his touch warm and possessive. "Ye're thinkin' loud, lass," he murmured, his voice a low burr that vibrated through her. "The witch's offer... it's gnawin' at ye."

Kiera lifted her head, meeting his gaze. His eyes held a mix of hope and caution, the green depths flecked with that eternal golden hint. "Aye. How could it not? Ye paint a picture of forever—us as equals, soarin' through the clouds, free from this drudgery. But what if it's a curse? Losin' my humanity... becomin' somethin' the world hunts."

He shifted beneath her, his cock—still half-hard from their earlier release—twitching against her thigh. "It's both, love. Gift and curse. I wasn't born this way; it came upon me in my youth. A fever dream, bones breakin' and reformin', fire burnin' in my veins. Thought I was dyin'." His fingers tangled in her hair, pulling her closer for a slow kiss, his tongue teasing hers with lingering heat.

Kiera moaned softly into his mouth, her body responding despite the serious turn of conversation. She ground against him subtly, feeling him harden fully. "Tell me more. How did it happen? Was there a witch for ye too?"

Collin broke the kiss, his breath ragged. "Nay. Inherited blood, from some ancient line—druids or fae, who knows? Woke one night in agony, scales burstin' through skin like knives. My mother... she knew. Helped me hide it, but the village whispers started. Had to flee before they came with torches." His hand slid down to cup her ass, squeezing firmly. "But ye... choosin' it willingly? That's power. We could be unstoppable."

She arched into his touch, nipples grazing his chest, hardening to peaks. "Power... or damnation? I dream of it now—burnin' at the stake, knights skewerin' us with lances. The church callin' us demons." Dark visions flashed: flames licking her skin, screams echoing as villagers chanted prayers. She shivered, but the fear twisted with arousal, her core clenching emptily.

Collin rolled them so she was beneath him, his weight a comforting cage. "Those visions haunt me too. But livin' in fear as humans? That's its own hell. Starvin' winters, plagues, old age stealin' yer fire." He nudged her thighs apart with his knee, his cock pressing against her slick folds—still swollen and sensitive from before. "Let me show ye the good side. Imagine us like this, forever—bodies never tirin', pleasure endless."

Kiera gasped as he slid into her slowly, inch by scorching inch, her walls stretching around his thickness. "Collin... ah, fuck. Deeper." She wrapped her legs around him, heels digging into his back. "But what if I lose myself? Become a monster, cravin' blood or gold like the tales?"

He thrust languidly, each stroke deliberate, his pubic bone grinding against her clit. "Ye won't. The shift amplifies what's there—yer strength, yer passion. Not evil." His mouth found her breast, sucking the nipple hard, teeth nipping just enough to sting. "Feel this? It's us. Eternal."

She moaned, hips rocking to meet him, her juices coating his shaft as he pumped deeper. "God... yer so hot inside me. Like fire." Her hands roamed his back, nails scratching lines that made him growl. The conversation wove through the pleasure, debates punctuated by gasps. "But the risks—the witch's price. What if it's too high? Blood? My soul?"

Collin's pace quickened, one hand slipping between them to circle her clit with rough fingers. "Whatever it is, we'll pay together. I've heard tales—sex, sacrifices, vows. But for ye... worth it." He bit her neck, marking her with a bruise that bloomed like a dark flower. "Come for me, Kiera. Let go of the fear."

The orgasm built swift and fierce, her cunt clenching around him as waves crashed over her. "Yes... Collin, I'm comin'!" She cried out, back arching, nails drawing blood on his shoulders. He followed soon after, groaning as he spilled deep inside her—hot jets filling her, overflowing onto the furs.

They lay panting, bodies slick and entwined. But the respite was brief; doubts crept back like shadows. Over the next days, Kiera grappled inwardly, her resolve tested by haunting visions. One night, as they sat by the fire sharing a meal of stew and bread, she voiced them aloud. "I saw it again last night—us hunted. Knights in armor, arrows flyin'. Ye shieldin' me with yer wings, but they pierce through. Blood everywhere."

Collin set his bowl aside, pulling her into his lap. His hands roamed under her shift, cupping her breasts, thumbs teasing her nipples to distract and comfort. "Nightmares, love. The world's cruel, aye, but we've hidden before. As dragons, we can fly far—beyond the highlands, to wild lands." He pinched a nipple, rolling it between fingers, drawing a gasp from her.

Kiera ground against him, feeling his arousal stir. "But losin' my kin? The village? Even if they're suspicious now..." She trailed off as he hiked her shift, fingers delving between her legs, finding her already wet.

"Kin? Ye're alone like me. We'll be each other's world." Two fingers slid inside her, curling to stroke that sensitive spot, his thumb pressing her clit. "Feel this? This is real. Not shadows."

She rode his hand, head falling back. "Fuck... ye make it hard to think straight." Her hips bucked, chasing the pleasure. "Tell me yer own pains. The transformation—does it hurt every time?"

Collin's free hand guided hers to his cock, freeing it from his breeches. She stroked him in rhythm with his fingers in her. "First times, aye—agony like birthin' fire. But now? A rush, like comin' hard." He pumped faster, her juices slicking his palm. "Ye'd feel it too—power surgin', wings unfurlin'. Ecstasy mixed with pain."

Kiera leaned in, kissing him fiercely, tongue battling his as she squeezed his shaft. "Pain... I can take it. For us." She guided him to her entrance, sinking down onto his cock with a moan. "Ride me like that. Convince me."

He gripped her hips, thrusting up into her heat, each movement slapping skin against skin. "Ye're tight... always so fuckin' tight." His voice grew rougher, eyes flashing gold. Faint scales prickled along his arms as the passion stirred the beast. "Imagine shiftin' mid-fuck—tails entwined, fire breathin' over skin."

The image ignited her—dark, forbidden. "Yes... God, Collin, harder." She bounced on him, breasts jiggling, his mouth capturing one to suckle. Claws emerged slightly, pricking her hips, adding erotic sting. "The witch—we'll go. I want it."

He roared softly, flipping her onto all fours, re-entering from behind in one thrust. "That's my lass." He pounded relentlessly, hand reaching around to rub her clit furiously. "Come on my cock. Seal the decision."

Kiera screamed her release, walls spasming, milking him as he emptied inside her—thick ropes of cum flooding her depths. They collapsed, breaths mingling.

Days blurred with more interludes—passion interweaving debates. One afternoon in the woods, as they lay on a blanket after a picnic, Collin shared more tales. "I once knew another shifter—lost to hunters. But he flew free for centuries first. Lived wild, loved fierce."

Kiera straddled him, grinding her bare pussy against his hardening cock. "I want that. But the humanity... will I crave destruction?"

"Nay." He slid into her easily, her wetness enveloping him. "Ye'll crave this—us." Slow thrusts built to frantic, her moans echoing through the trees. Claws scratched her thighs lightly, drawing thin lines of blood that healed almost instantly under his hot touch—a hint of the magic.

Another vision haunted her that night: herself as dragon, torching a village in rage, Collin pleading her to stop. She woke sweating, but his arms soothed her. "It's just fear," he whispered, fingers slipping inside her to chase the nightmares with pleasure. He finger-fucked her slowly, tongue on her clit, until she came whispering affirmations.

Finally, resolve hardened. As they bathed in the stream one crisp morning, bodies slick with water, Kiera turned to him. "I've decided. The risks... they're worth it. I choose us. Eternal."

Collin pulled her against him, cock pressing her belly. "Ye sure? No turnin' back."

"Aye." She dropped to her knees in the shallow water, taking him in her mouth—sucking deep, tongue swirling the head. He groaned, hands in her hair, thrusting gently. "Then we'll seek the witch. Tomorrow."

She hummed around him, the vibration making him buck. Water lapped at her skin as she bobbed, throat relaxing to take him fully. "Swallow me, love," he commanded, and she did, drinking his release as it spurted hot down her throat.

Dressed and determined, they prepared for the journey. The dark path ahead loomed, but Kiera embraced it—love's fire burning brighter than any fear. The witch awaited, and with her, transformation.


Chapter 9: Journey to the Crone

Dawn broke over Glenmoor like a reluctant lover, casting pale light through the hut's small window as Kiera and Collin prepared for their trek. The decision hung heavy in the air, a mix of excitement and trepidation that fueled their final moments together before departure. Kiera packed a satchel with dried meats, bread, and a skin of water, her hands steady despite the flutter in her chest. Collin strapped a dagger to his belt, his movements efficient, born of centuries evading hunters.

"Ye sure about this, lass?" he asked, pulling her against him from behind, his cock—already stirring—pressing into the curve of her ass through her skirts. His hands roamed up to cup her breasts, thumbs flicking her nipples to attention.

Kiera leaned back, grinding against him with a soft moan. "Aye. Scared, but sure. Eternity with ye... it's all I want." She turned in his arms, kissing him deeply, tongue sliding against his in a dance that promised more. "One last fuck before we go? For luck?"

Collin growled, lifting her onto the table, shoving her skirts up her thighs. "Greedy wench." His fingers found her bare pussy—wet and ready, as always for him—and plunged inside, curling to stroke her walls. "Ye're drippin' already. Thinkin' of the witch's gift?"

She gasped, hips bucking. "Thinkin' of us... dragons fuckin' in the skies." Her hand freed his cock, stroking the hot length, thumb smearing pre-cum over the head. "Now take me. Hard."

He thrust into her in one brutal stroke, burying himself to the hilt. Kiera cried out, nails digging into his shoulders as he pounded her, the table creaking under the force. "Tight... always so fuckin' tight," he grunted, one hand gripping her hip, the other rubbing her clit in rough circles. Scales flickered along his arms, claws pricking her skin, heightening the sensation.

"Fuck me like the beast," she begged, legs wrapping around him. "Claw me, mark me."

He obliged, scratching lightly down her thighs, the sting blending with pleasure as he slammed deeper. Her orgasm hit like a storm, cunt spasming around him, juices squirting onto his balls. Collin roared, spilling hot seed inside her—thick pulses that overflowed, dripping onto the floor.

Panting, they disentangled, sharing a lingering kiss. "Luck indeed," he murmured, helping her adjust her clothes. "Now, let's move before the village stirs."

They set off at first light, slipping into the misty forests that bordered the moors. The path was overgrown, twisted roots snaring their feet, fog cloaking the way like a shroud. Birds called eerily from the branches, and the air grew thick with the scent of damp earth and decay. Collin led, his senses sharper than any human's, ears pricked for danger.

Hours in, as the sun climbed higher, piercing the canopy in dappled shafts, Kiera's legs ached. "How far to these ruins?" she asked, wiping sweat from her brow.

"Two days, if we push hard," Collin replied, glancing back with a smirk. "Tired already? Thought ye were tougher than that."

She swatted his arm playfully. "Tough enough to handle yer dragon cock. This trek's nothin'." But her voice held a edge—nerves fraying as the forest deepened, whispers of old tales echoing in her mind: spirits luring travelers to doom, beasts prowling the underbrush.

By midday, they heard voices—rough laughter filtering through the trees. Collin froze, pulling her behind a thick oak. "Bandits," he whispered, his body tensing, heat rising as the shift stirred. "Stay quiet."

Three men emerged on the path ahead, ragged cloaks and rusty blades at their sides. "Easy pickings in these woods," one grunted, a scar twisting his face. "Heard there's a witch's hoard nearby—gold and spells."

Kiera's heart pounded, but Collin's hand on her arm steadied her. As the bandits passed close, one paused, sniffing the air. "Smell that? Smoke... and somethin' sweet."

Collin lunged, a blur of motion—half-shifted in an instant, claws slashing the first man's throat before he could scream. Blood sprayed, hot and coppery. The second bandit swung his sword, but Collin dodged, wings partially unfurling to buffet him off balance. Kiera grabbed a fallen branch, cracking it over the third's head as he turned toward her. He crumpled, and Collin finished him with a snap of jaws that emerged briefly.

The fight ended in seconds, bodies slumped in the undergrowth. Collin shifted back, breathing heavy, eyes wild. "Ye alright?"

Kiera nodded, adrenaline surging. "Aye... ye were magnificent." She pulled him into a fierce kiss, the danger igniting fresh desire. "Fuck me. Right here, against the tree."

He didn't hesitate, pinning her to the bark, hiking her skirts. His cock—hard from the shift's rush—thrust into her slick heat. "Dangerous lass," he growled, pounding hard and fast. "Yer cunt's so wet... from watchin' me kill?"

She moaned, legs around his waist. "From seein' the beast protect me. Deeper... fill me with that hot cum."

Claws pricked her ass as he gripped harder, thrusting relentlessly. The bark scraped her back, adding raw sensation. Kiera came with a cry, walls clenching, and Collin followed, seed erupting deep inside her.

They moved on quickly, burying the bodies shallowly. Tension lingered, but so did the bond—his protectiveness a fierce aphrodisiac. As night fell, they camped in a small clearing, no fire to avoid detection. Under the stars, they shared a cold meal, bodies close for warmth.

"Superstitious locals ahead," Collin warned, his hand slipping under her blanket to tease her folds. "Villages fear the ruins—call 'em cursed."

Kiera arched into his touch, whispering, "Then we'll sneak through. But first... make me forget the fear." She guided his fingers inside her, riding them slowly as stars wheeled above. He added his thumb to her clit, circling until she shuddered in release, biting her lip to stay quiet.

The next day brought more perils: a swollen river to ford, currents tugging at their legs. Collin carried her across, his strength unyielding. On the far bank, soaked and shivering, they stripped to dry, bodies coming together in the grass. "Warm ye up," he murmured, mouth on her breasts, sucking nipples while fingers delved deep. She straddled him, sinking onto his cock, riding slow and sensual under the open sky.

Deeper into forbidden territory, ruins appeared—crumbling stone walls overgrown with vines, ancient carvings of beasts and spells. Whispers seemed to emanate from the stones, but Collin pressed on. "Her lair's in the heart."

They evaded a patrol of locals—torch-bearing men muttering prayers against witchcraft. Hiding in a ruined alcove, hearts racing, Collin's hand covered her mouth as his other slipped between her thighs, fingers pumping silently to keep her calm. She came muffled against his palm, the thrill of near-discovery amplifying the pleasure.

At last, as dusk painted the ruins in crimson, they found the lair—a cavernous hall, torches flaring to life unbidden. The witch emerged from shadows: ageless, seductive, with porcelain skin, raven hair cascading like night, and eyes like molten silver. Her gown clung to voluptuous curves, sheer enough to hint at hardened nipples and the dark triangle between her thighs.

"Collin McDougal," she purred, voice like silk over steel. "The dragon seeks my boon. And with a mortal mate, no less."

Collin bowed slightly, protective arm around Kiera. "Crone of the Mists. We come for the shift—for her."

The witch circled them, gaze appraising. "Power has a price. Vital energy—life's essence." Her fingers trailed Kiera's arm, raising gooseflesh. "A night of unbridled passion. With both of ye. Human forms first, then his half-dragon. Your ecstasy feeds the spell."

Kiera swallowed, heat blooming low despite the shock. "Sex... with ye? Both of us?"

The witch smiled wickedly. "Aye. Surrender fully, and the dragon awakens in ye." Her hand cupped Kiera's breast through her kirtle, thumb teasing the nipple. "Refuse, and leave as ye came."

Collin's jaw tightened, but his eyes met Kiera's—questioning, aroused. "It's yer choice, love."

Kiera nodded, bold in her desire for change. "We agree. For us."

The witch laughed softly. "Then come. The ritual begins at moonrise." As she led them deeper, anticipation thrummed—a dark promise of pleasure and power.


Chapter 10: The Witch's Bargain

Moonlight filtered through cracks in the cavern's ceiling, casting silvery beams across the ancient stone floor like ethereal chains. The witch's lair was a den of forbidden opulence—silken cushions piled in the center, flickering candles scented with musk and herbs, and walls etched with glowing runes that pulsed like heartbeats. The air hummed with magic, thick and intoxicating, making Kiera's skin tingle as if invisible fingers traced her body. She stood beside Collin, her hand in his, heart racing with a cocktail of fear, anticipation, and unwelcome arousal. The witch—Elowen, she'd named herself—watched them with those silver eyes, a predatory smile curving her full lips.

"Disrobe," Elowen commanded, her voice a sultry whisper that echoed off the walls. She shed her own gown in one fluid motion, revealing a body sculpted like a goddess: full breasts with dark nipples already hardened, a narrow waist flaring to wide hips, and a neatly trimmed thatch of black hair between her thighs. Her skin glowed faintly, as if lit from within by starlight.

Kiera hesitated, glancing at Collin. His jaw was set, eyes dark with a mix of protectiveness and desire. "We do this for us," he murmured, squeezing her hand. "Together."

"Aye," Kiera replied, her voice steadier than she felt. She unlaced her kirtle, letting it pool at her feet, baring her sun-kissed skin, freckled shoulders, and the curves he'd worshiped so many times. Collin followed, stripping off his tunic and breeches, his cock already semi-hard, thick and veined, hanging heavy between his legs.

Elowen approached, her movements graceful as a panther. "Human first," she purred, circling them. "To build the energy." She pressed against Kiera from behind, her breasts soft against Kiera's back, one hand sliding down to cup her mound. Fingers parted her folds, finding the slickness there—remnants of their morning tryst mixed with fresh arousal. "Already wet, little one. Eager for the ritual?"

Kiera gasped, leaning into Collin instinctively. "It's... for him. For us."

Elowen chuckled, her breath hot on Kiera's neck. "Liar. Your body betrays you." She dipped a finger inside, curling it slowly, while her other hand reached for Collin, wrapping around his shaft and stroking him to full hardness. "And you, dragon? Jealous already?"

Collin growled low, but his hips bucked into her hand. "She's mine. This changes nothin'."

"Prove it," Elowen challenged, pulling her finger from Kiera and bringing it to Collin's lips. He sucked it clean, tasting Kiera's essence, eyes locked on hers. The witch guided them to the cushions, positioning Kiera on her back. "Taste her while I prepare you."

Collin knelt between Kiera's thighs, spreading them wide, his hot breath fanning her exposed pussy. "Ye alright, love?" he whispered, thumbs parting her lips to reveal her glistening clit.

Kiera nodded, threading fingers through his hair. "Aye. Just... don't forget it's us."

He dove in, tongue lapping broad strokes along her folds, sucking her clit between his lips with a hunger that made her arch. "Sweet as always," he murmured against her, the vibration sending jolts through her. Two fingers slid inside, pumping steadily, stretching her as his tongue circled her nub.

Elowen straddled Kiera's face, lowering her dripping cunt onto her mouth. "Lick me, mortal. Feed the magic." The taste was exotic—musky and sweet, like forbidden fruit. Kiera hesitated, then obeyed, tongue flicking out to trace the witch's folds, lapping at her clit tentatively at first, then bolder as Elowen's moans filled the cavern.

"Good girl," Elowen praised, grinding down. Her hands roamed to Kiera's breasts, pinching nipples hard enough to sting. "Now, dragon—fuck her while she pleases me."

Collin positioned himself, his cock nudging Kiera's entrance. He thrust in slowly, filling her inch by inch, the familiar heat making her moan into Elowen's pussy. "Tight... so fuckin' tight for me," he grunted, beginning a steady rhythm, each plunge slapping against her wetness.

Kiera's world narrowed to sensations: Collin's thick shaft stretching her, ridges forming faintly as his control slipped; Elowen's clit throbbing under her tongue, juices coating her chin; the witch's fingers twisting her nipples, sending sparks to her core. Jealousy flickered—watching Elowen rock above her, Collin's eyes on the witch's bouncing breasts—but it twisted into dark arousal, fueling her licks.

Elowen leaned forward, capturing Collin's mouth in a searing kiss, her tongue delving deep as he pounded into Kiera. "Taste yourself on me," she murmured, breaking away. "Now shift. Half-form. The magic demands it."

Collin's body shuddered, scales erupting along his arms and chest, claws tipping his fingers, wings half-unfurling to cast shadows. His cock changed inside her—ridges swelling, heat intensifying, making Kiera cry out muffled against Elowen. "Gods... bigger... it hurts so good."

Elowen dismounted Kiera's face, slick and flushed, and positioned herself behind Collin. "Fuck her harder, beast." Her hands roamed his scaled back, one slipping between his legs to cup his balls, massaging them as he thrust. The other probed lower, a finger circling his ass before pushing inside, curling to stroke his prostate.

Collin roared, hips slamming forward, the added stimulation making him wild. "Witch... fuck, that's..." His claws gripped Kiera's hips, pricking her skin, drawing tiny beads of blood that the magic healed instantly, leaving only erotic tingles.

Kiera watched, a surge of possessiveness rising. "Mine," she gasped, clenching around him. "Ye're mine, Collin."

"Aye," he panted, eyes golden slits locked on hers. "Always."

Elowen laughed, adding a second finger to Collin's ass, pumping in rhythm with his thrusts. "Share for the night. Now come—feed me your essence."

The cavern's runes glowed brighter, magic amplifying every touch. Kiera's pleasure built unbearably—Collin's ridged cock dragging against her walls, claws scraping her thighs, Elowen's hands now reaching to rub her clit in brutal circles. "Come for us, little one," the witch cooed.

Kiera shattered first, screaming as waves crashed over her, cunt spasming around Collin's shaft, squirting juices that soaked his balls. The sight and feel pushed him over— he bellowed, hot seed erupting deep inside her, thicker in his half-form, flooding her until it leaked out.

Elowen withdrew her fingers, licking them clean with a satisfied hum. But she wasn't done. "Switch. Mortal, on your knees. Taste him while I take her."

Kiera obeyed, dazed and aroused, kneeling before Collin. His cock—still hard, ridged and glistening with their combined fluids—throbbed before her. She took him in her mouth, sucking deep, tongue tracing the scales along his length. The taste was intense—salty cum mixed with her own sweetness, smoky from his dragon essence.

Elowen lay back, pulling Kiera's face between her thighs. "Eat my pussy while he fucks you from behind." Collin knelt behind Kiera, claws on her ass, spreading her cheeks. He thrust in again, the angle hitting deeper, ridges grinding her sensitive spots.

Kiera lapped at Elowen's folds greedily now, jealousy fueling her—sucking the witch's clit hard, fingers plunging inside to curl against her walls. Elowen moaned, hips bucking. "Yes... like that. Mortal fire."

Collin's tail emerged, curling around to tease Kiera's clit, the spiked tip vibrating with magic. "Feel that, love? Magic makin' it better." He pounded relentlessly, balls slapping her, one clawed hand reaching to pinch her swinging breasts.

The ménage built to frenzy—Kiera's mouth on Elowen, Collin's cock and tail assaulting her, the witch's spells heightening sensations until everything blurred into ecstasy. Elowen came first, flooding Kiera's mouth with sweet release, her cries echoing. Kiera followed, muffled moans vibrating against the witch as her cunt clenched, milking Collin.

He pulled out at the last moment, roaring as he spilled over Kiera's back—hot ropes painting her skin, the magic absorbing it like an offering. Exhausted, they collapsed in a tangle of limbs, the runes fading to a soft glow.

Elowen rose, empowered and radiant. "The offering is accepted. Rest now—the transformation begins at dawn."

As they curled together, Collin kissing Kiera's forehead, whispering, "Ye were amazin'. Still mine," the night waned. Jealousy lingered like a shadow, but surrender had forged their path. Power awaited, dark and intoxicating.


Chapter 11: Awakening the Beast Within

Dawn's first light seeped through the cavern's fissures, painting the stone in hues of rose and gold, as if the sun itself blessed the aftermath of their unholy union. Kiera stirred on the silken cushions, her body a map of aches and ecstasies—bruises from claws, slick remnants of release coating her thighs, and a deep, throbbing heat in her core that pulsed like a second heartbeat. Collin lay beside her, his arm draped possessively over her waist, his breath steady but his eyes watchful, golden flecks dancing in the green depths. Elowen stood over them, her naked form radiant, skin shimmering with residual magic as she chanted softly in an ancient tongue, runes on the walls fading to dormancy.

"The seed is planted," Elowen announced, her voice a melodic echo. She knelt, tracing a finger along Kiera's belly, the touch igniting sparks under her skin. "Feel it? The fire stirs within. Rise, mortal—no, dragonling. Your lessons begin."

Kiera sat up, wincing at the pull in her muscles, but a strange energy thrummed through her veins—hot, insistent, like whisky burning down her throat. "It... tingles. Like pins and needles, but deeper." She glanced at Collin, who squeezed her hand, his touch grounding her.

"Aye, love. That's the change brewin'. Listen to the witch—she knows the way."

Elowen guided Kiera to stand in the center of the cavern, the cool stone under her feet contrasting the growing heat within. "Breathe deep. Focus on the flame in your core. Let it spread, but control it—lest it consume you." Her hands hovered over Kiera's body, channeling magic that amplified the sensation, making Kiera's nipples harden and her pussy clench involuntarily.

Kiera closed her eyes, inhaling slowly. At first, nothing—just the echo of last night's pleasures, the faint soreness from Collin's ridged cock stretching her, Elowen's fingers in forbidden places. Then, a spark ignited low in her belly, spreading like wildfire. Pain lanced through her—bones aching, skin stretching taut. "Ah... it hurts! Like breakin' apart!"

"Embrace it," Elowen urged, her voice firm. "Pain is the forge. Push through."

Collin stepped forward, concern etching his face. "Kiera, ye can stop—"

"Nay!" Kiera gasped, doubling over. Scales prickled along her arms—emerald flecked with silver, shimmering like dew-kissed leaves. Her fingers elongated slightly, claws emerging with a sharp sting, like nails splitting. A tail began to form, coiling from her spine with a crack that made her cry out. Wings budded from her back, leathery and sensitive, unfurling partially with excruciating slowness. The agony twisted with ecstasy—the heat pooling between her legs, her clit throbbing as if touched by phantom hands. "God... it feels... good too. Like comin', but everywhere."

Elowen smiled, her eyes gleaming. "The shift binds pain and pleasure. Use it." She gestured to Collin. "Aid her, dragon. Touch awakens the beast."

Collin moved behind Kiera, his hands—now partially scaled himself—cupping her breasts, thumbs rolling her nipples. "I've got ye, love. Let it flow." His cock pressed against her ass, hard and hot, ridges forming as his own arousal stirred the change.

Kiera moaned, leaning into him, the contact easing the pain into waves of bliss. "Touch me... lower. Make it hurt less." Her voice deepened, a rumble edging her words.

He obliged, one clawed hand sliding down her belly to part her folds, fingers delving into her wetness—slick from anticipation and the ritual's lingering effects. "So wet... yer cunt's on fire." Two fingers plunged inside, curling to stroke her walls, while his thumb circled her swollen clit in rough, insistent patterns.

The dual sensations—transformation's torment and Collin's touch—pushed her over the edge. Scales spread further along her torso, her tail whipping out to curl around his leg, the tip teasing his balls. Wings flexed, stirring the air, and her eyes slitted golden. "Fuck... Collin, it's comin'! I feel... powerful." She came hard, walls clenching around his fingers, juices squirting onto his palm as the partial shift locked in—a hybrid form like his, beautiful and terrifying.

Elowen nodded approvingly. "Good. Hold it there. Breathe. Now, release—pull the fire back."

Kiera shuddered, the orgasm's aftershocks helping her focus. With effort, she willed the changes to recede—scales sinking into skin, claws retracting, wings and tail vanishing with a final, pleasurable throb. Exhausted, she collapsed into Collin's arms, panting. "That was... agony and heaven. I want more."

Collin kissed her deeply, tongue tangling with hers, tasting the new smokiness on her breath. "Ye did amazin'. Yer form... stunning. Silver in yer scales—like moonlight on mine."

Elowen allowed them a moment, then continued. "Practice. Shift again, but slower. Control the flow."

Over the hours, Kiera repeated the process—each shift less painful, more exhilarating. The third time, she managed a full partial form without aid, standing tall with wings half-spread, tail swaying. Power surged through her—strength in her limbs, heightened senses catching the drip of water from cavern walls, the scent of Collin's arousal thick in the air. But darkness crept in: the beast whispered temptations, urging her to unleash fire, to dominate.

"It's... addictive," Kiera admitted, voice resonant in her hybrid state. She flexed her claws, tracing them lightly down Collin's chest, drawing thin red lines that healed swiftly. "I feel like I could crush stone. Or... lose myself."

Elowen warned, "The dragon craves freedom. Rein it, or it rules you. Humanity tempers the beast—forget it, and you become monster."

Collin pulled her close, his own form shifting to match hers—scales meshing, tails entwining. "We'll balance it together." His clawed hand cupped her scaled breast, pinching the nipple through the textured hide. "Feel this? Still us."

Kiera growled, pushing him onto the cushions, straddling him. Her tail teased his ridged cock, the tip wrapping around the base, stroking as she ground her slick pussy against the length. "Fuck me in this form. Show me the pleasure outweighs the dark."

He thrust up, entering her in one smooth motion, her walls stretching around the enhanced girth. "Tight... even tighter like this." Claws gripped her hips, guiding her ride, wings flexing behind him.

Kiera bounced, breasts heaving, her own wings beating slightly for leverage. "Deeper... pound my cunt with that dragon cock." The ridges dragged exquisitely, hitting every nerve, the heat building to inferno levels. Her tail slipped behind, the tip probing his ass, pushing inside to curl against his prostate.

Collin roared, bucking wildly. "Dirty beast... fuck, yes. Milk me."

Elowen watched, occasionally touching to guide—fingers on Kiera's clit, amplifying with spells. "Channel the power. Orgasm seals control."

Kiera came with a primal scream, fire flickering from her nostrils, cunt spasming as she squirted over his scales. Collin followed, seed erupting hot and thick, filling her until it dripped down her thighs.

Shifting back, Kiera felt the pull—the beast's whisper to stay changed, to fly and conquer. "It's strong... the urge. What if it consumes me?"

Collin held her, human now. "It won't. Yer heart's too fierce. We'll master it."

By evening, Kiera controlled shifts fluidly—partial changes during intimate explorations: claws scratching during a heated kiss, tail teasing Collin's cock as she sucked him deep, wings enfolding them in a cocoon of privacy. Sensuality heightened—every touch electric, orgasms shattering.

But doubts lingered. "My humanity... it's slippin'," she confessed, curled against him. "I crave the power. What if I hurt someone?"

Elowen, dressing to depart, advised, "Balance with love. The bond anchors you." She vanished into mist, leaving them alone.

Collin kissed her forehead. "We'll face it together. Yer my perfect mate—human heart, dragon fire."

As night fell, Kiera practiced once more, the addictive rush tempting her, but Collin's touch grounded her. The final bond awaited, dark and promising.


Chapter 12: Eternal Bond

The cavern's echoes faded as Kiera and Collin emerged into the night, the ruins of the witch's lair shrouded in mist behind them. Elowen's final words lingered like a spell: "The bond is incomplete until you unite as beasts. Seek the storm's peak—there, in the fury of the elements, seal your fates." Kiera's body hummed with newfound power, the dragon within a coiled serpent, eager to unfurl. She glanced at Collin, his form silhouetted against the moonlit moors, eyes glowing faintly golden.

"Ye feel it too?" she asked, her voice carrying a new resonance, smoky and deep. "The pull... like I need to shift fully. To fly."

Collin nodded, pulling her close for a bruising kiss, his tongue delving deep, tasting the fire on her breath. "Aye, love. The witch's magic binds us, but the final thread is ours to weave. Come—we head for the mountains. The storm brews there."

They trekked through the night, evading shadowed paths where villagers might lurk, their senses sharpened by the change. Kiera caught scents on the wind—rain approaching, distant smoke from hearths—and her skin prickled with anticipation. As they climbed the rugged slopes, thunder rumbled like a dragon's growl, lightning fracturing the sky. The air grew electric, mirroring the heat building between them.

At the summit—a jagged peak lashed by wind and rain—they stopped, the world sprawling below like a conquered realm. Collin stripped first, his body rippling as the full shift began. "Now, Kiera. Let it come. Together."

She followed, closing her eyes, summoning the fire within. Pain bloomed—bones elongating, scales erupting in waves of emerald and silver—but ecstasy chased it, a rush like endless orgasm. Her limbs stretched, muscles bulging with power; wings unfurled massive and leathery, spanning the cliffside; her tail whipped out, spiked and sinuous. Jaws lengthened into a snout, teeth sharpening to fangs, horns curling from her brow. She grew, towering, a beast of majesty and might, smoke curling from her nostrils. The storm's rain sizzled on her hot scales, steam rising like breath.

Collin, fully draconic now—emerald-gold scales gleaming, wings beating gusts—circled her, his telepathic voice booming in her mind. Beautiful... my mate. Look at ye—silver veins like lightning in yer hide. Perfect.

Kiera's golden-slitted eyes met his, awe and hunger surging. Collin... I feel... everything. The wind under wings, the fire in my belly. She flexed her massive form, claws gouging the rock, tail coiling possessively around his leg. But the need... it's burnin'. Take me. Seal us.

Lightning cracked overhead as Collin lunged, their bodies colliding in a primal clash. Massive jaws nuzzled, teeth nipping scales with sparks of pain-pleasure. Aye, love. In the storm's heart. His wings enfolded her, bodies entwining—scales rasping like erotic friction, tails lashing together in a knot.

Kiera reared, exposing her underbelly, where her draconic slit wept slick essence, hot and musky, dripping onto the stone. Mount me... fill me with that beast cock.

Collin's mental growl vibrated through her. Greedy dragoness. He positioned behind her, his massive shaft unsheathing—ridged thicker than a tree trunk, veined with glowing heat, the head flared and leaking fiery pre-cum. He thrust forward, the tip breaching her entrance, stretching her impossibly wide. Pain lanced—her walls yielding to the girth—but ecstasy overwhelmed it, ridges dragging against sensitive inner scales, igniting nerves like forge fire.

She roared, fire pluming from her jaws into the storm, the sound echoing across the peaks. Deeper... split me open!

Collin slammed home, burying his length to the hilt, balls—heavy and scaled—slapping her underside. Tight... yer cunt's a furnace, grippin' me like fate. He pumped with primal fury, each thrust shaking the mountain, claws raking her sides, drawing iridescent blood that healed in seconds. Wings beat in rhythm, lifting them slightly, rain sluicing over their forms.

Kiera bucked back, meeting his assaults, her tail wrapping his waist to pull him deeper. Harder... fuck yer mate raw. Pleasure coiled, amplified by the shift—every scale's rasp, every ridge's grind building to cataclysm. Her clit, swollen and ridged in this form, throbbed against his shaft's base with each plunge.

Lightning struck nearby, thunder drowning their roars. Collin's jaws clamped her neck—dominating, claiming—teeth piercing scales just enough to sting erotically. Come for me... flood my cock with dragon fire.

The orgasm ripped through her—a supernova, cunt spasming around his girth, hot juices squirting in torrents, steaming on the rock. Fire burst from her throat, mingling with his as he followed, bellowing telepathically. Mine! His seed erupted—molten floods filling her depths, overflowing in thick, glowing rivulets down her thighs, sealing the bond with immortal magic.

They collapsed entwined, forms shuddering, the storm raging around them like applause. The connection solidified—minds linked eternally, emotions shared in waves. Forever, Collin whispered mentally, nuzzling her snout.

Aye, Kiera replied, wonder in her voice. Unbreakable.

As the tempest cleared, they shifted back partially, then launched into the skies—full dragons soaring on thermal winds, free from human chains. Below, villages twinkled like distant threats, hunters' fires hinting at eternal pursuit. But above, in the star-strewn night, love burned brighter than fear. Adventures awaited in shadowed realms, their bond a flame against the dark.
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