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      Anjasa loves dark, hard, and passionate nights of hedonistic pleasure. Contains three stories that have her seducing a dragon, a demon, an elf, and an ogre.

      

      Anjasa’s gotten herself in trouble again. This time, two brutes are sent after her to bring her back to their boss.

      She has a better idea. Take them back to her place so that she can convince them that she’s far more valuable alive than dead. The seductive elven woman with her hourglass curves, and an insatiable appetite for men of all shapes and sizes, has a plan. Taking them both at one time, even if the ogre seems to be too big to fit.

      

      When a dragonkin captures Anjasa, she couldn’t be more thrilled. He was hung, and huge, and she didn’t think he’d fit at all.

      But the elven babe has other skills in her repertoire, and she loves it when the guys are too big. The hottest and most intense worship scene leaves a mess all over her face and tongue. A dark and passionate night of fantasy and draconic love.

      

      Anjasa was on a mission, but stealing from a demon had a high price to pay. Luckily, she was overcome by his masculine perfection, and his hard punishment made her tremble. He uses her as he sees fit, and for a demon who has been deprived of contact for a millenia, he’s ravenous for the sultry woman. He tries to bring her to her limits, only to find their debauched hedonism match up perfectly in a rough and dark night of pleasure.
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      Anjasa had to give one thing to the dragon: he was observant.

      If she had to confess one other thing: it was that his lair was hell itself.

      Everything was hot and uncomfortable, the jagged metal that made up the bars to her cell were scorching to the touch. Even the smooth, obsidian stones of his mountain hideaway were warm. It was as if she were in the belly of the great firebreather himself. Which she was lucky she wasn’t, considering at least one of her companions had ended up that way.

      It hadn’t been pleasant seeing the young man charge in and get devoured so, but hey, better him than her. He’d been good for a few nights fun. Plus it’d earned her his devotion enough that he sacrificed himself in her place, but now he was gone and she was alone.

      She could hear screams, wailing moans and cries for water or mercy. Why anyone thought mercy was on the menu down in the hell pit was anyone's guess. Desperation does strange things to a person’s mind.

      The dragon itself had minions, though not many. It didn’t need more than a handful, as powerful and secluded as it was. What few he did have had the look of its kin anyhow. Oh, they were humanoid, but they weren’t like any human she’d ever seen.

      As if in response to her line of thought one walked by, albeit on the other side of the great stone chamber. He dragged one of her companions by the hair, the woman--a priestess--screaming and kicking. The giant brute, with his scaled forearms and shins, and mighty claws, hauled her off to some chains on the walls.

      She could hear the haughty woman’s typical bluster even in her distress. “By the Maker! You shall suffer eternal damnation for this sacrilege!”

      Apparently she truly thought herself inviolable as per the dictates of her religion--which Anjasa had heard far more of than she’d ever cared to on the journey--for even in this panic she held true to them.

      She had to hand it to the woman, though. As that hulking half-dragon brute chained her to the wall and whipped her, she still had faith in the whole thing, for she kept it up in defiance. For his part, the jailor, dressed in little more than a kilt that served as a large loincloth, was glistening with sweat but unperturbed by her resistance, growling cruel things from across the hall that reeked of maliciousness despite her inability to make out the words.

      It was well enough, and she watched for a while. Pain, giving it and receiving it, were nothing new to her, and she was entranced by the sight of the slick flesh becoming more and more worn. It wasn’t until he’d split the skin that she piped up from her sitting place on to fiery ground.

      “The whip’s wet now. It’ll drive deep!” It was almost a joyous attempt at small talk with how she said that, as if it were no more different to her from talking about an oncoming spring shower.

      She knew, of course, that whipping wasn’t that bad. Not in comparison to other things that had been done to her through her long life. The thing about being an elf that would live for centuries was that there was plenty of time to figure out which tortures worked best. She’d been introduced to such atrocities – and later pleasures – at a young age, and she’d never turned her back on it since.

      Rising up, she showed off her pleasantly nude form, her curves so feminine and pronounced as the sweat beaded along her huge breasts and her shapely ass. She’d pushed her long, black hair out of her face and kicked her clothes to the side, letting the heat boil the sweat off them. There was no cooling, not within this hell.

      The persistent priestess had kept her clothes on, so that now it was tattered from the whipping and red where the lashes broke through, torn where the jailor had ripped it open. The two women made for a marked contrast. One blonde, one dark haired. One so piously faithful, the other a depraved heathen. One defiant, one practically begging for it.

      Anjasa’s words drew the jailor’s attention, but not before he finished the sequence of harsh whip cracks upon the sweet priestess’ flesh that he was in the process of. He was so big and strong a man, and his movements all looked so hulking yet meticulous. When he turned to her, his bulk shifted slowly.

      She saw his eyes, part human – or elven – and part wyrm. The dragon’s blood in him was strong, for his eyes were like fiery embers from across the room, only the dark serpentine irises blemishing their red fire.

      Other than that, his teeth were those of a beast. Sharp and jagged, like his dragon father above. Large, backswept horns pointed off into the air in obsidian blackness over a head of red-gold hair, left long. This was his habitat, and though his partially scaled body was glistening with sweat, he seemed not to be bothered by the heat.

      “Eager for your turn?” he asked in a gravelly voice with a wry, embittered sense of humour as he cracked the whip against the priestess once more without even looking, striking her across her lower back and setting her to a scream of anguish.

      Her lips quirked and her shoulders lifted in a coy manner, “Oh, I don’t know. I’m already pretty hot down here, you might be tempting fate.” If she were someone else, anyone else, she would have been doing this to protect the priestess. Because she knew she was stronger, knew that it was the fear of the whip that made it such an effective weapon, knew just how the leather could bite into her skin.

      Hell, she’d had her lovers do it to her on more than one occasion, and even if it did hurt like a bitch, the awareness of being able to live through it made her strong. Still, as she walked towards those searing bars, staring at the man, there was nothing on her mind at all about the priestess other than what a pretty little victim she made.

      All Anjasa cared about was getting herself out of this mess. Preferably richer than before, but she’d be all right with just surviving through it with nothing -- not even her clothes.

      The half-breed jailor gave another brutal crack of his whip against the priestess without so much as a glance back at her, his fiery eyes locked upon Anjasa in the cell. He was not a bad looking man when you took away the dragon parts of him. Very broad, however, and bulky. He could make some orcs look slender by comparison. It didn’t help that the glistening sweat on his pecs, abs and biceps made the sinew and muscle so perfectly outlined and prominent.

      “I’ll only make your friend suffer harder for your distractions,” he remarked in a voice that was half gravel, half hiss, turning about and performing a skillful flourish with the whip before he struck the holy priestess a few times in quick succession, eliciting such a masterful, piercing scream from the slender woman.

      She cringed, but only at the pitch of the sound, her eyes still focused on his work, “We’re not really friends.” She was used to not wearing her heels while crawling for treasure, but she did miss the tight, black leather pants and that corset that practically pushed her breasts to her neck when she felt like dressing up as a wench. Which was often.

      Still, nude she knew she was a prize, and those devious eyes and tanned flesh made many a man turn into a slobbering fool. “I’m just bored.”

      Those words seemed to have some effect on him at least, for he gave such a flourish of cruel whippings, his hard muscles bulged with the effort. She could see he’d gone a bit overboard, for the cries had stopped, and the priestess must’ve passed out from his overzealous beating.

      He must have realized too for he turned and stomped towards her. It wasn’t until he was nearly upon her that she got a more realistic glimpse of just how damn large he was. She’d seen ogres smaller than him, she realized. He cracked the whip against the cage bars so near to her as he approached, a warning, until he was there before her.

      “You’ve got quite the mouth on you,” he said in his gravelly snarl, a free hand grasping one of the jagged metal spikes that was her prison, a hiss of heat on flesh emanating from it. As close as he was, she could smell the alien virility off him, so pungent and foreign though not dirty. He had a pleasantly wide jaw with two small little hooked horns curving down and towards his chest, and all in all the draconic features made him look more devilish.

      Any normal woman would’ve been terrified, especially at the bestial clawed feet and hands, but Anjasa could hardly be considered normal. Curious, perhaps. A little frightened, but that was always the best way to feel prior to a tryst. At least, prior to her types of trysts.

      “You should see what I can do with it,” she offered, the saucy woman shameless when she needed to be. Trying to escape a dragon’s lair was one of those times.

      She was an older woman, just past middle age, though it was hard to tell with her elven features and her in-shape body. Sure, she had a bit more fat on her breasts and thighs, but she was still fit, and graced with a nip in her waist that made her assets look even more enticing.

      She’d pleased large men before. Been with them, fucked them and been fucked by them, but the excitement of not knowing just how large this half dragon spawn could be made her body tingle with delight.

      His nostrils flared, and that was the only outward sign she could see of his reaction. That and the subtle softening of his brow. He was a fully different beast from what she’d encountered in the past, harder to read.

      “You must be desperate for a way out of here or deathly stupid to try and toy with me so, elf,” he husked with derision. He was so much more difficult to understand than other men. It took her longer to realize the truth: that edge of frustration in his voice from before, that hard look. It wasn’t his nature as a dragonspawn son that made him so difficult to read; he was just pissed off and unhappy to be down here in this hellhole.

      Once she’d put that together, the bulky man with his glistening hard pecs and abs made more sense. “I’ve torn bigger woman than you asunder,” he remarked derisively, “I’d crack your jaw off before you even began to satisfy me.”

      “Fuck, if they’re starting off deep-throating you, it’s no wonder,” she hissed as if annoyed by the idiocy of his prior suitors. “They obviously didn’t have any creativity or flare. Besides, I’m going to burn to death down here anyways. If I’m goin’ to die, fuck. How would you rather die, huh? Down here in this pit or up there in the clench of some babe?”

      It was a silent appeal, a strange duality that she walked with such graceful ease. She accepted his needs, acknowledged them, and made them her own. He’d never have to even confess his distaste.

      It had its effect. And then some.

      The bulky half-dragon’s eyes widened at the prospect of being above, out of this cave, and with some maiden. Or perhaps it was just the prospect of being free of his menial spot in a dragon’s den. Either way, the alluring edge cut both ways, for he narrowed his eyes afterwards, studying her.

      He’d been resistant to her beauty before now, but she realized that was because the beast was too caught up on his own misery here. He was as much a prisoner as she. A slave to the dragon’s whims, albeit with a cushier spot while doing it.

      “Lucky for me,” he huffed, his harsh drawl so menacing, “I get you ‘babes’ brought to me. And I won't be dying anytime soon, unlike your companions,” he added with what should’ve been a menacing smirk. She could see his heart wasn’t so into it now that thoughts of freedom and a nice tight ‘clench’ were on his mind.

      She smiled. Unlike her companions. To her, that word, or perhaps the absence of her own name, was sweet release. She was already home free. “Well, if I could handle the heat better, maybe I’d hit you up for a job. Truthfully, though, I doubt I could do your work. You have a flair with that whip, you know.”

      The way she bantered with him so easily seemed to disarm him for a moment. However, the giant dragon born brute wasn’t so easily swayed. “Oh yeah?” he huffed, “Maybe you want to see it yourself.”

      In a quick movement that belied his great size, he had the cage door open faster than she could’ve thought someone would be able to unlock such a thing. He was pushing in there nearly atop her in the wide cell, the whip cracking against the wall as he reached out and clutched his clawed hand about her neck. She could feel the heat emanating off his powerful hand, those sharpened dragons claws digging into her flesh.

      Her eyes widened in fear, true fear, for there was no way to be cocky when a powerful beast’s hand was constricting around a slender neck. Her hands went to his wrists as she clung there, tightly, begging him for mercy. Anjasa didn’t want to die; wasn’t that what the bargain was all about? She thought she could read him, understand him, but he was erratic and powerful.

      If it wasn’t for the fact that she’d long been in dangerous situations, she likely would have lost her mind then and there, but instead her body responded the way it had been taught. Years of sexual torture and deviance had created in her a monster, a beast that yearned for such cruel treatment.

      She couldn’t turn it off, even if she wanted to, and her arousal thickened the humid air. The pinkish nipples that topped her tan breasts began to tighten and she could feel her clit begin to pulse, blood leaving her head and rushing to her sex.

      It wasn’t that she wasn’t terrified of the man, of what he could do to her body. He could easily tear her apart with his bare hands, but she hoped she could do better. To stay ahead of him, to control his behaviour and get herself out of this mess. Instead, she realized he’d do as he pleased, and might kill her just for fun in the end.

      But then, for her, the threat of death wasn’t something new, and it just made her want to please him more. She’d gotten herself of worse situation, escaped from terror she never could have dreamed of, and even as her vision began to blur, she felt her cunny slicken.

      As large and powerful as he was, Anjasa was but a doll in his hand. She dangled from that dragon talon of his, so vulnerable.

      He looked for all the worlds like he was about to crush her throat or rip her to shreds then and there, but instead, a curious thing happened. His nostrils flared once more, and a wave of some emotion seemed to wash over him. It was hard to tell what it was exactly, but he lost some of that murderous edge to his violent look.

      It was his bestial, dragon nature. He could sense her arousal on the air, taste it upon his tongue even. She saw that as his mouth parted and his forked tongue licked at nothing. Nothing but the pheromones of her sex on the air.

      The beast was too quick to be seduced quite so easily, but tasting – and smelling – was believing.

      Coiling the whip up, he slipped it into a crude holster at his side as he twisted her from side to side, his reptilian eyes sizing her up with interest. He was the spawn of a dragon, she was reminded, and very likely had never set foot outside the confines of this dungeon. He’d never had a woman that was willing.

      A weak point.

      Though as his free hand came up and clutched one of her sizable breasts, squeezing and pricking it with his claws, she was reminded even a weakness with this man was a dangerous thing. Even his favour could be deadly.

      Her breathing quickened through her narrowed throat as he pawed at that large mound, her flesh rising up between his grasp as she let out a soft whimper. He would be rough with her. He would be whatever he wanted with her, and she’d so recently seen what he did just as a routine in his job.

      So why couldn’t she help the fact that all she could think of was seeing what his cock looked like? How it felt in her hands? How hard she could get him?

      She was a slut, and had long ago accepted that fact, but she still felt a sense of wrongness with how much those violent men turned her on. How easily danger manifested itself into arousal, and caused her to squirm with need.

      The thoughts roiled in her brain as he mangled that heavy, supple breast, dangling her from his hand and nearly choking all the air from her without even trying. Through the harsh treatment, she could feel the light flicker of his draconic tongue against her nipple, the beast tasting her sweat and pheromones direct from her flesh.

      She was a curious thing to him, and it was obvious he wasn’t new to women. He was new to her; a whole other kind of woman. That intrigue was what brought him to jam her against the warm stone of the back wall and lower her to her feet.

      He didn’t have any fancy words for her. Instead he just released her neck to her great relief and grasped his thick leather belt. The thing was loose in a few deft tugs, and the sight beneath was something that startled even her, with all she’d seen.

      When he’d spoke of destroying other woman, breaking their jaws, it hadn’t been false bravado. That bulbous girth that dangled from his groin was bigger than any she’d had experience with, and it was quite clearly not fully erect yet. Its dark, ruddy shaft bulged with veins beneath a triangular tuft of red-gold pubic hair that exuded musk.

      The relief of breathing, of being let go was short lived as her emerald eyes dropped to his package, her mouth falling open wide. Even as she gasped, part in shock, part in need of air, she could feel her body respond further. It was a curse, the way she felt so curious around such brutal men, and she knew that one day it’d get her killed.
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