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The cold, hard floor was a godsend.

A century of soft beds and lukewarm mortal air had made her body forget what it was for. Now, the black stone biting into her bare knees was a brutal reminder, a shock of sensation that went straight to her pussy. Morwenna knelt naked, a queen on her knees, and for the first time in a hundred years, she felt a flicker of her old self.

She was so fucking empty.

It wasn't just loneliness; it was a physical void. A deep, gnawing hunger that started in her womb and made her cunt drip with a desperate, slick heat. She was ready. More than ready. She was aching for it, a pathetic, needy mess, and she didn’t give a shit. She needed this.

Down her torso, the lines of her power were dead. Faint, silvery scars where brilliant violet sigils should have been blazing. They were dormant, useless, a testament to how weak she’d become. She needed them lit up. She needed to be used, filled, and pounded back into power.

Her fingers, trembling with a need so sharp it was painful, lifted the strip of black silk. With a deep, shuddering breath that was half a sob, she tied it firmly over her eyes. This wasn't some damsel-in-distress bullshit. This was a command. A silent scream into the oppressive darkness of her throne room.

I’m here. I’m wet. And I’m ready to be fucked.

The blindfold cut off the world, plunging her into a perfect void. Her other senses exploded. She could feel the damp, heavy air on her skin, raising goosebumps on her tits. She could hear the echo of her own ragged breathing. Most importantly, she could smell herself. The scent of her arousal, thick and musky, poured off her in waves. It was the only invitation they would need. The smell of a queen ready to be bred.

She shifted on her knees, the movement making her slick folds slide against each other. A low moan escaped her lips.

Come on, she thought, her hips twitching. 

She was home. She was empty. And her monsters were about to answer the call.

The silence didn't last long. It was broken by a single, deliberate sound: the sharp scrape of a claw on stone, far off in the darkness. Then another. He was coming. The air began to thicken, the clean, cold smell of the stone being pushed aside by something far more interesting. It was the rank, heavy funk of a predator, all wet fur, hot breath, and a deep, overpowering fuck-musk that promised violence.

Her pussy, already slick, gave a hard, greedy clench.

A low purr rumbled from the shadows, a vibration that hummed through the floor and travelled right up her spine, settling deep in her cunt. It was a promise. It was close now. She could smell him, feel the heat of his body before he even touched her.

A wet, leathery nose jammed itself into the crook of her neck, snorting her scent like a drug. It was hot, invasive, and she moaned, instinctively pressing back into the contact. This was what she’d been missing. This raw, animalistic attention. Then came the tongue.

"Fuck..." she breathed.
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