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Thunderstruck

Reincarnated as a Dragon Sovereign #1







The creak of a wooden bedframe cut through the quiet tranquility of the night. The chill of the brisk breeze, chased through the open window by silver-white rays of moonlight, was chased away by the modest flame crackling in the nearby hearth.

A young man clambered onto the mattress to straddle the adventurer’s hips with his knees. His cheeks were tinged with the prettiest shade of red, his grey-green eyes lidded and smoldering with desire.

Around the young man’s shoulders was a robe of fine silk brocade. The deep blue fabric caught the warm light of the fire and the cool radiance of the moon, seeming to shimmer and ripple like the night sky with every little motion.

Ornate scrollwork embroidered into the silk with glittering gold thread decorated the hems of the robe. A dragon, lovingly captured in excruciating detail wrapped around the shoulders to rest its head against the collar.

The robe itself must have been the work of dozens of masters, the product of many dozens of hours of intricate, painstaking labor. One could only imagine the blood, sweat, and tears spilled to create such an opus.

It was a piece that could have sold for more than the worth of a small country at auction. It could have found pride of place in a dragon’s hoard or an emperor’s collection.

For all the wars that could have been fought over ownership of this one robe, it was nothing more than simple nightwear to its owner. Its staggering value made it no more exceptional than the rest of the clothes in its owner’s closet.

The robe’s opulence was nothing more than a qualification. Anything less decadent might as well have been a rag. Only something so palatial could possibly be worthy of being worn by the one they called the “Dragon Prince.”

This being before the adventurer, who seemed to be a young man of not much more than twenty summers, was the Dragon Prince. His power was unfathomable. His wealth was unimaginable. The influence he wielded was vast. The extent of his reach was unknown.

The Dragon Prince leaned forward, planting his hands on either side of the adventurer’s face. His hair, which looked like it had been wrought of silver spun into strands finer than human hair, fell in shimmering waterfalls over his shoulder.

“Is this truly the favor that you would seek from me?” asked the Dragon Prince as he reached up to brush a stray lock of hair behind his ear. As he returned his hand to where it had been, his robe fell partway open.

The adventurer could scarcely resist stealing a glance. Underneath the robe he was almost afraid to touch with his coarse hands was revealed a tight body—a firm chest and the slightest hint of cobbled abs below.
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