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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.

Score! the adventurer thought to himself. It had only taken him three months of grinding. The amount of experience, specific mobs, currencies, and various reputation ranks he had to farm in service of this particular quest line beggared belief. And it would all have been for naught had he lost against the super-boss at the culmination of his quest.

Fortunately for the adventurer, all his hard work had paid off. Here he was, in the bedchamber of the Dragon Prince. Here he was, on the brink of completing one of the most coveted achievements in Caelas Online.

Caelas Online was a full-immersion virtual reality massively multiplayer online roleplaying game. While early testing builds of the game had relied on virtual reality headsets, the public version required the use of “immersion pods” which directly interfaced with a user’s nervous system to fabricate a highly-realistic simulation of a fantasy game world.

Caelas, the eponymous world of the game was as vast as the real world. One of the core selling points was the freedom that the game systems offered. Almost every aspect of life was simulated accurately—bar, perhaps, the most unsavory of bodily functions.

Despite the outcry from certain religious groups, Caelas Online was happy to boast that it supported the ability to form meaningful romantic or sexual attachments to fellow players and Non-Player Characters (NPCs) in the game. Sexual encounters were all but indistinguishable from real life, and any updates to sex and romance content were met with anticipation and hype from the community.

Suffice to say, Caelas Online took the world by storm after its initial release. People sought an escape from the realities of life and found it in the game world. Three years on from its debut, almost no corner of daily life remained untouched by the game’s influence. Some people even had careers contained entirely within the game.

Miller was one of those people. He’d made a minor reputation as an achievement hunter, but one focused on the so-called “pink” achievements which were all related to sex and romance in Caelas Online. In particular, he was interested in bedding all the hottest male options the game had to offer.

The Dragon Prince was, so far and by far, the most difficult target Miller had ever come up with. Most people who even attempted the undertaking gave up partway through the lengthy and devilishly difficult questline that was the prerequisite for even starting the Dragon Prince’s romance quest chain.

In truth, there were times that Miller had been tempted to give up. The path to the Dragon Prince’s bedchamber had been so fraught with peril that a single misstep would have cost him months of effort.

In the end, Miller was glad that he had persevered. The Dragon Prince was breathtaking from up close. His gaze was captivating, and the mere weight of his presence was enough to send Miller’s stomach aflutter.

Swallowing his trepidation, Miller gazed into the Prince’s eyes and said, “Yes, Prince. I desire nothing else. No one else. The only favor that I could think to seek from you was one night—one night that I will treasure for all the rest of my days.”

His fingers trembled as he slid his hands under the Dragon Prince’s robes. It was a daunting thing, to touch the skin of a man who could end him with a whim. He wondered if the Prince would appreciate his coarse hands, callused by many years of sword training.

When death didn’t come, Miller felt emboldened. His tentative touch turned confident, eliciting a quiet groan from the Prince.

The Dragon Prince shivered as Miller’s fingers traced along his flanks. A low moan spilled from his lips as the flush in his face darkened. For a man of such stature, it came as a surprise that he seemed so unaccustomed to intimacy of this sort.

Miller couldn’t help but wonder if this night of intimacy was even something that the Dragon Prince could enjoy. He was but a mere mortal, after all. Surely, the Dragon Prince had better lovers. And yet, barely a breath later, a lump pressed up against his leg.

If there was one thing Miller had learned in the course of his short but illustrious career, it was that a man could spew an endless stream of increasingly elaborate lies from his lips, but his cock was always, always honest. Maybe the Dragon Prince was different. He doubted it.

Miller raised his leg slightly from the mattress, giving the Prince an easier time to grind against him. He didn’t know if the Prince would take the opportunity, but he got his answer before long. The slick pre-cum that the Dragon Prince’s cock smeared on the side of his leg tingled on his skin.

Feeling brave, Miller slid his hands past the narrow waist and curled his fingers around the meat of the Dragon Prince’s hips. It felt like he was defiling a sacred relic, but he found it difficult to feel too bad about that when the Prince’s body fit so perfectly into his hands.

That he was even able to touch the Dragon Prince with his un-anointed hands was proof of his success. Without the [Savior of Legacy] title, he would have lost his hands. Or worse, he’d have lost his head. The Dragon Prince didn’t seem offended by his naked desire, though, which was a relief.

“How base,” growled the Dragon Prince as he leaned down to all but purr his next words right into Miller’s ear. “To have your choice of the kingdom’s greatest treasures only to spurn them for a single night of pleasure…”

Miller licked his lips and met the Dragon Prince’s gaze with a smoldering one of his own. He ignored the dialogue suggestions that appeared in the corner of his vision. He knew the one that he had to choose by heart. “But I did choose the kingdom’s most supreme treasure, My Prince,” he murmured.

A laugh like brittle crystal shattering into a million pieces filled the air. The very air around them seemed to resonate as the Dragon Prince tossed his head back with genuine joy and mirth. “Oh, adventurer. I understand now. What need have you of gold when your tongue is clad in finest silver?”

It was Miller’s turn to shiver as the Dragon Prince reached down to tuck a lock of loose hair behind his ear. “You think too highly of me, my Prince, and too lowly of yourself. I merely spoke the truth,” he said.

Feeling bold, Miller removed one hand from the Prince’s hip to lightly curl his fingers around the Prince’s wrist. He tugged the Prince’s hand to his lips and pressed a kiss to the Prince’s fingertips. “Before your radiance, I am nothing more than a savage with a coarse, barbarian tongue.”

The tinge of pink that had bloomed across the Dragon Prince’s cheeks took on a darker shade. “For one who calls himself a savage, your courtesy and grace are impressive,” he said. “I am Enceladus Astraea, Prince of the Kingdom of Legacy. I would have you call me Cel, adventurer.”

Miller’s heart skipped a beat. Interactions in Caelas Online didn’t follow a set script, but there were certain markers that could be used to keep track of how well things were going. He had known that the Dragon Prince would eventually tell him his name, but what he hadn’t expected was that the Prince would give him a nickname.

This was unknown territory. Miller was both terrified and excited. He could count on one hand how many people had completed this achievement and none of them had ever mentioned anything about a nickname.

Miller wracked his head for what he could have done differently to lead to this moment, but he couldn’t think of anything. He’d made some optimizations along the way to make the questline easier to complete, but nothing that could have had so major an impact.

Wait. Miller didn’t have time to think about this. One of the hottest, most desirable bachelors in all of Caelas was straddling his hips. He had to get his head on straight and get his priorities right.

Miller couldn’t afford to disappoint the Dragon Prince now, not when the man had given him permission to call him a nickname. “Miller,” he said.

Cel tilted his head in askance. “Is that what you were before you were an adventurer?” he asked. His strong fingers traced lightly along the curve of Miller’s muscular shoulder. “It would go a long way toward explaining your remarkable physique…”

Miller chuckled. He tightened his grip on Cel’s hips. It was a daring move. A possessive move. “It’s my name, Cel,” he said. “And it’s much coarser on the tongue than yours.”

Cel shifted forward, his hard cock brushing against the side of Millers’ as he rolled his hips. “I am honored to know it,” he said.

“It’s nothing that special—especially next to yours,” said Miller, a little smirk tugging on the corner of his mouth as he moved one hand down from Cel’s hips so he could palm the Prince’s tight, muscular ass. “I just thought you might want to have a name you could scream in pleasure tonight.”

Cel chuckled. He ran his deft fingers along the contours of Miller’s muscular arm, lingering briefly on one of the many scars that decorated his battle-worn body.

“I have seen you fight, Adventurer,” said Cel. A wry smile danced on his lips. His voice all but dripped with desire. “I doubt I’d much find the opportunity to make use of your name tonight.”
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