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Book 7: The Harpy’s Ardor.
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An overwhelming desire coursed through Emily as she lay on the bed, her eyes fixed on the harpy. She had never felt anything like it before. The harpy's incredible beauty and magnificent wings captivated her, making her forget all her inhibitions. 

His muscular torso gleamed in the dim light of the room, adorned by a thin layer of sweat that shimmered as if it had been sprinkled with moonlight. His chiseled features were etched with determination and a hint of sadness, his eyes burning with an intensity that both terrified and enticed Emily. The harpy's wings were folded behind him, a testament to their immense size, their feathers a dark and lustrous shade of midnight that seemed to ripple with hidden secrets.

His cock stood erect and proud, a sight that sent shivers down Emily's spine. It was human in form, yet it gleamed with a sheen that suggested something otherworldly about it. The color was deeper and more vibrant than any man she had ever seen - a testament to the harpy's otherworldly power.

His human form was a mixture of the exotic and the familiar, the featherless skin of his body soft yet firm to the touch, with just enough curves and angles to provoke Emily's desire. His fingers, curved like talons, seemed more suited to gripping and tearing than to the gentle caresses she longed for. Yet, as they glided over her skin, she found neither pain nor discomfort but rather a strange, thrilling sensation that sent shivers down her spine.
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