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    Chapter One 
 
    Jenny 
 
      
 
      
 
    Despite what my friends thought, I would never be the adventurous type. 
 
    “Can you remind me again why I said I wanted to do this cave exploration thing?” I asked Tanya, trying not to whine.  
 
    She, PJ—short for Pamela Jean—and I grew up foster kids, living in the same neighborhood, going to the same school. We bonded on the playground in third grade and have been best friends since. We’d thought about sharing an apartment, because we hung out all the time and had a lot of fun together, but hadn’t so far. 
 
    “You’re gonna love this,” Tanya said. 
 
    Easy for her to say. My friends had done this a couple of times before. As the least athletic of our group, I’d avoided all this cave diving stuff, because my idea of diving was shoving my hand into a bag of salt and vinegar potato chips.  
 
    For weight lifting, I hefted a container of Ben & Jerry’s. Chunky Monkey, to be exact. 
 
    Standing beside PJ’s mini-van, I gnawed on my lower lip and stared toward the hillside I’d soon take on like my own, personal Mt. Everest. It was steep. Tree-covered. And intimidating.  
 
    “Last I knew,” I said. “Spelunking was for experienced cavers and hikers. Which I’m not.” Fact was, I could barely pronounce spelunking. The extent of my woodsy activities consisted of walking two city blocks to the local coffee shop.  
 
    And watering my houseplants. 
 
    “Chill. This is a baby hike,” Tanya said as she stepped into a set of bright red coveralls and tugged them up over her broad hips. She tucked her arms through the sleeves and then zipped the suit all the way to her chin. The matching red hardhat she plunked on her head smooshed her long, brown hair. With a fire-red flashlight dangling from a belt loop on her waist, she looked like a scarlet woman version of the Stay Puft Marshmallow Man.  
 
    On any given day, my bestie ruled the fashionista scene as a plus-size lingerie model. She was also an opera singer on the side (don’t ask). But she’d be laughed off the lingerie runway, let alone the stage, if she strolled out in front of the crowd in a get-up like this. 
 
    But, then, we weren’t here to impress anyone, except maybe a few bunnies and mice. Random spiders and snakes, too, I supposed. This was western Georgia. 
 
    Shivers racked my frame. Not just because it was ass-crack-of-dawn and the sun hadn’t decided to warm up the Earth yet, but because I’d opted for shorts and a button-up cotton shirt for today’s excursion.  
 
    I’d been told this would be a lazy-man’s version of caving. Essentially a walk in the park. 
 
    A way to pop my spelunking V-card.  
 
    First, we’d take a leisurely stroll to the cave entrance. Then, we’d duck inside and drop down a short distance by rope into a hole in the back of the cave. Once we reached the bottom, we’d kick up our feet on the equivalent of rock recliners and savor a hard-earned lunch while checking out the stalactites. Or was it stalagmites? I shrugged. Probably both. 
 
    “Trust me, honey,” Tanya said with a grin. “There’s not a thing to worry about. This is beginner’s caving. To warm you up to bigger things.” 
 
    “The only big thing I’d like to see today is a trenta mocha latte,” I said. “With a double squirt of whipped cream on top.” My belly rumbled at the thought of the rich, creamy liquid sliding down my throat, reminding me that the donut I’d eaten during the ride here was so not going to cut it. If I didn’t hunt down some major sustenance soon, I’d have to resort to living off the land—my muffin top, that is. 
 
    “You and your coffee,” PJ said. She squinted at me while donning her own coveralls—bright blue. The color brought out the blue of her eyes and went nicely with her blue hair. What was it with everyone and their matching color schemes today? 
 
    I was so underdressed. 
 
    “Don’t forget, we’re going out after dinner,” PJ added, her voice light with humor. An archeology professor, she loved cooking and exploring new food on the side. She’d picked out a fancy-schmancy restaurant for tonight’s dinner, but we were hitting the bar scene after that. “Are you sure a coffee’s the only big thing you want on your menu today? What about a hot guy with an enormous—” She pumped her curvy hips and chuckled. “Hoo-ha.”  
 
    When she snickered, I scowled. 
 
    As a kindergarten teacher, I’d gotten into the habit of using fake names for body parts when discussing intimate subjects, in case there happened to be kiddoes around who might overhear. But PJ didn’t have to rub it in. 
 
    After making sure she’d absorbed the full weight of my fake glare, I tapped my chin, contemplating the idea of something bigger than a latte. Did I want something like that? “Maybe.”  
 
    In my experience, most men weren’t worth the extra effort. If only a girl could sample the product before she bellied herself up to the check-out counter.  
 
    Few men could compare to the lime green vibrating bestie I kept in my bedroom nightstand. Lime green, because the box said it was supposed to be an alien hoo-ha. If my big green buddy was a prime example of an alien bits, I seriously needed to sign up for outer space exploration. “It has been a while since a…cock. There, I said it.” I smirked while they giggled. “Anyway. It’s been too long since a hoo-ha has been within poking distance of my wa-dang.” 
 
    “Talking about dry spells,” PJ said with a rueful shake of her head, blue hair flipping across her shoulders like a rich waterfall. “It’s been so long since my wa-dang saw a hoo-ha, I’m not sure I remember what hoo-has look like.” She grumbled. “Why did I say I was taking a dating hiatus? Oh, yeah. That’s right. Asshole ex.” 
 
    He’d burned her bad. I couldn’t blame her for being cautious. 
 
    “You ditched him six months ago,” Tanya said, leaning forward to pat PJ’s arm. “I think tonight’s the night for both you and Jenny to jump back into the hoo-ha action.” 
 
    A deep hoo-ha pumping might be just the thing to pull me out of my alien rut.  
 
    But I wasn’t going to settle for just any old hoo…shit, even in my own head, I was referring to a cock as a hoo-ha. I was beyond sad. “Let’s wait and see what’s available before we decide.” While PJ was on her dating hiatus, Tanya and I were single and available to check out the dating scene. Maybe tonight, I’d meet my match. 
 
    A girl could hope. 
 
    “Deal,” Tanya said and we high-fived each other. 
 
    Leaning back against PJ’s vehicle, I stared toward the hillside. The walk to the cave entrance had to be at least a mile away. Just looking at it made my legs ache. Sure, I could do this hike on a good day, but last night, we’d stayed in a hotel together as part of a girl’s weekend, and we’d rang in one, and then two a.m., with so many shots of tequila, my brain still floated. I’d also shared a bed with Tanya, who kicked and talked dirty in her sleep. 
 
    Tonight, I’d take the sofa bed, despite the threat of a saggy mattress middle.  
 
    “I’m still not sure I’m up for this, guys,” I said. Maybe, if I begged hard enough, they’d let me wait in the van. I could take a nap.  
 
    “It’s my birthday, remember? I have to spend it with my fam.” Tanya handed me a water bottle. “You promised you’d come with us today.” 
 
    I grumbled good-naturedly, because she made a valid point. Besties forever, we spent all of our birthdays with each other. 
 
    After taking a long swallow of my water, I recapped it, doing my best to send her an I am so damn thrilled about this smile. The sun was rising—if that slit of scarlet on the horizon was anything to go by—and I loved being with my friends. With no family, who else would I spend my time with?  
 
    Nothing would go wrong on a nice day like this. 
 
    “You sure you don’t want to wear my spare coveralls?” PJ asked, extending the orange set. She looked awesome in the blue suit, of course, just like Tanya rocked the red.  
 
    But orange? I couldn’t blame her for holding onto this one, though. Given a choice, I’d wear the sophisticated, caving version of the little blue dress over something that would make the wearer resemble a mound of road-kill pumpkin three weeks past Halloween. 
 
    “I’m good,” I said. Call that no to the orange suit.  
 
    My outfit wasn’t completely lame. I wasn’t just dressed in shorts and a cotton shirt. I also wore my hiking boots, which I’d dug out of the closet yesterday. Grinning, I clipped the cord of the flashlight Tanya handed me onto a loop on my denim shorts. “Let’s get this show on the road, Ladies.” 
 
    “Don’t forget your pack.” PJ tugged it off the backseat and handed it to me. While I looped it over my shoulders, she shut the door and clicked her key fob, and the van lights flashed to indicate the vehicle locked. Her grin warmed up my day nicely, because I knew what it meant. “I added extra provisions inside just for you.” 
 
    Oh, yum. While she didn’t have kids to fill her mini-van—mostly because she hadn’t found the right guy yet, PJ mothered us all. If I knew my friend, she’d baked my favorite double chocolate brownies, as well as her secret-recipe trail mix. And carefully packed cupcakes for all of us, in honor of Tanya’s birthday. Because, life was incomplete without cupcakes. 
 
    “We’re off,” Tanya said, striding across the mossy forest floor. Her feet crunched on fallen leaves, releasing an earthy smell. The climbing rope she’d attached to her belt smacked her butt as she skirted around a large evergreen, evading the pointy needles. She smiled over her shoulder. “I am so freakin’ excited about this!” 
 
    Joking about how much I missed my pillow already, I followed her down the trail, with PJ riding my heels. 
 
    By the time we’d hiked up the hillside and reached the cave entrance, the sun had risen and done its heat-up-the-Earth thing. Sweat trickled down my face. My back, too. It even squeegeed uncomfortably between my legs. Was there a hidden oasis inside the cave where I could take a swim? Or maybe I could find a natural waterfall. Then, I could stand underneath the plunging water for the rest of my life. 
 
    Waiting inside the cave with PJ, while Tanya unwound her rope and attached it to a boulder, I fanned my face, missing the steamy breeze I’d cursed about while hiking. At least the wind had somewhat dried my sweat.  
 
    Nothing like August in Georgia to boil your blood. 
 
    I approached the drop-off and stared into the black hole we’d descend into. “How far down are we going again?” 
 
    PJ came up beside me and squinted into the blackness. She deepened her voice, making it sound creepy. “All the way down.” 
 
    “For perspective, that’s…?” 
 
    “About eighty feet, give or take.” 
 
    “With just a puny rope.” 
 
    “A well-rated rope,” she said pertly. “Don’t worry. It’ll hold you.”  
 
    I wasn’t so sure about this. I mean, no exercise. And I did enjoy her brownies. The entire pan, given the chance. 
 
    As she turned away, I grabbed her arm.  
 
    “Hold on a sec.” Frankly, the thought of shimmying down the rope wasn’t the part of this whole thing that scared me. I didn’t mind heights. “How are we going to get back up?” I flexed my sort-of arm muscles. Really needed to get to the gym more than once a year. “Remember, I’m the virgin here.” 
 
    PJ snorted, and I joined in. We both knew I’d traded in my official V-card ages ago. 
 
    “We’ve got a winch, remember?” she said. “We’ll hook it to a tree or something and haul you out.” 
 
    Great. Wasn’t this awesome? “Like a wounded cow via helicopter, hoisted aloft with my legs dangling beneath me?” 
 
    She chuckled. “Exactly.” 
 
    “Hey,” I grumbled. “I know I’m a wuss, but that’s no reason to rub it in.” 
 
    She stopped and turned, and while her eyes twinkled, she at least made the effort to keep a straight face. “It’s going to be fine. Relax and enjoy the ride.” 
 
    “If you say so.” 
 
    “We’re all set,” Tanya announced from the far side of the hole. “Who’s first?” 
 
    PJ looked at me with lifted eyebrows, so I half-heartedly raised my hand. Might as well get it over with. Despite my reservations about how I’d climb out later, I was intrigued by the thought of what I was about to do. What would I see down there? 
 
    “Maybe Jenny should follow me, actually.” PJ stepped forward. “I can hit the ground in no time and be ready to help you two.” 
 
    “You sure?” I asked. I mean, I was happy to take on the role of trailblazer for once in my life. If I had to. Maybe. 
 
    “Definitely,” she said, approaching the edge. She tugged on a mesh harness and attached a series of clips and devices from it to the nylon rope. “You’ll feel one-hundred percent better about your descent if you can see my light ahead.” 
 
    Were my knocking knees that obvious? 
 
    In no time, PJ’s voice echoed up at us from underground. “This is so cool. Tanya, you’re going to love your birthday gift.” A few minutes later, she called up, “Next!” 
 
    I peered into the hole and was pleased to see my cheerful friend’s face far, far below, outlined by the amber glow of the lights she’d set around on the floor in welcome. While the channel I’d pass through was narrow, it looked like the cave widened at the bottom. Maybe I truly would find that rock recliner I’d dreamed about earlier. 
 
    Tanya helped me put on a harness and attach it to the rope. She explained how she’d slowly lower me down. All I had to do was hold on. 
 
    “Oh. Take these.” She handed me leather gloves, which I tugged onto my hands. “And keep your feet on the wall as you drop, for stability. Otherwise, you’ll get banged up as you descend.” 
 
    “Will do.” Scooting around, I presented the hole with a prime view of my prime butt. “Take that, dark abyss!” 
 
    I gasped as I dropped over the edge.  
 
    Damn, I was a dangling creature. No, a cow! Already.  
 
    Should I moo? 
 
    My nervous laugh burst out of me, and I gaped down at PJ—who wore her usual expression whenever I tried something adventurous: humor she made no effort to hide. 
 
    Okay, so this was funny. And a bit scary. But archaeology was her thing, not mine. 
 
    The scent of damp earth and rotting vegetation filled my senses, and pings, like water droplets falling some distance away, rang out in the air.  
 
    I kept one glove tight on the rope as Tanya lowered me, but touched the wall with the other, wishing I could see better. While I imagined there were bugs down here, there might also be crystals or unusual rocks, and I’d hate to miss seeing them. PJ was also into mineral collecting and she’d taken me rockhounding a few times. We’d only dug in long-abandoned, open mines, but I’d had a wonderful time. 
 
    I should do things like this with my friends more often. 
 
    “Woooo!” I shrieked. I loved how my voice echoed around me. Kinda creepy. Kinda exciting. 
 
    The rope slipped. 
 
    And I plunged downward. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    Drek 
 
      
 
      
 
    Our royalty had been gifted with three sons. 
 
    The first son became king. 
 
    The second son ran the royal household. 
 
    And the third son sought riches to enhance the kingdom. 
 
    I was the eldest son, which meant that, now that my father had retired to his ancestral home, I was now king.  
 
    And it was time for me to capture a mate. 
 
    Soaring through the final cave channel, I cut the air with my wings, approaching our sacred place, the pool where the Lifegiver resided.  
 
    Before I could chase down my mate and claim her, I needed to purify myself in the Lifegiver falls and gain the holy one’s blessing for my hunt. With her approval, I’d capture my woman.  
 
    According to tradition, she’d be the first unwed woman to cross my path after the Lifegiver gave her blessing. Assuming she did.  
 
    While I was one of the largest of my kind, and my wing-span and speed exceeded all others, I’d pushed hard for days to reach this destination. 
 
    The luminescent water sparkled ahead of me. Calling to me. 
 
    There were so few women left in our world that it was rare for the Lifegiver to grant a man a mate-wish. My brothers would follow me here over the next few days, and perhaps, one of us would finally be mated. That brother would produce children to carry on our family name and traditions. 
 
    Leaving the dark channel, I flew into the wide, cathedral-like room. Stalactites speared down from the ceiling, their chalky surfaces dripping milky liquid. Boulders lined the outside of the room, and the ground sloped gradually down toward the water. The far wall ahead, overlaid with glistening mica panels, reflected my orange and gold scaled image back at me.  
 
    The waterfall plunged down the wall, before reaching the huge pool at the bottom, and the water rippled, licking on the mossy shore. From the mesh of vegetation covering the other chamber walls, the sickly sweet, cloying smell of ender blossoms filled the air. 
 
    Our holy ones said the Lifegiver’s spirit could be found in this chamber. 
 
    If I spoke the words I’d been taught since boyhood, and showed the lady my true heart, she could bless my pursuit of a mate. My heart thudded with anticipation. 
 
    Wind rushed past my face, and my eyes burned as I increased my speed. My wings carried me farther into the room, where I spiraled down, down. Savoring the pull of my muscles and the tug on my scales as I sliced through the air. 
 
    As the sacred place grew closer, I winged faster and levered my lower body forward. Lifting up, I dropped my legs and touched down on the wide, flat granite surface surrounding the pool. My claws scraped deep grooves into the rocks, my marks joining those of every other dragon shifter who’d come here before me. 
 
    After maturity, some came to beg. Others came to bargain. All with one wish that was rarely granted. 
 
    Females were rare, outnumbered by our males by more than ten to one. I may never be mated, which meant I’d remain celibate for the rest of my life. 
 
    The Lifegiver could send me away from here in defeat. 
 
    I was eager to have a woman standing by my side. And, even more, at having her eager in my bed. 
 
    Feet solid on the stone, I bent forward and rippled my body. I groaned at the bite of my scales shrinking down into my flesh. Molecules deep inside my body went through a sequence older than time, a forgotten memory that allowed my kind to shift. My wings contracted and tucked into place on my back, making my breath shudder to a halt. Like I’d been hit with a boulder from behind. As my neck retracted, and my face bones popped back into position, I tipped my head back and roared away the sharp agony brought on by the changing. 
 
    Standing naked before the Lifegiver’s pool, my heart thundered in my chest.  
 
    I stared around, pleased to see I was alone, because I wanted the opportunity to purify myself without an audience.  
 
    But first, the rituals must be followed, starting with a bow.  
 
    After, I lifted my arms and deepened my voice, reciting the words I’d practiced, “Oh, Lifegiver, I come here in peace.” 
 
    Water continued to fall. Tiny waves splashed across the glowing pool, its interior lined with jewels reflecting the light emitted by the lunar bugs coating the granite ceiling high above. Crystal clear, I could see all the way to the bottom. 
 
    I padded closer to the pool, the moss crushing beneath my calloused feet, but stopped when the water touched my toes. Grumbling, I stared at the water.  
 
    This damn well better work.  
 
    With primal eagerness surging through my veins, heating my blood with mating lust, I strode down into the large oasis. Submerged to my waist, I cupped water. And, as I’d been taught by our holy ones, I splashed my chest. My face. My back. Purified my skin. Spiritual water sank inside to cleanse my soul, so that I would be granted the right to hunt for my woman today. Rivulets cleaved down my chest and back, coating me with the gleaming essence. 
 
    My eyes closed as I faced the falls. Lifting my arms again, I shouted out the words, “Lifegiver, grant me the right to seek a mate. I will guard her and care for her forever, living only to give her endless pleasure.”  
 
    Just as every dragon shifter treated the woman who would someday share his bed and bear his fledglings. 
 
    I submerged myself up to my neck.  
 
    The words rushed from me again, bouncing off the chamber walls. Echoing back at me. I continued to recite them until my voice grew hoarse. 
 
    Eyes closed, I sent out my last, silent request, demanding that the Lifegiver hear me.  
 
    It was done. This would work, or it would not. Sadly, this was my sole opportunity. We could only plead with the Lifegiver once in a lifetime. 
 
    Leaving the water, I dropped to my knees on the shore and waited for her response. 
 
    Stillness descended. The falls continued to plunge down the wall, but it was if a vacuum existed, sucking out all sound. Even the birds who’d cheeped and swooped through the chamber above went quiet and huddled in their straw and mud nests, as if they listened for the Lifegiver’s voice, too.  
 
    Around me, the world ground to a halt.  
 
    Only the thud of my rapid pulse filled the silence. 
 
    Until a voice rang out, louder than a bell. “You may hunt and claim her.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

   
 
      
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    Jenny 
 
      
 
      
 
    I stuffed a final bite of cupcake into my mouth and licked the frosting off my lips. I’d eaten two cupcakes, then decided I needed a third to help me recover from nearly peeing my pants when the rope slipped. 
 
    They’d been joking around, of course. If I didn’t love my friends so much, I’d smack them. 
 
    Resting against a large rock, I groaned out my satisfaction. All things considered—plunge aside—today had been nearly perfect.  
 
    As soon as we all reached the bottom, we lit enough lights to drive the spooky shadows into the far corners of the cavern. We settled together on a wide slab of granite and spread out our lunch. 
 
    While munching through chips and cheese sticks and granola, I’d studied the stalagmites and -tites. Cool air rushed through the cave from the connecting channels, bringing with it a crisp, clean scent. I’d expected moldy, musty crud, but, strangely enough, I could swear I smelled flowers. 
 
    A pop rang out, followed by PJ’s laughter. Turning to her, I grinned.  
 
    She held up a champagne bottle with white foam oozing from the top and down the sides. Leaning forward, she extended it toward Tanya. “Since it’s your birthday, you get to drink first. We’ll take the backwash.” 
 
    “What?” She chuckled as she fisted the bottle and lifted it in a toast. “No champagne flutes?” 
 
    Grinning, PJ settled back on her rock and crossed her legs. “Didn’t even bring paper cups. But sometimes, the best way to savor champagne is the way nature made it.” 
 
    Tanya took a long swallow, then burped. Her giggle slipped out, and ours joined in. She held up the bottle and sang out a quick, haunting melody in her gorgeous opera voice. It totally awed me and PJ, who stared at her with our mouths open. That girl had the vocal cords of an angel.   
 
    “Whoa. Awesome acoustics!” PJ said.  
 
    Tanya nodded and handed the bottle to me. “We need to celebrate more than just my birthday today. To bravery, because, girl, you owned it.” 
 
    “Well, witchet,” I said. Which was my kindergarten-acceptable replacement for the swear word, shit. I swigged from the bottle and passed it to PJ. “You guys’ve given me more thrills today than when I rode the Summerville Fair rollercoaster.” 
 
    “With your eyes closed,” PJ pointed out. She took her turn on the bottle and then passed it to Tanya, who drained the last drop. PJ dug into her pack again. “This day deserves another, because I’m nowhere near enough toasted,” she said as she popped off the cap of the second bottle. 
 
    A champagne buzz tingled through my arms and legs, relaxing me. 
 
    “If I opened my eyes during the roller coaster ride,” I said to Tanya. “I would’ve died.” 
 
    “Or hurled,” PJ said with a snicker. 
 
    I elbowed her side, and took a chug from the new bottle. “Hey, I did ride the coaster, didn’t I? That counts for something.” 
 
    She put her arm around my shoulders and pulled me close. “You did, honey bunny, and I was so unbelievably proud of you.” After swigging from the bottle, she passed it to Tanya. “And, on that note, I’ve got to pee.” 
 
    I did, too. That was the problem with drinking. It ran right through me.  
 
    I stood along with PJ but glanced around with growing horror. “Houston, we’ve got one major problem.” 
 
    Turning, PJ lifted her eyebrows. 
 
    “I’m okay—I think—with doing my tinkies au naturel. But we’ve got no TP.” 
 
    “Oh.” She waved to the backpack I’d dropped onto the ground beside me. “I put a couple tissue packets inside your bag.” 
 
    “Yay.” I hugged her, because she was better than a mom. Sometimes, you just needed a parental-feeling hug, and PJ’s came guaranteed. “I’m eternally grateful for your foresight.” Alcohol made me wax eloquent. Like, I needed to star in a BBC production. “First drink tonight’s on moi.” 
 
    “Deal,” Tanya said. She hiccupped and then giggled. 
 
    PJ and I grabbed tissue packets from our bags and looked around. 
 
    “So, you didn’t happen to bring a port-a-potty with you in your backpack, did you?”  I asked her. I mean, the girl could sideline as a wedding planner. She could keep bridezilla and the bridesmaid-zillas in line with one hand tied behind her back. 
 
    “Fresh out of potties,” PJ said. She waved to the edge of the cave. “Just like when I’m on a dig, we’ll do it caveman style.” 
 
    Lovely.  
 
    We trudged up the sharp slope to an area that leveled off, our boots crunching on loose stone. 
 
    “No privacy here, folks,” I announced as I looked around for a good spot to do the deed. 
 
    “Heard and seen it all before.” She sang out the words, then launched into an Italian aria. I think it was Italian, anyway. Her rising voice echoed through the chamber, giving us a private performance. I imagined the bats hanging from the ceiling must be enjoying her music, too. 
 
    Wait. Bats. 
 
    Shivering, I glanced up, and was happy not to see any dangling black bodies above me. What if they pooped on me? Flew around? Darted into my hair? 
 
    Do not go there. 
 
    Shoving aside my fear of bats, let alone big spiders, I jutted out my hip and acted coy. “Promise you won’t look at my bum-bum?” I said to Tanya in a high-pitch, kiddie voice. 
 
    Tanya held up two fingers, Girl Scout style. “Promise!” She rocked and hooted out laughter. 
 
    Today was the best day ever. 
 
    PJ and I approached the wall and stopped, and I looked around for the best tinkie spot. At least there was dirt and moss up here, so I wouldn’t splatter. Not too badly, anyway. Just to be sure, I tugged my shorts and undies off one leg, and slipped out of my boots and socks. I’d hold my clothing to the side while I did my duty. 
 
    “Woo-hoo!” Tanya yelled as I bent over. 
 
    I scowled. “You said you wouldn’t look.” 
 
    “Hurry up before I drink all the champagne,” Tanya said. “I’m popping the third bottle!” 
 
    I glanced around. It was darker here, near the wall, and an overhang created mysterious shadows. Curious, I bent forward and scooted underneath to check it out, my undies and shorts still wrapped around my thigh, dangling from my hand. 
 
    “Hey,” I said in awe, staring down. “There’s a hole here. Wonder where this one leads?” 
 
    The opening was about three feet across. I squinted, but I couldn’t see a damn thing inside. A steady stream of water edged down the wall alongside the hole, flowing into the gaping blackness. 
 
    “Maybe it’s nature’s port-a-potty?” PJ said from beside me, peering along with me. “The world’s a mysterious place.” 
 
    Since she was into exploring long-lost civilizations, she should know. 
 
    But it looked like the perfect spot for my tinkie shot. 
 
    “You must be right,” I said, shifting around to face her. “Hold my hand while I squat. Then I’ll do the same for you.” 
 
    “Deal.” 
 
    With our fingers linked, I leaned backward, letting my ass dangle over the pit leading to the great beyond. Of course, it felt so silly doing it like this, I giggled. PJ joined in, and we were soon shaking with laughter. 
 
    I hadn’t even started dribbling when my feet slipped. 
 
    Gaping up at PJ, I scrambled for foot control. But the hole sucked me down.  
 
    “Jenny!” PJ wailed. 
 
    I fell and my hip jarred the edge, but my legs kept on going, sucking me inside. The rest of my body followed. 
 
    PJ shrieked as she fell in behind me. 
 
    My butt smacked against rocks, but it didn’t slow my downward momentum. I screamed as I slipped and slid, plunging away from the upper cave. Like I rode a never-ending slide at a water park, I kept moving, plummeting.  
 
    Forever.  
 
    Blackness crowded out the light, until I couldn’t see anything except the inside of my eyeballs. 
 
    It was crazy. How could there be such a long, winding tunnel like this beneath the cave? 
 
    The Earth’s core sucked me down, as if I was ripe for the plucking. 
 
    Around a corner. Over a steep hill. Up another rise, before I dropped down some more. I swore, I was being dragged down to the center of the world. There was lava there, right? If I wasn’t immediately burned to a crisp, how the hell would I ever get out? 
 
    I tried to grab onto the walls, to somehow slow my fall, but couldn’t get a grip on the smooth, wet stones around me. My fingernails snagged, but gravity was not my friend. She hauled me farther away from my friends. 
 
    “Jenny!” PJ wailed from behind me. “Where are you?” 
 
    “I’m coming for you,” Tanya yelled from somewhere far, far above us. “I’ll rescue you both!” 
 
    A bang and a shriek followed. 
 
    Oh, no. Had she fallen in, too? 
 
    “Help!” PJ hollered. 
 
    If I could help her, I could help myself, but it appeared I was beyond helpless. 
 
    “Ahh!” I yelled. 
 
    “Jenny,” PJ called out from far behind me. “Hold on, honey,” 
 
    I didn’t hear Tanya, which chilled me to the bone. I’d feel like dying if my friends got hurt. 
 
    Dim light filtered in from somewhere ahead. Good. Maybe I’d finally slow and could reorient myself. Then, I could find my way back up to Tanya and PJ, and we’d return to the cave. Crawling for days, if we had to. 
 
    My shorts snagged on something. How the hell had they remained looped around my leg?  
 
    They didn’t remain with me for long. My forward movement wrenched me past them, and I left my shorts and panties behind. 
 
    Great, now I was not only plunging to my doom, I was doing it naked from the waist down. 
 
    More light ahead. And…stone channels? No, it was three holes, as if nature had created one for each of us. 
 
    With a sharp tug, my body veered to the left, rapidly approaching the first hole. I dragged my hands along the walls and scrambled for a grip, but I couldn’t slow my progress. 
 
    Feet first, I slid into the narrow opening. 
 
    The world dropped away, and I followed, suddenly airborne. Wind whipped my long, dark hair behind me and brought tears to my eyes. 
 
    My ass smacked on rock again, somehow cushioned by what felt vaguely like moss. But it didn’t slow my plunge much, because it was slippery moss, and momentum was not helping me out today.  
 
    I continued coasting along, my bare legs leading my ass, thrusting out in front of me. 
 
    Ahead, a circle of light waited. 
 
    I shot through it, like a cannonball from a cannon. My head hit the wall as I rushed through, and stars filled my vision.  
 
    Which was wrong, since this had to be the middle of our planet, not outer space. 
 
    Air-bound again. And I was dropping. 
 
    I burst through a wall of water, sputtering and gulping. Below me, a large, turquoise pool glistened.  
 
    And I was approaching it fast. 
 
    I plunged downward until I smacked butt-first onto the surface. My speed pushed me along the top of the water, feet first, legs splaying wider by the second. 
 
    Head still whirling from hitting it on the rock wall, I shrieked as I approached the edge of the pool. 
 
    Where a large, naked man knelt, his eyes wide, his chiseled jaw ajar. 
 
    My mouth dropped open, too. What the hell? 
 
    My legs scissored as I slowed, spreading further apart. This was totally crazy. I wasn’t going to stop! 
 
    I bumped up onto the shore but kept plummeting toward him, unable to slow my progress when I hit more slippery moss.  
 
    My heels hit his knees, and my legs split wide, spreading around him.  
 
    As I screeched, my butt slid up onto his body, and my butt glided forward across his lightly-haired thighs. 
 
    I finally came to a stop with my pussy thrust against his substantial… 
 
    Well, you know.


 
   
  
 

   
 
      
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    Drek 
 
      
 
      
 
    The Lifegiver was damn wonderful. 
 
    While I’d been prepared to hunt down and capture a mate, a hot, gorgeous woman had captured me instead.  
 
    My younger brothers might rib me about my luck, but they’d be more than jealous.  
 
    Because I had a mate. A woman to protect, cherish, and make love to throughout the night from now into eternity. 
 
    With her legs wrapped around my waist, holding me tight, she made it clear she would never let me go. 
 
    She’d flown out of a mica cave, anointed herself in the falls as she passed through the water, then plunged across the pool to land on my lap. 
 
    As if the Lifegiver had sent her directly to me. 
 
    My cock twitched at the thought of being with her, even though I knew I was going to have to wait. There were strict rules surrounding mating in my culture, and the holy ones would be pissed off if I didn’t follow them.  
 
    However, there was no harm in showing my woman the way I would worship her once we were fully mated.  
 
    I could give her a small sample. 
 
    Sitting on my lap still, she clutched my shoulders, before slumping down in front of me on her back, resting on the soft moss surrounding the pool.  
 
    She moaned then blinked up at me. A beautiful smile filled her lovely face. 
 
    Shifting backward, I took in her widely-spread body, unable to believe all this perfection was mine.  
 
    Her upper half was clothed, but the nipples of her generous breasts peaked, as if they sensed my attention. I growled, wanting to slide my fingertips underneath the wet fabric and stroke them. Cup them. Taste them. 
 
    But I would not touch, let alone take what she seemed to be offering. Because, the mating rituals insisted full mating came last.  
 
    Custom said a man must first seek the Lifegiver’s blessing to hunt for a mate. If the blessing was granted—as mine had been—he’d seek her out and capture her, although his time to do so was limited. Then, he would bring her back to the city and court her. Only when she announced she also chose him was he given access to her body.  
 
    In a ritual as old as time, they’d marry, before consummating their mating. 
 
    I couldn’t wait to bring her to my palace. Woo her. Then sweep her off her feet and carry her to my bed. 
 
    Where I would ravish her all night long. 
 
    She moaned again, and her long lashes swept her cheeks as she gaped up at me.  
 
    “You’re freakin’ gorgeous,” she whispered. She released a soft chuckle from her full, pink lips. “But I have gotta be dreaming. Hmm.” Her fingers tickled my thigh, and I barely held in my laugh. “If I’m dreaming, you must be my dream man.” 
 
    Dream man? 
 
    She grinned. “It’s been too long since I’ve been with a real guy. Since you’re a gorgeous hunky dream man, I hereby give you permission to do whatever you want with me. PJ did say I needed to find some plunging hoo-ha today.” 
 
    “What are you saying?” Was that my voice croaking? Awesome. She’d think I was a teen when in fact, I was a full-grown man.  
 
    The king of my people. 
 
    “Do it to me,” she said with another smile. 
 
    Yes, she was flawless. Beyond my wildest fantasies.  
 
    Wait.  
 
    Was she actually suggesting we break from tradition and complete the final part of our bond right now?  
 
    Here, in this sacred place?  
 
    This had never been done before in our world’s history. 
 
    “You up for a little fun?” she asked. “Because I’m a woman, and I have needs.” 
 
    Fuck. She was asking for all my body could give her. Now.  
 
    This must be the mating lust others had spoken of and I’d only imagined. An overwhelming urge to mate with one woman only. 
 
    She must be experiencing the call, too. She needed me with overwhelming eagerness, because I needed her.  
 
    I was consumed with the desire to pleasure the woman I’d be mated to for the rest of my life. 
 
    While I should wait, I let the mating lust take over my actions. 
 
    Her hands stroked up my thighs, coming to a full stop on my cock, where she traced her fingertip along my growing length.  
 
    “Take me, please,” she said. “And, since this is just a dream, I know you’ll make it good. Because, hell, it would be pretty crappy if I didn’t orgasm at least twice with a dream man.” 
 
    I could make that happen. Multiple times, if she wished. 
 
    After all, it was my duty to fulfill my mate’s every craving. 
 
    I’d waited a long time for this, over a hundred years, in fact. Dragons who were granted the Lifegiver’s blessing formed a mate-bond only once in their lifetime, and they were forbidden to slake their pleasure with anyone other than their mate. 
 
    The wait to finally be with a woman had been too, fuckin’ long. 
 
    I lifted my hands over her chest, but paused, staring down at her. Because, this couldn’t be true. I’d be a brute if I let the mating lust take hold. If I touched her, stroked her, or covered her body with mine. 
 
    I’d be breaking all the rules. 
 
    She arched up her spine, and her nipples brushed my palms through the sodden fabric. They peaked to hard nubs before my eyes.  
 
    Double fuck. 
 
    I couldn’t help myself. My dragon’s fire surged through me, centering in my groin. I couldn’t resist her call. 
 
    With a heavy groan, I cupped her breasts, and she wiggled, pushing the soft mounds against my hands. 
 
    “Yes,” she whispered, eyes sliding closed. “Like that. Only more.” 
 
    She moaned, and my cock swelled into a battering ram. 
 
    It was only right that she enjoyed my touch. As I’d been taught, the Lifegiver was all wise. She would never send me a woman who didn’t want to mate with me.  
 
    But now? 
 
    “I’m in fantasy land,” she said slowly, as if she had difficulty pronouncing the words. “That’s all this is. And I get to share it with a well-built, sexy guy.” Her eyes opened, meeting mine. “Touch me some more.” Her full lips quirked up and a wistful expression filled her pretty face. “Might as well get some mileage out of this dream before I wake up.” 
 
    As her mate, I lived to fulfill all her sexual commands. 
 
    Reaching under her shirt, I stroked my fingertips across her breasts, pausing to pinch the perky nipples. 
 
    “Yes,” she gasped. “This is going to be so much better than my rubber alien.” 
 
    Alien? 
 
    I shook my head. Moving my hands down, I traced them across her full, tender belly, which quivered. Her breath caught, and she moaned again, gyrating her generous hips. 
 
    Heat built inside me like an inferno. It surged through my veins, centering between my legs. My body responded to her soft sighs of pleasure, becoming even harder. Eager.  
 
    Feral.  
 
    Backing away from her, I lowered myself onto my forearms, placing myself between her legs.  
 
    While I was willing to bend the rules, I would not rush this. 
 
    I nudged her legs wider, and her slit parted. She dripped, and her pink flesh swelled before my eyes. 
 
    Massaging her inner thighs, I breathed on her clit, the first bond of a dragon-mate. Marking her, while giving her a taste of my raging fire. 
 
    She gasped and squirmed on the moss. “Shit. That feels fantastic.” 
 
    I stroked the soft mounds of her ass, and when she arched her hips up and panted, I slid my thumb across her clit.  
 
    “Yes!” she shrieked. 
 
    I loved that she was wet for me already. That she sought my touch.  
 
    My cock tightened further, thrusting against my stomach in a thick rod. Soon, I would rise over her and drive myself inside her warm, eager flesh.  
 
    But there was no need to hurry.  
 
    Our first time should be savored. As my mate, she needed to be fully worshiped before I gave into my mating lust. 
 
    Her clit swelled even more, and she thrashed her head on the Lifegiver’s mossy pillow. 
 
    I tucked my thumb inside her slit and breathed dragon fire on her again. She thrust up, reaching toward my smoldering flames, and a high-pitched keen erupted from her lips, echoing around inside the large cavern.  
 
    Her soft inner walls surrounded my thumb. She spasmed around my deep thrust. 
 
    I breathed on her again, marking her with the third bond, putting all of my dragon form into my wind.  
 
    Now, the world only had to look at her to know she belonged solely to me. 
 
    She spread her hips further apart. “God, that feels so good, dream man. Like heat and sparks and fire. Do it again.” 
 
    I nudged apart her folds while rubbing her clit harder, circling faster and faster. Bringing her closer to the edge.  
 
    I sensed it. Her bliss waited for me. 
 
    “Yes. Please!” 
 
    Rising above her, I cupped my cock and started to thrust my hips forward, intending to drive myself inside, but stopped. 
 
    It would be a waste to take her fast.  
 
    And she was petite compared to me.  
 
    Even in my man form, my size surpassed most of my kind.  
 
    I needed to wait until she was truly ready. Only then would I show the Lifegiver I was worthy of this blessing. 
 
    Settling back down between my woman’s legs, I parted her slit and stroked my tongue along the opening. Tasted her. Savored her musk.  
 
    Her rich scent engulfed me. Made me throb. More than breathing, I needed to feel her soft, velvety walls surrounding me when I came. 
 
    She shuddered and fisted my hair, pulling my face closer. “Yes. That. God. This is the best dream ever.” 
 
    I laved her clit with my mouth, sucking it inside. Flicked my tongue across the tip. I teethed her tender nub while she writhed beneath me. 
 
    Then I dipped my tongue into her passage, drinking her sweet juices. As she tightened her thighs on my head and ground herself up against my mouth, I ate her fully. 
 
    “I’ve gotta be dead,” she said sharply, her hips mimicking the feverish dance we’d soon join in together. “This can’t be real.” 
 
    I lifted up, grinning. “You live.” 
 
    “Then I hit my head, and I’m unconscious. This is all a wonderful dream.” 
 
    If this was a dream, I sure as hell didn’t want it to end. 
 
    Leaving her dewy, her folds spread wide in anticipation of my cock, I rose above her again. I staked my claim with my palms braced on the stone on either side of her shoulders and stared down at her. 
 
    My mate’s eyes were as green as morning grass coated with dew. I fingered her soft, dark brown hair, glistening wetly from her plunge through the falls to reach me. Her gently sculpted shoulders begged for my kisses. Her arms were soft and welcoming. And her wide hips were nicely cushioned, with enough to grab hold of while I rode her from any angle. 
 
    She was made for me. 
 
    She sat up slightly and unbuttoned her shirt and pulled it off, revealing the hottest tits I’d seen in my life. Full mounds with rosy, large nipples. Perfect for sucking. Leaning forward, I grazed my teeth across one. I pulled the nipple into my mouth and tasted the tip. 
 
    Her moans rang out. As she slid her legs around my body, she pulled me close. “I need your hoo-ha in my wa-dang. Now.” 
 
    Frowning, I leaned back to look down at her. “Hoo…?” 
 
    “Now, I said!” 
 
    I laughed deeply and thrust my cock up, raking it across her clit. “I think I know exactly what you need, woman.” 
 
    “Yes. Give it to me.” 
 
    My cock strained forward, a steel pipe between my legs. Leaning over her, I held myself in place with my tip piercing her opening. I nudged myself just inside her folds and groaned. Fuck. Her warm walls welcomed me with slickness, but I was barely inside.  
 
    And I needed to bury myself completely. 
 
    “I am Drekar,” I said. “Drek, if you prefer.” Late for introductions, but I wanted her to know my name before I took everything she had to offer. 
 
    “I’m Jenny,” she said shyly, her eyes meeting mine. A sweet smile bloomed on her face. “You’re my dream man, Drek.” 
 
    I kissed her pink cheeks, her mouth, pulling in her pleasure. Giving it back in my touch on her breasts, between her legs.  
 
    Our tongues danced, and I savored her lushness. 
 
    Jenny. My mate. 
 
    She’d hunted me down, but now I would claim her.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    Jenny 
 
      
 
      
 
    For a dream, this sure felt real. And beyond fantastic. 
 
    I’d never been so wet in my life. Even when I made a date with the other friend I kept in my bedside table next to my alien: a big tube of extra-slickery KY. 
 
    But this couldn’t be real. I had to be unconscious in a hospital somewhere, and my brain was giving me an awesome escape. 
 
    There was no cave deep within the bowels of the Earth.  
 
    No hot, hunky man with bulging muscles, faint scales rippling across his upper chest and shoulders, and a beyond magical tongue. Let alone the biggest cock I’d ever felt nudging against my pussy. 
 
    Would it fit? 
 
    Damn, I’d make sure it did. 
 
    If this was a dream, I was going to enjoy every minute of it. Suck each speck of fun out of my fantasy-man encounter, before I woke up in a dark, damp cavern and had to drag myself out. Or in a hospital bed, covered with bandages. 
 
    “Do it,” I said. “Fuck me.” Forget the kindergarten talk. In fantasy-land, I could be as dirty as I pleased.  
 
    As I ached to be dirty right now. 
 
    He lowered his head and captured my lips. All while his cock teased my slit. If he wasn’t holding me down with the weight of his upper body, I would’ve thrust myself up and onto him by now. 
 
    I couldn’t stand it. He had to be buried inside me or I’d scream. 
 
    I planned to scream when he was buried inside me, too. 
 
    He sat back on his haunches and stared down at me. “I’m big.” 
 
    “No shit.” His rock-solid cock bobbed, as if seeking me. Sitting up, I stroked my finger along the glistening tip, then wrapped my hand around it. Stroked it while he closed his eyes and groaned. 
 
    He stilled my hand, and his gray-blue eyes met mine. “I don’t want to hurt you,” he said. Eyelids hooded, he jerked his hips forward, as if he couldn’t resist finding my hand. 
 
    I loved that he wanted me as much as I wanted him. And that he cared to make this special for me.  
 
    But then…dream man. Of course, he would.  
 
    He was everything—and more—than a girl could ever imagine. And he was all mine, if only for this moment. 
 
    Too bad I couldn’t take him back to my reality when we finished. Then I could pull him out of the drawer every night instead of my green alien. 
 
    I took in his unruly black hair, his darkly tanned skin, his tight abs, those scales!—then licked my upper lip as I salivated over his giant cock.  
 
    Before this dream was through, I needed to taste it. 
 
    “I swear. It’s made to fit,” I said.  
 
    It was, wasn’t it? It would be beyond cruel for a fantasy to give me a dick I could not get inside. 
 
    Talk about torture. 
 
    “It’ll fit, right?” Yeah, so my voice held a hint of hesitation. But I wanted it to fit. I wanted it slamming its way inside me, fitting all the way to my core. 
 
    “Let’s try this.” Taking my hands, he tugged me up to kneel in front of him. With a soft smile, he lifted me by my butt cheeks, as if I weighed less than a piece of paper, and brought my lower body down and in line with his.  
 
    I wrapped my legs around his waist and braced my hands on his broad, scaly shoulders as he perched my slit over his engorged rod. 
 
    “You’re in control,” he said gruffly. “Take whatever you need.” 
 
    Another reason to love my dream man. I always did enjoy being in control of a situation. 
 
    The heat of his cock spread my folds as I slowly pressed down. It stung slightly as my opening stretched to accommodate him, but I’d barely taken an inch. 
 
    Lifting up, I tried again. More burning, but a wonderful, aching pain that told me I could handle this. All of it. I just needed to get it inside. 
 
    He spread my butt cheeks, widening me further.  
 
    “Yes,” I said, gritting my teeth. My eyes met his—his filled with humor—and I smiled. “We’re gonna do this, Drek.” 
 
    He chuckled and leaned forward. His breath teased my ear, where he bit down gently. “We sure are.” He kissed his way along my jawline until he reached my chin. Claiming my lips with his, his tongue dove inside, tangling with mine.  
 
    A blast of heat shot through me, centering between my legs. Making me even wetter. 
 
    I carefully lowered myself. Pushed down.  
 
    Hard. And harder.  
 
    He slowly pressed inside me. 
 
    His finger found my clit and he rubbed, chasing embers through my body. Sending more fluid gushing between my legs. Coating his cock.  
 
    Preparing my body to accept his. 
 
    My hip bones spread as I sank down a little bit more.  
 
    Yes.  
 
    This was the way. My body was made for his. Nature wouldn’t make a cock that could not be handled. 
 
    It felt beyond fantastic. Filling. Stretching. Almost overwhelming. 
 
    Putting all my weight into it, I plunged downward. 
 
    And he impaled me to the hilt. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    Drek 
 
      
 
      
 
    I was going to come. One pump, and I’d be all through. 
 
    Which was utter crap. 
 
    I was supposed to worship my mate’s body. Adore her. Fuck her for hours, if that’s what she needed. 
 
    While this was my first time, I couldn’t finish until she’d had at least one orgasm. Multiple would be even better. 
 
    She stared at me with awe and fascination, while my cock probed deep inside her. It twitched, and the end spread to release the extra, vibrating bulb that would massage her walls as we fucked.  
 
    All dragons had them. 
 
    She tilted her head, as if she sought inward. “What’s…What’s that?” 
 
    “Something special, just for you.” 
 
    Her eager grin rushed through me like a caress. “Then I think you should use it, don’t you?” 
 
    “Hell, yeah,” I groaned. More than anything, I wanted to lift her up and plunge her back down onto me again. Even more, I ached to lower her to the ground, lift her legs to my shoulders, and slap my body against hers until we both exploded. 
 
    “We do fit,” she said in awe, wiggling as if to test the feel. “And that…extra touching thing, That motion. Mmm.” She closed her eyes and shifted, positioning my tip in just the right spot. “Fuck. This is beyond wonderful, dream man.” 
 
    Hell. Jenny was beyond wonderful. 
 
    How could I have doubted the Lifegiver’s blessing?  
 
    Jenny lifted herself, her soft folds caressing me, sucking me, driving me insane. The tip of my engorged cock slid to her opening, vibrating all the while, but especially on her clit. With a gasp, she dropped back down, taking all of me inside again.  
 
    “Oh, hell,” she said. “This is the most awesome thing in the world.” She rose. Dropped back down. Her head tipped back, revealing her neck, and as she moaned and panted, she gyrated on my dick. “Damn, that feels so freakin’ good.” 
 
    My groan was my only response, because I was beyond talking. Beyond thinking. Trying to hold on. 
 
    I swore, my eyeballs bulged from the overwhelmingly awesome feeling.  
 
    I dragged my eyes from the outright pleasure shining on her face and stared toward the waterfall. Focused on the gleaming water. The rocks. The mica walls. If I watched Jenny any longer, I wouldn’t even have to think about it. I’d burst inside her in seconds. 
 
    Up and down, Jenny rode me. Faster. Moaning about my cock. The vibration. My muscles and scales. And how wonderful my hoo-ha felt. Whatever that was. Her hands held onto my shoulders for purchase, and her generous breasts jiggled with each plunge downward.  
 
    I cupped one breast and stroked the pebbly nipple, until it doubled in size and grew rosy. Pinching her clit, I rubbed harder, drawing out her sighs. Her gasps. Tiny shrieks that burst from her lips. 
 
    She ground against me, her body tensing as she drew near the cliffs.  
 
    “Yes, yes,” she mewed. Her eyes slid closed, and she reached for the peak.  
 
    I pressed my fingers against her clit, rubbing faster. Holding myself back with everything inside me.  
 
    Fuck, this was the best challenge in my life. 
 
    She jolted, and her breath whooshed out.  
 
    As she ground against me and shrieked, her moist channel spasmed around my cock. She moaned long and low, then collapsed in my arms. 
 
    I couldn’t help it.  
 
    My body gave in, and I thrust my hips upward, plunging as far into her as I could go, driving myself deeper and deeper. Until a dam burst inside me and I shot my seed deep. I gave my mate everything I had, until I was spent. A quaking mess. 
 
    Totally hers. 
 
    We collapsed into each other, holding close. Breathing fast. 
 
    “Oh, hell. Oh, hell,” she whispered, her forehead resting on my shoulder. The pulse of her heartbeat slowed while my cock twitched inside her passage, somehow eager already for more.  
 
    “That was unbelievably fantastic.” She lifted her body up and off mine, creating a sharp pulling sound.  
 
    My cock glistened with her wetness, half flaccid, yet still straining to reach her all over again. It missed her movement already.  
 
    Her eyes gleamed, and she lifted one eyebrow. Her tongue peeked from her lips as her gaze hovered on the part of me that still reached for her. “Are you suggesting there’s more to this dream than just once?” 
 
    I grinned and took her hand, tugging her back down onto my lap. “There’s always more.”


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
    Jenny 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Next time, I want it faster,” I said with a pout. I smiled down at him as my body tingled, coming down from the best orgasm I’d had in my life. 
 
    “I can do faster,” he said, his voice grating with raw eagerness. It trilled through me like smoldering embers. “I’ll do whatever pleases you.”  
 
    Talk about wonderful.  
 
    Why couldn’t normal guys be like this? “And can it be deeper, too?” 
 
    His low, chesty growl arced through me. “I’m yours to command.” 
 
    “Of course, you are. You’re my fantasy man.”  
 
    When I rose and held out my hand, he took it. A devilish smile filled his face as I backed down into the pool, pulling him along with me. 
 
    We were soon submerged in the warm water.  
 
    Drifting around him, I trailed my fingertips along his sculpted upper back—also adorned with faint scales that were rigid but not sharp, his broad neck, his stubbly face.  
 
    When I built a fantasy man, I didn’t go halfway. He was utterly perfect. 
 
    I swam around until I faced him, my palms holding on to his shoulders. My legs wrapped around his waist, and I pressed near. God, I needed to feel his rising steel inside me again. 
 
    “Wait,” I said as he nudged himself toward my soft folds. 
 
    His hips stilled.  
 
    I smirked and teased his cock with my fingertips. “You did say you’re mine to command, right?” 
 
    He trailed kisses along my jaw to my ear, where his low growl tickled across my skin. “I am going to fuck you until you scream my name.” 
 
    “That will do nicely. But first…” I unlooped my legs from around his body and dropped to my feet on the soft, sandy bottom. Taking his hand, I pulled him from the water. I pointed to the mossy area surrounding the pool. “Sit.” 
 
    Eyes hooded and flashing a deep, ebony blue, he did as I asked, dropping to his butt, his legs spreading wide. 
 
    His cock. God, his gorgeous cock. It stood at attention, straining toward me. 
 
    I wanted to taste it. 
 
    I dropped to my knees in front of him, moving forward until I could cup him. Saliva pooled in my mouth at the thought of taking him, of sucking him dry. Would he let me? Or would he pull out like some guys did, as if they were afraid coming in a girl’s mouth meant they bound themselves to her for life? 
 
    Part of me wouldn’t mind being bound to this man for life.  
 
    Crazy of me, but I was falling for a dream man. I’d wake in the morning, and mourn his loss forever. 
 
    Leaning close, I breathed on him, like he’d done with me. His cock twitched and grew even stiffer. Ha. Two could play this breathing game. 
 
    When I took his tip inside my mouth, he growled. He fisted my hair and arched his back.  
 
    As I slid my tongue across the top and down the length, over and over, I looked up at him. I watched the strain build on his face as I milked him with my lips, teeth, and tongue. Gulping him down as far as I could. 
 
    He thrust toward me, his eyes merely slits. Tendons stood out sharp on his neck, and his shoulders muscles bunched as his pleasure built. His hips pumped, driving him deeper, into my throat.  
 
    I was glad I could do this for him, give him what he needed.  
 
    When he shuddered and gasped and came, I swallowed him down. 
 
   
  
 

   
 
    ~*~ 
 
      
 
    After a few more rounds with my dream man, my body felt like well-used mush. Glorious, well-used mush.  
 
    I could appreciate a man with stamina, but this guy would wear me out.  
 
    Rising to a sitting position, I stared down at where he lay on the mossy rock on his back. He smiled and tickled my thigh. 
 
    A light breeze skipped through the large cave chamber, carrying a flowery perfume on the wind. The chilly air made tiny goosebumps prickle along my skin. I settled close to Drek again, sucking in his warmth.  
 
    “This isn’t actually a dream, is it?” I said, tracing my fingertip around his nipple, which peaked all over again. I’d tasted it a few times and planned to do so again.  
 
    His palm slid along my hip, and he nudged me partway up onto his chest, perhaps so he could see my face. “It’s real.” 
 
    My face overheated.  
 
    It was silly that I’d kept the fantasy idea going so long, but maybe pretending let me finally be the bold woman I’d always wanted to be. “Okay, so…I don’t usually…Well, I’ve never slept with a guy I just met before.” 
 
    Let alone fallen through a cave and landed in a guy’s lap while wearing nothing below my waist. 
 
    “We mated,” he said with blatant satisfaction. Well-earned satisfaction, so I didn’t tease him about his cockiness. 
 
    We sure had mated. Five times. 
 
    “It’s natural for us to want each other,” he said, his fingers tickling down my spine. “We’re bonded mates.” 
 
    “Is ‘mate’ like that Aussie thing? As in, we’re buddies?” But we barely knew each other. So, while we might not quite be friends yet, we were taking advantage of the full benefits. 
 
    And what benefits. Holy moly. That tingle between my legs told me I wanted to “mate” again.  
 
    As soon as I caught my wind.  
 
    This guy was hot. And incredibly talented with his fingers and mouth. Let alone everything below the waist. 
 
    How in hell had a guy been born with a vibrating dick? And, if other guys had them, why wasn’t this common knowledge? 
 
    He’d been holding out on womankind. 
 
    Since my body could only take so much of his hugeness before I’d be sore, I looked around to distract myself. I peered over my shoulder, taking in the large, dark channel that extended away from this cavern, and wondered where the tunnel led. High overhead, some sort of lights had been recessed into the ceiling, like tiny light blue stars. And sharp, vine-covered rock lined the rest of the walls. But the centerpiece was the waterfall, gleaming iridescent, with a shiny wall behind it, reflecting the light.  
 
    “Is that stone?” I asked, pointing.  
 
    “Mica.”  
 
    “Where are we, anyway?” I frowned. “I fell into a hole in the back of a cave and kept on sliding forever.” 
 
    “Ah,” he said, his voice deepening as if with concern. “You’re a surface dweller.” 
 
    “I suppose you could call me that.” Sounded like a flea on a dog, but I’d roll with it for now.  
 
    “It’s…dangerous for me to be with you, but—” His chin solidified to granite. “—I’ll fight to the death to keep you.” 
 
    And that was a bit…weird. Especially the surface dweller bit, let along fighting to the death. But as long as he didn’t get too controlling, I could handle a smidge of possessive behavior. 
 
    “I never knew a place like this existed,” I said. “I mean, it’s light enough to see here, and there are plants. Flowers. The falls. It’s like an underground oasis.” 
 
    “The lights come from the insects on the ceiling.” He waved to the spattering of tiny, bright blue-green circles I’d thought were twinkle lights of some sort. 
 
    Glowing insects. Mica wall. A waterfall. How come the world didn’t talk about this place? I’d heard nothing about it. But then, I didn’t get out much. Maybe it had been here all the time, but I’d just never heard of it. 
 
    Since the room wasn’t filled with tourists, it must be undiscovered. 
 
    “The falls and pool have been here since before time,” he said. 
 
    Formed when the Earth was, no doubt. But, as yet, unexplored. Well, other than by me and my fictitious dream man. 
 
    “My people found this world ages ago,” he said. 
 
    People? I shrugged, trying to roll with this, too, although it was a tad harder. Who was this guy? 
 
    “Our magical guards protect the realm from intruders,” he said. “Making it impossible for your people to find us.” 
 
    I ignored the intruder part of this. Let alone your people, which implied they weren’t like his people.  
 
    “Magical realm, huh?” Maybe I wasn’t the only one who’d hit their head. I rubbed the bump, but fortunately, it barely stung.  
 
    Now that I thought about my fall through the ground, I realized I was lucky I hadn’t been hurt more seriously. 
 
    “No one on the surface can know we exist,” he said. “The guards are in place to protect us. To ensure we avoid detection.” 
 
    “How do you explain me, then?” I said, playing along with what had to be him teasing. While his face was serious, he didn’t truly believe all this crap, did he? Magical guards. Intruders. Surface dwellers. My people versus his. “There’s a flaw in your story. I somehow found a way through your magical guards.” 
 
    He waved to the chamber in general. “You’re a gift from the Lifegiver.” Rising up, he settled on his bent knees beside my hip. “I came here to gain a blessing to begin my mate hunt, but the Lifegiver brought you to me before I could leave the chamber.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said slowly. What a complex story. Like something I’d find in a video game. 
 
    Ah-ha. That must be it. He was role playing. The scales along his shoulders and upper back were just make-up that didn’t wash off without some sort of chemical.  
 
    It was a great costume. 
 
    He took my hand. “Allow me to bathe you.” 
 
    “We can just take a dip under the falls.” My insides were heating already at the possibilities brought on by me, a turquoise pool, and Drek. So much for worrying about him wearing me out. At this rate, I might actually wear him out. 
 
    He stilled my forward motion toward the water with a tap on my arm. “Allow me to do this for you.” Gently, he eased me onto my back on the ground beside the water. “It is my role to care for you always.” 
 
    I smirked. “You already took care of me.” Multiple times. Why then, was I dripping for him again already? I’d never been insatiable before, but with Drek, it was becoming a way of life. 
 
    I could get used to this. 
 
    He bent forward and scooped up some water, and then trickled it onto my breasts, while I lay on my back, watching his intent face. He massaged my breasts, like he’d poured on lotion and needed to rub it in good. As I gasped and writhed, he pinched my nipples, then repeated the movement with more water. More massage. More pinching. 
 
    The gleam in his eyes growing. 
 
    I had said he was cocky. 
 
    Lava flowed through me, spreading its liquid heat. Heat that centered at my core. 
 
    With each of my soft moans, his lips curled up further on one side.  
 
    “See? It’s only right that I take care of you,” he said with confidence shouting out in his voice. “Whenever you have needs.” 
 
    I had needs, all right.  
 
    His next handful of water was drizzled along my belly. Then, between my legs.  
 
    I spread them to make this easier for him. To wash me, that is. No reason to make the guy work harder. 
 
    Other parts of him were looking ready to work a little harder, though, becoming forged granite.  
 
    I could definitely get use to being around Drek. 
 
    Leaning forward between my legs, he parted the lips and trickled water down my slit. His eyes closed, and he breathed on me. 
 
    Flames licked along my clit and sent arcs of lightning through me. My entire body jolted, and I couldn’t breathe. I shoved my pussy toward his face and whimpered. 
 
    Sweat beaded on my upper lip, and my mouth flashed dry. 
 
    “That…that…breathing thing,” I gasped out.  
 
    “You like it.” Complete satisfaction came through in his husky tone. 
 
    Hell, if he did it a few more times, I’d explode.  
 
    “It’s my way of claiming you.” More water dripped from his fingers. A big grin on his face, he tucked two fingers inside me, filling me. Pulling them out, he flicked my clit, before plunging his fingers back inside me again.  
 
    When he tweaked my G-Spot, I wiggled my hips and moaned. This was awesome—even more than awesome—but I needed a little vibration deep inside.  
 
    And I knew just where to find it.  
 
    “I want you,” I said, my voice crackling with need. 
 
    He stood and held out his hand. “Come, then. We will go to my lair where we will mate for weeks.” 
 
    Weeks? 
 
    My eyes widened, but his face was completely serious.  
 
    While I was all about this mating business, I had obligations…On the surface. A home. Friends. A goldfish to feed. 
 
    But I took his hand, and he pulled me up to my feet. “Can’t we just stay here long enough for a quickie?” After, I could figure out how I’d scale the falls, get back home. 
 
    Drag him along with me. 
 
    Or maybe he knew another way out. One that didn’t require any physical activity beyond a leisurely stroll. 
 
    “When we mate next, it will not be a quickie. It will be a longie.” His smile revealed even, white teeth. Perfect, like everything else about him. “I will make our longie last for hours.” 
 
    Whoa. 
 
    Gulping, I stared at his chiseled face, his thick black hair brushing his broad shoulders, and slid my gaze down to his narrow waist. Muscles rippled all over his body, like he might work out for a living.  
 
    How had I lucked into this gig? 
 
    He wasn’t just a gorgeous package. He possessed kindness and an eagerness to fulfill my every desire.  
 
    Did this man possess even one flaw?  
 
    “Once we reach my lair,” he said, tugging me up, away from the shore. “We will mate many more times.” 
 
    Hold on. What did he mean by lair?  
 
    Was he talking about a cave somewhere that he used when he needed to escape from the everyday grind? In real life—back on the ‘surface’—he might be a businessman. Or a barista. Someone who enjoyed role playing on the side. Pretending he was an…underground dweller. I snickered. 
 
    And to make it authentic, he walked around naked.  
 
    It wasn’t that far-fetched an idea. 
 
    I could go along with his game for a while. Because the view was well worth ignoring anything weird about the whole situation. 
 
    After all, I had no other plans this evening other than hanging out with the girls. 
 
    My pulse ground to a halt. Oh, no, my friends! Where were they? They’d fallen into the hole behind me, but hadn’t appeared through the falls. 
 
    Were they okay? 
 
    “Do you have a phone in your…lair?” I asked, frantic, looking around. I found nothing except stone walls, a mesh of hanging vegetation, and the enormous falls and pool beneath me. 
 
    Nothing modern. Nothing I would use to call 9-1-1, for that matter. 
 
    He stroked my hair off my face and smiled down at me. “You seek a phone?” 
 
    “To call for help. My friends…” I waved to the falls. “I think they’re trapped up there somewhere. They fell when I did, but maybe they’re hurt.”  
 
    I’d hate myself forever if I found out they’d been lying up there wounded while I fucked Drek’s brains out. 
 
    He nodded, all serious. “When we reach my lair, we will sound the alarm.” 
 
    So, he had buddies role playing here along with him. Did they also have lairs and walk around naked?  
 
    The fact that this situation was beyond peculiar gave me pause. 
 
    Regardless, he’d said he’d ‘sound the alarm’. His friends would help us. 
 
    And while they looked for Tanya and PJ, I could explore Drek’s idea of a longie. 
 
    My friends had suggested I enjoy something big tonight.  
 
    And I’d found him. 
 
    Plucking my shirt off the ground, I tucked my arms through the sleeves. I skipped my bra. At this point—with my butt hanging out for the world to see—who cared if my boobs bounced around?  
 
    I took his hand and stared toward the circular opening at the end of the large cave, which had to be an exit. “How do we get to your lair, anyway? Is it very far away?” 
 
    “Some distance, but I’ll carry you.” 
 
    I was no skinny-mini, but he could be exaggerating about the distance. Being carried would tick off another item on my bucket list of wild fantasies, however.  
 
    He’d already checked off the first on the list with multiple organisms, all in one day. 
 
    “Once I’ve changed,” he said. “You can climb onto my back.” 
 
    The fact that he must’ve left his clothes around here somewhere was a bit of a downer. I was enjoying watching him stride around in all his glorious nakedness. 
 
    “Climb on your back, you said?” I asked, tilting my head. “You talkin’ about a piggyback ride?” Being carried that way didn’t quite fit with my bucket list fantasy, but I could work with it.  
 
    He frowned, as if the term was unfamiliar to him. But everyone had enjoyed piggyback rides when they were a kid, hadn’t they?  
 
    After taking a few steps away from me, he hunched forward and groaned. 
 
    Oh, no. Was he hurt?  
 
    I’d worn him out and he was having…muscle spasms? 
 
    Maybe he’d overdone it during bout number three. Or had it been number four, when he’d taken me against a boulder? Or, maybe he’d stepped on something sharp. That’s what you got when you walked around butt-naked. 
 
    I’d started toward him to offer help when his skin rippled all over his body, as if his bones and muscles and tendons snapped underneath.  
 
    My breath caught, and I gnawed on my knuckle, staring at him with growing amazement. 
 
    Golden-orange, scaly wings erupted like bands of fire from either side of his spine, spreading out for what seemed for miles. While I gasped and stumbled backward, his neck extended. His face elongated. Razor-sharp fangs sprang out from his gums.  
 
    What the…? 
 
    He tipped his head back and roared. And, yeah, real flames shot from his mouth. 
 
    My heart slammed triple-time, and my knees quaked as I stumbled back into the pool, my hands lifted as if I could somehow ward him off. 
 
    Like that was possible. 
 
    He was a freakin’ dragon!  
 
    Bending down on his razor-sharp, claw-toed limbs, he gestured to his back. 
 
    “No way, pal,” I said, my voice a wreck. My feet splashed through the water, taking me deeper. 
 
    He grunted. Smoke curled from his nostrils. His wings flapped, and he lifted himself up off the ground.  
 
    Before I could yelp or even think about how I’d fight off this incredible beast, he swooped forward and snatched me up out of the pool with his long talons. Somehow, he took enough care not to impale me. 
 
    I hoped so, anyway. 
 
    My scream echoed around us as he flew over the falls, climbing in height until we could almost touch the ceiling. 
 
    Oh, my freakin’ God! 
 
    With his loud, triumphant dragon cry ringing in my ears, he darted across the large chamber. 
 
    I clung to his scaly arms and braced my bare feet on his claws. 
 
    This was no freakin’ role play. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
    Drek 
 
      
 
      
 
    I hated that Jenny was scared.  
 
    Of me. The dragon who’d mated with her for life. 
 
    If only I’d taken time to tell her about my other half, to let her adjust to the idea that I was a shifter dragon. We couldn’t reach my lair without me shifting into my dragon form. Walking would take half a lifetime. 
 
    But maybe I should’ve softened her to the idea first? 
 
    But surface dwellers had never understood us, which is why the dragon realm had long ago found their way down deep beneath the soil to hide in caves near the center of the Earth. 
 
    We’d built our cities, secured our guards, and lived a regal life in peace and prosperity. 
 
    If we hadn’t escaped, they would’ve hunted us into extinction like they had the fairy people—the Norans, whose crumbling cities peppered the mountains some distance from my dragon valley. 
 
    Jenny’s people had hunted us. Killed us. But she wasn’t like that. She would never cause me harm. I’d stake my life on it. 
 
    But she would be the first surface dweller to mate with a dragon since we’d rebuilt our lives. Would my people welcome her or shun her? 
 
    My growl rumbled in my chest, and I released a blast of fire from my mouth, scorching the roof of the cavern tunnel I flew through. I’d kill anyone who tried to cause my woman harm. 
 
    She squirmed in my arms.  
 
    “Let me go!” Bravery charged through her voice, making me proud of this feisty woman I’d claimed, but the tremble at the end of her words told me she was worried. Concerned. Still frightened. 
 
    But until we reached my home, I couldn’t convince her she was safer with me than with anyone else in the underworld.  
 
    Back at the Lifegiver’s pool, we’d done things backward by mating fast. But I could step away from what I’d done. Correct this.  
 
    Once we reached my palace, I’d truly woo her. Convince her she never wanted to leave me. 
 
    Then we could marry and mate every night for the rest of our lives. 
 
    “Please!” She twisted further, and I tightened my hold. I was damn concerned I’d drop her. But how could I convince her she would be happy with me? I’d put everything of myself into my lovemaking. Done all I could to please her so far. 
 
    It was still early. We’d just met and mated. If I took my time from now on, I’d show her how special things could be between us. Then, she’d never want to leave me. 
 
    “I’m scared I’m going to fall,” she said softly, a catch in her voice. Her body slumped onto my leg, clinging, and she pressed her cheek against my scales. 
 
    I’d never let drop her. Didn’t she know I’d protect her with my own life?  
 
    She lay passively as I flew onward, taking us along the river that flowed from the Lifegiver’s pool. It mixed in with water cutting through the dense earth above us, channeling down through fissures in the stone.  
 
    The tunnel narrowed in places, then opened again to wide, endlessly-appearing caverns filled with lush vegetation, spiky cliff-faces, and precious crystals in red, purple, gold, many as tall as a man.  
 
    At one point, Jenny sighed with awe.  
 
    I was proud I could show her the beauty of my world. Her world, now, too, if she accepted me in her life. 
 
    Mid-flight, when she seemed to sleep, I lifted her up on my back, where she was able to secure her legs behind my wings, her arms around my neck. She clutched me and quivered through her dreams.  
 
    I wanted to wake her and ask if this position was better, if it made her feel less scared, but I couldn’t speak in this form. And if I initiated the change, it wouldn’t stop until I regained complete man form. It was impossible to change just one part of myself, like my face or my claws. It was all dragon or all man, nothing in between. 
 
    Without my wings holding us aloft, we’d plunge to the ground.  
 
    “I…I didn’t…” Her gulp reverberated through my scales, telling me she was awake. “I thought this was a dream. Or you were role playing.” 
 
    Role playing? 
 
    “I thought you were an accountant. Or a businessman.” 
 
    While I didn’t own a business, I was preordained to rule. How would Jenny feel when I told her she’d be my queen? 
 
    “I don’t know where you’re taking me,” she said forcefully, making me glad she’d re-found her spunk.  
 
    With each shiver, she’d ripped out another piece of my heart.  
 
    When a dragon fell in love, he fell fast and hard. And I’d fallen for Jenny. 
 
    “You should’ve told me.” She smacked my shoulder, and I huffed out a dragon chuckle. Did she think that would hurt? It felt like a love tap. “It wasn’t like you didn’t have the chance. Maybe between sex number two and three? Or when you had me do that weird cartwheel thing and you grabbed my legs and climbed on board? I…I was starting to think I…” 
 
    Could she be falling for me, too? My heart burst in my chest, and I strained to hear every word she spoke. 
 
    “However, you need to stop right now and let me go.” Her fear obviously gone for the moment, she sat up straighter and, out of the corner of my eye, I caught her waving her arms as she railed at me. “I’ve got a job. I’m a teacher. My students will miss me. My friends…” Her voice choked off. She dropped back onto my neck, and when she trembled, I had a horrible feeling she sobbed.  
 
    Perhaps I’d been hasty in marking her. In loving her. But I’d been unable to resist her demands, her moans of pleasure, her beauty.  
 
    And I had enjoyed loving her body, more than anything else in the world. 
 
    Unable to take it any longer, because it was important that she trust me, I flew down close to the river, and then dropped onto the sandy shore along one side. 
 
    When I released her, she whirled and backed away from me, her eyes wide, her hands lifted. “Stay there. Please.” She looked around, as if searching for a stick or some other weapon. 
 
    Damn. Did she think my dragon would hurt her? 
 
    I wanted to stomp and fume and send my flames shooting to the top of the cavern, but that would only make things worse. 
 
    I shifted quickly into my man form, shrugging off the agony the change caused like clothing at bedtime. 
 
    “Jenny,” I said, starting toward her. 
 
    “Please!” Panic filled her voice. 
 
    Sighing, I halted. Dropped my hands to my sides. I studied her face—pinched with concern, and knew I needed to take this slowly. 
 
    I glanced around. Scented the air. And listened. 
 
    We were alone. Good. 
 
    We’d rest here for some time. Maybe, if I stayed away from her and showed her I meant her no harm, she’d begin to trust me.  
 
    The thought of having to release her—now that I’d just found her—burned through me like the worst caustic acid. 
 
    But I’d do it, if she insisted.  
 
    I’d never make her remain here with me. Staying here—as my mate—had to be her willing choice. 
 
    I strolled down to the shore and walked beside the water, eventually finding and pulling a number of thick, tuberous roots from the soil. After cleaning them in the river, I returned to where Jenny stood, watching my every move, like a mother hen with her tiny flock of chicks. 
 
    After gathering up downed wood, I created a circle in the sand made up of large stones, with soft sand in the center, and stacked the wood inside. 
 
    Jenny crept closer.  
 
    I watched her from the corner of my eye, but kept my motions slow. Gentle. Non-threatening. 
 
    Unfortunately, I had to shift to light the fire.  
 
    Knowing when I left my home that I was going only to the Lifegiver for a mate-blessing, I’d left my pack behind. I had no clothing with me. No food. No tinder to spark a flame. 
 
    Staring at the wood would do nothing. It needed a spark, which only my dragon could provide. 
 
    Straightening, I shifted quickly. 
 
    With a gasp, Jenny backed away again.  
 
    I tried to tell myself there was less fear in her eyes this time, but I couldn’t be certain. I wanted this—her—more than anything, and it hurt to see her run from me. 
 
    As the fire crackled merrily, I settled beside it as a man again. With sharp sticks, I stabbed the roots I’d dug and roasted them over the flames. In no time, their rich, delicious scent swirled through the air. My empty belly rumbled. 
 
    Prepared correctly, these roots were both savory and filling. They were staple of my people’s diet, since they were made up mostly of protein.  
 
    I could’ve caught and killed a living creature, but I was careful never to take a life if I didn’t need to.  
 
    I rarely ate meat. 
 
    These plants were more satisfying than anything we dragons had consumed on the Earth’s surface ages ago. 
 
    Sacrificial princesses and random cows were overrated. 
 
    My stomach rumbled again. Hers must be aching, too. 
 
    I was tempted to chase her down, capture her, like she’d captured me at the falls. After all, that was what male dragons did once they’d been granted the Lifegiver’s blessing. We stalked our women. Dragged them home with us. Where we wooed them and wed them. 
 
    Then bedded them. 
 
    I’d definitely taken this process out of order.  
 
    But not any longer.  
 
    I’d follow each step as I’d been taught since I was a fledgling, and if things went well, Jenny would be mine again. 
 
    This time, forever. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    

Chapter Nine 
 
    Jenny 
 
      
 
    I’d fucked a fucking dragon. Well, he hadn’t been in dragon form when I fucked him. 
 
    But still. 
 
    Whatever he was cooking smelled delicious. 
 
    My belly, a vast crater inside me, begged me to creep up to him and ask for a share. 
 
    But I was scared. Not of Drek, the man, but of the creature he could become. 
 
    How could I trust that wild side of him not to hurt me? Was he even aware of who he was—let alone who I was—while he was in dragon form? 
 
    For all I knew, he’d rip me apart and eat me. 
 
    And not in a good way. 
 
    I’d watched as he pulled plants near the shore, washed them, then set them on a large, flat stone. He’d gathered wood and stacked it in a pit he built, then shifted into his dragon form. 
 
    As I gasped and backed away, he exhaled onto the wood, catching it on fire. In seconds, he became a man again. Like changing his shape was as easy as putting on or tugging off a hoodie. 
 
    But he’d groaned as he changed. Did it hurt? 
 
    While he tended the food, he didn’t even look in my direction. Which, in some ways, irked me. Had he had his fill and was done with me already? 
 
    I shouldn’t be in a snit because some guy might not want me after a few romps in the hay. Or, on the moss. In the water… 
 
    Whatever. 
 
    However, wouldn’t that be just like every other guy I’d met to screw me and forget me? 
 
    So much for all his mate crap. 
 
    I shouldn’t expect him to still want me, now that he’d had me multiple times. In fact, I should be taking this opportunity to escape. Who needed his friends to find mine? I’d track them down myself. Then, together, we could return to the surface. 
 
    Why wasn’t I running? 
 
    Maybe because I had no clue where I’d go. Up could eventually lead me down, and vice versa.  
 
    And maybe I remained rooted in my spot because I still did want to be near Drek. I’d be stupid to think this was all about sex for me, even if he didn’t feel the same way. 
 
    I shouldn’t be longing for Drek because of all this dragon business, but I couldn’t help myself. 
 
    He was my sole provider in this scary new world. I also needed him for companionship. And maybe, a tiny part of my heart suggested, I was starting to care for him. 
 
    “That train of thought is dangerous,” I whispered. 
 
    Drek stilled, as if he’d heard me, but he leaned forward and tossed another piece of wood on the fire. He turned his root things that were roasting over the coals. 
 
    I took a few steps closer to him, fully expecting him to pounce. Parts of me kinda hoped he would, as long as he landed on top of me. 
 
    Fuck, I was beyond wanton. 
 
    Wanting, that is. 
 
    “You’re a damn slut,” I hissed. 
 
    Great. I was talking to myself, now. 
 
    He added more sticks to the fire. Rotated the roots again. More yummy smells drifted my way, and my mouth watered. 
 
    “This is ridiculous,” I said softly, ignoring the fact that I was talking to myself. Again. I paced back and forth behind Drek, who continued to stare at the fire, leaving me to whatever fever consumed me. 
 
    He hadn’t hurt me in man form. Not in dragon form, either.  
 
    Those claws…! As long as my forearm, they were designed to shred other creatures.  
 
    I couldn’t withhold my shiver.  
 
    But he’d gone out of his way to take care while he held me. I hadn’t even gotten scratched. And when he lifted me up onto his back, and I’d held on, he’d shown me the beauty of his world.  
 
    “When you’re a dragon…” I took a few steps toward him, speaking louder. 
 
    “Yes?” He didn’t turn. Didn’t make a single threatening move my way. 
 
    “Are you aware of who you are?” I asked. “Or are you lost in the beast?”  
 
    Despite the fact that I was warming up to him—again—I quivered. Sure, I’d enjoyed reading my share of shifter romance books, but that was fantasy. 
 
    No, this was reality. My new reality. The question was: did I want this reality to be a part of my future? 
 
    In more ways than one, I did. 
 
    “I’m as fully aware in my dragon form, as I am now,” he said. 
 
    So, no real beast. Just a gorgeous, fearsome creature on the outside with the man I was coming to know well, on the inside. But those scales… 
 
    I crept closer, stopping when I stood a few feet behind him. 
 
    “We slept together,” I said. 
 
    His shoulders tensed. “Indeed.” 
 
    “Are we even compatible?” 
 
    He snorted and poked one of the roots with a stick. “I’d say we’ve proven that already.” 
 
    “I didn’t mean sex.” Though, he did have a point. We were more than compatible there. 
 
    Oh, hell. I was missing the most important part of this equation. I slapped my hand over my belly and gaped down. 
 
    We’d used no protection! 
 
    I wasn’t exactly worried about dragon STDs—did such things exist? But the thought of a dragon baby… 
 
    “Shit, shit, shit,” I grated out. Crossing around to the other side of the fire, I slumped down on my butt. It was questionable whether my legs would support me, anyway, should Drek choose to jump me. Pin me down. 
 
    Sparks not completely related to the fire flew through me at the thought of another kind of pinning. 
 
    What the hell was wrong with me? I was acting like Drek was some sort of destined mate, and I was unable to resist him. 
 
    Quadruple shit. He had mentioned mate. 
 
    No. Stuff like that only happened in books. Not in my world. But…I’d stumbled into Drek’s world. Were the rules different down here? 
 
    Regardless, I should not be thinking about Drek pinning me down at a time like this. We needed to have a serious conversation. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” He stared at me intently. With a few sticks, he eased the roasted roots away from the coals. Steam swirled from them as they cooled on a flat stone, and they gave off the most awesome smell I’d experienced since PJ made me homemade chicken stew that time I’d been sick. 
 
    He used a sharp, thin rock to slice each root into smaller chunks. After, he slid an equal portion onto two large leaves he’d collected, and passed one “plate” to me. 
 
    After staring down at it suspiciously for a few seconds, I lifted a piece, blew on it, and quickly popped it into my mouth. I chewed the slightly spicy, moist and tender morsel that had a rich, nutty taste. The flavors rushed through my mouth, and I closed my eyes and groaned. 
 
    It wasn’t often that a girl came across a food group better than donuts. 
 
    “Were you referring to genetics?” he asked after swallowing his own bite. 
 
    Ugh. That’s right. Opening my eyes, I lowered my plate of root things onto my thigh and stared down at my abdomen. My stomach roared, demanding more food, but I told it to shut up. 
 
    Was a tiny dragon growing inside me already, eager to gnaw its way out? 
 
    My deep swallow didn’t move the knot of fear forming in my throat. 
 
    “I come from a small city made up of about three-hundred dragon shifters.” 
 
    Three-hundred? I gaped around. There were that many dragons around here? 
 
    He must’ve seen my amazement, because he said, “We still have some time left to travel before we reach my home, but yes. Three-hundred of my people live here in the center of the Earth. We’re all that’s left of a once mighty race.” 
 
    “You said something about leaving the surface.” 
 
    He nodded. “Ages ago. We were hunted…by your people. A small group of us escaped and found our way deep below, where we gathered together and built our homes. Now, we live in peace, safe from surface predators.” 
 
    I shook my head, unable to fathom the idea of a dragon city down here. He'd mentioned his lair. Was his city a cave network? Dragons lived in caves. Or, so fairy tales told me. “So, are we genetically compatible?” 
 
    “Of course.” He waved to his body. “I’m as human as you.” 
 
    “Except when you become something else.” 
 
    He shrugged. “There are genetic differences in humans. Why not the ability to shift? It’s not as uncommon as you believe. Even on the surface of Earth.” 
 
    Wait. Was he talking about fictitious werewolves? Let alone honey badgers? 
 
    But no baby dragon was growing inside me, which was a relief. If something was happening, it would be human. 
 
    “Rest assured. We can’t shift until puberty,” he said carefully, his hands motionless as he stared down at his meal. “If we’re blessed with a child, which is quite rare for my people except under unusual circumstances, our baby would be born as human as you.” 
 
    And him.  
 
    I was coming to see that now.  
 
    Yes, he could change his shape—who wouldn’t like to do that every now and then, especially if they could become a dragon? But deep inside, we weren’t different, after all. 
 
    In fact, Drek was more human than many men I’d met in my past. 
 
    He was special. I’d already seen how kind he could be. And he was sweeter and more caring than anyone I’d been with before. 
 
    I was falling for him. Fast. And the thought wasn’t quite so scary, now. 
 
    “We come from two vastly different backgrounds,” he said, placing his hand over his chest. Over his heart. “But inside, we’re much the same.” 
 
    We did come from two worlds. Was it possible to join them? 
 
    “I hope you’ll come to see what you mean to me.” He stared at me with such longing in his eyes, I wanted to go to him. Hug him. 
 
    Kiss him. 
 
    Yet I needed to think about this first. Because I had a feeling that going to him meant committing myself to him, not just sexually. And I wasn’t sure I was ready for that. 
 
    I needed to be confident it was what I wanted, before I did it. Because him saying he had feelings for me told me it would be mean to offer myself to him if I wasn’t ready to be with him fully. 
 
    I didn’t want to hurt him. 
 
    My first priority needed to be finding my friends. Worry for them was ripping me apart.  
 
    Once we found PJ and Tanya, Drek’s people would take them home. 
 
    And I…Did I want to go with them? 
 
    Shock made me freeze, and I stared into the flames.  
 
    The sad lump forming inside me suggested I was considering staying here with Drek. 
 
    This was silly. Of course, I’d go home with my friends. It would be weird to consider doing anything else. My life was there. My apartment, friends, and my job. My goldfish. 
 
    Drek stared at me and I could swear I saw sorrow on his face, as if he’d guessed my thoughts and realized that, while he might ache for me to stay here with him, he knew I was uncertain. 
 
    I could also tell he would let me go if I chose. 
 
    Could I give up everything I loved and cherished in order to stay here and be with him always? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    
Chapter Ten 
 
    Drek 
 
      
 
    We finished our meal in silence. 
 
    What thoughts hid behind her pretty green eyes? Was she trying to find a way to tell me this was over when it had barely gotten started? 
 
    It would be fucking hell, but if she asked me to, I’d take her up to the surface. 
 
    Let her be free. 
 
    I couldn’t stay there with her. If I changed, her people would react like they always had. They’d hunt me down. Torture and kill me. 
 
    My dragon was an equal part of me. My lifeblood would eke away if I stopped changing. 
 
    But dying slowly because I didn’t change might be better than trying to live down here without her. Once mated, a dragon fell hard and fast. And I was no different than others of my kind. 
 
    I tossed our empty leaves into the fire and stood. “We should go.” Scooping up sand, I threw it on the fire, putting out the coals. Smoke swirled in the air, and on the shore, a tiny mole lifted its head, sniffed, and peered our way. 
 
    “Yes,” Jenny said. “Once we get to your…lair, we can send someone after my friends. This underworld is huge.” Arms wrapped around her waist, she looked around, her face tense. “Will they be able to locate PJ and Tanya?” 
 
    The catch in her voice told me how much her friends meant to her. I was stupid to think she’d stay with me when she had people she loved. She could have family, too, who needed her more than me. Remaining here with me would mean never seeing them in this lifetime. 
 
    “I’m sorry, but you may not be able to see your friends again,” I said. 
 
    “You think they’re dead?” As her body crumpled, I scooped her up off her feet. I held her close while she shook. 
 
    “No. I’m sure they live.” Hopefully. I had no way of knowing, but the Lifegiver had brought Jenny to me. She would’ve cared for Jenny’s friends equally. “But when my people find them, they will not bring them to the city.” 
 
    She looked up at me with tears cresting her lashes. “Why not?” 
 
    “We don’t want anyone knowing how to find us.” 
 
    “But I’ll know how to find you. You’re taking me there.” 
 
    She was mated to me. That was different. 
 
    “Whoever finds them will do so in human form,” I said. “They’ll then take your friends back to the surface. If they were brought to our city, they’d see dragons.” Flying from one perch to another was common. Why walk when a dragon could take wing and get there quickly instead? 
 
    Would Jenny beg to go with her friends? 
 
    “Maybe you should take me back, now, then.” 
 
    And there it was. My gut sunk all the way to the center of the Earth. “Now?” 
 
    She squirmed, and I released her, dropping her gently down onto her feet, keeping my hand on her arm, because touching her like this might be all I had left. “I have to see them again. Make sure they’re okay.” 
 
    “If I tell my people to bring your friends to the city first, would that be enough?” I refused to ask if she’d choose to remain here with me, because I wasn’t confident of her answer. I needed time to convince her that what we had was special. Worth fighting for. I could only do that once we’d reached my home and I’d shown her all my world had to offer. 
 
    All I had to offer. 
 
    Wiping her eyes, she blinked up at me. “You’d do that for me? Bring them to your lair first?” 
 
    I gripped her upper arms and stared down at her with what I hoped was promise in my eyes. “I will.” 
 
    Would I beg her to stay when her friends left? 
 
    Shrugging away the sadness the thought raised, I released her. “Are you ready to leave, then?” 
 
    “Sure.” She forced out a chuckle. “Not much holding me here.” 
 
    “Not even me?” I couldn’t help it; it slipped out. Raking my hands through my hair, I wished I could call the words back. Unsay them. 
 
    Turning, she avoided my gaze. She stared south, where the river flowed for some distance, before turning a bend. “Can we walk?” 
 
    I wanted to gnash my teeth, because I hated the idea of losing her. “For a ways.” 
 
    “Then we need to go.” 
 
    I nodded, and we fell into step, our bare feet leaving soft prints in the sand behind us. 
 
    “How long will it take to get to your lair if we’re on foot?” She still did not make eye contact. 
 
    I shouldn’t have pushed her.  
 
    Fuck. I’d told myself I wouldn’t. “At this pace, it’ll take us a month or longer to reach my lair.” 
 
    She groaned and ran her hands across her hair, lifting, then smoothing it. “Wow. That long?” 
 
    We rounded the bend. More sandy shore stretched ahead of us, through a particularly long channel. 
 
    “It’s just…” she said, flashing me a quick, concerned look. She picked up a stone and tossed it into the river. 
 
    I studied the water for a moment. 
 
    “My dragon. I scare you.” I finally said, hated naming it, but avoiding the topic wouldn’t make it untrue. 
 
    “Well.” She nibbled her lower lip. “You do intimidate me.” 
 
    I stopped, my chest chugging out a sigh, and faced her. Frustration edged into my voice. “I’ll never hurt you.” 
 
    Turning, she crossed her hands on her chest. “I’m beginning to see that.” 
 
    Her admission placated me for a moment. 
 
    We started walking again, and I could see she was processing all this. 
 
    Processing me. 
 
    What conclusions would she come to? 
 
    Stopping again, she whirled and placed her hands on her hips. Like a bird that had fluffed itself up to look more powerful, she presented a strong front. I liked this feisty side of my mate. And the fact that she challenged me. 
 
    I just hoped she’d keep challenging me for the rest of our days. 
 
    “Okay,” she said firmly. “Let’s do it.” 
 
    Do it? 
 
    I couldn’t help it. My body responded to her words. 
 
    Her gaze fell to my groin, and she grinned. 
 
    Pointless trying to hide anything when I walked around naked. 
 
    “Not that!” she said, her eyes twinkling. 
 
    I needed to remember I was following the rules. Not letting my cock guide the way. 
 
    If I’d followed the mating guidelines, we’d be at my home by now. My people would be seeking her friends. And I’d be wooing Jenny. Doing all I could to convince her to stay. 
 
    I’d be bending down on one knee. 
 
    Then covering her face with kisses if—when—she said yes. 
 
    It looked like I had no other choice. Unless I wanted to pay the price for taking things out of order, I’d need to back down. Step away.  
 
    Hold myself in check. 
 
    From now on, I’d have to resist her. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Eleven 
 
    Jenny 
 
      
 
      
 
    “It’s okay. You can change into a dragon,” I said, trying to ignore things stirring south of his border.  
 
    There was nothing like a guy who laid his feelings out for the world to see—if his response to my simple comment could be considered serious intentions.  
 
    Steel filled my voice, chasing away my lingering tremors, because I was still nervous about all this dragon stuff. “I’ll climb onto your back. Ride you.” 
 
    I smacked my forehead. There were so many ways of interpreting that last statement. 
 
    Drek’s body took it one way, but his words took it another. “I’ll change. Climb on, and I’ll get us to my lair as fast as I can.” 
 
    He didn’t wait for me to comment further, perhaps because he worried I’d change my mind and flee. 
 
    I hadn’t answered his question about whether I wanted to remain when PJ and Tanya left. Everything inside me shouted I wanted to stay here with him. 
 
    Wherever here was. 
 
    But a tiny part of me also said this situation was frightening. I knew, but didn’t know him. We’d met and screwed around immediately. We were starting to get to know each other better, and I really liked him, but we’d taken this backwards. 
 
    It wasn’t like I’d met a normal guy, dated him awhile, and then moved in with him. Drek came with complications. The dragon bit was only one tiny portion of it. It wasn’t like he was from Cleveland.  
 
    If I committed to him and I wanted to go home for a visit, was that even possible? 
 
    I had a feeling that, if I chose to stay here with him, I was closing the door on the Earth’s surface for good.  
 
    There would be no popping up there for a trenta mocha latte. Let alone a donut. 
 
    “After I change, climb on,” he said. 
 
    In seconds, he’d shifted into a dragon. Like before, he stooped down and nudged his snout toward his back. His glorious, magnificent dragon head, complete with curls of smoke coming from his nostrils, definitely wowed me. In a save-the-princess kind of way. Not that I was a princess, but a girl could dream, right? 
 
    Who wouldn’t be impressed by a man who could turn himself into a dragon? 
 
    “Here we go,” I said, pretending he was a steel pony on a merry-go-round ride, because it was easier to think of mounting a pony than an enormous dragon—even if he did bend his arm so I could use it as a stair. 
 
    Sure. Just climb on and he’ll play a perky tune and take you in circles. 
 
    No chance of that. 
 
    Life with Drek would never involve easy. But, then, wasn’t life all about challenges? 
 
    After clambering onto his back, I searched for something to hold onto. He didn’t exactly come with handles. I’d held onto his neck before but that meant pressing my face against his body, which wasn’t exactly soft. Even in dragon form, he was built of rock-solid muscle. 
 
    His scales looked too sharp to hold onto, but I slid my fingertips along them, noting they felt like armor plating. As if he needed them all over his body to withstand molten lava.  
 
    And his wings…Well, they were pretty awesome, actually. But I couldn’t cling to them if I wanted him to fly. Searching around, I found a place I could grip, at the base of his magnificent wings.  
 
    With my thighs clamped tight on his broad sides, my ass wouldn’t slide of my dragon—Drek, that is. 
 
    “All set!” I said, and, with broad sweeps of his wings, he lifted off. 
 
    The ground dropped away from us like I rode a helicopter from hell. 
 
    Holy crap. I bit my lips together to hold back my shriek. Not only from fear this time, but from excitement. Now that I knew Drek wouldn’t eat me, this was sort of fun. 
 
    There was so much to see up here.  
 
    As we flew into the night, the pulsations of luminescent bugs clinging to the walls and ceiling lit our way. 
 
    My thighs soon ached from holding my position on Drek’s back, but I couldn’t stop cricking my neck around to take it all in. 
 
    Far below, the wide, churning river flowed in the same direction as us. We passed clumps of brush caught up on shore-side trees, and even log jams bobbing along that must be from trees uprooted by the river. 
 
    Lush vegetation grew along each side, thick meshes mixed in with patches of sand, like the beach where we’d stopped and eaten those roots. I marveled how trees could grow without natural light. Their long, leafy branches reached up toward the glowing bugs, which suggested the bugs must give off something similar to sunlight. 
 
    Birds squawked when we came near, maybe afraid of Drek, but he acted like he didn’t see them, flying past with slow sweeps of his enormous wings. 
 
    This place was unbelievably cool, and I couldn’t believe I was seeing it from the back of a dragon. 
 
    I could get used to this life. Which was a dangerous thought. 
 
    Eventually, my earlier stress caught up to me, and I leaned over Drek and hugged his neck. 
 
    I slept, only twitching when I passed through random dreams about sex. 
 
    And nightmares about flame-shooting dragons. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

   
 
      
 
    Chapter Twelve 
 
    Drek 
 
      
 
      
 
    I felt Jenny sit up and look around. As if she was unable to resist, she stroked my back and tightened her legs around my sides.  
 
    “I can’t believe you’re a dragon,” she said. “I mean, you’re a hot dragon, but still, a rangy…thing. Sort of. You have really gorgeous scales, though, like they’re made from the finest spun gold. And ginormous wings. The mix of gold and orange makes your wings look like flickering flames when you fly. I imagine they’re silky soft, even though I can only touch the part of them that connects to your body. But you look like the dragons I’ve read about in legends.” 
 
    Where did she think those legends came from? They weren’t just stories. 
 
    They were real. 
 
    “Earlier, you loved me to the point I could barely walk. It was wonderful. Better sex than I’ve ever had in my life.” 
 
    As it should be. After all, I was her mate.  
 
    But I couldn’t stop the surge of pride from filling my chest to overflowing. I liked that I’d given her the best sex in her life. As soon as we got our upcoming wooing out of the way, I’d give her more great sex, topping what we’d done already. 
 
    “And now, here I am, riding on your back. How is this even possible?” 
 
    I had to wonder the same thing.  
 
    Who would’ve thought, when I left to seek the Lifegiver, that I’d be returning home with my mate riding my back? A mate from the Earth’s surface? 
 
    With still a few more day’s travel left before we reached my valley home, I stopped to rest beside the river that wound all the way from the Lifegiver pool to the valley, where it fed an enormous lake. 
 
    Here, Jenny would be able to bathe and drink. And I’d prepare another meal.  
 
    I landed on a sandy beach and shifted back into a man again, pleased to see no flinch on Jenny’s part. Maybe she was starting to take my dragon form in stride.  
 
    I’d chosen a beach with a steep, unscalable cliff behind. I didn’t fear her trying to escape, but I did fear predators. As we got closer to the lake, there was more chance they’d track us. Smell us. Hunt us. 
 
    And Jenny thought my dragon form was frightening. 
 
    She stood watching as I gathered up stones for another fire, her arms linked around her waist, her bare, gorgeous legs sticking out from underneath her shirt.  
 
    She was too damn tempting with everything I desired exposed for the taking. 
 
    I needed to get her clothing soon, because a shirt and nothing below her waist was not the way my queen should arrive at my kingdom. And maybe I was greedy, but I wanted to keep the view of her body all to myself. 
 
    After a meal of roasted roots, we curled up together near the fire.  
 
    Overhead, the lunar bugs winked out, and quiet descended around us as the world went to sleep. 
 
    I told myself she nestled against me because she wanted to stay here in my world with me. But that would be lying. I was warm and she was cold, even with the fire. There was nothing more to this than that. 
 
    “I do want to be close to you, snuggle in your arms,” she whispered, as if she’d snatched up my thoughts and spoken them aloud.  
 
    I froze, hoping she’d say more. I was a fool for wishing she’d suddenly declare feelings for me, shout out her willingness to remain here as my mate once we found her friends. 
 
    She could be talking to herself, like she’d done yesterday on the beach, or maybe she hoped I’d hear her. 
 
    “My arms are yours,” I said. This not pushing her promise I’d made to myself was becoming a challenge. My body kept responding to her warmth.  
 
    Her soft sigh was my only answer, but it sure as hell beat outright rejection. 
 
    As birds cooed high in the cavern, and the light perfume of morning-blooming flowers drifted through the air, Jenny’s breathing evened out, and she slept. 
 
    I kept watch. Seeking out with my senses, I determined that no one was stalking us. For now, we were safe. But I’d need to remain on guard for sarlons, radiation-mutated creatures that hunted the caves, picking off the weak and unwary. 
 
    They particularly enjoyed women. 
 
    But I was tired from lack of sleep and from flying for hours. Back at my palace, I only flew on rare occasions. My duties to my people kept me grounded.  
 
    And holding my mate in my arms, knowing I might lose her within days, also drained me. 
 
    I drifted between half-awake and half-asleep, until Jenny turned toward me. Because of her increased breathing, and her pulse jumping, I could tell she woke. She cupped my face with her palms, softly, as if she feared I’d speak about her action.  
 
    She couldn’t know I saw everything. The desire on her face. They way her lips parted with longing. 
 
    Dragons did not need light to see in the dark.  
 
    Her eyes had darkened to smoky moss, the color they took on when she wanted me. 
 
    In seconds, my pulse thundered in my throat.  
 
    Needing someone this much tasted bitter. 
 
    “You again,” she whispered. “Tell me this is just a dream. Because I’ve sure enjoyed getting to know my dream man.” 
 
    The last thing I wanted was to scare her away. But I couldn’t stop my fucking cock from responding to her body pressing against mine. “Do you want me to lie to you?” 
 
    Her chest rose and fell, pressing her breasts against me. “No. I want honesty.” 
 
    “You know it’s never been a dream.” 
 
    “Real, then. Every damn second.” Her pretty cheeks grew rosy. “I told myself I’d wake up and find this was all a figment of my imagination. I’d be lying in a hospital bed or wounded somewhere in these caverns. But so much of me wants—” Her lips quivered. “Okay, I’ll admit this much. I want you, even though I shouldn’t. If I was wise, I’d push you away and run. Because I don’t know if I want to stay here with you. Become a part of this world forever. But running doesn’t feel right either. It hurts to think about leaving. There’s something special between us I’d hate to throw away.” 
 
    “We’re mates.” 
 
    “You keep saying that.” Frustration lifted her voice.  
 
    On the opposite shore of the river, something stirred. It stalked down the shore and slid into the water.  
 
    If it came near, I’d rip it apart. 
 
    Jenny stroked my shoulder, her fingertips sliding along my scales. “I don’t know what us being mates means.” 
 
    Would she be angry if I told her I’d marked her? Another thing I’d done out of order. Breath-marking came after wooing and wedding. Not within moments of meeting. 
 
    I really had broken the rules.  
 
    When a bonded female rejected her mate, he would shift permanently into his dragon form. Unable to change back, he’d go out of his mind. He’d flee the city and fly for weeks without stopping, until he reached the boiling, flaming core of the Earth, where he’d plunge to his death.  
 
    He’d incinerate immediately. 
 
    This was my future if Jenny rejected me. 
 
    I wouldn’t tell her that. Couldn’t tell her. If she stayed with me, it would be by her choice alone. 
 
    However, that didn’t mean I couldn’t do all within my power to convince her she wanted to remain by my side. 
 
    I’d worship her body until she no longer ached to be free. 
 
    “Does your culture have mate bonds?” I asked. 
 
    She frowned. “People marry.” 
 
    “The same, then.” 
 
    Her arms lifted in a shrug. “Probably not, because sometimes, people split up.” At my look of puzzlement, she added, “They end the marriage.” 
 
    “Then not like our mating.” Dragons mated for life. 
 
    Her head tilted, and her voice caught, as if she’d realized something wonderful. “We do have soulmates up there on the surface.” 
 
    Had the word evolved from legends of dragon mating? 
 
    “I’m not sure I believe in soulmates, though.” She nibbled on her fingernail, and her eyes darted away from mine. “But, maybe?” 
 
    We were soulmates. I couldn’t resist her. Perhaps that was why I’d fallen hard for her. As she said; we were special. We were meant to be together. 
 
    I leaned closer, stopping before we touched to give her the chance to tug away, but she only looked up at me with parted lips. When she licked them, I groaned. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    Holding her shoulders, I traced the seam of her mouth with my tongue. More than anything, I wanted to give my woman—my soulmate—every single part of me. But while my body demanded I take what she offered, I’d hold back this time, waiting, just as I’d promised myself. Even if it killed me, I’d fuckin’ woo her. I wanted her willing, fully consenting to remain here beneath the Earth and by my side.  
 
    But that didn’t mean I couldn’t bring her pleasure.  
 
    Pleasure could be considered wooing.  
 
    And I was nowhere near giving up on us yet.  
 
    With a gasp, she ran her hands down my shoulders and tugged me near. She pressed her body against mine as I captured her lips, deepening our kiss. 
 
    She thrust her hips forward, and her moan rose up from her throat, breaking free when I trailed kisses from her jaw to her neck.  
 
    I reached for her breasts but stopped, gazing at her. “Yes?” 
 
    She thrust her chest forward. “Yes. Please.” 
 
    Heat filling me, I cupped her breasts and when I rolled her nipples, they peaked. She gasped when I unbuttoned her shirt and took one nub into my mouth, laving the tip. I bit down. 
 
    She fell back onto the sand, and her legs splayed apart. Her lips, swollen from my kisses, begged for more.  
 
    I rose up over her and kissed her hard, my tongue thrusting deep. My cock throbbed, insisting I find her welcome heat, but I fought off the feeling. Trailing my fingers down her quivering belly, I traced her clit while she lifted up to meet me. 
 
    “Oh, god, yes,” she whimpered, her head thrashing on the ground. “I shouldn’t be wanting this. Doing this. But I can’t help it.” 
 
    Neither could I. 
 
    As I stroked her engorged clit, she arched her spine and moaned.  
 
    Still maintaining contact with her enflamed nub, I slid my thumb into her passage, as far as it would go. I tweaked that erotic spot deep inside her. 
 
    She screamed. “Yes! Oh, yeah, that. Please…”  
 
    Bracing my arms between her legs, I took her tender clit into my mouth as my thumb continued to move inside her.  
 
    “Drek,” she shouted, her urgent voice echoing around us. “Now!” 
 
    I lifted my head and grinned. “Sorry, but I’ve got plans for this part of you tonight.” To tease, I breathed dragon fire on her pussy. Breathing this way was stretching the rules a bit, but shit, I couldn’t help it. 
 
    Her hips jerked upward, and she panted. Under my hand, I could feel her tension building to a feverish peak. 
 
    When she bucked and screamed and called out my name, I knew I was making progress. There were more ways than one to convince a woman she wanted to mate with her dragon. And they didn’t all involve formal, courtly wooing. 
 
    I smacked my lips with satisfaction. Sitting back on my haunches, my cock strained toward her, a bead of moisture on the tip.  
 
    I groaned as I stared down at her wet pussy and told my damn cock to shut up.  
 
    It would have to wait longer. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
    Jenny 
 
      
 
      
 
    My blood was on fire. 
 
    This might be wrong, but it felt completely right.  
 
    His smoldering gaze met mine. 
 
    Warmth swirled inside me like melted honey, and my heartrate accelerated.  
 
    “Spread your legs,” he said, nudging my thighs with his palm. “Wider, sweetheart.” He stroked a finger down my slit and dipped inside. The heady sensation made heat burst through me, centering between my legs. His breathing rushed out of him as he slid a finger into my passage. “You’re so fucking wet.”  
 
    When he pinched my clit and rubbed, I shrieked. 
 
    “You’re so responsive. I love it.” His legs brushed mine as he moved closer. “Just as a mate should be. Lift your hips. No, wait, I want you to get up onto your knees,” he said in a deep, guttural voice. Commanding, but I loved it. “Keep your front down on your arms but your sweet ass in the air. Show me everything that’s mine.” 
 
    Oh, shit. Did he want to do it doggy style? Or, in his case, dragon style? I’d always wanted to try that position, but never dared. 
 
    When I pointed my butt up into the air, my slit parted. I dripped. 
 
    He loomed over me, his body rubbing against mine.  
 
    That vibrating cock. I needed it. 
 
    His fingertips slid down my throat, and he stroked my breasts. Like a wild beast, he hovered over me, panting against my hair. 
 
    His rough palm moved down my belly to my pussy, where he rubbed my clit, bringing me to a fever-pitch all over again. 
 
    He slid one finger inside me and tugged it out, only to shove two fingers back in swiftly. Plunging. Pulling. 
 
    “Yes,” he murmured when I moaned and shoved backward, meeting his finger thrust. “Ride me, as fast and hard as you need.” 
 
    Three fingers dove inside to meet me, while I writhed and leaned toward him. I ached for more. For his cock driving inside me. I bucked and strained while he continued a slow, steady rhythm. One threatening to drive me out of my mind. 
 
    His fingers pulled out and shoved back inside, mimicking his cock. All the freaking way to the hilt, slamming deep, while he rubbed my clit. I writhed and shrieked and demanded it all and more, but he just kept teasing me. 
 
    He pinched my clit and massaged it even harder, and I came apart. Stars shot across my vision, around me. Through me. 
 
    With slow, stroking movements, he continued to pump his fingers, bringing me slowly to the edge all over again. When I moaned and spasmed, because I was tender and not quite ready, he only rubbed me harder, sending a surprising cascade of orgasms rushing over me, a sexual tsunami.  
 
    Until I was beyond sated. Worn out. And trembling. 
 
    After collapsing onto the sand, he curled himself around me from behind. 
 
    No mistaking his pipe-hard cock. 
 
    “You didn’t…” Well, he’d given me a series of ear-piercing orgasms, but his body made it clear there could be more action in my immediate future. 
 
    Instead of holding me steady while he plunged inside me, he just stroked my face, my shoulder, my side. 
 
    “I don’t understand.” I felt a bit sad and alone. Which I shouldn’t. I’d just experienced—again—something magical. How could I want more? Expect more? “Why didn’t you fill me? Take me?” 
 
    “These times are for you, and you only.” 
 
    This made no sense. A steel beam couldn’t get any harder than his cock. “But—” 
 
    He placed a finger over my lips and said softly by my ear, “I won’t be with you again until I’ve finished my wooing.” 
 
    “Wooing?” 
 
    “According to tradition, I must court you. Only after that will I make you mine.” 
 
    I liked that part of the tradition, but if this sudden custom didn’t involve full-on action every now and then, I was going to scream. 
 
    “But—” 
 
    Drek’s body stiffened, and he covered my mouth with his hand. Instinctively, I squirmed and struggled to get away. 
 
    “Shhh,” he said softly. “Don’t move. Something’s…” 
 
    My heart skipped a few beats. 
 
    Something was what? 
 
    Scanning the area from my limited location lying on the ground, I didn’t see anything we needed to be concerned about. But it was dark. I lay on the sand in an unknown world. And, obviously, his senses were keener than mine. 
 
    So far, my excursion into the center of the Earth had shown me dragons were not the stuff of fairy tales. They existed. 
 
    What other creatures had I dismissed as myth that might also be real? A shiver rushed through me, peppering my skin with goosebumps. Maybe I didn’t want to know. 
 
    “We have to go.” Easing away from me, Drek rose to his feet. He extended his hand, which I took, and he pulled me up to my feet. Keeping hold of my hand, he stared around. 
 
    “What did you hear?” 
 
    “Sarlons.” His intent gaze was focused upriver. “We need to ride. Once I shift, climb up on my back fast.” 
 
    The urgency in his words sparked fear inside me. My hands trembled as I nodded and stared north, but I didn’t see anything—or anyone—coming. “What’s a sarlon?” 
 
    “Something you don’t want to meet.” 
 
    Ominous, but I’d take his word for it. 
 
    In seconds, he’d shifted and I was climbing up and clinging to his wings.  
 
    He rose quicker than he had before, but I no longer feared my dragon or riding on his back. This man—in any form—would protect me. 
 
    Who couldn’t fall for a guy like that? 
 
    We traveled for hours, and I knew he must be exhausted, because I’d had my share of sleep while he’d had little. Eventually, we landed on another beach, ate, then lay down in the sand again, spooning. 
 
    My body relaxed as he stroked my neck and back. He massaged my legs that were sore from riding, and my mind took me away. 
 
    I woke some time later to find a hot guy—not as hot as Drek, but still—standing over me. 
 
    He shoved a sword toward my throat. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Fourteen 
 
    Drek 
 
      
 
      
 
    Jenny yelped and rocks tumbled when she scrambled up the beach incline.  
 
    She paused, her breathing ragged.  
 
    “Actually, no way,” she said firmly. Returning to stand in front of me, she crouched and growled as if she’d defend me, instead of the other way around. 
 
    “Damn, bro,” a harsh voice said. “Where did you capture her?” 
 
    I slitted one eye open and tugged Jenny back down beside me, wrapping my arms snugly around her waist. “What are you doing here, Kemir?”  
 
    The brother closest to me in age, Kemir was a total pain in the ass most of the time. Good with business, however. He’d taken the companies left to him by our father and turned them into highly-profitable ventures in a short time. They were doing better now than they’d done in years. 
 
    My billionaire brother snorted and shoved his sword back into its sheath. His eyes drifted along Jenny’s bare legs like a predator’s. 
 
    I growled, and my brother had the decency to look away. 
 
    “You bring a bag?” I asked. Normally, when I traveled, I brought a sack of clothing with me, but I hadn’t expected to need anything during my trip to the Lifegiver’s pool. 
 
    “Sure.” He strode down the beach and grabbed a bag off the sand, where he must’ve left it after shifting from dragon form and dressing.  
 
    With luck, he’d brought more than one outfit. 
 
    He tossed it down beside me, and I rose, tugged it up onto my lap. I undid the fastening and pulled out a pair of pants giving them to Jenny. She’d sat and drawn up her knees, tugging her shirt down over them.  
 
    “Jenny,” I said. I waved to my brother. “This is my younger brother, Kemir.” 
 
    “Jenny,” Kemir said with the devil in his eyes. Billionaire dragons were the most conceited. He enjoyed taking advantage of his lofty and wealthy position. With a grin, he gave Jenny a slight bow. “The perfect name for a beautiful woman.”  
 
    It wasn’t hard to tell where he was focusing. 
 
    I didn’t have the heart to tell Jenny that her gorgeous slit was still exposed to my view. And that of my brother. 
 
    “Take your eyes off my mate,” I snapped. 
 
    Chuckling, Kemir backed away, his palms lifted. “Not seein’ a damn thing, Drek.”  
 
    “She’s mine,” I said. Rising, I moved to block Jenny from view.  
 
    Jenny tucked her feet into the pants and stood to fasten them at her waist. She hauled her shirt down over the oversized garment. Kemir was almost as big as me, so they hung off her petite, curvy frame. 
 
    Not that I blamed my brother for looking. He was as eager to mate as me. All of the unwed men in my valley were. 
 
    And Jenny was beyond gorgeous.  
 
    “Mate, huh?” Kemir asked, one eyebrow lifting. He glared at me. “Anyone else know about this fact?” 
 
    “You know I was going to the Lifegiver,” I said. 
 
    “But she rarely…Well, this is something everyone will be talking about.” 
 
    I had doubts about how my people would feel about Jenny, but I’d make sure they accepted her. No matter what. 
 
    “I’m not far behind you,” Kemir said. “I was going to the Lifegiver right now.” He flashed another appreciative glance at Jenny, who lifted one brow and stomped her foot. 
 
    Damn, but I did love her spunk. 
 
    “Any chance there are more like her around?” Kemir asked. His chuckle grated down my spine, rising my ire. Until Jenny committed herself to me, I’d be a jealous fool. Hard not to be when she hadn’t agreed she was fully mine. 
 
    He started to walk away, but I called him back. “Jenny didn’t come here alone.”  
 
    Perhaps…I shook my head. Her friends being here as well would be too big a coincidence. 
 
    “Surface dwellers rarely do come alone,” Kemir said grimly. “It’s the weapons they bring, and their intentions, that we fear the most.” 
 
    So, he’d seen who she was immediately. At least he wasn’t demanding I reject her. To win my appeal to keep her—assuming she wanted to be kept—I’d need my brothers standing by my side. Yes, I was king, but no dragon had absolute power. 
 
    And my people had good reason to fear surface dwellers. 
 
    I nudged my chin upriver. “Her two friends—”  
 
    “Tanya and PJ,” Jenny came over to stand beside me. She took my hand and squeezed it. “Will he look for them? Please?” 
 
    Finding them meant I might lose Jenny even sooner. I held back my groan, but there was no way I could deny her request. Worry for the other women had hung over me almost as much as it had over Jenny. If she cared for the women, so did I. 
 
    “Two women,” Kemir said, obviously intrigued by the notion. He ran his gaze down Jenny. “Friends, you said?” 
 
    Jenny stepped forward. “Yes. We were caving and fell down a hole. I slid forever and then shot through a waterfall and…landed on Drek.” 
 
    “A waterfall.” Kemir chuckled. “And you landed on my brother? I imagine that was entertaining.” His humor-filled eyes met mine. “I assume she means the Lifegiver falls?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “And she was dressed like she was a moment ago.” 
 
    I growled. 
 
    “Damn, bro. Figures this would go easy for you, like everything else.” 
 
    There was nothing easy about my mate being undecided. 
 
    “I’ll be glad to hunt down a few surface dweller women.” Kemir tugged his shirt over his head, revealing a muscular chest almost as fit as my own. He reached for the fastening of his pants, but his fingers paused. “Might want to turn around, Jenny. Not that I mind you looking, but I have a feeling Drek feels otherwise.” Jenny spun, and Kemir finished stripping. He stuffed his clothing into his bag. “I’ll go to the city immediately and notify everyone. If I know our people, half will be looking for Jenny’s friends within minutes. Flying alone, I can get there faster than you. Then I’ll stop by the Lifegiver during my own search.” 
 
    “Thanks.” I slapped my brother’s shoulder. “Watch out. I heard sarlons moving upriver yesterday. They didn’t come near, but still.” I shot a glance at Jenny, who looked equally concerned, though she couldn’t understand fully what I meant. “They’re hunting.” 
 
    “Ah.” Kemir’s eyes darkened. “Will do.”  
 
    He shifted, then took off, his pack clutched in his teeth. 
 
    I hoped he’d find Jenny’s friends soon. 
 
    “We should go, too,” I said. 
 
    She stared toward where Kemir coasted through the cavern, disappearing into the next. “Poor PJ and Tanya. I hope they’re okay.” 
 
    Hugging her, I kissed her brow. “My people will find them.” 
 
    Or…Perhaps my brothers would. Was this part of the Lifegiver’s plan? Three brothers. Three good friends. 
 
    Could there be more going on here than just me and Jenny? 
 
    The Lifegiver’s ways were mysterious, but I couldn’t make assumptions based on my wishes for Jenny and me. 
 
    I shifted and we took off, heading south. We’d reach my home soon, and I couldn’t wait to share it with my mate. And begin that wooing… 
 
    An ear-ripping cry echoed around me.  
 
    Fuck. I knew that sound. A terrator was hot on my tail. 
 
    My heartbeat raced as adrenalin surged through my veins. 
 
    Under normal circumstances, I’d turn and battle. If the terrator continued its challenge, which they sometimes did, I’d rip it to shreds.  
 
    But now, I feared for Jenny. I had to protect her. 
 
    Another terrator shriek was followed by a gut-wrenching stab in my shoulder. Pain burst through me as I spiraled away from the predator, Jenny clinging to my back. These creatures made up for their smaller-than-a-dragon size with their deadly claws and sharp teeth. It wasn’t unheard of for a terrator to take down an unsuspecting dragon. 
 
    After my people fled the surface and moved to the center of the Earth, terrator attacks had decimated our population. Only after building lairs strong enough to withstand their challenges had we been able to survive their brutal battle skills. 
 
    But their favorite prey was women. Dragon shifter, or, in my case, surface women. 
 
    The terrator must’ve caught Jenny’s sweet scent in the air. 
 
    The creature shrieked and dove toward me again. 
 
    “What’s happening?” Jenny cried out. I hated the fear threading through her voice, because I was partly to blame for claiming her and bringing her here. 
 
    She shifted on my back and tightened her grip on the base of my wings. 
 
    To evade the terrator’s attack, I darted close to the side of the cave and spun, deploying an evasive move. I had to protect Jenny. He would not steal and kill my mate. 
 
    My shoulder stung, and I knew it would fester unless I cleaned it soon. 
 
    Pulling up my rapid descent before I hit the river, my hind legs skimmed the surface as I tried to fly faster than the terrator. 
 
    If only I could tell Jenny how sorry I was. That my sole purpose in life was to protect and love her. 
 
    I should’ve brought her back to the surface. Released her. Better she loves and marries someone else than be endangered by me. 
 
    Love meant setting someone free, but I’d been greedy. 
 
    Roaring with rage, I zigzagged up to the ceiling with the terrator so close behind, it snarled at my feet. I aimed for the opening ahead leading to another chamber, putting everything I had into my muscles. Straining to pull ahead. 
 
    A quick glance over my shoulder told me I was leaving the terrator behind. 
 
    Once in the next cave, I’d hide Jenny and exterminate this threat. 
 
    Another shriek, and the creature came up behind me faster than expected. I dove sideways as it plunged toward me. Its claws ripped along my flank, barely missing Jenny’s leg. 
 
    I groaned, agony running through me like a bolt of lightning.  
 
    As the terrator flew at me again, I dashed sideways.  
 
    Jenny slipped, and I felt her hands fumbling along my right wing. 
 
    No! I shot flames from my mouth, but the terrator evaded them by flying beneath me. 
 
    It shot up toward me from below. While I battled the enemy with my back claws and battered it with my wings, Jenny continued to slide off my back.  
 
    There was nothing I could do. If I stopped to grab her, the terrator would slash my neck. With me mortally wounded, the creature would make quick work of Jenny. 
 
    At least the river was underneath us. 
 
    She fell down, down, plunging away from me. 
 
    Her scream ripped something inside me as she tumbled into the raging water below. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

   
 
    Chapter Fifteen 
 
    Jenny 
 
      
 
      
 
    When I’d told Drek to let me go the other day, I sure as hell hadn’t expected something like this. 
 
    I dropped away from where he battled that…thing. Whatever it was.  
 
    Seeing blood on Drek’s side hurt, knowing I couldn’t help him. But I couldn’t worry about him for long, because I was falling. 
 
    My feet hit the river, the impact jolting up my spine. Gravity sucked me deep, but I didn’t hit bottom. I was engulfed in what felt like a category five hurricane.  
 
    This was no lazy river ride at a water park. 
 
    In utter panic, I kicked and flailed, and my head finally popped above the surface. I gasped in air and tried to locate the shore. 
 
    Hunks of trees bobbed around me, threatening to spear me. I grabbed onto one and dragged my upper body up onto it, then wiped my hair out of my eyes. 
 
    Waves surged over my head, and I kept my grip on the log, straining to see. 
 
    As the river swept me downstream, Drek and the creature grappled through the air above, the creature’s bone-jarring shrieks competing with Drek’s flame-filled roars. 
 
    They spiraled, plunged down close to the water, then soared back up toward the top of the cave. Claws ripped. Teeth tore at each other’s throats. 
 
    While Drek was an enormous dragon and the beast he battled was smaller, the creature was faster. It kept darting in and slicing away at Drek’s sides. His shoulders. His wings. 
 
    Horror filled me. Why had I resisted being with him, giving myself to him? If he died in this battle, I’d never get the chance to tell him that I…loved him. 
 
    Hell, yes, I loved him. I wanted to shout out the words. Cover Drek’s face with kisses.  
 
    And tell him I wanted to remain here with him as his mate. 
 
    Stupid me for almost pushing away the piece of my soul I thought I’d never find. 
 
    Still struggling to reach the shore, but not making much progress, I floated quickly around a bend in the river. It widened, and the current slowed somewhat. 
 
    Drek and the black beast continued to battle above me.  
 
    I treaded water, watching them fight, wishing I could do something to help him. 
 
    Something nudged against my hip. An underwater log floating downstream? 
 
    Somehow, I’d lost my float, but I could swim. And now that the current had slowed, I could reach shore. 
 
    A stronger bump, on my other side. 
 
    The realization that I knew absolutely nothing about what lived down here brought my breathing to an abrupt halt.  
 
    This was no floating log. Something was in the water with me. And it was testing me. Or testing my flesh. 
 
    Crap. 
 
    Dropping below the surface, I opened my eyes.  
 
    A fish-like creature with spikes along its back and a body more than half the size of mine, swam in my direction. 
 
    Its mouth was open. Its razor-sharp teeth looked ready to rip into my hide. 
 
    You can’t scream when you’re submerged. All that does is fill your mouth with rancid water. 
 
    God, I was going to get cholera. Assuming I lived long enough for it to take effect. 
 
    I darted back to the surface and shrieked.  
 
    Drek tipped his head back and roared, but he couldn’t help me now. He was still struggling to defeat that oily-black creature.  
 
    There! While under water, I’d drifted closer to the shore. Ahead lay a long stretch of rocky beach. I just needed to swim fast.  
 
    Flailing, I rushed for the shore. 
 
    A long stick floated past me, and I grabbed it. I swung around and tried to locate the predator. 
 
    Just try me, fishy. Then we’ll see who rules! 
 
    I could get away, as long as that thing didn’t eat my legs. 
 
    I gaped over my shoulder, only to see it rise up in the water behind me, its body skimming the surface, churning up a wake behind it as it dove toward me. 
 
    Its back fin created a water tornado. 
 
    No, a deep-Earth sharknado.  
 
    Overhead, Drek shot flames. Grappling with the creature, he plunged toward the shore I was struggling to reach.  
 
    The smaller creature he battled screamed in pain as it landed and skidded along the sand.  
 
    Drek tumbled behind it.  
 
    He rose to his feet as he shifted. In man form, he staggered, then fell onto his side, where he lay motionless. 
 
    No! 
 
    Fear for Drek made me weak, but I couldn’t give up. 
 
    I whirled as the shark thing approached and lifted my stick over my head. 
 
    As the creature dove down under the surface, maybe intending to sever my legs from my body, I plunged the stick down. 
 
    Stick, meet flesh. 
 
    Fish, meet me. 
 
    Never come between a woman who needs to see to her mate. 
 
    The fish flailed, spinning under water. Trying to get free. I kept my grip tight on my stick and pushed it down farther as the fish’s movement drove us toward shore. 
 
    My butt hit bottom at the same moment the fish’s movements slowed. Blood swirled around us in a murky dark pool, and the fish’s beady eyes stared up at me for a long moment before they went cloudy and the beast stilled. 
 
    I released the stick and crawled up onto shore, where I collapsed, my sides heaving. 
 
    Drek! 
 
    Scrambling to my feet, I rushed over to him, dropping to my knees beside him. 
 
    Face-down, he lay beyond still. 
 
    “No,” I whispered. “Please be okay.” 
 
    I rolled him over, and he groaned. His eyes opened and his gaze met mine. “Jenny. Run. Get away before the terrator gets you.” 
 
    A quick glance told me the thing had no head. I doubted the terrator was going to get anyone again.  
 
    “I’m staying with you,” I said, stroking his soft hair off his forehead. 
 
    “I want you to go home, where you’re safe.” He waved to a series of cave entrances along the wall beside us. “Your way out lies there.” 
 
    “I’m not going anywhere,” I said fiercely. “I want to be with you forever, whatever that means.” Be it in a lair or a damp cave down here beneath the ground, my home was with him. 
 
    His fingers stroked up to my neck as his eyes deepened to a dark sapphire—more beautiful than any jewel. “I love you, Jenny.” 
 
    “Love you, too,” I whispered. 
 
    A smile filling his face, he tugged me down close.  
 
    “Are you okay?” I asked after he’d kissed me. 
 
    “More than okay,” he murmured. “My wounds are superficial. With you here with me, I’ll heal in no time.” 
 
    “I’m going to help you get better faster,” I said. After ripping off the bottom of my shirt, I tore it into strips. I wet them in the river and bathed his wounds. Then wrapped them snug so they wouldn’t get dirty. After, I settled down beside him and snuggled close. 
 
    Rising over me, he captured my lips. 
 
    Heat pooled within me, and I knew this feeling would never end. As long as Drek and I lived, we’d share it together. 
 
    Drek tugged me up onto his lap. He wrapped his warm arms around me and kissed my temple, my forehead. 
 
    Turning in his embrace, I deepened our kiss. Knowing I could’ve lost him made me cling. I grinned as his hands traveled along my belly, seeking my breasts.  
 
    I yanked off my shirt and tossed it aside, to give him easier access. His mouth descended, and he teethed my nipple and sucked it into his mouth.  
 
    Eyes closing, I moaned.  
 
    His cock rose between us, and I stroked it while he slid his fingers between my legs. 
 
    “Lay back,” he said, then grinned down at me sprawled in front of him on the ground. He reached for my pants and tugged them over my hips, delivering a rub here, a stroke there along the way. Leaving me exposed and gasping. “Seems like we’ve been here before.” 
 
    Back at the pool. 
 
    “Like then, I know just what you need,” he said, rising over me. His mouth captured mine as his fingers stroked along my slit. “So wet,” he groaned out as his thumb dove inside. “I…I planned to wait, but I can’t.” 
 
    Panting, I arched up to meet his fingers as they slid deep. 
 
    Hands braced beside my shoulders, he positioned the huge, magical, vibrating tip of his cock on my clit, rubbing and probing, all at the same time, while I writhed below him. 
 
    “Drek,” I called out, as he teased, shoving his cock in only a bit before pulling back out.  
 
    “Let me guess what you want,” he said. Easing back, he tugged me up and turned me so I was on my hands and knees, my butt facing him.  
 
    I should’ve been embarrassed. After all, I was fully naked, and…Donuts. But all I could think of was how much I wanted him. 
 
    “You need this, don’t you?” He asked as he braced my hips with his palms and drove inside me. Leaned over me, he rubbed my nipples and pinched, while I gasped and ground against him. He wouldn’t freakin’ move! 
 
    My body stretched to accommodate his length and width, and I released a little shriek when he slid out and shoved himself back in. Still teasing, since he was going too slow. 
 
    “Drek!” Urgency rang out in my voice, plus a hint of command. After all, I was capable of corralling twenty-five six-year-olds, all at the same time. 
 
    What was one dragon? 
 
    “You want it all, Jenny? Just say the word, and I’ll give it to you.” 
 
    “Not enough!” 
 
    “I think I’ve got more than enough.” He chuckled and continued his slow, deep, exquisite thrusts, until I was ready to scream.  
 
    My body coiled tight, and I shoved back each time he shifted his hips forward. I was going to go over the edge too fast. “I’m gonna…” 
 
    “Do it. I’m with you.” Increasing his pace, he slapped against me as I arched my spine and braced myself on the ground.  
 
    His vibrating tip was everywhere. Rubbing my clit when he pulled out, then tweaking my inner walls as he plunged to the hilt. 
 
    It was driving me insane. 
 
    When he went faster, I gasped and yelled out encouragement. Because, yes…This was what I wanted. What I needed. 
 
    Everything inside me caught fire and I screamed, my voice echoing around us.  
 
    The world exploded into a billion stars, and he grunted and shot his seed deep, shuddering above me. 
 
    Still linked, we collapsed onto the ground. Wrapping his arms tighter, he pulled me up onto his broad chest. He stroked my back. My hair. Kissed my temple.  
 
    We lay there while our hearts beat the same rapid rhythm.  
 
    Until my belly rumbled, and we both laughed.  
 
    Lifting myself up and over him, I grinned.  
 
    “Let me feed you,” he said. 
 
    There were many ways of taking that suggestion. We’d have to tick them off one-by-one. 
 
    One eyebrow lifted as Drek sent me a sexy smile.  
 
    God, this man knew me too well.  
 
    I chuckled and gestured to the huge dead creature I’d killed, lying near the shore, as well as the winged beast Drek had fought off and defeated.  
 
    I couldn’t hold back my shudder, because the only time I’d seen anything like that was in picture books I’d read to my students. 
 
    Pterodactyl.  
 
    Obviously, their extinction was a rumor. 
 
    “What would you like to eat, sweetheart?” he asked. That devilish gleam in his eyes told me that, while my belly might be aching a little longer, we’d both be more than satisfied. 
 
    “You, but…” I waved to the creatures we’d both vanquished. “After that, it’s your choice. Do you want chicken or fish?” 
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    If you enjoyed Captured by a Dragon, would you please leave a review? You can review here. 
 
    It might sound silly, but writers work in a vacuum, hearing little from those who enjoyed our books. Just a quick “I really liked this!” is enough to make my day complete. 
 
      
 
    And thank you for reading! I hope you enjoyed the first book in my DRAGON MATED Series.  
 
      
 
    As always, if you’d like to get in touch, you can find me here: 
 
    
Twitter 
 
    Facebook 
 
    Goodreads 
 
    Website 
 
      
 
      
 
    If you’d like to read more of my DRAGON MATED Series, look for: 
 
    Book 2, HUNTED BY A DRAGON, Tanya and Kemir 
 
    Book 3, CLAIMED BY A DRAGON, PJ and Jarik 
 
      
 
      
 
    A sneak peek at HUNTED BY A DRAGON follows… 
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 DRAGON MATED SERIES, Book 2 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter One 
 
    Tanya 
 
      
 
      
 
    I was about to be roasted alive. 
 
    Which was only marginally better than the alternative—being eaten alive. Although, that might still be on the agenda. 
 
    How had I ended up here? 
 
    After jumping into the hole in the cave, determined to save PJ and Jenny, I’d slid down forever, no doubt plunging all the way to the center of the Earth. I swear, days passed, but that couldn’t be true. No one could slide through tunnels for that long, right? 
 
    Jenny & PJ’s screams as they fell chilled me to the bone. I needed to rescue them, but I couldn’t find a way to slow my fall, let alone seek them out. 
 
    Just when I thought I’d be falling for the rest of my days, a circle of light appeared ahead of me. While some people welcomed the light, I wasn’t ready to stroll through the pearly gates quite yet. Jeez, I was only twenty-six. 
 
    My body continued skimming along, right up to the hole, and I rushed through it, finding myself airborne on the other side. A quick glance told me I was in a large cavern. Weird blue lights shone from the ceiling, and water dripped down the dark cave walls. Below and to my left, a long, wide river churned its way through the cavern. 
 
    Wind bit my cheeks and snarled up my hair. Which sucked, because I’d used my flattening iron on it this morning and knew it looked hot. Now, my head probably resembled a bird’s nest on steroids.  
 
    I traveled through the air, my wails echoing around me, slowly descending. Until I landed with a jolt on my butt on a long beach beside the river, like I’d morphed into a jet plunging onto a sandy runway. 
 
    Scrambling to my feet, I patted my legs, and my hips and butt, making sure everything was still attached and functioning, and was relieved to find out it was. Worried about PJ and Jenny, who might not have fared as well as me, I peered around, hoping I’d find them nearby. 
 
    Nope. Where were they? 
 
    A scratchy-clawing sound behind me made me whirl, calling out, “Jenny? PJ?” 
 
    Nope. Nope. Nope. This was not PJ or Jenny. 
 
    I gasped and then screamed. My heart jumped into my throat, beating faster than the first time I strode in front of a camera in silky undies, when I began my career as a lingerie fashion model.  
 
    Six large—and as tall as me—black insects scrambled toward me, upright on their hind legs, their antennas wiggling, their pointy teeth baring, and their big lobster claws extended and clacking. 
 
    Panic shot through me, and I screamed again while backing away, stumbling over rocks, sticks, and sand clumps until I smacked into a steep granite wall. 
 
    Peered up frantically, I couldn’t find a way out. No cute paths wound to the top. No convenient handholds to grab onto. And no vines I could climb. 
 
    My legs trembling, I gaped around further.  
 
    Where was an AK-47 when a girl needed one?  
 
    With my death gleaming in each of the creature’s three, beady red eyes, the bug-things descended. They latched onto me with their big claws and threw me onto the ground. 
 
    I clawed at the soil, trying to get away, but they held me down. Please. Please. No! 
 
    While I struggled and pleaded and shrieked, one of them located a long, thick stick. Much like what I should’ve found and used to whack off their heads.  
 
    They laid it on the ground beside me, then lifted me up and dropped me onto the top. The wood bit into my spine, and I winced. As I writhed and cringed, they spun ropes from their spit—yuck—binding me to the stick with my hands thrust over my head, and my ankles locked together and pinned at the bottom. 
 
    They chattered and clicked their claws, while I struggled to get free. 
 
    After huddling together, like a group of teenagers at a school dance, they grunted and gathered up a bunch of wood to build a fire.  
 
    This didn’t look good.  
 
    I had a feeling they planned to roast marshmallows, and I was the marshmallow. 
 
    Almost merrily, they lifted me up by the ends of the stick and carried me over to the fire, singing gibberish in off-key voices. 
 
    “Wait,” I yelled, because I was determined not to go down without a fight. Assuming I could find a way to fight. “You’re not doing this right. Aren’t you going to season me first?” 
 
    They paused, cocked their elongated heads that came to a point at the top, and gaped at me. 
 
    Maybe this would work! 
 
    “I think you need to marinate me first,” I said firmly. “In the river. For a good long while.” I’d rather take my chances with the fishies than these gross, enormous bugs. “It’ll…tenderize me.”  
 
    Ugh. My belly heaved.  
 
    The insects not holding my stick drew together, as if they needed to discuss my suggestion seriously, but the biggest one of them all (maybe the leader?) made a high-pitched cheep and the others bowed.  
 
    Chattering and snapping, they reinforced their grips on my stick and rumbled toward the fire, their black, chubby feet stomping on the sand. 
 
    While I hung from my stick suspended between the bugs, a few of the others rolled a couple large boulders over to either side of the pit.  
 
    I hadn’t been the praying kind since I last went to church when I was little. After my mom died in the car crash, I was an orphan. Dumped into foster care, I hadn’t had the heart to pray for anything more than survival. 
 
    But I sure prayed now. 
 
    “Dear Mary,” I cried out. “Holy Jesus. Oh, God. Oh, God!” I screamed as they lifted my stick up and set each of the ends on one of the boulders.  
 
    They stepped back and rubbed their enormous claws together, as if pleased with their cooking skills, then backed away, leaving me to roast like a goose on a spit over the fire. 
 
    “Help!” I yelled. The wood hadn’t fully caught yet, but an unpleasant heat seared through my red climbing jumpsuit. Now, I wished I’d spent the extra money to get flame retardant material. 
 
    How long would it take to cook me alive? 
 
    The bugs gathered around, their claws waving, studying me intently with their combined eighteen eyes. As if they expected me to simmer and burst right in front of them. 
 
    I shrieked and wrenched at the ties as the material covering my butt started to smolder, but I couldn’t get away. 
 
    Further down in the cavern, something roared. My screams faded. 
 
    The bugs went stock still, their red eyes peering around.  
 
    This could not be good. If they were afraid, I should be afraid. 
 
    They cowered, staring upward, as if lightning was going to shoot from the cavern ceiling and blast them to smithereens.  
 
    Or maybe a daddy bug was coming down to steal their feast. 
 
    A giant bird soared across the cavern.  
 
    Not just a plain old bird, though.  
 
    It was a fucking dragon! With gleaming blue and green scales, broad wings, and a long, pointy snout with smoke chugging from its nostrils. 
 
    It dove down, aiming for me. I gulped and struggled against my bonds. 
 
    Flames shot from its mouth like a hyped-up rocket launcher. The bugs skittered in circles, bumping into each other in their flurry, but they didn’t seem to know that running in one direction was their only chance of escape. 
 
    The lead bug must’ve figured it out, because he—she—it—darted toward the river. The others scampered behind. 
 
    Could they swim? 
 
    As the dragon came close, it razed the ground with flames, the red-hot dragon breath gaining on the cluster of bugs racing toward the water. 
 
    Fire hit them, and they burst like black popcorn, spurting purple goo-strands into the air. 
 
    In one swoop, the dragon incinerated the creatures, leaving nothing behind but black, steaming mounds and rocks splattered with purple gook. 
 
    I was going to pass out. No, I wanted to pass out. I gulped back the knot in my throat that tasted sour in my mouth. 
 
    The dragon landed on the ground nearby, its long, pointy claws digging deep grooves in the sand. While I trembled and struggled and lifted my butt away from the reaching flames, the dragon stalked toward me. 
 
    It stared at me for a long moment, then tipped its head back and roared.  
 
    My eardrums nearly burst.  
 
    More flames shot from its mouth, reaching high enough to scorch the ceiling of the large cavern. 
 
    With a growl, it grabbed my stick, with me still attached.  
 
    I mumbled more prayers, because holy hell, I was scared. Like, pee-my-pants-scared. 
 
    Gathering itself with me still clutched in its claws, the dragon sprang up into the air.  
 
    As I wiggled and tried to get away, the creature soared across the cavern, heading for a black hole on one side. A deep-Earth exit? 
 
    Not that it mattered, because I was probably going straight to hell.  
 
    My goose was definitely about to get cooked. 
 
      
 
   
  
 

   
 
    If you’d like to read more of Tanya and Kemir’s story, look for 
 
    HUNTED BY A DRAGON on Amazon. 
 
      
 
    And thanks for reading! ~Christina 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Want a peek at the first book in my awesome 
 
    alien cat shifter romance series, co-written 
 
    with Laney Kaye? 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 CAT SHIFTERS OF AAIDAR: ESCAPE, Book 1 
 
    A Sci-Fi Alien Romance 
 
    Available on Amazon & through Kindle Unlimited 
 
      
 
    Herc: 
 
      
A cat shifter mercenary—gun, fangs, and claws for hire—doesn't fall for a pretty little human. It's cost the Regime big-time to have me and my guys hunt down the Resistance fighters skulking in caves spread across this gods-forsaken planet. My sole focus here is this deployment. Until Maya touches me, igniting the first phase of a bondmate. 
 
      
But it doesn't matter how freakin' sweet she is. How sexy. No way in all seven hells will I complete the three bonds. As long as I don't kiss her, we won't hit second base. And I'll be damn sure to keep my hands off her incredible body, because having sex with her would bring on bond three, linking our souls for eternity. Problem is, now it's not just my life that's in danger. My heart is in all kinds of trouble.
    
 
      
Maya: 
 
      
Herc must believe I'm nothing more than a nurse working for the Regime. If he finds out I've infiltrated the military compound to rescue my imprisoned sister, my life's in danger. He may be the hottest guy I've ever seen—shifter or man—but I refuse to bond with someone who's hunting my people into extinction. 
 
      
Now that my mission's accomplished, I can flee into the desert. He'll never find me once I'm hidden in the Resistance stronghold. Problem is, Herc's hot on my heels. If he catches me, will he return me to the Regime? Or does he have his own--very personal--plan for me instead? Hooking up with me will ruin Herc's career and make him an enemy of his own people. But if he hands me over to the firing squad, the bullets won't need to hit my heart to shatter me into a billion pieces. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Fancy a glimpse of my recent romcom release? 
 
      
 
      
 
    MY BIG FAT POMPEII ROMANCE 
 
      
 
    Legally Blonde meets Gladiator in this romantic comedy with a historical twist. 
 
      
 
    Twenty-first century goddess Pandia is shaking in her Jimmy Choos. A few weeks ago, the NYC socialite traveled back in time, where she suggested Julius Caesar abandon politics for gardening. Her father, Zeus, summons her to present-day Olympus after he discovers her meddling eliminated the month of July. To teach her the importance of fate, he strips Pandia’s goddess powers and sentences her to a stint of mortality in ancient Pompeii. 
 
      
 
    Pandia refuses to let her punishment get her down. She’ll do her time, leave destinies untouched, and be home in time for her next shift at the local animal shelter. Instead, she’s mistaken for a prostitute and arrested for inciting a riot. Sentenced to serve as a massage therapist in Pompeii’s gladiator school, she’s assigned to Caladus, a gladiator whose washboard abs test her vow to remain uninvolved. 
 
      
 
    To escape Pompeii, Pandia must prove she respects mortals’ fates. But she’s falling for Caladus, and her time’s running out: Mt. Vesuvius is rumbling. 
 
      
 
    MY BIG FAT POMPEII ROMANCE is available on Amazon and through Kindle Unlimited. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Other books from Christina Wilder: 
 
      
 
    DRAGON MATED  
 
    A humorous dragon shifter novella series. 
 
    CAPTURED BY A DRAGON 
 
    HUNTED BY A DRAGON 
 
    CLAIMED BY A DRAGON 
 
      
 
    MY BIG FAT POMPEII ROMANCE 
 
    A romantic comedy with a gladiator twist 
 
    Available on Amazon 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Books Co-Written with Laney Kaye: 
 
      
 
    CAT SHIFTERS OF AAIDAR (A Sci-fi Romance Series) 
 
    ESCAPE 
 
    ENGAGE 
 
    ENSNARE 
 
    ENDINGS 
 
      
 
    *** 
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