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Chapter One
Trinity stood with her hands on her hips shouting at her father defiantly, “I will not go and stand in front of a stupid egg with all the peasant children.”
“Yes, you will. Every girl of thirteen has to stand before the egg today.”
“I am not some girl, I am the princess, and if I say I do not want to do it, you cannot force me.”
Her father's voice rose in exasperation, “It is not for you to decide. There are laws and traditions on which our great city is built on, and those laws state that every girl will stand before the egg. The writings are quite specific.”
“Father, girls have been standing in front of that same old egg for over a thousand years, and it still has not hatched, not even the smallest crack has appeared. The thing is a dud, there is a reason there are no dragons left, because they were impotent.” 
“Do not say such a thing, it is written that when the city is in great need then the dragon will rise and save us. With the barbarians raiding our trading routes across land and the Galvanian Marauders out to sea, this is our time of need.” His voice had risen dangerously now, he was used to getting his own way and his defiant daughter was beginning to test his patience beyond endurance.
“It is written, it is written.” Trinity mimicked, not realising the consequences of her words. “By who? All I ever hear is what is written. Well you can write this, I am not going!” With that she stomped off back to her bed chambers.
As far as Trinity was concerned the matter was closed, she was not going to stand with all the commoners in the great hall. She had better things to do, or at least she would find something better to do.
She had not been there long when there was a light knock on the door. “Can I come in, Miss?”
It was Rose, her maid. A good, kind young woman who had looked after her since she was five. Trinity was probably closer to Rose than to her parents who were always caught up with more important things than the well-being of their headstrong daughter. “Yes, Rose.”
In bustled the young woman, bringing in her clothes that had been freshly washed. She set about putting them away, and then she fetched Trinity's dress from where it was hanging in a wardrobe along with all of Trinity's best ceremonial dresses.
“Don't worry about that, I'm not going.” Trinity said.
“Please, Miss, you have to go.” Rose's voice was tight with hidden emotion.
“Not you as well, Rose. I refuse to go and stand in front of some stupid egg.” Trinity's anger bubbled up again, she had thought Rose would understand her; she always took her mistress's side.
“There will be trouble if you don't.”
Trinity turned to Rose, she knew the servant well enough to sense something was wrong. “What kind of trouble? It's not as though the world will end or the castle will fall. Or is that written too?” A stifled sob escaped from Rose. “What is it Rose, do not tell me you believe in all this mumbo jumbo?”
“No, Miss.” The young woman was truly crying now.
Trinity's voice softened and she put her arm around Rose and made her sit on the bed. “Tell me what is troubling you.”
“They say if you don't go to the ceremony I will be whipped and sent away to serve at a house in the valleys.” Rose could hardly speak the words her crying had reached such a pitch.
Trinity sat speechless. Her anger had now changed, it was aimed directly at her father and his royal advisers. How dare they use Rose against her? For one moment her rebellion grew, she would take Rose and get her to safety, and perhaps even run away herself. That would teach them to make her a puppet in their stupid games.
Then she looked at the poor woman next to her, she remembered that Rose had a large family, a close family which she loved. Rose would never leave, not so hastily. They had won, they had found her one weakness and she felt disgusted they had used it for so stupid a matter.
***
So it was that Trinity stood in front of the egg, wearing her best ceremonial dress, the first in a long line of girls. All the surrounding villages that were under the protection of the city were expected to send their thirteen year old daughters, and they all did.
Trinity glared at her father as he made the same speech he made every year. Then the highest wizard stepped forward and said the spell of awakening. As usual the highest born passed first, so Trinity took two steps forward and bowed her head in front of the egg.
Only this time something unusual happened, the egg cracked. The whole crowd gasped and fell silent as one. Trinity felt her anger to be absolute. How could this be? As the egg split in two and a young red dragon pushed its way out and stood on top of the podium she could have strangled it with her bare hands.
It took off, after flapping its wings a few times, flying out of the castle. A red creature squawking as it flew haphazardly on untested wings. Puffs of smoke came from its mouth as it slowly disappeared from view. The whole room was completely silent until it had disappeared from view, then followed an eruption of young women giggling and chatting excitedly.
Trinity knew her life was over. She was now bound to the dragon. He would return when she was twenty one and claim her as his own to breed with, until then she would be a virtual prisoner.
All Trinity could think was, “I knew I should never have come.”
***
Trinity stood alone in the great hall, this was it, her last night here in her home, which had also served as her prison. Tomorrow the dragon would come and claim her. It all seemed so stupid, that she should be given to a dragon who was no older than her youngest brother.
Would she be expected to wait on him, look after him? When she thought about it she wondered how he had survived as a baby, instinct, that was the only answer she could come up with.
Over the passing years, since the hatching, she had tried to glean as much information about dragons from the old stories. But most of them were tales of dragons defending the city from their enemies, not what their personality was like, or whether they ended up eating their virgin tributes.
Her mind, thankfully skirted around the thought of mating with such a beast. Even though that was her sole purpose now, a dragon's broodmare. Her one expectation, to breed the next generation of dragons.
Trinity shuddered; she had seen pictures of the old dragons, their forked tongues and scaly skin. Magnificent beasts to behold, unless you were expected to mate with one. She had seen the horses and dogs mating but they were the same, where as she was nothing like a dragon. How would they fit together?
“Uh!” Feeling the nausea rise in her stomach she pushed the thought firmly away.
A noise behind her made her jump, there was someone in the shadows. She moved to leave, wanting to be alone, to say goodbye to her old life with no one to watch and pity her. Even Rose had been told to leave.
Trinity walked quietly to the great carved doorway that was the entrance to the hall. It had been carved out of gigantic tree trunks brought to the city when it was built by the first dragon.
“Bloody dragons,” she muttered under her breath.
“Princess?” A young man, perhaps a year or two older than her stepped out of the shadows. He came to stand before her, not quite blocking her way, yet he gave her a sense of uneasiness.
“Yes.” She pulled herself up to her full height, assuming the mantle of the Dragon Princess as she was now called.
“I am sorry if I startled you, but I wished to meet the one who will be given to the dragon.” His voice was strange, an accent she had never heard before.
“Well, here I am. You will see me tomorrow when the ceremony is complete. I assume you have travelled here to bare witness.”
He laughed, a low rumble that started deep inside him. It made the hairs on the back of her neck rise on end, both exciting, and troubling, her. “Yes, I have come to bare witness. It seems you are not happy with the prospect. Is it not a great honour to be bound to such a magnificent creature?”
She closed her eyes and absorbed his voice, his presence, it was as though he put a spell on her from which she was powerless to break free. Summoning all her strength she opened her eyes and looked at him directly. “I know my duty.”
“Duty, you will give your life over to duty?” His voice purred, lulling her.
“I have a duty to my people to gain the dragon's protection. Our city and surrounding villages are constantly under threat from barbarians and marauders.” She tried to take a step around him, but he moved with her as though they were caught up in a dance. 
“Have you ever thought of running away?”
“No!” She looked him straight in the eye and knew he could tell she was lying. “Once, when I was younger. Fifteen, I believe.” 
She remembered the day well, it was a beautiful day, early summer sunshine shone over the forest. The new green leaves seemed to beckon her as they fluttered in the warm breeze.
After being stuck in the castle for so long she could stand it no longer. She went down to the stables, grabbing some bread and fruit on the way. Then she crept out to the stables and left by one of the side gates while the guards lazed against the wall.
It was so easy, there was a little used path which she followed, no one took any notice of her. When she became a small speck to the people of the castle she leapt for joy and raced to the forest.
Trinity had spent the day under the cool leaves, swimming in the river and lying in the dappled sun to dry. When the afternoon wore on and she knew someone would soon miss her she made the decision not to go back. They could find someone else to be the dragon's slave, for that was what she saw herself as.
Slowly she made her way deeper into the forest, it was only when she heard the hounds baying that any sense of urgency took her, and by then it was too late. The soldiers caught her very quickly, she could not outrun the dogs and the horses.
She had never seen the master of the guards so angry, it was not until she arrived back at the castle she knew why. That evening the two guards were whipped while she stood horrified and watched. Her father would not let it end until the men were bloodied and Trinity swore over and over again that she would never try to escape her fate.
The man stood and watched her face as she remembered that day, he cocked his head as the emotions played across her face, taking in everything about her.
“You were caught?” he asked.
“Yes,” Trinity replied, masking her face as she had become so used to. “And tomorrow I will fulfil my destiny and be eaten by the dragon.”
He laughed again, heat crept over her skin from the power of it. “I think the dragon wants to do more to you than eat you.”
She blushed. “I do not know, all the stories tell of the great deeds of the dragons, never how they treated their captives.”
“Captives? A strange way of putting it, the dragon is as much bound to you as you are to him. He cannot escape his fate if the chosen one is a virgin when she is given to him.”
Now it was Trinity's turn to laugh, “Oh, there is no doubt that I am a virgin. Every man for miles around knows what will happen if he dares even look at me in an improper way.”
“You have never experienced so much as a kiss?”
“Not even holding hands. That would surely have led to someone having their hand chopped off. My father is very good at getting me to do as I am supposed to. He never lays a finger on me, but makes me watch the suffering I have caused.”
Again he watched her face, and the sadness there. “And what if I, a stranger were to show you what you have been missing?”
“A kiss?”
“To start with.” Trinity knew it was wrong but her rebelliousness had been chained for too long. “Very well, one kiss.”
He came closer to her, she could feel the heat emanating from his body. His hair was black as the night and his eyes nearly as dark, but tinged with red flecks. She looked at him and was mesmerised, when he touched her she felt a burning sensation fill her body. Not only heat from his touch, this came from within, a need, a yearning.
Bending his head he captured her lips in a soft kiss, when she yielded to him his kiss deepened as though he were testing her, tasting her. Then he became rougher, his hand threading through her long auburn hair to pull her close.
He excited her, for the first time since she had been chosen by the dragon she felt alive. She never realised how much she had been restrained from being who she really was. She clung to him, giving herself to him completely. Returning his rough kiss with one filled with want and need, her knees grew weak.
Wrapping his other hand around her slender waist he pulled her towards him. Pressed tightly against his body she felt the hard length of his cock pushing against her stomach. Trinity gasped at the size of him, she had only ever seen horses mating and his cock seemed as big as those of her father's prize stallions.
With her body supported by his he released her waist and slid his hand down to her thigh. Slowly he inched her skirts up, bunching them higher until he could touch her clit through her under garments.
Trinity thought she would explode. She had touched herself down there in the dark of the night, but that was nothing against the feel of the stranger's fingers against her most private place. It was delicious in its inappropriateness. His hand left her clit, instead travelling higher until it discovered the ties to the fabric keeping her respectfully covered and pulled them so they dropped around her ankles.
Trinity knew she should stop him, her head was filled with her voice, screaming, telling him to stop, yet his kiss took away her power to put voice to these words. She wanted him to continue, to find out what it was to be with a man, not some child dragon. Why shouldn't she do this, surely no one would ever know, after all there was no test to see if she were still a virgin, was there?
She grasped his clothing with her hands as he pushed one finger inside her sex. The shock of feeling him inside her made her breath catch in her throat. His finger slowly went a little deeper, there it met her resistance.
“You truly are a virgin,” He said removing his finger.
Trinity had no words to say to him. She was stunned, lost in the feelings his hands and mouth dragged from her body. He knelt down before her and lifted his head to press his mouth against her clit. Kissing her and nipping at the sensitive flesh, this time it was Trinity who plunged her hands into his hair and pulled him towards her core.
His tongue licked at her sensitive nub, making her thrust her hips forward so her mound was forced forward onto his face. He lifted her leg and placed it on his shoulder, supporting her weight and making it easier for him to push his tongue into her sex.
Her world exploded, he pushed deep inside her, all she could think was how could a man’s tongue be so long, so thick. She whimpered as his tongue took her nearer to her first orgasm. She had never known anything like this, she had no idea this was what it felt like to be with a man, and tomorrow she would lose all chance of ever knowing when she was given to the dragon.
But tonight she could change that, change her destiny, all she had to do is give way to her feelings and let this man take her. Then tomorrow she could stand in front of the dragon, and her father and tell them all she as no longer pure, no longer a virgin.
She was coming, waves of pleasure taking over as her body tensed and pulsed against him. Her sex dripped with her juices and the wet of his tongue. Trinity felt her sex contracting hard as she let herself go to experience this exquisite pleasure.
When her orgasm ended he stopped, letting her skirts fall to the floor as he rose. “Now, princess, you have a choice. I would take you now, claim your virginity and free you from the bond that holds you to the dragon.”
Trinity had never been so tempted by the forbidden fruit in all her life, it would be so easy to say yes to him. He would take her right here and she would be free to be herself again.
“I cannot.”
“Why? Do you not want to be free?” His voice persistent.
“Yes, but not like this.” 
“I thought you wanted your freedom?”
“I do, but my people will be at risk. They wait for the dragon to protect them against those who would steal from them. And what if the dragon takes his anger out on them...” She paused, and then she was the Dragon Princess again. “They do not deserve this.”
“So you would deny me for the sake of your people?” His voice held no anger, he sounded inquisitive, like a small child trying to learn.
“Yes, and for your sake. They would find you and kill you when they found out. I would not have that on my conscience.”
He pressed close to her again, the heat of his body pulling her towards him. She had to resist, and try to find a way of getting away from him. Yet it was nearly impossible, his pull was too strong.
“You could be free.” His words affect her brain, dulling her rational mind. He was right, she would be free, for the first time in her life she would be able to go where she wanted and do as she pleased. After all her father would no doubt banish her without a penny to her name.
Then she thought of Rose and the little cottage she had bargained with her father for. Rose was to go and live there with her family. It had a garden and an orchard, they would be happy there. It was the least she could do for the young woman who had served her so loyally.
If she did not give herself to the dragon her father would go back on his word. No, if only for Rose's sake she had to go through with the ceremony tomorrow.
“Please, stop.” She pushed him back firmly and bent down to pull her undergarments back up, tying them hastily.
He stood and watched her with his dark flecked eyes, which she tried not to meet. Once she had smoothed her skirts and was satisfied she looked respectable she turned back to him.
“Thank you for what you tried to do, but this is my fate and I cannot, and will not, escape it.”
He stood straight and then took her hand kissing the back of it lightly with his lips and bowing in respect. “Until we meet again, princess.”
“I am not sure that we will,” she replied wistfully.
He smiled, “We may yet.” Then he turned and left.
 



Chapter Two
All the local dignitaries and the mayors from the surrounding villages were expected to bare witness to the binding ceremony. The great hall was filled, with many more people standing in the great doorway to glimpse the mighty dragon.
Opposite the great door was a mirror image of it, only this one had stood closed for over a thousand years. The hinges were regularly oiled, but never in any of the attending people's lifetime had it been opened.
Today was the day when the caretaker charged with maintaining it hoped he had done a good enough job, for this was the door through which the dragon would come. The key, as big as a man’s arm, had been taken from its ceremonial resting place and carried by two strong men. It was made of metal heated by the dragon fire, made tough and hard, and denser than any other metal known.
Now the key was being inserted into the lock, everyone waited, with breaths held, for the great door to swing open and welcome the dragon. The key turned with a satisfying click, the first part of the ceremony was now complete.
Moving on the high wizard blessed the door and lock, made to keep the people safe, and gave thanks that it would open today and allow their protector in. Then he went into details of how the first dragon had fallen in love with the daughter of a blacksmith and how he had taken her as a virgin and forged the first bond between dragons and the city.
Trinity stood trying to keep her mind busy as the ceremony dragged on. She thought about that first dragon and wondered what relation he was to the dragon that would come for her today. Also her thoughts turned to the first bound mate of the dragons. Did her parents force her to take the dragon's offer of protection for the people?
The wizard droned on, his deep booming voice full of power and meaning, taking her freedom and giving it to some winged beast. The people around her were becoming restless too, they had come to see a great dragon, not listen to a sermon.
Then the wizard voice grew louder, he raised his hands towards the great door, bony thin fingers spread as though he were holding the egg of the dragon. The light in the hall seemed to dim and it seemed as though an egg did sit in his hands, a red egg, flickering with flame.
“That is what the dragon expects of me, to deliver him an egg, the next in the line of dragons.” Trinity felt sick, a thing like that would never leave her body naturally, it would surely have to be cut from her. So that was how she would die, after the pain of mating with the beast she would carry his egg and then he would cut it from her and she would die.
Her life seemed such a pitiful waste at that point. She had been robbed of most of her childhood, never being allowed to leave the castle grounds, few people spoke to her for fear of a backlash from the king, and now she would suffer the humiliation of being given to a beast, and forced to mate with him. 
The fact that she would give birth to such a magnificent beast was lost on her. All she thought about was the fate of the poor virgin who would someday have to go through all of this too.
As the wizards voice grew to a crescendo he threw his arms out towards the great doors and they swung open slowly. The room trembled as they creaked and groaned and daylight streamed in, illuminating the hall and the sun's rays made the golden statues around the room glow.
They were all in the shape of dragons, as though her ancestors had worshipped them like some deity. Now they seemed to come to life, as though the very fire of the sun leaped around them and played off their scales.
Then the light began to dim, a great shadow fell across the doorway, every head turned, the room deathly silent. Trinity started to hear the great thrum of wing beats, the dragon had come, he had come to take her and her pitiful life would be soon ended. This time she did not feel rage, she felt beaten, cheated, there was no escape from fate.
Closer he came, alighting on the balcony outside the great door, the only thing to have touched the ground there for over a thousand years. Part of Trinity wished it would collapse under him, yet something inside her grew fascinated by his presence. The huge, monstrous creature to which she was bound set her blood on fire, making her heart beat wildly.
The dragon reared back, roaring so loudly the whole castle shook and then he lifted his head and spewed out a stream of flames that licked up the side of the ramparts. The crowd congregated in the hall all stepped back as the heat reached them, gasping at the power of this magnificent beast that would protect them from their enemies once the ceremony was complete and they handed the Dragon Princess over to them.
Stepping forward his claws clicked menacingly on the floor. Trinity was struck with the feeling that he did not want to be here either. This thought chilled her, would he fly away with her and then devour her in one mouthful just to be rid of her? Or was he a creature of honour, who would take her and aid her people when they called?
The wizard began chanting, the dragon moved forward slowly, swinging his head from side to side, the people cowered back from him. The closer he came to Trinity the more excited she felt. Looking at the beast she saw how the light shimmered off his scales casting a red glow all about him.
There was no doubting how strong and powerful he was, despite his young age. If he were a man he would be in his prime, lithe and supple, yet commanding in his strength. She wanted to touch him, to feel the heat of his skin under her fingertips and the strong pulse of the blood through his veins.
Trinity became aware of her body in a way she never had experienced before. A yearning, her nipples hardened and heat spread through her body concentrating at her core. The dragon turned to her and sniffed the air, Trinity blushed, he could sense her, smell her arousal. His tongue streaked out from between his massive jaws, forked like a lizard's. He tasted her scent on the air.
An involuntary shiver ran through her body, she imagined him using that thick long tongue on her body. She remembered the touch of the stranger from last night, how he had used his tongue to make her come. But the dragon's tongue, how deep that could reach inside her, and how much pleasure it would give.
Trinity closed her eyes and her legs felt weak. She imagined how big his cock must be and wondered how it would possibly fit inside her. Would it be scaly or smooth?
The wizard's voice changed, he said her name but Trinity struggled to shake off the images in her head of herself coupled with the mighty dragon. Looking around to try and focus on where the wizard stood she caught the eye of the dragon who seemed to be reading her thoughts. His scaly lip curled back as though sneering at her human emotions.
Her name was repeated, the crowd murmured, perhaps worried she would change her mind and not agree to go. Trinity jerked her head around and forced her attention on the wizard. She repeated the words she had learned off by heart, a sentence in an unknown language that gave her consent to the offering of her life to the dragon.
The wizard spoke again, this time directing himself to the dragon, his tone sneering as though he spoke to a beast of burden, not this creature of fire and death. The dragons head snapped around to look at the thin man standing so full of his own importance. Trinity could read the dragons mind, he wanted to crush the wizard in his mighty jaws and spit him out on the floor in front of this crowd of weak humans.
However he was bound by the spell too, and so he uttered his agreement in a voice that reminded Trinity of two pieces of battered armour sliding against each other. The metallic sound unpleasant to her ears, but she wanted to hear it all the same.
He uttered his agreement, and then turned back to her, looking at her with his lizard like eye. What his thoughts were now she couldn’t tell, but she imagined he was either thinking how nice she would taste in his mouth, or how nice she would feel wrapped around his huge dragon cock.
The wizard was shouting now, pulling together all the authority his position held. Commanding the dragon to come to the aid of the city in their time of need. Then he threw his arms out and a terrific bang as loud as thunder rang around the great hall. The crowd gasped, the dragon turned unblinking on the wizard and Trinity had the notion that the noise had been for no other reason than effect, and the dragon knew it.
The dragon turned back to her and took a step closer, leaning his shoulder down towards her. Trinity knew she was supposed to climb onto his back now so he could carry her off to his home and have his wicked way with her.
Trinity took a step towards him, and then hesitated. He saw it immediately and snapped at the air angrily. She knew he wanted to be out of the castle as quickly as possible, she sensed his dislike of the people here, especially the wizard. But Trinity had something she needed to do first.
So despite the glare of the dragon and wizard alike, she stepped away from him and went to address the crowd.
“Thank you all for attending. I go today to fulfil my fate and am now bound to the dragon. Before I leave I wish to thank you for your support while I have lived among you.” The crowd murmured, congratulating themselves. Trinity stood tight lipped, as they settled down. It was a lie, they had never supported her, only one person ever had, and this was the reason for her speech. “I particularly want to thank my maid, Rose, and to tell her of the gift my father has promised to give her as I leave.”
For the first time the king stood with his full attention on the proceedings. Trinity saw his face clouded with anger, but he could not hurt her now, she was bound to the dragon, not him.
“She is to be given her freedom and a cottage for her and her family in the village of Garston. Plus a sum of 100 gold coins a year.” Trinity could feel her father's wrath, and also see the tears of gratitude in the eyes of her maid who stood back against the wall. The crowd buzzed with excitement at such generosity. “Father, please come and tell the people of our gratitude towards Rose.”
Her father smoothed his mask into place, always playing the part, no matter his feelings. He walked solemnly up to Trinity and with a withering look, which she met, turned to the assembled crowd.
“Good people of Shadole, the Dragon Princess has asked for this reward to be given to her maid for doing her duty of keeping our tribute pure.”
Trinity held her emotions in check, so this was it she was no longer his daughter, she was the tribute. She knew he was going to try and squirm his way out of it, either now or at a later date, this had been her reason for making the announcement public before she left. Her mind raced to try to counter whatever he threw at her.
“I will do my utmost to honour her wishes, and now give Rose her freedom. She may travel to Garston with her family, and will be escorted there by my men seven days from today.” The crowd cheered, and the King acknowledged them.
He then offered Trinity his arm and he escorted her back to the dragon who stood impatiently, smoke escaping from his nostrils. She knew he was angry with her for the delay, but she would suffer the consequences for this later, now she had to make sure Rose would be safe.
Her father stopped a distance away from the dragon, he raised her hand to his lips and kissed the back of it. As he lifted his eyes to hers he said. “You have sealed your maids fate, neither her or her family will make it to Garston alive, my men will dispatch them and no one will ever know.”
Rage and fear flared in Trinity. “Why? Why could you not do this one thing for me? Is it not enough that I am giving my life, my freedom, so you and your people can live in this city protected by the dragon to which I am bound?”
“It is your fate, and now the dragon must hold his side of the bargain and do as I bid. There is no gain for me to do as you request.”
“Not even for me, your only daughter?”
“No.” with that he held her arm tightly and pushed her towards the dragon before she could answer.
The dragon wanted to be gone from this place of humans, he had heard the exchange between the father and daughter and was confused. He thought that blood bound families together, he had no real experience of love but knew that was an emotion parents were supposed to feel for their children, yet there was none between these people.
Confused he wrapped his tail around the bound one before she had the chance to escape him again. She did not fight, her heart was heavy, he could feel her sadness and guilt, and it touched him, brushing against his mind.
Dropping his shoulder for her and helping her with his strong tail he got her onto his back. Then his body crouched down like a cat about to pounce and with a strong downward beat of his wings he leapt into the air and flapped in long powerful strokes until the city was a small shadow against the green of the fields and forests.
Up he took them, and when he was high enough that the people below would not be able to see him against the clouds in the sky he turned north and took them to the high mountain peaks that were his ancestral home.
***
Trinity sat between two of the dragon's horns that ran along his spine. Her hands were tightly wrapped around the one in front of her, clutching it so tightly the whites of her knuckles showed. They had climbed higher and higher, the ground becoming so far away that the land below was a mass of greens with the blue of the sea off to the east.
Eventually she had to shut her eyes to stop her stomach from emptying itself of her breakfast. For years she had dreamed of escaping the city, but this was too much, and certainly too high. After an eternity she felt the wind on her face change, the dragon was using his great wings to turn them and they set off faster to the north and the high mountains where fables told of a city of dragons.
She risked opening her eyes, there was little to see, a mist surrounded them. Her stomach lurched again when she realised the mist was in fact the clouds in the sky. Clamping her thighs tight around the dragon's scaly skin she held on even tighter although the friction of his body against hers made her legs bleed.
Her body trembled as she held on, wanting the whole thing to end. Exhaustion threatened to take her, a mixture of fear, and the surprising coolness of the air this high up, robbing her strength. Then at last a shift in his wing beats told her they were descending.
Opening her eyes she saw the high peaks of the Shandon range jutting up in front of her. With their snowy caps they reminded her of the fancy cakes the cook would make for her on her birthday. She would share them with Rose and then allow her maid to take them home to her family.
Trinity tried to close her mind to the sadness that threatened to overwhelm her. She could not believe she had brought the wrath of her father down on Rose whilst trying to help her. In trying to get her friend out of the clutches of her father she had sealed her fate instead.
Trying to focus on something else she watched the high peaks as they skimmed over them, and then looked down into a green lush valley below. They descended quicker now, the air growing significantly warmer.
Trinity gazed around her in wonder, as far as she knew no one had ever been here, it was surrounded by a ring of high peaks that no man could possibly climb. A river wound its way through the valley floor and then disappeared over the side of one of the mountains. It must make a spectacular waterfall and Trinity longed to see it, and to explore this hidden valley from end to end.
For now though she had to hang on tightly again as the dragon lurched upwards again and then headed for a ledge that stuck out high over the valley like a huge lookout platform. He lifted his head and stuck his legs forward before landing gently on the ledge.
He stood still for a moment before using his tail again to support her as she tried to climb down. Her body had almost moulded itself to him, her legs stiff and aching and her hands cramped with the cold. Only the support his tail gave her enabled Trinity to clamber down.
Standing trembling by the side of the magnificent dragon Trinity felt weak and insignificant. How could such a beast want her? She was nothing compared to him, yet only yesterday she had frowned upon being given to him, a young immature dragon.
The heat from his body soon began to flow into her, it was like standing next to a huge crackling fire on a cold winter's day. He moved forward, and she went with him, not wanting to lose the heat of his body, but not knowing what was expected of her now. 
Turning to see where he was leading her she saw the stone altar standing in the centre of the overhang. Her blood ran cold, chilling her now despite the warmth of the dragon. He was going to eat her, sacrifice her to the gods. So this was what became of the dragon bound.
She turned, looking for anywhere she could run and hide, but this ledge could only be accessed by the dragon from the sky. She was trapped, she would die here, her life over before it would ever have a chance to begin.
“Please,” she begged him, “Let me go, you do not have to do this.”
“The ritual had to be completed. I stood and accepted the spell your people use to bind me to you. Now it’s the turn of the dragons to have their way. The binding needs an offering of blood. You will bleed on the altar and we will be bound as one for eternity.”
So this was it, she would be bound to him even in death, her soul never allowed to roam free. “You could let me go; I would never cause any trouble. I simply wish to be free.”
“As do I, but I am bound to you against my will. Do not make this more difficult than it needs to be. You can not fight me. This will be done.”
Trinity sobbed, he was right of course, he was stronger and could overpower her and bend her to his will. There was no use fighting him, she would give in to her fate and die now. It would no doubt be quick, one bite from those jaws and she would be dead.
She walked slowly to the altar, it was high and she could not climb on it without his aid. He moved towards her, the heat from his body seeming to grow more intense with each movement. He offered her his great claw to hold onto as she climbed up onto the cold stone slab.
There were blood stains covering it, many small patches of dark blood. She felt sick, soon her blood would be joining it, mingling with all the bound virgins that had gone before her.
She went to lie down but he ordered her to sit instead with her legs dangling over the side. Then he moved so his head was in front of her, he used his long muzzle to push between her thighs, the scales on his head smaller and not so rough.
Lifting a long claw he dragged it across her clothes until the beautiful ceremonial dress fell in shreds either side of her, exposing her body to his heated gaze. She did not blush or try to cover herself. Instead she felt the first tendrils of arousal begin to unfurl in her stomach. They flared out, making her sex wet and heated. 
Now she felt ridiculous, how could she feel any desire for such a beast? It must be the fear of death playing tricks on her mind.
He stood and his large lizard like eyes took in her swollen breasts and flushed cheeks. He sniffed her, his great forked tongue tasting the air as he had done in the great hall. To her astonishment his tongue flickered over the soft skin of her thighs, making her clit throb in its need to be touched. She was reminded of the stranger who had shown her such pleasure with his mouth last night and her mind filled with all the things that great forked tongue could do to her.
Then these things were no longer in her imagination, his snout pushed her thighs further apart and she felt his warm breath on her sex. The lips of her labia swelled, his tongue flicked out to taste her properly there. Sliding upwards along her sex, probing just a little inside her as it worked up towards the hard bud of her clit.
She nearly exploded when he touched her there, her orgasm so close. Instead of allowing her to come he lifted his head and his forked tongue worked its magic on her breasts, sliding around either side of her nipple to hold it prisoner. Then he slowly rubbed them each in turn until they were swollen and sore.
Trinity glanced down and saw how aroused the dragon was by all this. His cock huge between his hind legs. She swallowed the panic rising in the chest, what if he meant to put that thing inside her, it would split her in two. Was that how dragons sacrificed their tribute?
Then the thought was gone as he returned his tongue to her sex, working it deep inside her, probing her until he reached her innocence. He pulled back a little and worked one part of his tongue inside her sex while the other flicked over her clit.
Her hips bucked and she moaned in pleasure at his touch. She closed her eyes and blocked out his monster cock, instead concentrating fully on the pleasure his warm tongue gave her. Trinity felt the nearness of her climax, her body tensed and he used his tongue to push her over the edge into oblivion. She howled with pleasure as his thick forked tongue was used on her mercilessly. He continued until she crested the wave and her sex pulsed around his thick tongue.
Before her orgasm had left her he made her kneel on the altar. She knew this was it, this was the end. “Please spare me,” she sobbed.
“The ritual must be completed,” was all he said before rising onto his rear legs and moving to cover her body with his. She was on all fours, his scales scraping along her back as he moved to mount her. She felt the thick long phallus pressed against her sex, and then he began to slide into her. She tensed her body for the pain and shock of having the monster cock inside her. “Please, please stop.”
“I can not.” His voice sounded different, yet in some way familiar.
She felt him breach her sex, push deep inside her, her mind tried to blackout, to spare herself the agonising pain of death. But it was revived by pleasure. Inside her an incredible warmth filled her body. She felt the stinging pain of her innocence being taken, and then the vibrating thrum of his cock inside her.
Her nails broke as her fingers curled against the stone slab in the intense pleasure of the moment. He penetrated her completely, filling her impossibly, yet not as painfully as she had feared. She might live after all. Then he drew back, the sliding friction exciting every inch of her sex.
Deep he thrust into her again, filling her with the vibrating length to the hilt. Her sex pulsed again, her climax quick and hard. But he did not stop, he gripped her hips and began to pummel her sex, in and out he thrust. It was only as she reached orgasm for the second time that her mind, in its confused state, caught onto the feeling it was hands not claws gripping her hips.
She tried to turn around but he gripped her hair roughly and made her face the altar, not allowing her to look at him. Yet there was no mistake it was a human hand that gripped her hair so painfully. The confusion did nothing to temper her arousal, she came again, a long and drawn out orgasm that left her sobbing.
The dragon's rhythm changed, speeding up, he began to jerk hard into her. She could not comprehend how deep his cock seemed to press, it hit something deep inside her. Then she felt him begin to swell, her sex stretch wide, and a great warmth filled her. 
He roared, a mixture of man and dragon. Trinity wondered if she could see him whether it would be a man or dragon mating with her. Maybe he changed between the two, was it something he could control, or did it claim him in some ancient magic?
The warm seed inside her was too much for her body to contain, she felt it trickling down her legs but still he filled her. His cock painfully large, the muscles of her sex screamed in objection, and Trinity guessed this was the moment when he would split her in two and kill her.
But she accommodated him entirely until her inner walls contracted around his pulsing cock and they seemed locked together for an endless time. She cried out, her soft voice wrapping around his agonising roar. Their orgasm lasted until he had emptied his seed into her completely. Her sex contracted to draw it up into her womb where one day she would breed him an heir.
Then it was finished, he released her and she collapsed down until her face pressed against the cold stone of the altar. It woke her from the dreamlike state she had entered. The warmth of him disappearing as he moved away, to be filled only by the cold of the air and the stone. It seemed as though he took part of her with him.
Her heart beat faster when he was near, she felt more alive. In that moment she knew what it meant to be bound to him. It was not simply some meaningless marriage ceremony; it was instead a mingling of their life blood, their very life breath.
 



Chapter Three
Trinity lay still on the altar, her thoughts wandering. She tried to focus on what had happened but her mind wanted to shut down and not think about it. Her naked body became chilled against the cool mountain air, but she did not care. She would die here on this slab of cold lifeless stone.
Then the warmth returned, and she felt the beat of his heart even though he was still some way off. He came to her and wrapped his arms around her and lifted her from the altar. As she moved to rest her head on his shoulder she saw the fresh blood on the stone. She had bled after all, her innocence had been ripped from her and that was the offering to his gods.
She now knew why she had been made to stay pure, this was her sacrifice to them and the binding was now complete. Did he feel it too? Was that why he had returned rather than leaving her to die?
She closed her eyes and let him take her where he wanted.
***
Trinity had no knowledge of what happened after he took her from the altar. She did not remember riding on the dragon, so she had no idea how she got down from the ledge. All she knew was that she was warm and comfortable in a soft bed.
She woke to find fruit and cold meat on the table next to the bed, which she ate before falling back into an exhausted sleep. The stress of the last few days had taken its toll and she simply wanted to blot everything out. Hours must have passed before she woke again, her body feeling stiff from being still for so long.
Sitting up she let her head clear before swinging her legs over the side of the bed. It was then that she realised she was completely naked. Sifting through her thoughts she remembered the day the dragon had brought her here and blushed at the way he had shredded her clothes and then mated with her.
What was she to do? She had no clothes; she had brought nothing with her. Packing anything had never been mentioned, so no one in the city must have expected her to survive being bound to the dragon either. So what should she do now? Spend the rest of her life walking around naked?
The dragon would certainly enjoy that, he could mate with her at will without having to remove her clothes, and let’s face it there was no one else to see her. Her life would be even emptier than before, only the dragon to speak to, because the valley was her prison now. Green and pleasant, but a prison all the same.
In desperation to maintain at least some semblance of modesty she wrapped the furs from the bed around her body. Then she pushed herself up onto shaky legs and stumbled forward across the stone floor.
Her mind began to work, taking in the stone room, even though it was hung with tapestries and had some furniture, there was no mistaking the fact that it was a cave. Carved out of the rock to form a room, there were no windows only torches hung on the wall to give any light.
So she hadn't left the ledge, somehow she was inside the mountain. She made her way to the entrance and walked through a thick stone doorway into another room, bigger than the one before. In this room was a large stone table and several bookshelves filled with enormous books.
Trinity made her way to the shelves, intrigued as to whether the dragon could read. It seemed such an odd thing for a mighty beast to do. Reaching her hand out to the first one she came to she pulled it slowly from its resting place.
It was tremendously heavy, she had to hold it in both arms to carry it to the table. Once there she lifted the heavy leather bound cover and it fell open loudly. Inside she was astonished to see drawings of dragons being ridden by beautiful maidens dressed in flowing gowns.
The dragons were different colours, reds and golds, blues and greens. They were all similar shapes to the dragon she had seen yesterday, her dragon. By the side of the drawings was text in different writing, but all of it looked as though written by a female hand.
She ran her finger under the words, the language older than that taught now. Words she did not know, perhaps that had dropped out of use, were carefully written on the thick paper. The words she could make out told the story of each dragon and his bound virgin.
The stories spoke of the great deeds the dragons performed for the sake his mate's people. By the time she had read the third story she felt puzzled. She skipped ahead, skimming the pages, a frown becoming increasingly etched in her brow.
The one thing all these dragons and their mates had in common was that they all loved each other deeply. They would willingly sacrifice themselves for the other, and some did, with their mate following them to death in unbearable sorrow.
Feeling angry, and a little cheated, Trinity slammed the book too. “Fairy tales.” She muttered to herself. How could a young woman fall in love with a beast? It's not as though they courted their mates, they were bound with no choice, no way to escape their fate.
The dragon had not wooed her in any way, she had been expected to submit to him when he wanted to take her virginity. She thought of the way he had taken her on the stone altar, but she couldn’t feel angry about it, instead her head became filled with the vision of his long forked tongue as it snaked out towards her before he pushed it deep inside her sex.
Shaking her head she picked the book up and returned it to the shelf. Her thoughts now clearer, she began to think about where she was and how she had got here. Where was the dragon, or was it a man? Somewhere in her mind she remembered being lifted by a man. The books had only shown drawings of dragons, it seemed impossible to think of the beasts changing into men.
Trinity was now consumed with a need to find the dragon, to find out about the very nature of him. This beast that had only been alive for eight years. It was impossible that he could be the man she thought she saw last night, he would only be a boy. Yet the creature that had mated with her had been all man.
She picked the book up and with some effort pushed it back into place on the shelf. Looking at the one next to it she saw it was very similar, she pulled it out and placed it on the table. Opening it she was surprised to find it filled with similar drawings and writing as the first. It seems that someone had kept a chronicle of all the dragons and their bound partners.
“One day the keeper of records will tell of us in those books.”
Trinity jumped, she had no idea there was anyone else in the room. She whirled around and stood with her mouth open in shock. There before her stood the man who had propositioned her the night before the ceremony.
“What are you doing here?” Her mind was still processing his words, and then the meaning of them sunk in. “What do you mean by us? I am bound to the dragon.”
“Yes you are, and in a way so am I.”
“Don’t talk in riddles.” She felt angry now, had he been sent to the castle by the dragon to try to seduce her into giving her virginity and so break the bond.
“I apologise. You really do not know who I am, and I thought I pleasured you sufficiently that you would remember.”
“I remember you trying to break my promise, by seducing me.” She couldn’t believe that despite her anger she still felt the pull of him. Her body reacted as it had that night, heat flushed her cheeks and inflamed her sex. She had an urge to drop the furs that covered her modesty and let him feast on her flesh with his hands and mouth.
“You resisted me then, but I do not think you are able to now.”
“I am stronger than you think.”
He took a step towards her. “Really? Your body tells me otherwise.”
Trinity swallowed nervously, he was right this was terribly hard, yet she was bound to the dragon. “Your master would not approve of you teasing me like this.”
“My master?” He looked at her, genuine confusion covering his face. Then his eyes lifted and brightened with what she could only describe as mirth. “You really do not know who I am, do you?”
“I know enough that I want you to leave.”
He took another step towards her and she was powerless when he reached out and tugged the fur from her grasp. “I do not like to be told what I can and cannot do in my home.”
“Your home?”
“Yes,” He let the blanket fall to the floor and she stood naked in front of him, no thought of her modesty now. She wanted him to look at her, to see what he had no right to touch or taste.
“Where is the dragon? I do not think he would like you looking at his property in such a way.”
He laughed, low like a purr, she felt again the magic effect he had on her. “He shares everything with me.”
“Including his mate?”
“Especially his mate.” He leaned forward and kissed her neck his hot lips leaving a trail of fire in their wake. His hand reached up and stroked her breast, she knew she should push him away, but couldn’t.
“Please stop,” This the nearest she could get to refusing him.
“No. I know you want this as much as I do.”
“But I belong to another.”
“Your virtue is safe, do not worry.”
His mouth descended on her breast, sucking her nipple into his mouth where he flicked his tongue over it. She moaned and grasped his hair tightly in her hands and drew his head down further. Her sex raged with the need to have his mouth on her there too, she wanted him to make her come and then to take her hard.
Sliding his hand down her stomach he continued teasing her until at last he slid his fingers inside her slick heated sex. Trinity found herself wantonly spreading her thighs wider to allow him access to her core. Her body throbbed in its need for him to plunder her body in any way he wanted.
She knew she should feel as though she was betraying the dragon, but she didn’t. He moved her towards the table, pushing her back so she perched on the edge. Then he knelt before her and kissed her heated sex and flicked his tongue over her clit.
Her hips bucked as she tried to push her mound into his face. He gripped her thighs and held them in place while he went about plundering her sex with his mouth and tongue. Nipping at her soft flesh, pushing his tongue inside her he made her come. She cried out, clutching at his hair and stroking his back before raking her nails across his taut skin.
Pulling back he pushed his black hair, from his face. For the first time Trinity saw it was tinged with red as the flames from the torches danced across it. The fire seemed to love him, as he moved the flames changed direction as though leaning towards him.
Trinity pushed herself off the table and turned to leave, heading back to the bedroom. Her mind a jumble of emotions, it was him, he was the dragon, but what magic could change him into a fully grown man when he should only be a child?
He followed close behind her, reaching out for her arm which she tried to pull away from. His grip tightened painfully, and she cried out.
“I’m sorry,” he said releasing her. “I am not used to touching anyone. I will learn to temper my strength.”
Trinity backed away from him, her face showing her confusion and growing anger. “It was you, that night. You came to tempt me to break the pact between the dragons and my people.”
“Yes.”
“Why?”
“Because I did not want to be bound to you.”
Tears welled in her eyes. “So you tied to trick me.”
“No...yes, I don’t know. The thought of being bound to a princess, a spoilt child who would cause me no end of misery did not appeal to me.”
“You don’t even know me.”
“That is only partly true. I learned a lot about you when you stood before me as a child. You were so angry at being made to stand before me.”
“Yes, I was. But that was eight years ago.”
“And I thought you would have been pampered and spoiled beyond imagining because you were chosen by the last dragon.”
She stood silent for a moment digesting what he had said. Her mind whirled with question upon question. “You could read my thoughts?”
“In a way.” He sounded more guarded now, as though he had given away too much. “You cannot sense what I feel?”
“A little. I knew you were angry in the great hall because I did not follow you like an obedient dog.”
He laughed, her body thrummed to it, heat returning. “Yes, I wanted to leave that cursed place. The need to bring you here and finish the ritual was almost too much. But then you intrigued me with your words. We wondered why you would put off our mating for something as trivial as a servant.”
Trinity thought it strange for him to talk about himself as though he and the dragon were separate. That question could wait for later, for now she needed to explain herself. “She was more like family to me than my own flesh and blood.”
“But you made things worse for her?” He pushed on with his questions despite her obvious anxiety.
“Yes. My father is to have his men kill her family rather than fulfil his only daughter's last wish.”
“I am your family now.”
She looked at him and raised her chin. “I am bound to you that does not make me your family.”
He looked at her oddly. Taking a step closer to her he said, “You can not deny me, I am master of your body just as you are mistress of mine. I know you can feel the bond between us by the way your face flushes when I am near.” He stroked her arm lightly, the heat of his touch sending trembles through her body.
“That does not make you my family. And I have no master.” she moved away from his touch, dragging herself away by sheer willpower when she would rather have stayed close to him.
This time his hand shot out and grabbed her, pushing her down onto the bed where she had slept. He pushed her thighs apart and slid his body between them. Trinity fought him, she would not let him control her, people had done that all her life, and she could not live forever with out free will of her own.
She scratched at him, digging her nails into his flesh. In response he grabbed her hands and held them above her head. Now she tried to raise her legs and kick him or at least push him away from her, but he was too strong. She fought him until there was no breath left in her body, and then she slumped back defeated.
He kissed her neck, holding her hands still in one of his big hands. The touch of his lips inflamed her skin, every nerve in her body alive to his touch. He slid his free hand over her breast and rubbed his thumb over her nipple.
Tears came to her eyes, she hated the way her body reacted to him. She couldn’t fight him, and he knew it. There was no doubt in the way he touched her that she would ever have the power to deny him. He would not have to force her to mate with him, she would be a willing participant in anything he wanted from her.
However she couldn’t simply give into him, she was too stubborn for that, so she resisted the urge to encourage him in any way. His mouth continued down her neck and then along her collarbone. His hand squeezed her breast and then pinched her nipple before his mouth descended on it. Sucking it in and swirling his tongue over the hard bud.
Trinity fought to stay passive, but couldn’t, her body arched upwards to meet his. Her thighs softened and allowed him to nestle between them. He slid his hand down and found the wet slick folds of her sex, and then he pushed a finger inside her.
She whimpered against his shoulder, burying her head in to him and breathing in his earthy smell. Her mind still unable to comprehend how a man lay between her legs when he was still so young in her years.
As he guided his thick length inside her she no longer cared, his cock filled her completely. A sigh of contentment left her lips as he ground his hips forward to push deeper inside her. It felt so right, he spoke the truth, he was the master of her, but that also gave her hope too, for he claimed she was also his mistress. So she simply needed to learn how to wield her power over him.
Her mind shut off the chatter in her head, for now she decided to enjoy the experience of him taking her. She breathed in his heady scent again, it intoxicated her, reminding her of the power of the dragon and the beast he was. As he buried himself deeper into her she understood his need to claim her, her womb was his, she would bare his young.
Drawing out almost entirely he then thrust forward into her, his cock vibrating as it had the night before, making her sex receptive and willing. His mouth licked and sucked at her breasts making them sensitive and sore. The whole of his body intent on her pleasure, working as one to bring her to orgasm. It worked, her senses were overwhelmed as her orgasm took her. He followed, their bodies synchronised in ecstasy.
Thrusting hard and deep his seed filled her, she felt the warmth filling her and her own body drawing it deep inside. Her body arched, thrusting her clit up to meet his body as he moved over her making her orgasm strong and urgent.
She grasped at him, her hands buried in his hair and then running along his arms and over his back. Trinity wanted to learn to please him, to make him feel lost to her touch, but she was afraid. Her fear of letting go and giving herself to him the one thing that would forever hold her back.
As he finished and they lay quietly in each other's arms she realised why she could not give herself to him freely. Her father had destroyed her trust, he had robbed her of the ability to allow anyone to see her weaknesses. It had meant that even with Rose there was a part of her that had always stayed hidden, because to let anyone in opened her up to be exploited.
If she had not cared for Rose her father would never have been able to use her against Trinity. It was how he had controlled her, and now she worried that if she trusted the dragon, gave him some intimate part of her, that he would abuse that trust too.
The man drew back and for a long time stared into her face as though reading her thoughts. She tried to hide from him but he would not allow it. Trinity felt completely exposed to him, not only because of her naked body, but also her naked soul.
 



Chapter Four
“Remember, do not try to leave the valley, you are safe here.” The dragon spoke to her in his rasping metallic voice. It was the first time he had told her he was leaving and did not know when he would return.
Trinity felt some apprehension; she did not know why he was leaving, or where he was going to. There had been no summoning from the city, and he had not been far from her side at all since he had carried her here.
Usually he would leave her alone for a couple of hours at a time, but she knew he did not go far, she could feel his presence. The only time she had not been able to feel the strong connection with him was when he had left the mountain range to hunt for meat. Without his reassuring presence she had felt scared and alone.
He returned with a large buck in his jaws, for her to eat. When she had wrinkled her nose at the gift, he had set about skinning it and then cooked it over an open fire until her mouth had watered in anticipation.
They had sat together and said little while they took their fill of the succulent meat. At last she could bare it no longer and had bombarded him with questions.
“Where did you learn to prepare meat?” It seemed an easy question to start with.
“From the elder dragons.”
“You mean from the books? Who taught you to read?” Trinity had never seen anyone else here so she did not know who would have taught him.
“I cannot read.” He shuffled uncomfortably, she knew he wanted to leave and evade her questions.
“Then how did the dragons teach you?” She pressed him, needing an answer. “You came here as a baby dragon, was there someone waiting for you?”
“In a way.”
“You do not want to speak of it.” She realised he did not know how to trust her in the same way she felt unable to trust him.
“It is part of who I am. You do not want to share your past with me, but you expect me to share my secrets with you.”
“It is not so simple for me, I have been betrayed and bullied all my life by my father.”
“We are bound, Trinity, we must trust each other or we will have a long and miserable life together.”
“Why are we bound? Why did you hatch for me, you said you thought I was a spoiled brat, so why?”
He thought for some time before answering. “When you stood before me on the day of the awakening I could feel your anger, it stirred me. For the first time I could feel emotion, before that it was just an endless nothing. Then there you were, red and shimmering. I had to hatch, I had no choice.”
She smiled, “I was angry, I had not wanted to go to the ceremony, but my father told Rose if I didn’t go he would whip her and send her away. He knew I would do as he desired to save Rose, and then when you hatched...I wanted to throttle you!”
“I know, I felt it.” He did not sound judgemental in any way.
“And then you came here?”
“Yes, something guided me here.” Taking a deep breath he blurted out. “The elders were in my head from the moment I was born.”
“In your head. Like voices?” That would explain so much. Then she blushed, did the elders see everything he saw, did they watch as he mated with her?
“Sometimes voices, sometimes feelings, instincts. They taught me to hunt, and showed me how to get inside the stronghold. They knew I would be safe there until I was old enough to defend myself.”
“Do all dragons grow so fast? I was angry at the ceremony because I thought you would be a young boy who expected me to look after him.”
“We grow to maturity quickly, as you can see. But then we stay in our prime for a very long time.”
“You stop ageing?”
“Yes, well we age very slowly.”
“So I will grow into an old lady and you must watch me die?”
He moved towards her quickly. “No. You age differently now too, the bonding spell changes us in many ways. We will grow old together here in this valley, but it will take a long time, which is why the elders say we need to work together and be happy.”
“But it was different for them, they loved their mates.”
He was silent for a minute, she realised he was listening to someone else, one of the elder dragons. “Only the first dragon loved his mate before they were bound. All the others were chosen in the same way we were, but a dragon egg only hatches for it’s true mate.”
Trinity sat and stared into the flames, after some time she rose and spoke to the dragon. “I wish to sleep now, I will think on what has been said.” She left the fire and went inside through the passage that now opened for her when she approached. The stronghold contained some very strong magic, it comforted her, because she knew they were safe.
For a moment she hesitated, and then she turned back and walked up to the dragon with her hand outstretched. “I am Trinity; it is nice to meet you.”
The dragon stared at her hand, and then looked questioningly up at her face. As she watched his expression changed, the elders were talking to him, he smiled and took her hand in his firm grasp. The heat from his body immediately set her nerves dancing, flickering flames of desire licked her skin, she wanted to be touched by him all over her body.
He shook her hand and said, “Nice to meet you Trinity, I am named ShanRohit.”
They grinned at each other, taken over by the absurdity of the civil introduction considering all else that had passed before them. Trinity removed her hand carefully from his and turned to enter the stronghold. He did not move from the fire and as she moved away her last look at him told her that the elders were again speaking to him. That night was the first night he did not visit her bed.
For the next few days ShanRohit courted Trinity, there was no other way she could describe his behaviour. He picked her flowers from the valley and prepared fruits and meat for her to share with him.
They tried to talk, telling each other about their experiences, Trinity knew that he had plenty of help from the dragon elders, and she found the whole thing fascinating.
It seemed that one of the dragons remembered one of her ancestors, he had been a farm labourer. The story ShanRohit recounted to her was that her ancestor, Mallek, had been in love with the dragon bound daughter of the town scholar.
His crush on her had begun before she was bound to the dragon, and knowing her father wouldn't approve of his lowly occupation he had endeavoured to better himself. It seemed that this was the start of her ancestors social climbing, the result being her family ruling the city for four generations thanks to a great, great grandmother of Trinity's marrying a prince.
She sat and listened to ShanRohit talk, his voice still having the ability to transfix her. As the days passed and he did not touch her or try to mate with her she slowly felt the burning need for him grow. It became an insistent flame that grew each day. If he felt it too then he must have had a strong will to stop himself taking her.
Then she began to worry that he no longer wanted her, maybe she was already pregnant and he had no desire to mate with her now. This thought troubled her more than she could ever admit, even to herself. Trinity began to feel the need to talk to someone, and she grew a little envious of ShanRohit and his connection to the elder dragons.
***
So it was that when he left she worried he had grown tired of her company. To console herself and in the hope of gleaning some answers about the nature of dragons that she went and sat in the room with the great books and read about the elder dragons who filled ShanRohit’s mind with knowledge and wisdom.
The hours disappeared quickly as she immersed herself in tales of chivalry and love. The dragons were a romantic race, wooing their women, and treating them as equals. In no story did the dragon ever leave his mate, even when she fell pregnant. Trinity felt some relief at these words.
As the light began to fade from the sky she heard the sound of her dragon returning, she hurried out to meet him, arriving just in time to see him land. Trinity could never get used to how magnificent he looked, burnished red in the setting sunlight.
He landed and shifted almost immediately into the man she was now so familiar with. He looked excited, “I have brought some bread and jam for you. I believe you like sweet things.”
She laughed, feeling happier that he had returned with gifts. “How did you know?”
“A little bird told me.”
“I do not think even your dragons know all things, I thought they only knew the past.”
“So they do, but they are not the only ones who tell me things. I met someone today who told me.”
“Who? Where did you go?”
“Tonight I am tired,” he said avoiding her question, “but tomorrow I ask you to ride on my back, there is something I want to show you.”
“Show me? Tell me what it is,” she demanded excitedly.
“No. It is a surprise.” He yawned loudly. “I must sleep, it has been a tiring day.”
“I did not think a dragon such as you would tire so easily.” Her voice teasing.
“You forget I am but a child,” he said reflecting her good mood.
She smiled coyly at him, and watched him go. Trinity longed to follow him and ask him why he no longer wanted her, but she was afraid of the answer so she went to her own bed and slept badly.
Waking early she went out to greet the morning, the sun was shining, glittering on the dew in the valley, she longed to go down there and explore, but she was unsure and did not want to get lost. No, if she were truthful with herself it was because she did not want to explore on her own, she wanted ShanRohit to take her there and share it with her.
For the first time she admitted to herself that she felt more for him than just the desire to mate. She had feelings for him, and that frightened her, because she did not know what he felt for her. She knew he had been angry about being bound to her, and now he did not visit her bed she wondered if he felt he had done his duty by mating with her and now sought comfort elsewhere.
Was that where he had spent the day yesterday? In the arms of another woman. Her heart contracted in sorrow, he was supposed to be her soul mate. Would he betray her in such away?
“It is a beautiful morning!” His voice behind her made her jump.
Trinity turned and her heart squeezed with sadness even more. The sun struck his skin and even in human form he glowed with its heat and fire. He looked so handsome and strong, a protector, and she wanted more than anything for him to want to protect her, and love her.
She took a steadying breath. “Good morning.”
“Did you sleep well?”
“Yes,” she lied.
“Good, May I eat with you?”
“Of course.” Her heart relaxed a little and her breathing felt less constricted.
Trinity found she was too excited to eat, wanting to be off to see what he wanted to share with her. She fidgeted and shuffled impatiently while he watched, a hint of a smile playing on his face. Occasionally when she looked at him he seemed to be listening, then he would smile, the elder dragons seemed happier too.
He rose from the table. “Pack some food, there is plenty to spare in the stores.”
“Are we going for a long time?” she questioned.
“We will be gone for most of the day and there may be more mouths than ours that need feeding.”
“Where are we going?” She suddenly felt shy, who could he be taking her to meet? He had no family and seemed to shy away from any interaction with humans.
“It is a surprise.” He crossed over to her and placed his hand on her arm squeezing it gently. She turned to him and looked at his lips. The need to kiss him, to touch him in a way that would strengthen their bond was almost too great.
ShanRohit let his hand drop; he stood looking at her and then turned and left. “I will meet you outside when you are ready.”
Trinity stood where he had left her and felt sorrow for the loss of intimacy between them. She told herself she would try her hardest to make him trust her, and one day to love her, for they were bound together she could feel it like an invisible thread.
Collecting all the provisions she could carry in the satchel she found, Trinity went outside to meet ShanRohit. He stood looking majestic in his dragon form, beside him there was a pile of blankets.
He spoke to her in his metallic sounding voice. “This is a saddle the dragons have used to carry their women. I will guide you in attaching it securely between my horns so that my scales do not rub your legs.”
Trinity set her satchel down and together they managed to get the saddle secured. She was sure he was being directed by the elder dragons, so when it was fitted and she was sat comfortably on his back she spoke to ShanRohit, “Can you thank the elders for me. I am grateful for this saddle, and their assistance in fitting it.”
ShanRohit was silent for a moment, then he spoke, “The elders are glad to help, they wish only to make you happy.”
“And I wish only to make you happy.” She blushed as she spoke, glad he couldn’t see her face.
She felt the surge of heat fill his body, transmitting itself to her, then he crouched down and leapt into the air, and she could feel the joy he felt. They soared higher and higher, Trinity held onto his horn but felt much safer and more comfortable in the saddle.
This time instead of closing her eyes she took in the sights of the green valley below. She saw a herd of wild horses moving across the open plain, becoming tiny white dots as he lifted up almost vertically.
He changed direction and they crested the high peaks and carried on to the south west of the mountain range. Trinity soon learned to enjoy the feel of the fresh breeze on her face, and after being inside for so long she relished the sense of freedom flying gave her.
ShanRohit beat his wings strongly, his joy in flight transmitting to her, making her body come alive too. Her blood pulsed excitedly in her veins, the connection between them making her feel as though she were actually flying instead of just a passenger.
She had dressed warmly in some of the clothes ShanRohit had given her. They fit well and were of good quality, if a little outdated. Trinity had guessed they had belonged to the dragon mates that she had seen drawings of in the books.
When she had time she planned to go over the writings and drawings and try to match some of the outfits to the pictures. It seemed important to her to learn about the other women who had been bound to the dragons. She hoped to keep their memories alive by learning about them.
He did not fly too far before he began to descend. Using the air currents he mimicked the flight of birds, coasting down until a small cottage came into view. Almost silently he came down to land, and Trinity experienced only a slight bump as his large feet touched the ground.
She went to climb down, but he stopped her. “Wait,” he said, his voice a warning.
“Is there something wrong?” Trinity looked around, the cottage and surrounding area seemed deserted. “Why are we here, ShanRohit?”
His body was tense, she could feel him straining every sense to check for danger, but danger from what, why had he brought her here if it was not safe?
Suddenly the door of the cottage swung open, the dragon turned towards it and he lurched forward as someone came running out. Then she felt him relax, and a familiar voice called her, “Princess, is that really you?”
There was no mistaking the voice of her old servant, Rose. Trinity had tried to push all thought of her fate from her head, knowing that her father would carry out his threat to kill her and her family. Yet here she was running towards her with outstretched arms.
“Rose! You are safe, I thought I would never see you again.” Trinity threw herself off the dragon and ran to meet her.
“ShanRohit came to the castle yesterday and spoke to your father, and then he accompanied us here.”
“Is this true?” Trinity turned to question the dragon who nodded in answer. “Why did you not tell me?”
ShanRohit turned into his human form. “When I left yesterday to talk to your father I did not know if I would succeed in persuading him to honour his side of the agreement he made with you.”
“Persuade?” Trinity could not picture her father being persuaded by the dragon. The dragon shuffled slightly, trying to avoid her gaze. “You threatened him!”
“Yes, we decided it was the only way to get him to do as we wanted.”
“We? You mean the elders were in on this?”
“Of course.” ShanRohit sounded like a child, there were not many times when his immaturity at dealing with people became obvious, but it did now.
“Thank you,” Trinity touched his arm and he lifted his eyes to hers and smiled. She smiled back when she added, “All of you. I did not know you cared so much.”
“We have always wanted you to be happy, Trinity.” Then ShanRohit spoke as himself. “I must be truthful with you Trinity, the elders wished to exert their dominance over your father too.”
He paused and she knew he was listening to the elders; she got the feeling they were giving him a telling off for saying too much. But he gritted his teeth and looked at her directly again before continuing. “Your father had forgotten that we protect your people because of the bond between a dragon and his mate, no more. I will do what I must to make you happy, but he had to learn that I am not a dog that can be commanded to do his will.”
“And he knows this now?” Trinity asked.
“Yes.” ShanRohit seemed to smile.
“I would like to have been witness to that conversation.” She reached up and touched his cheek. “You should have taken me with you.”
He turned his head and kissed her hand, heat immediately radiating out from him into her. “I could not have risked your safety,” he murmured.
Rose cleared her throat and the two lovers pulled away from each other. “Would you like some tea, miss?”
“Yes, thank you Rose, and you must call me Trinity now, I am no longer your princess.” Rose blushed and Trinity knew that would take some practice, for both of them, but she was determined they should now be equals. “I have some food to share with you; did all your family come with you from the city?”
The two women walked towards the house, ShanRohit did not follow. Trinity turned back to him. “You are not joining us?”
“No, I will return to my dragon form and make sure you are safe. We wish to be certain your father has not sent any soldiers or spies.”
Trinity nodded and went back to her conversation with Rose, her heart lighter than it had ever been. He loved her, she was sure, why else would he have helped Rose? He could have put her father in his place without going out of his way to help her old servant.
***
Trinity spent the day with Rose and her family. She learned that the dragon had accompanied them here, with no help from her father’s soldiers. He had carried their belongings on his back while they had ridden in a wagon.
“We will be eternally grateful for everything you have done for us,” Rose told her as she said goodbye to Trinity.
ShanRohit stood a little way off from the cottage, Rose's nephew was standing staring at him in awe. As Trinity moved closer she asked the little boy. “Do you want to touch his scales?”
The boy looked wide eyed, but nodded. “Is that all right with you?” she asked the dragon.
“Of course,” he said in his strange metallic voice. The child took a step back at the sound but Trinity took his hand and led him closer. Slowly, and very nervously, the little boy slid his hand over the smooth shiny scales, his face filled with wonder.
“There, he is not so scary now is he?” The little boy shook his head and Trinity felt the dragon draw his breath ready to breathe fire. “Now, now, do not be a show off,” she chided the dragon
ShanRohit let the breath evaporate, she laughed to herself at the feelings coming from him. Now he really did feel like a dog that had been petted, he wanted to prove himself a beast to be feared.
The thought flashed through her mind of how she would like him to show her what a beast he was. ShanRohit picked up on her feelings before her own body had a chance to react to them. She felt his arousal grow along with her own. As quick as she could she said goodbye to her friends and promised to return soon.
With a great leap the dragon flew up into the air heading back to his ancestral home with his bound mate. His body vibrated under Trinity, her sex excited by the feel of him, she knew what he was doing and it was all she could do not to rub her clit against him in the hope of some relief.
He flew fast, the wind streaking across her face, the mountain peaks soon appeared and he barely scraped over them before descending down to the ledge. Once there she threw herself off his back and he turned into a man in a shimmering blur.
Two large strides and he was beside her, he picked her up in his arms and carried her inside. His head bent down to hers and he kissed her urgently as he took her to the bedroom. She twined her hands into his hair roughly and pressed herself against him, her breasts crushed against his chest.
Setting her down on her feet he quickly removed her dress, trying not to tear it in his haste. Trinity's fingers worked on removing his clothes, which always seemed to be covering him when he shifted, she would ask him about that one day, but for now she wanted to feel his skin against hers.
Once completely naked he pushed her down onto the bed, sliding down next to her and taking her breast in his hands. He rubbed his thumbs over her nipples while his mouth returned to hers. Kissing her roughly he pushed his tongue inside her mouth to claim her. She yielded to him, no part of her wanting to fight him this time.
With a groan he lifted himself up and tried to move between her thighs. “Wait, I wish to taste you, as you have tasted me.” She lifted herself up onto one arm and bade him lie beside her.
He did as she asked, his large cock springing up from his loins, invitingly. Licking her lips to moisten them she kissed the tip of his hard length, She was rewarded by ShanRohit grabbing the covers on the bed in his fists to keep himself from taking her at once.
Bravely she took the head of his cock in her mouth, tasting the first drop of pre come as it appeared. Swallowing his essence she took more of him in her mouth, her tongue swirling over the head of his cock before running down its length.
He raised his hips off the bed, pushing deep into her mouth. She took him in as far as she could, feeling him against the back of her throat. But he was huge, and she could not take him inside completely, instead she used her hands to work up and down his shaft while her mouth bobbed over the head.
He tensed and roared, his cock beginning to spurt into her mouth as he came. She swallowed down all that she could, tasting him. A mixture of the earth and fire, she licked him, and sucked him until he had nothing more to give, then she released him.
He remained still, his hands relaxing and returning to stroke her body. However she had not finished with him, she needed to feel him inside her. Her small hands set to work on his cock once more, stroking him and fondling his balls until he hardened. When his cock stood up proudly again she lifted herself to sit astride him and very slowly took the head of his cock inside her sex.
Lowering herself very slowly, she took him inch by slow inch. Fear gripped her, making the feel of him penetrating her even more delicious. Would she please him, would she even manage to take the whole of him inside her? Even now with her weight on her knees she felt completely filled, yet there was more of him left to accommodate. His cock vibrated inside her making her want to try.
His hands slid up to her breasts and he tortured her nipples until they were hard and sore, the feeling connecting with her sex and seeming to allow her to stretch further for him. Down she moved, his cock pressing so deep inside her. She began to move, circling her hips while, pressing the walls of her sex against his hard shaft, the thrum of it setting her nerve endings alight..
Relaxing, as much as she could, she moved to sit with her full weight on him. She had done it, he was buried up to the hilt inside her heated sex. ShanRohit sat up and held her close to him, his lips found her breasts and his hands held her hips and set a rhythm they both found satisfying. He guided her, teaching her the way of pleasure, until her body took over and he moved his fingers to stroke her clit.
Her body shuddered, her inner walls gripped his huge cock, and pulsed against him. He could not contain himself and erupted inside her. The chain reaction was incredible, her body shook and trembled as he came, filling her with his seed. It pumped deep inside her, and her own juices mixed with his because she was so wet with need for him.
He gripped her neck with his hand and pulled her head down for a fierce kiss, before he threw his head back and roared in triumph. Deep inside her she could feel the other dragons joining with him, they had succeeded, she was truly his, not bound by some spell, now they were bound by love and a need to satisfy each other. 
The elder dragons knew there would be a new life in her womb before long, and they celebrated. Then they closed themselves off from ShanRohit to give the two lovers some privacy as he pushed her down on the bed and mounted her. The days he had abstained from her bed had been unbearable and now they were each sure of their feelings for the other he meant to make up for lost time.
***
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An Heir For The Flame (Dragon Fantasy Romance)
The elder dragons have predicted that Trinity will conceive the new dragon child tonight. So she mates with ShanRohit under the full moon.
However their joy is soon snatched away from them when Trinity is kidnapped by the Galvainian Marauders, intent on destroying the dragon who now protects the city.
Will ShanRohit succeed in his rescue attempt? Or will the last dragon be killed by the marauders? And will Trinity discover why she is inexplicably drawn to Gunnar, her captor?
Warning: This 12,000 word story contains scenes of a sexual nature and is for adults only.
Excerpt: Trinity could feel the heat rising in her body before he even touched her. This was the effect he always had on her; they were bound together by something greater than flesh and blood.
Her heart began to race wildly when he placed his hand on her arm and turned her to him. The place where his skin touched hers burned as though he was fire itself. Yet its heat did not harm her, it simply made her need for him more intense.
Her eyes took in his magnificent body, toned and hard as though sculpted from the very stone they stood beneath. She never got used to how he took her breath away, in either form.
Only moments earlier he had descended from the sky, a magnificent creature of muscle and sinew with scales of burnished red giving an impression of living fire when the rays of the sun reflected off them. Trinity had watched him in awe, never tiring of the sight of the creature that was hers, as she was his. 
Bred By The Unicorn (Virgin Paranormal Erotic Romance)
Used to lure a unicorn to it’s death, Iona is shocked when she is rescued by the creature and taken to his world. Their sexual attraction is too strong for them to deny. But other creatures are drawn to her virgin innocence too. Can the shape shifting unicorn keep her safe?
***
Captured By The 
Hannoth Barbarians
Tilda - Captured By The Hannoth Barbarians (Virgin Sex Slaves)
After being treated cruelly by her mistress, Princess Yolanda, for as long as she can remember Tilda is pleased when she is captured by the barbarians.
Tilda soon falls in love with the young barbarian, Rond. He wishes to make her his. Can he persuade Darroth, the barbarian chief to let him have her?
Warning: This 13,000 word short story contains scenes of a sexual nature only suitable for adults.
Excerpt: “I can please you in other ways,” she said nervously. Would he even want her?
“You are offering yourself to me?” Surprise resonated in his voice again.
“Yes, why would I not want to please my rescuer?”
He crossed the short distance left between them and gripped her arms roughly. “Do not make fun of me.”
Tilda felt a surge of fear, and something else, longing for this man to touch her. She had to persuade him that she wanted only to please him. 
Thandor - Captured By The Hannoth Barbarians (Virgin Sex Slaves) Reluctant First Time Gay Sex
After Having his first taste of a woman, Thandor is captured by barbarians. He expects to be taken to work down the mines, but instead he is given to Garth as a replacement for his slave Tirim.
Thandor is soon taught the ways of the barbarian clan. Will he fight or will he accept being used by the barbarians?
Princess Yolanda - Captured By The Hannoth Barbarians (Virgin Sex Slaves)
Princess Yolanda is on her way to be married to Prince Arrat when she is taken captive by the barbarians. She is convinced she can get the chief of the barbarians to change his mind about mating with her, after all she is a princess!
However in the eyes of Darroth, the barbarian chief she is the same as any other virgin sex slave, and will be presented at the mating room.
Find out how Princess Yolanda is introduced to the many pleasures of the barbarian clan, whether she likes it or not.
Bound By The Barbarian: Tirim (Reluctant First Time Gay Sex) (Virgin Sex Slaves)
Tirim and his step sister Scarla are going to start a new life together after their parents die. But on their way to their new village they are captured by barbarians.
Despite his reluctance he soon learns the pleasure only a barbarian can give. Will Tirim submit to the lust of his captor? Or will he learn to control the man who wants to break him?
Warning: This 9,000 word story contains first time gay sex, whipping, orgasm denial, BDSM. Anal sex, oral sex and a step brother willing to do anything to protect his sister.
Bound To The Barbarian: Tirim Part 2 (Reluctant Gay Sex) (Virgin Sex Slaves)
Taken as a slave, Tirim learns what is expected of a sex slave. When his master deems him ready to be mated with other barbarians he is given to the cruel Krill first. Krill takes his enjoyment from the pain of others and treats Tirim roughly.
However Tirim knows he has to obey if he is to have any chance of seeing his sister Scarla again.
When Jarroth takes an interests in him Tirim realises this may be his best chance of finding someone willing to help him.
Warning: This 16,000 word story contains whipping, reluctant gay sex, forced gay sex, oral sex, m/m/m threesome, f/m/f threesome and a barbarian sex slave who will do anything to save his sister.
Captured By The Barbarians: Scarla (Virgin Sex Slaves)
Scarla is about to start a new life with her step brother Tirim. But they are both captured by barbarians and taken to be sex slaves.
Scarla is taught the ways of the mating room by two women. Before she is given as a virgin to the chief. Afterwards three young bucks share her, but through it all she holds on to the hope that one day she will be reunited with Tirim.
Warning: This 9,000 word story contains a captured virgin, a much loved step brother and many barbarians. Includes oral sex, first time sex and double penetration.
Tamed By The Barbarian: Shona Part One (Virgin Sex Slaves)
Shona is to be given to another tribe as tribute when attacked and captured by barbarians. Fierce and angry Shona captivates the barbarian chief who yearns to dominate her. Determined to make her give her innocence to him of her own fee will, can Darroth tame the pale woman from the mountains?
Hunted By The Barbrain: Shona Part 2 (Virgin Sex Slaves)

Shona is dominated by Darroth, and accepts her life with the barbarian chief, until a hunting party brings back two new virgin sex slaves. Unable to bare the thought of the barbarian chief mating with other women she creeps into the mating room to watch.
Shocked by what she sees, Shona runs away. But no one escaped from the barbarian clan and soon she is hunted down and punished.
Warning: This 9,000 words story involves Shona being taught to please the chief with oral sex and anal sex. It includes voyeurism, virgin sex, and a runaway sex slave.
When Shona is caught will she do what is needed to heal the barbarian clan? Will she agree to go to the mating room to appease Darroth's challenger? Or will she be sent away from Darroth forever?
Bred By The Barbarian: Cilla Part One (Virgin Sex Slaves) (Kidnapped To Breed)
Taken from her village by barbarians Cilla is chosen by the chief's brother to breed with. Cilla finds herself attracted to her captor, Torroth, but the chief has the right to mate with any of the women. Includes first time sex, anal sex, double penetration.
Bred By The Barbarians: Cilla Part Two (Virgin Sex Slaves)
Cilla Learns to enjoy life as the breeding mate to Torroth. But can she persuade him to keep her with him? Contains double penetration, oral sex and very hot barbarian sex.
Taken By The Barbarians: Dinah (Virgin Sex Slaves) (Kidnapped As A Sex Slave)
This is Dinah’s story. Given to the men of the barbarian village to do with as they please. Dinah must learn to survive in her new life. Includes first time sex, anal sex, double penetration, and discovering pleasure from another woman's hands.
Teaching The Barbarain: Petra (Virgin Sex Slaves)
Petra needs medicine for her friend, and lover, Zela. But as a sex slave she cannot leave the settlement to get it. One barbarian offers her a deal. Teach his son about women, and he will fetch the medicine from the shaman.
Petra agrees, teaching the young barbarian how to be with a woman. She doesn't have too much time, soon he will have to prove his manhood in the mating room.
Watched by men who will judge him on his ability to please a woman.
Warning: This 8,000 word story contains the memories of Petra's first time as a sex slave. First time sex for an arrogant barbarian's son, and his first visit to the pleasures of the mating room. Contains virgin sex, oral sex, lesbian sex and double penetration.
Will the young barbarian prove himself fit to join the hunters, or will it be over much too quickly?
***
 
Pastor Booth
The Corruption Of Pastor Booth (Rough And Reluctant Virgin Erotica) (Pastor Booth's Flock)
Pastor Booth came from across the big sea to spread the word of his religion. But when you live in a land filled with barbarians and otherworldly beasts it is not always easy to stick to the rules.
Widowed Pastor Booth lives with one of his step daughters in a small house on the outskirts of the village. When he catches his daughter Angela touching herself while calling out his name he knows she has to be punished.
When she suggests a good spanking on her bare bottom he enjoys it more than he should.
Asking the spirits for guidance he is shocked when a young barbarian asks for shelter for the night. What follows is a conversation that will change the life of Pastor Booth, and his flock forever.
Pastor Booth believes he is the chief of his small congregation, and as such is willing to help any of the women, especially when it comes to losing their virginity.
His corruption begins with Angela, who is afraid the barbarian under their roof will carry her off back to his clan.
Pastor Booth takes it upon himself to help rid her of the thing she fears most. Her virginity.
Warning: This 9,000 word short story contains a Pastor on the verge of corruption and a naive young virgin. Includes spanking, first time oral sex, virgin sex and first time anal sex.
Stretched While She Sleeps (Pastor Booth's Flock)
Pastor Booth lives in a land inhabited by barbarians, dragons and other creatures. There are no counsellors to help his flock with their intimate problems. Therefore he takes it upon himself to help all those in need with his special services. It's a hard job, but someone has to do it!
Mr and Mrs Randle are newly weds, but they have been unable to consummate their marriage. Mrs Randle has a problem and the couple visit Pastor Booth to ask for his guidance.
After fully investigating the problem, it does not take him long to devise a plan to help the young couple, guided by the spirits, of course.
Soon he is teaching a sleeping Mrs Randle to accept a man into her bed. Happy with his success he then shows Mr Randle the correct way to enjoy his wife. It does not take long for Mr Randle to accept the teachings of Pastor Booth.
Warning: This 7,600 word story contains scenes of a sexual nature and is for adults only.
Excerpt: “Now, did you touch Judith first, to make sure she was wet and ready for you?” Pastor Booth decided to be quite blunt about the whole thing, there was no use skirting the issue.
“Yes, well I tried, but she was very tight even then.”
“And, Judith, did it hurt when Billy used his fingers.”
Judith shook her head.
“You enjoyed it?”
She nodded.
“So do you know why this changed?”
She shook her head.
“And things have not improved?”
“No,” Billy answered. “We’ve tried, but the same thing happens every time.”
“Very well. I think the best thing would be for you to show me exactly what you do to get Judith ready for you.” Pastor Booth got up and drew the curtains of his private room.
“Here? In front of you?” Billy sounded stunned at the thought.
“Yes. I am a man of the world, Billy. There is nothing you will not show me that I have not already seen. I feel this is the best way to shed light on your troubles. Then I can pray to the spirits for guidance. 
***
Saved By The Pack
Alice
Alice is in trouble, kidnapped and left as the virgin sacrifice for the beast, she knows things are not going to end well. But Alice is resourceful and manages to escape, right into the arms of a different kind of beast, or rather six of them.
They offer her sanctuary from the beast that will never stop hunting her. In return for her safety Alice agrees to become the pack's mate. Not a hard choice when she finds these wolves so hard to resist.
Warning: This 9,000 word story contains a terrible beast, six shape shifting brothers and a virgin sacrifice. With virgin sex and oral sex, and a young woman who must learn to control the lust of the pack, quickly. Will Alice be able to control and satisfy the pack, and escape the beast?
Sarah
When Sarah's parents died her uncle came to look after her on her farm. But now he has locked her in the barn and is hell bent on selling her virginity to the highest bidder.
What he doesn't expect is two of the pack members to arrive and save her. Given the choice of leaving, or mating with the six brothers, Sarah has a choice to make that will change her life forever.
Will Sarah become the second mate for this pack?
Warning: This 9,000 word story contains a frightened virgin and six shape shifting brothers that women find hard to resist. Includes forced oral sex, double penetration, anal sex and a satisfying outcome for all of the brothers and their two mates.
***
By The Billionaire
Saved: By The Billionaire
Alex is in trouble, after a one night stand she finds out she had been hustled and all her money has gone. Add to that the trouble she is already in, things couldn't get much worse.
In steps English billionaire bachelor, Oliver Tring. He offers her a deal, a million pounds in return for seducing a man who has something he wants back. He will train her to successfully accomplish his goal. In return he promises he will make all her problems go away.
But Alex can't decide if Oliver is a truly a man who will save her, or if she is heading for more trouble.
Oliver has secrets of his own, and will only tell Alex what she needs to know. Can he convince her to carry out his plan and retrieve something that has been lost. Or will he give in to his own feelings and keep Alex for himself?
Saved: By The Billionaire, is part one in the new By The Billionaire series.
Possessed: By The Billionaire will be released soon.
Warning: This 20,000 word story contains a lying cheating hustler, who knows how to make a woman scream in ecstasy. A billionaire who thinks spanking is one sure way to teach a woman a lesson. And our heroine who is not the weak woman Oliver thinks she is.
***
A Virgin For The Billionaire
Beth has spent the last ten years being a parent to her younger brother. She has put her emotional life on hold while struggling with the financial difficulty. 
So when she meets a mysterious man at a party she decides to lose her virginity to him. One night, one time to last her a lifetime. 
But this mystery man is not the kind to take no for an answer when she tries to walk away.
 
Warning: This 13,800 word story contains first time sex with an innocent twenty seven year old. Hot oral sex to ease her nerves. And a billionaire who knows what he wants and intends to get it. 
 
Excerpt: Slowly he drew his head away from her, catching his breath. “Are you sure you don't want to go back to the party?”
She shook her head, taking her answer he moved away from her and went over to the door and locked it, they were hidden from view and no one could disturb them. He returned to her and kissed her, his hand moving up to her breast. She gasped at the feel of his firm touch, his fingers finding her taut nipple under the thin fabric of her dress and bra. 
For a moment it crossed her mind just how crazy this was. Sex. First time sex with a stranger. She knew she should stop it now, but the touch of his hands on her body made her feel alive, free. She wanted this, one night, one time, and then she would go back to being “Good old Beth.”
Decision made, she yielded to his touch, wanting to enjoy every second. It would have to last her a lifetime. 
His hand moved down and touched her heated sex through her thin panties. Rubbing the fabric against her most sensitive skin. She pressed herself forward onto him, wanting him to explore further. Pushing the fabric aside he inserted his finger into her warm wet pussy. Pushing against her tight folds, moving in and out gently.
Beth's hands began to explore the hard contours of his body. As she thought, his muscles were firm and his skin stretching over them smelt musky. She took in the smell and feel of him, telling her brain to remember every detail. She undid his jacket and then the buttons of his shirt as his fingers continued to plunder her softness. 
He almost pulled the dress off her, pushing it down to reveal her breasts. Expert fingers undid her bra, letting it drop to the floor. His mouth found her breast, taking her nipple in his mouth and sucking hard. Her nails dug into him at the sudden sensations that flooded her body, as though someone had joined all the circuits in her body to produce a strong electric current that throbbed and pulsed, centring on the sensitive bundle of nerves between her legs.
He undid the belt and button of his trousers and let them fall to the floor. Pushing her legs apart he held himself to enter her, she felt the head of his cock push against her entrance, and she panicked. 
“Wait!”
He grunted his disapproval but managed to control himself enough to pull back slightly. 
“Can we go slower, please,” her voice sounded small and weak, such was the effect he had on her. 
“Slower? I thought you wanted this quick and fast, you seemed to be urging me on.”
“I’m sorry, I’m afraid it might hurt,” she screwed her face up in embarrassment. What was she thinking, why hadn't she just walked away? 
“Hurt?” He sounded slightly dazed, then his body stiffened and he drew himself away from her and started to laugh. “A virgin? Is that what you mean?”
Continue Reading >>A Virgin For The Billionaire
You may also enjoy >>> An Auction Of Curves
Or >>>>>>>>>>>>>>Virgin Curves
>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>The Rock Star And The Virgin
>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>Betrayed Curves
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Behind Closed Doors
Stories filled with lust, sex and, of course, love.
***
Read how Katy lost her virginity to Mr Carty her hot neighbour in:
What Katy Did First
Katy has always wondered what her first time will be like. She wanted it to be something special, not a fumble in the back seat with someone her own age. So she chooses her neighbour, hot single parent, Mr Carty to be her first. But Mr Carty has no idea what his baby sitter has planned for the evening. Will Katy have the courage to go through with it, or will she go home still a virgin?
Warning: This 5200+ word erotic short story features a virgin and a hot single parent, first time vaginal sex, first time intense oral pleasure and a satisfying ending for both.
Excerpt:
Moving towards her, loosening his tie and undoing the top buttons of his shirt, this was the moment all her flirting had been leading up to.
He reached out and cupped her face with his hand.
“Katy, I think you have been teasing me these past few weeks. Go home now if you want, and we'll forget all about it. If you stay I am going to show you exactly how crazy you have been making me.”
“Show me,” she breathed. It was all he needed to hear.
His lips crushed hers, a hard kiss, filled with all the pent up frustration she had caused him. He pushed his tongue into her mouth, tasting her. She opened her mouth to him, allowing him to explore her with his tongue, overwhelmed by his onslaught. This was not how boys usually kissed her, this was a man, sure of himself, taking charge, she trembled slightly at that thought.
Fingers began to undo the buttons of her top, all the while his lips never left hers. Pushing her shirt back, revealing her soft creamy breasts in a white cotton bra. Now he stopped kissing her, and instead slid his hand into the cup, brushing his palm over the hard nipple.
Continue reading What Katy Did First (First Time Virgin Sex)
What Katy Did Next (Oral sex, Domination)
What Katy Did Then (BDSM, Sex In The Car)
What Katy Did With Her Billionaire Boss (Billionaire Erotic Romance)
Crystal and Roxie, Rockstar Sex (Menage Threesome First Time Anal Sex)
Crystal, Loved By Her Daddy (Taboo Pseudo Incest Erotica)
Crystal, Bred By Her Daddy (Taboo Breeding Erotica)
Jamie, Cowboy Lust (First Time Gay Sex)
Jamie, Cowboy Love (Whipping Gay Cowboy Erotica)
Jamie, Cowboy Gangbang (The Initiation Of Jamie)
***
Sex And Marriage
Worried about their marriage, Paul and Ellie set out to rekindle their sex life. It's a simple idea, each month, while their kids are at their grandparents they invite each other to experience a sexual fantasy they have always dreamed of.
Awakenings (Month 1)
Read how they begin to rediscover each other on their first weekend, as they take it in turns to watch each other masturbate. The sex that follows is the best they have shared for years. Then Ellie has to hand over her invitation for next month, will she shock Paul, or will her invitation be too tame.
Warning: This 5,200 word book includes a husband and wife trying to spice up their marriage. Masturbation, teasing and hot sex. It concludes with an over excited husband and an invitation to more new bedroom adventures. For over 18's only.
Excerpt:
"No, I want to watch you," his voice sounded thick, he coughed trying to clear his throat, his eyes never left me, drawn to the white lace that barely spared my modesty.
I could feel the wetness of arousal between my legs. Hot, wet, inviting, but the invitation was usually addressed to Paul, not myself. Still, I tried to relax again and started to push the thin straps of my thong down my thighs. I had to lift my bottom off the bed to slide it down; this lifted my sex into his direct line of sight. I could see him straining forward slightly to get a clearer look.
I felt slightly shocked by how much he seemed to be enjoying this, he had never looked at me down there before. Not really looked. I slid the thong slowly down my legs, taking one foot out at a time, letting him get a good view of me.
I settled back down on the bed, trying to get comfortable again.
Read how their evening ends in orgasms in Awakenings
Month 2 Spank Me Professor(Spanking Role Play) 
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