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Chapter One
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.
He was the only being in this world that truly cared for her, above all else. Trinity's family had never given a thought to her happiness, she had only ever been something they could trade. When she had become the Dragon Princess, their concern had only been to keep her pure, no thought to her fate at the hands of a dragon. It had been a lesson she had learned harshly in more ways than one.
She shook her head, throwing off thoughts of her past; he was her life now, completely and utterly. His lips descended on hers and she no longer had to cast off any remaining melancholy thoughts. Instead he had chased them away, replacing them with his all consuming passion.
His lips were warm, spreading life and fire through her veins. It seeped into every part of her and she became desperate in her need for him. Flinging her arms around him she drew him close, holding him possessively to her.
He groaned, his hands going to her clothes and he started to remove them, trying to temper his haste, yet still managing to tear her dress. Another patch would be needed to make it whole again, but now she did not care. It inflamed her senses to be needed in such a way by this unique being.
Once she was naked before him he stepped back to gaze at her with reverence. Her whole body responded, a slick heat radiating from her core. She was ready for him to take her to the dizzying heights of pleasure their lovemaking always made her soar to.
“You are so beautiful,” he told her.
She smiled shyly, still a little unused to words like these. He came to her then and scooped her up in his arms before laying her down on the stone altar where he had first mated with her. It brought back memories of the day they had been bound to each other, the memory of her fear of him so distant now. They were not the same people, no longer were they unsure of each other; they loved and trusted each other.
Tonight was a celebration of that bond, for the moon was full and the dragons from the past who accompanied ShanRohit in his thoughts had told him this was the night Trinity would conceive their child. The elder dragons had spent many days and weeks looking for portents, and remembering tales told so very long ago. They had read the star charts and then spent days in silent contemplation before telling ShanRohit this was the time.
While the dragons of the past studied their charts, Trinity and ShanRohit had spent the time alone practising the art of lovemaking. Trinity smiled to herself at all the ways they had found to give pleasure to the other. Now they would share this moment and make a child, a dragon child.
The elders had left them in peace for this moment, closing their minds to ShanRohit. Yet they would rejoice together once the egg was growing inside her. 
An egg. Trinity had been scared at the thought of how an egg would get out of her body. She had been assured that the binding ceremony had altered her in such a way that this would not be a problem. They had not given her details though, so she remained unsure.
ShanRohit dropped to his knees before her, worshipping her body with his hands and mouth. First he kissed and stroked her thighs, encouraging her to part them for him. She held her breath as he moved closer and closer to the centre of her arousal, the slick heat increasing with each touch of him against her skin.
At last his tongue slid over her clit, her breath escaping her in one swift gasp. Her hands reached for him and tangled in his thick dark hair, pulling him closer to her. He obliged, as he always did, sliding his tongue lower and licking her sex. Trinity shivered in delight.
Taking his time he licked and nibbled her outer lips before sliding his tongue inside her. Her hips rose off the altar, thrusting her mound into his face. She whimpered softly, lost to the feelings he evoked in her.
His fingers joined his mouth in sending her to a shuddering climax. One finger, then two sliding into her sex while his mouth sucked her clit, his teeth grazing the sensitive little nub. Swollen and wet, her sex throbbed to be filled. The feel of his fingers working their magic, coaxing her towards the edge, and then she crashed over it.
Her hands fisted in his hair, then as the intensity grew she scratched at his back, all the time her voice rose with excitement, spurring him on, although he needed no encouragement. 
***
He loved the way she reacted to his touch, the way she needed him, it was something he had never expected during his short life.
His number of years walking the earth may have been few, but he was a dragon, grown to adulthood under the careful tutelage of the elder dragons. When he had been bound to Trinity he had not wanted it either, being determined to seduce her before she could be given to him and complete the ritual.
Yet his failure had brought him a mate her loved, and now he could not imagine any kind of life without her. Tonight he hoped their love and loyalty to each other would be rewarded with her conceiving their child.
While he waited for the tremors of orgasm to leave her he stood and watched the emotions playing across her face. She looked at him and smiled, then beckoned to him, she was ready, it was time.
He moved forward, pressing between her thighs, which she opened wider for him. Then he held his hard length firmly in his hand and guided it into her wet, warm sex.
He closed his eyes and savoured the feel of her, the way her tightness gripped him. She yielded to his wide girth, adjusting to his size until he was completely sheathed by her slick heat. Once fully inside her he leaned forward and kissed her breasts, licking and sucking her nipples until she was lost to him again.
Her hands moved down his back, stroking him, touching him, leaving their own heat in their wake. She wrapped her legs around him and pulled him closer to her, and then begged him to take her. As always he obliged, aroused beyond measure by her need for him.
Pulling back, almost completely moving out of her, he paused to let the loss of him register with her before sliding swiftly back into her. The friction between their bodies overwhelming him. He repeated his movement, this time maintaining a rhythm that was hard and fast. His self control had gone, now he wanted to take her quickly.
He wanted to plant his seed deep inside her, to create a new life, a life so special to both them and the elders. He was, after all, the last of the living dragons, the last hope of producing an heir to the creatures of flames. 
So much was resting on them, but he wanted them both to remember this night as being perfect in every way.
***
Over and over again he thrust into her, impaling her on his cock. Trinity felt the throbbing pulse of him, his cock vibrating deep within her. She took him and then wanted more, she could never get enough of him. It was as though he was a drug to which she had an incurable addiction to. Her body rose to meet his, her arms wrapping around his neck, she sat herself up and kissed him fully on the lips.
His pounding did not cease, his tongue explored her mouth, while his cock buried itself in her sex. She felt his climax build, the tension in his body increasing. He reached between them and stroked her clit; she rose higher, almost sitting in his lap. 
ShanRohit circled his hips, stretching her wide, then her sex gripped him and began to pulse around his throbbing cock, she was coming, and the message of pleasure passed between them and he let himself go. 
His thick warm seed spurted deep inside her, her body contracting to draw it deeper into her womb and so make the baby they both desired. This was it, this was the moment, but the two young people thought only of each other's pleasure as they came.
Only after as they rested in each others arms did they feel the elder dragons. Even Trinity could feel them, it was as though they were purring with pleasure. Trinity and ShanRohit shared a smile of joy, the elders believed they were right, with their tremendous wisdom they were sure Trinity already carried an heir.
Drawing her into his arms he held her close to him, kissing her neck and face. Then he picked her up and carried her to their bed where they slept late into the next day, only waking once to make love again, this time slowly, yet still filled with an undying passion.
***
The next day Trinity felt almost shy in front of ShanRohit. She worried he would not feel the same way now she was carrying his child. Even though she knew it was stupid, she could not help herself. 
Always she felt insignificant next to him. After all she was simply a plain human, whereas he was a creature of myth and legend. Magnificent to behold, both awe and terror inspiring in one beast.
“Shall we go down to the river to eat breakfast?” he asked.
“Only if it pleases you,” she answered.
“What does that mean? I want only to make you happy, and I know you love the coolness of the water.”
“Then we will go.” Even to Trinity her voice sounded different, but try as she might she was stuck in a mood of what some might call self pity.
“Have I done something to upset you?” In his innocence he was always aware of his lack of experience with people, he depended on her to teach him the ways of humans.
“No, of course not.” Yes, she was snapping at him as though he had done something wrong. Taking a deep breath she steadied herself. “I am sorry, ShanRohit, I feel a little different today, let’s go down to the river, I would be grateful of the cool water, it will soothe my nerves.”
ShanRohit gathered together some food; he had become accustomed to eating with her even though he preferred his food a little more raw, and bloody. He packed some bread and fruit, along with some nuts he had gathered yesterday.
Once satisfied he had everything they needed, he shimmered into a dragon and Trinity climbed onto his back. This was one of her favourite things, soaring high into the sky on the back of her dragon. At this point her mood cleared and she felt the thrill and wonder of his flight seep into her body.
He took them over the valley which sprawled out beneath the mountain where they lived in chambers hewn out of the solid rock many thousands of years ago. They slowly descended down towards the river, which at first seemed like a shining ribbon threading its way through the green foliage, before becoming bigger and wider the closer they got to the ground.
With hardly a bump he landed in a small clearing before shimmering into a man before her eyes. She smiled at him, the earlier tension gone, and then handed him his clothes. Not that she minded looking at his naked body. 
Once dressed he took the basket filled with food and they walked hand in hand down to the river.
“Thank you for bringing me here,” Trinity said placing a blanket on the ground and sitting down.
“It seemed such a beautiful morning, and I know this is your favourite spot.” He accepted some bread from her and they sat in silence eating.
Trinity took off her shoes and dangled her feet in the cool water. “Our son will enjoy growing up here.”
“Our son,” he looked excited, “Do you believe the elders were right?”
“I thought they were always right,” she teased, feeling like her old self once more.
“Not always, but they were certain they had read the signs correctly.” He stopped moving for a moment and seemed to be listening to someone speak, even though they were alone.
He did this often; the elder dragons spoke to him in his thoughts. Trinity had found this strange to begin with, but now she had grown accustomed to it and felt comforted by their contact and wise words.
“ShanRohit, would you ask the elders when I would know I had conceived our child?” asked Trinity.
ShanRohit was silent again for a few minutes, his expression one of concentration. Then his expression brightened, he looked pleased. “They said they believe your behaviour earlier was a sign you successfully conceived, as they had foretold.”
“My behaviour?” 
“Yes, your mood changed so quickly, they believe the flame already burns inside of you.”
Trinity looked down at her flat stomach and placed her hand over it protectively. Could it be true that she was already with child? That she would soon be the mother of the flame, bound to the dragons in more ways.
In her heart she felt it was true, but dared not believe it so soon. In human she knew it took weeks to be certain you had fallen pregnant. How could she possibly know within hours?
Pleased at how excited ShanRohit was at the prospect of her breeding the next dragon she sat and ate her breakfast with a smile on her face. They made idle talk, both avoiding the subject of children for now. It would take a little while for the news to truly sink in.
After they finished eating they lay on the grass watching the clouds drift by. Suddenly there was a loud bang in the distance and a hazy smoke filled the air. The dragon was being summoned, her old home, the city of Shadole, was in danger. 
Why today when they wanted to lie here in each other's company with the news of their child so new?
Yet the dragon was bound to the people of the city, just as she was bound to him. Trinity had been the gift, and he had accepted her and with her the right for the city to call on the dragon as protector.
He had not been summoned often, and then he had beaten off the marauders coming in from the sea easily. The last attack had been about two months ago, they had believed the Galvanian Marauders had learned that they could not beat the dragon and had given up on attacking the city. 
The smoke signal indicated they had not, or else the alarm was for some other reason, perhaps a different kind of attack. It could be barbarians, they attacked their borders too, but this was a rare event, the city was too fortified for their hit and run tactics.
ShanRohit got up and together they quickly packed everything away. “Would you like me to take you back home before I go?”
“Yes, I have my dress to mend,” she looked at him coyly; he smiled, remembering their love making. “I can find other jobs to do to keep me occupied while you are away.”
She went to him and embraced him, pulling him close to her, she knew they only had a few moments before he would have to change into the dragon and go to the aid of the city. But he returned her embrace, holding her tightly, possessively.
“Do not worry, I will be back before you have time to miss me.” He kissed her firmly on the lips, his tongue pushing gently to part them and allow her access.
“ShanRohit, you must go!” Trinity pushed him firmly away. “There will be time for that when you return.”
He released her and shimmered into the dragon and she pulled herself up onto his back, settling into place and holding on tightly while he took off with two huge beats of his wings. Then with a great leap they were soaring up through the surrounding trees and heading back to their home.
In seconds they were on the ledge, he quickly set her down and then turned and leaped high into the air and flapped his wings hard to gain the height he needed to get himself out of the valley. The ring of mountains that circled the valley kept them safe. No intruder could scale the great slopes of the mountains; it was why the dragons had settled here.
No man had ever conquered the great mountains. Until now.



Chapter Two
Trinity stood and watched ShanRohit rise into the air and slowly disappear. He had not spared the time to transform into his human form before he had left, so they had not said goodbye.
She tried to comfort herself that he had left her before and always returned in one piece. However, this time, she struggled to calm herself. Trinity thought of the baby that the elder dragons had said was already growing inside of her, and put her distress down to that. He truly was influencing her moods already.
Trying to keep her mind off ShanRohit, and what might await him in the city, she went inside and began to sweep out their chambers. It was not richly furnished, considering the magnificent beast that lived there, but it was their home, and she loved it. 
Trinity began to think of where a child would sleep and whether a dragon child would need toys and playthings. While she pushed the dirt out towards the entrance she imagined what it would be like to have a youngster running around. 
Then a different thought struck her, sending a stabbing pain through her heart. She might never see her child, after all ShanRohit had remained unhatched for over a thousand years before being awakened by Trinity's presence. She would possibly be dead, and gone from memory, by the time he hatched.
The dragons had said she would age differently now, but would that be enough? When ShanRohit returned she would ask him to ask the elders. This brought her some comfort, after all ShanRohit would be among the elders, he at least would see their child and bestow his wisdom and love on him.
So deep in thought was Trinity that she did not sense the intruders. The first she knew of them was when she swept the dirt out onto the large stone balcony outside of the door. If she had known, she could have run back inside and been safe, instead they caught her by surprise.
A hard blow to the head sent her reeling. Before she lost consciousness she was aware of being lifted and carried. Then through a dream she saw the dragon fire. He had returned, ShanRohit had come back to rescue her, now she could let go of her consciousness and sleep.
***
Trinity struggled through the fog of her dreams. She felt strange, as though her world was being rocked slowly, like a cradle, yet she felt as though she was floating high in the clouds. Desperately she struggled to open her eyes, but the light hurt her and she closed them again. Her head hurt, a steady throbbing radiating out from where she had been hit. This, coupled with the sense of movement, made her feel sick.
Her mind searched for answers, perhaps she had been badly hurt and ShanRohit had taken her to the city to be cared for. He must be carrying her very carefully which was why she could not feel the beat of his wings. All she wanted to do was go home, back to the dragon stronghold, she would force herself to come to and tell him she was alright.
With a great effort she opened her eyes. It took her several moments to realise she was not still unconscious because the view before her was wrong. There was no mighty dragon, there was not even the human form of ShanRohit there to comfort her, instead there were five men, or at least she could see the legs of five men.
Struggling to turn her head she looked up and saw the rest of the strange men. Her heart sank, she had not been rescued by ShanRohit, the fire she had seen was that of the gas trapped and then burned to fuel a balloon. She had only ever seen them in picture books in the palace library, in fact she had believed them to be the figment of some artist's over active imagination, until now.
Lying back she closed her eyes again trying to fight the intense need to vomit. If she kept still they would think she was still unconscious, and then perhaps when they landed she might have a chance at escape.
One thing she knew for sure was that they were high in the sky and for the present time she was trapped. Taking deep breaths she managed to calm herself, she listened to the sounds around her, the calling of the birds, sea birds; they must be near the coast. Where were they taking her? 
Then one of the men spoke in a foreign tongue. Instantly she knew just how much danger she was in, these men were Galvainian Marauders, she had been taken by the very people ShanRohit was protecting her city against. She understood the language, one thing her parents had insisted on was her education. This is what she heard.
“I still question the sense of this.”
“It is the only way to get rid of the dragon. The cursed beast will beat us back onto the far shores in the north if we cannot stop him.”
“His fury will be great when he knows we have taken her.”
“That is what we rely on. Our brothers will keep him occupied in the city port while we get her to Cranos Island.”
One of the men laughed, “And then we simply wait for him to come and claim his bride and incinerate us all?”
“No, there have been some new weapons installed since you were last there. We intend to shoot him down from the skies.”
“Impossible!”
“No, they have modified their harpoons; we will spear him like a creature from the deep ocean.”
“This I would like to see. I wonder what dragon meat tastes like?” A couple of the men laughed.
“We can feast on his flesh when he is dead, but I do not think he will be so easy to kill.”
Trinity kept her eyes tightly closed but tears still managed to squeeze out and roll down her cheeks. She needed to do something to stop them killing ShanRohit, her one true love. She was bound to him in more ways than she was aware of and knew she would not live without him. Sliding her hand down and over her stomach she thought of their unborn child and knew she had to find the strength to escape.
***
Some time later they began to descend, the basket rocked wildly as they hit the breeze skimming over the surface of the sea. Trinity felt sick again, but lay still and tried to think of happier times in the mountain valley with her dragon. It helped, but also made her feel sad; she desperately wanted to go back there, to be safe again.
With one final bump they landed. Shouts and cheers rang out all around from different voices.
“Yes. Success, we have his woman on board. How did the decoy go?”
Trinity heard a man curse loudly, she did not understand the word exactly, but got the idea. “Fifty men and two ships lost. Let us hope it is worth the price.”
“If we kill the dragon then it will be worth it. Come let us get our bait inside.”
Arms wrapped themselves around her and she was lifted, held against the toned, muscled chest of one of the Galvanian Marauders. He smelt of the salty sea air and of tobacco, mixed with the musky tang of a man used to working in the outdoors. 
He was the only other man to have had any kind of impact on her senses. This did nothing to calm Trinity's nerves or stop her planning her escape.
She kept her eyes almost completely closed so she could see a little but they would still think she was asleep. Lying limp in his arms she was aware of him carrying her into a large building that looked like a small fort from the outside. 
She knew of places like these that had been used as lookout points for many years. Unfortunately they were spread up and down the coast and gave her no clue to where exactly they had brought her.
Once inside she had to let her eyes adjust to the dim light, there were only a few torches along the corridor they were now going along. Trinity could not tell if there was anyone else around, she was trying to decide if it was worth her trying to escape now, when they stopped. He stood before an iron door, kicking it wide open with his foot. He went inside and leaned forward to place her on a mattress on the floor.
This was it, her only chance before she would be locked in this cell. Taking him by surprised she wriggled out of his arms and then landed a punch on his face, which hurt her hand terribly. Undeterred she raised her knee to strike him in the groin.
He was too fast for her, dodging out of the way before grabbing her wrists and holding them tight. The pain of his grip ran through her body, but she would not allow herself to cry out.
“So you were awake, Princess, I thought you were.” Even his voice had an effect on her. “Now that was not polite, if you try something like that again I will be forced to keep you chained up. Do you want that?”
For the first time she looked at him fully in the face. Her breath caught in her chest, he was handsome, dark hair and eyes, yet with a hint of warmth and humour. Her breasts heaved, she tried to tell herself it was from the effort of attacking him, yet it felt like something else.
“Ahh, you like what you see? Most women do, why not help us trap your dragon, and then we can have some fun later. I know you had no choice but to go to the foul beast. I can offer you freedom from that. What do you say?”
She looked at him then, and he could see from the fire in her eyes that she would never agree to help them.
“Very well.” He released her and pushed her down onto the mattress. “Let me know if you change your mind.”
He shut the door behind him and then locked it, testing to check its strength. Then he walked off down the corridor, away from her. She was left lonely and desolate, unable to hold herself together she went to the furthest corner of the cell and threw up. Then she dropped down onto the mattress, her head pounding painfully, she closed her eyes and slipped into unconsciousness again.
***
Trinity longed to find sanctuary in her mind, to block out the terrible danger ShanRohit was in because if her. Yet even in the dark of her unconscious she found herself calling to him, desperately trying to find him and warn of the danger waiting for him.
Then when all seemed lost she heard him, the beat of his wings, so much like the beat of his heart. Looking around she tried to see him, but all was dark.
“ShanRohit, turn away from me,” she called out her warning into the nothingness.
The beat of his wings grew nearer, and then they were so close to her she could feel the movement of air from their downward sweep nearly pushing her off her feet. He was here. 
The sound stopped and she felt the frisson of electricity that accompanied his shimmering from dragon to human form. It had always been there but only in the complete darkness did she acknowledge it.
To Trinity it seemed the loss of vision made every other sense more acute. So the first touch of his skin against hers was as though a red hot poker had seared her skin, she jumped, and then relaxed. It was his touch, it was him. Her consciousness had conjured him out of the nothingness to soothe her.
His lips left a trail of fire along her arm and up towards her neck. So soft, like a feather tickling her throat, yet the thrill it sent through her made her body respond immediately. She turned to him and although she could not see him she found his lips with her own. She kissed him, wanting to ignite her other senses too.
He tasted faintly of molten metal, as unique as the creature he was, yes, she had remembered everything about him. Lost to the feel of his tongue exploring her mouth, she folded her arms around his neck instinctively, pulling him close.
Pulling back she whispered in his ear, “I love you.”
Through the dark it seemed as though his eyes were really made of fire, they burned fierce and deep. She held his gaze and willed him to fully understand all the love she held for him. If this was the last time she saw him, even if it were just a dream or some hallucination, she wanted him to remember her for eternity.
Then she sat down on the dark ground, and pulled him down beside her. This was the first time she had instigated their lovemaking, but she wanted him to know just how much she wanted and needed him. She put her hand around his neck and pulled his head towards hers, seeking out his warm lips and taking her fill of him.
Their mouths melded together and she began to try to remove his clothes, fumbling in the dark. He followed her actions until they lay naked in each others arms. His hands found her breasts, stroking them and kissing them making her body heated.
She spread her thighs and encouraged him to lay between them, holding his cock firmly in her hands and pumping it until it stood rigid with need. Then she guided him into her, pressing her heated sex onto his hard shaft.
He slid into her easily; deep inside her sex she felt his pulsing cock. The feel of him exactly how she remembered, tipping her world on its axis until she no longer knew who she was or where they were in time or space. None of it mattered, only the two of them.
Three. There were three of them now. She felt his thrusting cock inside her, her mind overtaken by the need to join him in the climb to ecstasy. With her hand firmly on his shoulder she boldly pushed him off her, he retreated, even in the dark she could tell he questioned her motives.
Trinity pushed him again, laying him down on his back, and then she mounted him and guided him back inside her sex. He groaned his approval of this position, it allowed him to go deeper than he ever had, her body pressing down on him.
He impaled her in his cock, his hands gripping her hips and showing her how to move to gain the most satisfaction. Soon she knew what to do, circling her hips to allow his cock to stretch her, and then rising slightly off him to come down on him fully.
He could not keep himself together, this new fierce woman she had become had to be satisfied. As his orgasm crested, he pushed his thumb against her clit and rubbed the little bud until she came. They joined together in their climax, their two bodies melded together in this dark place. 
His seed spurted deep into her, filling her with his warmth. The steady vibration of his cock making her sex contract around him and then let go before gripping him tightly again. She drew his seed inside as she had before, even though her body knew it was not needed any longer.
When they had both finished they lay together, Trinity not willing to let go of this apparition she had conjured up. She felt that if she did not let him leave her subconscious mind then he would never leave her, and would remain safe from the marauders.
After a long time he pulled away from her. “I have to go, Trinity. I have to come and find you.”
“No!” she said gripping him tighter. “They will kill you.”
“I have to try; I cannot live in this world without you.”
“But I am the bait for a trap. They intend to use a weapon on you when you fly here.”
“A weapon? It would have to be a terrible weapon to hurt me,” he said. full of his own power.
She gripped his face between her hands and turned him towards her in the dark. She did not care whether he could see her or not, she simply wanted to pour all her love and concern into these words.
“You must not come. They will shoot you down with their weapon. There must be another way, go to my father and ask for his aid. Tell him you will only fulfil your side of the binding if I am alive and he helps to rescue me.”
“He knows that is not the truth.” There was something hidden in his words, some meaning.
Slowly it dawned on her, her father’s last betrayal. “You have already asked him?”
ShanRohit fell silent. She shook her head to clear her thoughts. This was stupid it was just her subconscious playing tricks on her. This was not real, ShanRohit was not real, they were both images in her head. So she laid her head on his shoulder and rested a while.
Suddenly she felt another pull on her consciousness, someone in the real world was shaking her shoulder trying to wake her. She did not want to go but she had no choice.
ShanRohit held her tight, “I will come for you,” he said.
“No. Stay away.”
“I cannot, but I will remember your words and find another way to rescue you.”
His voice seemed so real as he drifted away. “I love you,” she repeated.
“I love you too, Mother of the Flame.”



Chapter Three
With tears stinging her eyes, she woke up. The handsome Galvainian stood before her. He had brought her food and some water, together with a bandage for her hand and ointment to bathe her head.
“We need you to be in one piece when the dragon comes,” he told her. 
Once again she felt attracted to him, and she was possessed by shame. How could she betray her true love for this man who meant them nothing but harm?
“I want nothing from you!” Trinity tried to shove herself away from him but he caught hold of her leg and pulled her forcefully towards him.
“Do not worry; I am not going to force myself on you. However you need to eat, but first let me have a look at your head. I believe the pain in your hand is enough of a reminder to not try to escape, I am stronger than you.” He smiled at her and her insides turned liquid. She wanted him to touch her, to make her feel better and forget everything. Then a different heat, an angry heat radiated out from her chest, and the feeling vanished.
Her anger returned and she wanted to spit in his face and send him away, but she would be more help to ShanRohit in good health. If she was weak when he came she would hold them back, perhaps making escape harder. So Trinity sat still and tried to ignore any further effect he might have on her, looking in the opposite direction while the man worked.
“There now, that was not so bad,” he said as he finished his voice silky smooth. He looked at her intently, and then a smile hovered over his lips. “Do you have any cuts or bruises elsewhere?”
“No!” she answered quickly.
His eyes travelled down her body, lingering on her breasts. Involuntarily she blushed and put her arms across her chest. 
“Do not be shy, if you need to remove your clothes for me to examine you for further injury. I can assure you I have seen it all before, I will not be shocked.”
Trinity mustered all her self control and turned towards him full of fire at his words. “I do not need to remove my clothes for you!”
“Are you so sure?” his voice sounded so seductive.
Her eyes were drawn to the curve of his lips when he smiled. Her tongue flicked out and licked her own lips, imagining what it would feel like to kiss him. Trinity felt herself being drawn to him, her eyes roamed over his body, perhaps she might need to remove her clothes, so she could let him touch her. Who would ever know?
Her body became heated again, but this time not with arousal. With the heat came the thought of the child she carried and her love for ShanRohit. This was all that was needed to stop all thoughts she had for this man.
Drawing her body up straight she set her face firmly and said, “Thank you for the food. That will be all,” she said dismissively.
Taking the food she turned her back on him and he left the room laughing softly. 
Once again Trinity found herself hating the way her body had reacted to him. Trying hard to keep her thoughts firmly set on how she could escape, rather than the colour of his eyes, she sat and chewed her bread. Then she settled back down on the mattress and waited.
***
The Galvainian visited her every few hours with food. He talked to her as though they were old friends, Trinity took on the mantle she had worn for so many years, that of Princess.
“I am sorry if the bed is uncomfortable, and the food is not much,” he apologized so sincerely.
“It is about what I would expect from the likes of such uncouth marauders.” She kept her voice haughty and aloof. It was hard to maintain because he seemed to take everything as a joke, as though he were laughing at her.
“Uncouth? Perhaps if you knew us a little better.” There was that silken tongue again.
He approached her, bowing as though to royalty, going along with her act. “I am Gunnar, from the house of Riyalk.”
“Gunnar? What meaning does your name carry?” It was not a name used by her people, she knew she should show no interest, but she still struggled not to feel attracted to him.
“It means, warrior, or attacker.” He had set down the food, and was checking the cut on her head. “It is a noble name amongst my people.”
“Attacker,” she repeated. “And thief? I understand that is how you make your way in the world.”
“No,” he laughed. “It is my given name and it was the way of life I was taught, and expected to lead.” 
Trinity snorted in disgust. “You say you have no choice in what you do? Ransacking towns and villages, stealing from people?”
“We all do what we are born to do, is that not true, Dragon Princess?” He finished checking her damaged hand, his fingers lingering over her pulse, which she knew had quickened at his nearness. 
She raised her eyes to his and felt mesmerized by them, parting her lips she leaned forward, inviting him in. He responded to her, she closed her eyes, waiting for his lips to touch her. Instead he got up and left. 
Shocked at her actions she sat hugging her knees tightly to herself. Trying to think of something else she instead dwelled on what he had said, never before had she thought how other people were perhaps made to do what was expected of them. 
However Gunnar was still a Galvainian Marauder, and ShanRohit would still kill him given the chance, and she would allow him, wouldn’t she?
***
Three unbearable days later, she felt a shift in the energy around her. Her heart beat faster, ShanRohit had come for her. She sat and listened for the battle to start, soon there would be the shouts of men, and the firing of their great weapon. Yet there was nothing.
Trinity started to think she must be mistaken; she had misread the feel of him in the air, that maybe it was a kind of hallucination, her longing for him playing tricks on her. Then she began to feel strange, an excitement surging through her veins. Taking deep breaths she tried to calm herself, but she could not. Instead she felt compelled to stand and go to the cell door and listen.
There! She could hear him coming; he was in his human form. Her excitement became greater and she had to stop herself from calling out to him. Clapping her hand over her mouth she kept herself quiet but could not help shifting her weight from one foot to another in anticipation. 
“Trinity?” he called softly.
“Yes,” she said excitedly. 
“Are you unharmed?” he asked concerned.
“Yes, and you? How did you get passed the guards?”
“They are looking for a dragon. So I stowed away on one of their ships as it returned from attacking the city.”
She let out a sigh of relief. “How are we going to get away?”
“I will try to open the door, otherwise I will break it down and turn into my dragon form and fly out.”
“But they will shoot you down!”
“The weapon is turned outwards; they do not suspect I am already here. If I fly straight up we may get away without a fight.”
“It is too dangerous, please go, and leave me here.”
“Would you leave me if our positions were reversed?”
Trinity was silent, he knew she would not, and she also knew he could not. They were bound forever.
“Then wait until my food is brought and take the key. It will give as more of an element of surprise if we can get out quietly.”
“I do not know if I can wait now that you are so close.”
“Please, ShanRohit. He will be here soon, it is worth a try.”
“Very well,” he agreed reluctantly.
***
They waited for an endless age, ShanRohit hid behind some crates further up the corridor. It was torture knowing he was so close but out of her reach. Her excitement turned to impatience, even though she knew this was the best idea she wanted to shout out and tell him to hurry up. 
Just when she could contain herself no longer she heard the sound of an outer door opening and the familiar footsteps of Gunnar. He came closer, oblivious to the intruder waiting for him. Trinity listened as he unlocked the door, she moved away so he would have to come inside. She hoped it would give ShanRohit the time he needed to sneak up behind her captor.
She sat on the mattress, in the same place she always sat when he came in. He put the food down and she felt the familiar wave of attraction wash over her. She looked him full in the face, taking in his kissable mouth and soft eyes. 
Their gaze locked and he smiled at her for the first time since the night she had offended him. For the last time she fought the surge of attraction, and then his eyes closed as ShanRohit struck him on the back of the head and he fell to the floor. Instantly the attraction he held over her vanished. ShanRohit held out his hand and pulled her up and then they were running out of the cell and up the corridor.
When they were close to the outside door he slowed them down, they needed the element of surprise to last for as long as possible. He listened carefully, moving them forward step by step when he knew it was safe. Trinity clung to him, wanting this ordeal to end.
At last he was confident they could make a run for it, he pulled the outside door open and before they were fully out had begun to change. In a shimmering haze he transformed into the mighty dragon, and before the first marauder had spotted them she was heaving herself onto his back. Holding on tightly to him she closed her eyes as he took a tremendous leap off the ground, the beat of his wings strong, propelling them up almost vertically. She felt every muscle in his body strain with the effort.
Up they went, shouts filling the air all around them, she dared open her eyes for one moment to see them trying to turn the weapon around on him. ShanRohit saw this too; he took in a tremendous breath and sacrificed the speed of his climb to instead rain fire down on the men who had taken his mate captive. Trinity screwed her eyes shut and would have put her hands over her ears if she had not needed to hold on. All she wanted to do was shut out the screams of men burning to death. 
Then they were free, climbing high into the clouds, leaving the marauders far below. She hoped they would think twice before ever trying to harm her or her family again. Part of her also felt relief Gunnar had been unconscious in the fort and had not died by ShanRohit’s flame, it was a thought she quickly extinguished from her mind.
He flew for some time, they reached the mainland, it was a part she did not recognise, the trees were different and there were no landmarks she knew. ShanRohit started to descend, heading for a thick forest; he skimmed the trees until he came to a clearing big enough for them to land in. There he set her down and shimmered into the man she had longed to see.
“Thank, goodness you are safe,” she said throwing herself into his arms. “I was so scared they would kill you.” She tried not to cry but a sob escaped her.
“They would have if you had not warned me.” He kissed the top of her head and stroked her back to soothe her.
“It was real? I thought it only a dream.” She looked up at him with eyes filled with wonder.
His face flushed, he was remembering their dreamlike coupling. “Yes, it was real,” he murmured as he pushed her back towards a tree. 
The bark was rough against her back, yet she did not care, he lifted her up and tore her dress so she could wrap her legs around his waist. Pushing her undergarments aside he grasped his length and in one quick movement had penetrated her. 
He held still, his cock deep inside her, and then he kissed her fully on the lips, taking his time to explore her mouth while his hands pulled the front of her dress down to reveal her soft breasts.
Her dress was beyond repair by the time he had finished, but when his mouth sucked her nipple into his warm mouth she was past caring. The need for him was too great; the time away from him had been too painful. 
With one hand supporting her he moved in and out of her heated sex, his mouth and other hand stimulating her body in other ways. Sliding out of her, before penetrating her again fully, he reclaimed her, his teeth grazing her neck to make a mark that any man could see. It was a primal mating, an animal staking his claim. 
His thrusts became harder and faster, her sex sore and stretched by him. Yet she did not stop him, she wanted this as much as he did, she wanted him to claim her, her guilt over the feelings she had experienced for Gunnar still fresh in her mind.
She arched her back, offering herself to him; he took her offered breasts and sucked hungrily on them, nipping her soft skin, his control slipping further. Then he cried out while he came, pumping his seed into her. The throbbing of his cock took her to new heights, his need and ownership of her making her incredibly aroused. Her voice joined his, their cries mingling together in the same way their bodies were now melded together, moving as one.
His body jerked hard into her, Trinity lost herself to the feeling of her sex pulsing around his hard length. Her legs and arms wound around him holding him tightly to her. When he had finished he stilled, his cock still buried inside her, not wanting to let her go. 
Slowly, very slowly he loosed his grip, she slid down his body until she stood before him, head bowed. He lifted her chin and kissed her lightly, the look on his face told her that everything was alright in his world. 
Yet to Trinity the feeling of betrayal was like a sharp thorn digging into her heart, painful with every breath. She would never be able to forgive herself for the way she had responded to the marauder, Gunnar. It was unforgivable when she loved ShanRohit so much, but it was something she would have to live with for the rest of her life.
“Are you feeling well, my love?” he asked, his voice full of his usual concern for her happiness. “I am sorry if I was a little rough; I needed to feel you around me. The days without you have been a torture beyond anything I could ever have imagined.”
“I am simply tired, and I long to go home.” Her words were at least partly true.
“Then let us depart. Before long we will be safe in the stronghold. The elders are preparing a spell to stop any intruders ever cresting the mountains.” 
Before he eyes he shimmered into that wonderful beast, her dragon. With a still heavy heart she climbed onto his back and held on tightly. The soreness in her legs where his scales rubbed her seemed a suitable penance for the way she had behaved while she was away from him.
They arrived at the stronghold as night fell. She was so exhausted she only managed to slide off his back, landing heavily in a crumpled heap on the floor. ShanRohit changed instantly and picked her up, his body still naked as he carried her to their bed and laid her down. 
The warm covers helped ease her pain, the feeling of being home, the smell of him close. She closed her eyes and fell into a deep sleep, in her dreams she could not find him although she searched and searched. Eventually the dreams slipped away and she fell into nothingness, for without ShanRohit there was only emptiness.
 



Chapter Four
When she woke he was still next to her, arms wrapped protectively around her shoulders. His warmth made her feel better; it helped chase the memories of her captivity away. Snuggling close to him she breathed in the scent of his body, her fingertips trailing along his back.
“You had a restless night,” he said, “I would gladly hunt down and kill every man who had a part in this.” His arms tightened around her.
She stroked his back, soothing him. “I would rather put the whole thing behind us and concentrate on the new life that grows inside me.”
He turned to look at her fully. “You are sure?” he asked sliding his large warm hand over her stomach.
“Yes, I believe the elders were right. I have had thoughts and feeling that were not quite my own. He is a strong character, like his father.” She leaned forward and kissed, ShanRohit on the mouth.
He gathered her to him and held her close. “Then our world will be filled with nothing but happiness.”
Sighing against him, ShanRohit mistook her sense of resignation for contentment. She could not risk his happiness with a confession about Gunnar. It would be a secret she would keep to the end of her days.
“Can we eat?” she asked pulling away from him. “I am starving.”
“Of course,” he pushed himself off the bed and offered her his hand. They walked together to the larder and soon he had found food for both of them. They sat quietly and ate, Trinity beginning to feel more herself with every mouthful.
“The elders have worked the spell to be cast on the mountains. It will allow only dragons to fly over them.” ShanRohit told her as they finished.
“Will you need to find a magic maker?” Trinity had not had any real dealings with the people who had the ability to cast spells. There were not too many of them left in the world and they were a secretive race, and highly paid. She wondered where the gold would come from to pay for one, if they could find one.
“No. In dragon form I can do the spell myself.”
She stopped eating and stared at him. “I did not know dragons could do magic.”
“Yes, but of course it is something that you would never have seen, or your father before you, after all there has not been a living dragon for over a thousand years.”
This made Trinity remember the question she wanted to ask the elders. “Will it take that long for our child to hatch?” she asked.
He looked at her, seeing her sadness. “Is this the thing that troubles you?”
“I did not say I was troubled.” Trinity flushed, remembering what haunted her.
“You were so restless last night, you cried out in your sleep. I thought there must be something wrong. You must not worry about our child, all will be well.”
“But you do not know that. I might never meet the child that I carry.” She could not express how much this frightened her. “You have not met your parents.”
“My father is one with the elders, we have spoken together and he has told me all about my mother.”
“But it is not the same,” cried Trinity. “I will never see him. Never hold him, it is so unfair.”
He came to her and embraced her, his arms giving her some comfort, but it was not enough. She pulled away from him. “Go and do the spell to keep us safe, ShanRohit. I would like some time alone, please.”
With that she left the cave that served as a kitchen. She went and lay down on the bed and cried herself to sleep. How could her world have been so shaken? Only five days ago their life seemed so perfect, they were so wrapped up in the love they had for each other. Now it had been shattered, and she did not know where to begin to put it back together again.
***
Trinity woke feeling a little better; she knew what she had to do. Rising she dressed in a simply and went to find ShanRohit. 
Crossing the cool stone floor she began to grow more confident in her decision. She loved the dragon shifter, and he loved her. What had passed between her and Gunnar had been nothing compared to that. 
She went to the door that led outside, the memories of the day she had been kidnapped flooding back to her. Telling herself she was being stupid she went quickly outside, knowing she was safe now. ShanRohit would have cast the spell and no one would ever put her in danger again.
Taking a gulp of the clear mountain air she released it slowly, her breath appearing like smoke before her. It was late in the day, but she was determined to see ShanRohit as soon as possible, she wanted an end to her worry. Trinity wondered if he had gone to hunt, he must surely be craving fresh meat by now. 
Sitting down on the ledge she gazed out over the valley as the light dimmed in the sky. It was sometime later when she heard him. It was too dark to see the dragon as he approached; instead she listened to the reassuring thrum of his wings, slowing as he came into land.
The dragon carried a deer in its mouth. As he drew closer Trinity could smell the fresh blood from the kill, and her mouth watered. What was wrong with her?
ShanRohit landed a little way off from her and deposited the carcass onto the ground. He had brought it back to share with her. Normally he would prepare the meat and cook it for her, though he preferred his rare. This was how she wanted it today.
A shimmering in the air signified his return to human form. He looked so primal when he had changed, a naked hunter with his prey. Her breath caught in her throat, he truly was magnificent, Gunnar paled in her thoughts, there could never be any choice, any competition. It must have been the feeling of being trapped that had made her feel the way she had. Still she could not carry it on her conscience, she needed to tell ShanRohit.
“Are you feeling better?” he asked.
“A little,” she answered moving towards him.
“I will prepare a fire and then skin the animal for you.” He moved to fetch some wood and kindling.
“I am not so sure about the fire.” The urge to eat the meat raw was growing; she could taste the metallic tang on her tongue already.
ShanRohit stood silent for a heartbeat, listening. Then he burst out laughing, “The elders say the baby inside you will crave raw meat, he is growing fast.”
He came towards her placed his hand on her stomach, smiling. Looking at him her heart broke.
“ShanRohit, I have something I must confess to you.” Tears rolled down her cheeks.
“Trinity, whatever troubles you, please tell me, I have felt your distance since we returned, and I cannot bear it.” His dark eyes were deep pools of worry and doubt, and then, his voice filled with pain, he whispered, “Did they hurt you?”
She knew what he asked and wanted to assure of him of that at least, “No ShanRohit, nothing actually happened.” She took a deep steadying breath and then told him. “I was attracted to the man Gunnar. I could not help it, I feel as though I betrayed you. I would have kissed him; I believe it was only the feel of our child inside me that stopped me.”
He took a step back as though wounded. Trinity stood her ground, knowing he had to return to her, she could not force herself on him. For a moment he stood stunned looking at her, then his expression changed, he was listening to the elders.
Trinity stood for what seemed an unbearable time; she watched his face, trying to read what the elder dragons said to him. Did they advise him to let her present them with an heir to the dragons before casting her away?
ShanRohit seemed to relax, he came towards her, and she stood still, willing to accept whatever he did to her as punishment. “And this is what has troubled you since your return?”
She nodded, “Yes, ShanRohit, I beg your forgiveness, I do not know what came over me. It was like some madness. But please know I am true to you alone.”
He folded her into his arms, sobs racked her body, and he tightened his grip possessively.
“Please let this go. The elders say they understand the Galvainian Marauders are blessed with a magic of their own, a glamour, if you will. They have the ability to make any woman want them; it is part of them as much as the dragon is a part of me.”
Trinity raised her head and looked at him, not able to take in his words. “You mean I did not betray you?”
He bent his head and kissed her, “No my love, the elders say you were strong to resist him after being in his presence for so long.”
“Thank you for your understanding.” She pulled him close to her, feeling the warmth of his body against her cool skin. He immediately made her feel better, alive and glowing. For the first time since the whole thing had started she felt happy.
“The spell worked, no one will ever take us by surprise again. Only dragons and their mates may cross the border into the valley.” She sighed happily, resting in his arms, and then the small life stirred inside her. “Your son is hungry.”
ShanRohit laughed, a sound she enjoyed hearing. “Then let us feed him.”
He took his knife and carved some flesh from the deer, Trinity looked it and her stomach churned, but she controlled herself and accepted it, eating it for her child. She immediately felt a surge of energy inside her, he really was growing fast.
“ShanRohit, can you ask the elders how long I will carry our child for?”
He spoke to the elders, and then turned to her. “Another two weeks, then the egg will be ready to leave your body and he will grow inside it some more before he is ready to hatch. The egg grows rapidly, just as a young dragon does once he has hatched.
Trinity remembered how she had expected to be given to a child when it was time for the binding spell, she had had no idea that dragons grew so quickly. When he had turned into a strong young man when it was time to mate, it had amazed her.
Remembering that night, and still fuelled with an enormous amount of energy, she turned to ShanRohit. Placing her hand on his thigh she squeezed it, making it plain she wanted him. Now that she did not carry a burden of guilt she wanted nothing more than to feel him inside her, to feel his throbbing member deep in her sex.
He looked into her eyes and read her thoughts, immediately he dropped the knife he was using to skin and prepare the carcass, in the cool temperature of the night it could wait, it would not spoil.
Laying her down on the rock he began to remove her clothes, this time he did not rush. He started with the laces of her dress, slowly unthreading them to reveal her breasts. Taking his time he stroked each of them with his warm hands, coaxing her nipples into stiff peaks.
Lowering his head he sucked one into his mouth making Trinity gasp. She would never get tired of the touch of his hands and mouth on her body. As his tongue rolled over her nipple she closed her eyes and lost herself to the sensations that flooded her body.
Trinity began to fumble with his clothes, now. She wanted to feel his skin against hers, but she struggled to keep her hands steady while he was giving her such pleasure. Luckily he had only put on a shirt and loose pants when he had changed from his dragon form, so despite her trembling fingers she managed to remove his shirt and pressed her hands against his bare chest. She touched his nipples, and then sucked one into her mouth, mirroring his touch. 
It was his turn now to feel a shuddering arousal, he pressed himself against her and she felt the true evidence of his enjoyment. His cock was hard and long, pressed against her thigh, she longed to touch him, and began to work on his pants now.
He lifted his head from her breasts and pushed her gently away, standing up he took off his clothes to stand in his full glory before her, and then he stripped her clothes off and lay down next to her, their bodies entwined.
Hands and mouths explored, licking and sucking, stroking and pinching. They took and gave pleasure, enjoying each in equal measure. Then ShanRohit parted her thighs and inserted one long finger deep inside her, stroking the sensitive flesh. Sliding it back out he stroked her clit, her body responding to him.
She arched towards him, encouraging him to delve deeper, when he did she reached for him and stroked his stiff length with her hands. Massaging him, pumping her hand up and down until he squirmed at her touch. Trinity enjoyed this new boldness, she liked the way he responded to her, and she wanted to find all the ways she could of making him want her more.
In the end she could stand it no longer, he had worked two fingers deep inside her slick heat, but she needed more, she wanted to be stretched by him, to be filled with him completely.
“Please, ShanRohit,” she used her hands to guide his stiff length towards her sex. He took no more encouragement; he pushed her onto her back and let her guide him into her sex. He slid into her, straight up to the hilt.
Trinity groaned, it felt so good to have him inside her. When she thought he had penetrated her fully he then pushed some more, rising up on his elbows to give himself leverage. Then he lay there for an eternity, her sex filled with the throbbing mass of his cock.
He needed no movement to make her climax, the feel of his cock vibrating inside her was enough. Her sex gripped him, her body tensed; he only shifted his weight slightly for her to reach a shuddering release.
Trinity scratched at his back, her reaction profound, her whole body a mass of writhing senses, while he remained almost impassive. She gasped, moaning and crying his name; he leaned forward and kissed her neck, holding himself fully inside her.
The waves of passion faded, and then he began to move, bringing her very slowly back to arousal. With her body so sensitive to him, after her climax, she knew that this time when she came it would more than she had ever known.
She stroked his flesh, feeling the heat of him, she kissed his neck, nuzzling him and taking in the smell of him, that essence of fire. He seduced all her senses at once.
Wrapping her legs around him she shifted position, his reaction immediate. She lifted her hips and rocked him, taking some of the control away from him. He leaned down and, by arching his back, gained access to her breasts.
They spent some time teasing each other, bringing their orgasm closer and closer. Her clit rubbed against him as he moved over her. She would come first, but she wanted them to come together, joined as one.
Trinity ran her hands down his back, stroking scratching, alternating the stimulus. Then she ran her hand down between them and managed to put her hand around his shaft as it moved. He groaned deeply, lifting himself to let her touch him more.
Exploring him this way, while they were coupled, was new and exciting, she touched and squeezed him, gauging his reaction. It was when she moved her hand lower and cupped his balls that he lost control. His cock throbbed and pulsed inside her, and she let herself go, joining him in the heights he soared to.
His thrusts became frantic, he tried not to hurt her, but he had lost control. She took him, his seed spurting into her, her own sex pulsing around him. ShanRohit cried out, a roar of the dragon which was a part of him. She nipped and bit his neck, her nails digging into his strong back while her climax gripped her.
Then they stilled, and ShanRohit once more lay still, with his length buried inside her. They stayed like this until they were both recovered, and then he took her again. Trinity knew she would be sore and it would be uncomfortable to walk for a day or two, yet she thrilled to the idea of his intense need of her. 
Soon they would have a new life to think about, for now she wanted them enjoy the harmony that had settled over them again.



Epilogue
Trinity pulled the rich woollen cloak tightly around her, it was a blue in colour, it matched the dragon egg she held in her hands.
ShanRohit stood next to her. “Are you ready?”
Trinity looked at the egg, and then looked up at him. “Are you sure we have to do this?”
“Yes, it is part of the binding. The egg must be taken to the city so it can be presented to the people. There is no other way for our child to awake and find his mate.”
Trinity knew he was right, they had gone over this too many times, but she still wanted to keep the egg, her child, with them. It was a protective instinct that any mother would have.
ShanRohit stepped closer to her and placed his hands on the egg too. The egg seemed to heat up; they could feel the life inside it.
“If he does not go to your city the awakening ceremony will not take place. If that does not happen he will never hatch, and we will never see our son.”
Sighing Trinity said, “Let us depart before I change my mind.” She took the bag from her shoulder and carefully placed the egg in it, covering it with soft cloth. 
ShanRohit had already changed into his dragon form; he would remain this way until they returned. It offered them better protection; the elders feared another kidnap attempt on Trinity. 
She fitted the dragon saddle to him, it made riding on his back more comfortable and secure, and then climbed into place. Checking both she and the bag were quite secure she stroked her dragon.
“We are ready, ShanRohit.”
He took a huge leap into the air, his wings beating strongly to get enough height to clear the mountains. Trinity watched their little valley get smaller and smaller, feeling the usual rush of excitement she felt while they flew together. Up, higher and higher he rose until eventually they crested the snowy peaks of the mountains, and then they turned and headed for the city. Her old home.
Night was falling by the time they descended onto the balcony outside the great hall. The doors had been opened; these were the same ones she had passed through not so long ago when she had first been bound to ShanRohit. 
Now the dragon landed carefully and she stepped down onto the cold stone and walked into the great hall. 
This was what they had requested; she had no wish to see anyone from her past life, particularly her father. Trinity knew they would be watching, and there would be plenty of guards. The egg would be safe.
Opening the bag she slowly took the precious blue egg out, feeling the weight of it and the warmth radiating from within for the last time. The egg would remain here until it had hatched. Trinity still hoped it would be within her lifetime. 
Lifting it carefully she placed it on the same curved stand that had held ShanRohit for so many years. Determined not to cry she bent her head and said her goodbyes, and then with her head high she turned and left the great hall, not turning around once, even when she heard the sound of footsteps behind her.
The egg was no longer hers; it would remain safe until the next dragon was awakened when presented with its mate. Then she would see her son, he would be guided to the dragon stronghold by the elders, a force more powerful than time itself.
Pulling herself onto ShanRohit, she saw him turn his head to her with a look, she knew, was concern. Then he glanced at the egg before leaping into the air. No one in the city would know they had been here, except those in the great hall. 
ShanRohit climbed high and then turned towards their home. Trinity placed a hand on his great shoulder, feeling the warmth of his scales. “Can we fly for a time, please? I do not want to return home just yet.”
With a great sweep of his wings he turned towards the sea and they flew until Trinity's tears had dried on her face. Then they went back to the stronghold, and the long wait for the next dragon began.
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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?
***
Erotic Tales Of Monsters 
& 
Mythical Creatures
Bound To The Flame - A Virgin For The Dragon (Reluctant Monster Breeding)
When the dragon egg hatches for Trinity she becomes the Dragon Princess and must remain pure until the dragon comes back to claim her as his mate on her twenty first birthday.
Trinity feels anything but honour at the role fate has in store for her. But there is no escaping her fate, and the dragon does return.
Carried off by the huge winged beast she is placed on the stone altar where she believes he will sacrifice her. But this dragon is intent on fulfilling the binding ceremony, despite his reluctant mate.
Warning: This 16,000 word erotic romance contains a reluctant virgin and a forceful dragon. Neither wants to be bound to the other, but they have no choice and so must learn to live with each other. 
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?
***
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
***
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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