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An Excerpt From the Story
They came close to her bed. Like a pack of predators, they surrounded her. Why did they all have to be here at once? Images flashed in her mind. She imagined intimate acts with one while others watched. She'd always imagined such deeds to be private. Her face went hot as she blushed, and she tried not to look at any of them.
They touched her. A hand on her ankle, pulling at the hem of her dress. Picking up the ends of her hair. Three pairs of hands.
Vaermax unfastened her belt and pulled it away, bending close and looking into her eyes as he did so. Ylissa could feel her chest heaving with her halting, trembling breaths. There was something about him that made her unable to look away. He had that same little half-smile, as though he knew something she didn't. She found it annoyed her. What could possibly be amusing about this situation? 
She tried to muster up a glare, but it was hard while so distracted. She shivered as a hand ran up her leg, drawing up the flimsy fabric of her dress. Fingers stroked her bare thigh, and trailed over the curve of her hip. A claw traced a fine line over her shoulder, her jaw. 
Vaermax drew her focus back to him, leaning over her. Slowly, he reached out and put a claw under her chin, tilting her jaw up as though to get a better look at her face. His eyes glowed with desire.
It was impossible to tell who was touching her where. Someone was on the bed, next to her. A dragon aroused in anger or lust grew three times hotter than usual. Even Ylissa would wake up burning, longing for someone to touch her, to love her. She felt all three of them radiating heat now. 
There was a tearing sound, and started in alarm. Looking down, she saw that the Prince stood over her, the torn hem of her dress in his hands. Her eyes widened as she glanced downward, her gaze drawn over his smooth brown skin with its dancing designs, to the dark patch of hair below his belly. His manhood stood erect, pointing straight ahead. It was huge, and Ylissa felt a pang of fear.
He ripped the fabric as she watched, slowly, as though relishing the task. Watching as the tear traveled up the center of the dress, revealing her body bit by bit. Her bare legs, then the bare mound of her sex. She pulled her legs up in a vain effort to shield herself, but he knelt on the edge of the bed and gently held her still. With one last movement he tore the remaining cloth open, revealing her high, full breasts.
Vaermax bent his head and pressed his lips to hers, demanding her attention again. He smelled of smoke, and his lips were soft and warm.
Hands reached around her to cup one breast, and Ylissa gasped aloud as fingers rasped over her nipples. When her lips opened, Vaermax slipped his tongue inside. His hand slid around her jaw, holding her helpless as he ravished her mouth. His tongue was long and forked, and skilful. He brushed it over hers; teased her lips, withdrawing, returning. 
It was as though some trance had come over her. The sensation of hands all over her, stroking and teasing her flesh, was overwhelming. Ylissa was unable to move. She swayed in their grasp. Her nipples had hardened, and turned unbelievably sensitive. Her heart hadn't slowed its frantic rhythm.
Lord Thress was the one laying next to her. When Vaermax broke their kiss and moved away, leaving her breathless, Thress bent over her and placed a kiss on her neck. His hard manhood pressed against her hip as he sucked and nibbled on her neck, below her ear. He was burning hot, but his mouth left trails of moisture that cooled as he breathed on her skin.
Hands stroked every inch of her exposed skin. Someone was caressing up her leg, claws gently raking over her knee, her inner thigh.
Thress slid a hand over her stomach and under her hip, pulling her body to face him. He cupped her ass, squeeze her flesh, making a guttural sound of approval. She felt his cock throb, pressed up against her.



.
Ylissa was the only female born to dragonkind in thousands of years. 
Her birth had been celebrated throughout the realm, and all others where dragons dwelled. But as she'd grown it became apparent that she had none of the abilities a dragon should have. The ability to change form never came to her, so she could not fly or breathe fire. 
She was exceedingly normal, human-woman sized, and weaker than everyone else. If it hadn't been for the small buds of horns that peeked out from her hair, she might have thought that somehow she was human. 
The elders and seers insisted that she would produce powerful offspring. And, their hope was, more females for the dragons. She had been locked away for her whole life, in preparation for coming of age, when every dragon of high birth would compete for the right to be her mate. The consort of the first female dragon.
Ylissa wasn't so sure. They had put a lot of faith in her - even intended for her to be Queen, and rule alongside her oldest brother as a sibling pair, like the dragons of old had done. 
It was a nice dream. But it was her secret fear that she wouldn't live up to their expectations. That she would simply remain a small, weak, nearly-human woman. That she would bear nothing but male children, and the dragons would go on as they always had. Dependent on humans for their survival.
Her mother had once been a human Princess. In the manner of the dragon Kings, her father had accepted her mother as a tribute from the human folk. That had been thirty years ago. She had produced many male eggs - and finally, her last child, Ylissa. 
Now her mother the Queen was growing old, for she was a human and humans did not live as long as dragons. Still a handsome woman with regal bearing, her mother was the only noble female Ylissa had known. The two of them had always been very close. Ylissa had inherited much of her manner from her, and the Queen had taught her a lot of human history and customs, and brought her human books to read. 
For this alone, Ylissa was grateful. Her books kept her mind active, kept her company on the long nights when she was alone in her tower, behind barred doors. She read about human Kings and Queens, about heroes, maidens in distress and handsome knights. The books her mother gave her were her most precious possessions, even if no one else understood. Unlike humans, dragons did not record their history or tales in books. 
Her mother had summoned her to her chambers, while everyone else in the castle was busy entertaining the visiting nobles. She bade Ylissa sit with her, and told her the story of the day she'd met her husband the King. 
She had been terrified, a maiden of course, and had spent much of her life secluded as Ylissa had been, waiting for the day she would be sent in tribute to the dragon King. She had certainly never met a dragon until that day, and had been terrified. But over time she and the King had forged a strong love. 
"And so will you," her mother assured her. 
They spoke the common tongue of humans, a secret language just between the two of them. The story had been told many times before. But now, on the eve of Ylissa's coming of age, she added something new. 
"It may be frightening. It may be painful. But it is a woman's lot to do our duty. Even the last female dragon.” The Queen smiled to soften her words. “Our husbands are chosen for us, but that does not mean we won't grow to love them. I know that one day you will be happy."
Ylissa's handmaidens filed in, signaling that it was time for her showing. The handmaidens too were something unique among dragonkind, and had been brought in at the Queen's insistence that noble women needed attendants. 
The maids were each from impoverished human families, which had been paid a fortune in dragon gold for their service. The girls were kept as secluded from the male dragons as Ylissa herself. Aside from her mother, they were the only friends she'd had.
Their privacy ruined, the Queen stood and left the room without a word. She turned her head away, but there was a shine of tears in her eyes.
Ylissa drew on her silk robe and followed the maids. They prepared a bath, with water heated by the hot pools that ran under and through the caves. They poured water over her hair, and washed every inch of her. They shaved all the hair from her body. They rubbed fragrant oils on her legs, her neck, her breasts. Ylissa wasn't accustomed to such an intimate touch even from her maids, and blushed, feeling even more nervous.
"You are lucky, my lady." Mira, the youngest handmaiden, was her friend and spoke to her often. 
"Lucky?" Ylissa raised an eyebrow, holding still so that the two other girls could work her hair into its intricate style.
"Of course." Mira's eyes were shining, and she was clasping her hands together. "You will be the mother of queens."
"Hmm." Ylissa muttered non-committally. It was a pity Mira couldn't have the honor. Right now, she felt like she would happily change places. But of course Mira was just a commoner, a human peasant. And it was the royal blood that was important. A commoner could never carry a dragon's egg.
The girl continued happily. "Why, even now the Lords are competing, to select those who will have the honor of mating with you."
Ylissa's brow furrowed. She turned her head to face Mira, frustrating the two maids who were working on her hair. "What do you mean, 'those'?"
Mira paused, sensing she had said something she shouldn't. She drew away from Ylissa. "Well - I mean to say..."
"Spit it out!" Ylissa did her best imitation of the commanding tone her mother had used with the servants. 
Mira blanched. Reaching up to adjust Ylissa's diamond necklace around her neck, she stuttered. "I... They have decided, my lady, out of respect for the oldest families, and to increase your own chances at producing many eggs, the three strongest, fiercest, most skilled of the lords will become your consorts."
"Three!"
"Yes, my lady." Her eyes were downcast, anxious. But Ylissa didn't reprimand her. She was speechless. Three! How could she be expected to bed three men? 
The romantic tales her mother had told her, tales of betrothal and blossoming romance between a Princess and her new husband - of belonging to him and him only for life - it felt as though they had been ripped away from her. 
The promises of romance had been the only thing that sustained her - the hope that she might find the same happiness as her parents... Was she instead to be chained to three males and forced to service them all? To be treated as nothing but a brood mare?
Her mind fell blank. She stood still, numb, while Mira finished with the necklace then scampered away to fetch Ylissa's wedding clothes. 
The dress was filmy, translucent white, and long enough to just brush the floor. The handmaidens belted it under her breasts, with a golden belt. They draped a heavy white cloak around her shoulders, and placed a dainty golden circlet on her head, taking care not to disturb her elaborately arranged hair. Ylissa had to hold her head very straight, feeling as though the whole thing might slip sideways. 
It was time to be paraded out in front of all the visiting nobles of the kingdom, and the neighboring kingdoms. Her husband – husbands? She corrected herself – were in that crowd. She took a deep, shaking breath.
Mira took hold of Ylissa's hand. "Please," Mira urged, patting it nervously as she started leading her from the room. "Remember to smile, my lady."
A pair of dour guards joined them outside the door. They took her down many passages - hallways Ylissa had never walked before - and out onto a balcony of sorts, overlooking a huge cavern. 
The roof of the cavern was open, high above. It was a dim day, but even so the light was dazzling to Ylissa, who did not get much time in the sun. She squinted and shielded her face for a moment, then slowly looked out over the rocky expanse
Hundreds - maybe thousands - of dragons in human form, stood along the tiers and in the nooks of the cavern, observing the fight that was taking place below. 
At first sight of Ylissa, there was a murmur among the crowd, and then they began to cheer. She had never seen so many people. Never seen more than twenty gathered together, really. And all eyes were on her.
Mira, standing behind her, stepped forward and murmured in her ear. "Perhaps you should wave to the people, my lady? They are here to see you."
Ylissa took a few deep breaths, stunned by the sight and overwhelmed by the noise. Hesitantly, she raised her hand, and gave a timid wave. 
The shouts and applause grew even louder, until she had the urge to cover her ears. She put her arm down. Then her gaze shifted to the fight still taking place far below. A huge dragon with golden scales fought a smaller beast, the blue-black color of obsidian.
Ylissa had seen the dragon-form only a few times outside of paintings and books, and always at a formal occasion or ceremony, where her duty was to sit silently and be seen. Watching these dragons now, locked in furious action, took her breath away. 
They fought with tooth, claw and the buffeting of wings. They audibly snapped their jaws and thumped the ground with their long muscular tails. The golden dragon was powerful, but the obsidian was fast, lithe and sinuous. They circled each other, coming together and breaking apart. Both had wounds, ranging from minor to bloody.
"How long have they been fighting?" Ylissa asked no one in particular.
"For hours." Mira told her. "All of the hundred lords have fought now, my lady. The winners now battle each other."
One of those dragons below might be her mate. A queer feeling clenched her stomach. Ylissa turned her head away. "I do not wish to watch. Take me away from here."
"But-"
Ylissa looked to the tallest of the guards, who she knew to be senior. After considering for a moment, he nodded and stepped away from the doorway. Ignoring her maid, Ylissa picked up her skirt and hurried through.
The guards guided her to her chambers – the rooms she had always thought to share with her husband after the wedding. There was a sitting room, where she kept an extensive library, and comfortable benches and cushions. A fire-pit was kept perpetually stoked, for like other dragons, Ylissa preferred the warmth. The stone floor was covered in thick carpets and on the walls hung rich tapestries. Depictions of human history and romantic tales, of battles, myths and legends. 
Though a large doorway she could see the bedchamber. It was huge, with room for at least two in dragon form. Small windows let a little light filter in when un-shuttered. There was a balcony. Well, really it was a landing ledge – though of course Ylissa didn't use it for that purpose.
Even though she couldn't fly, she was unafraid of heights. Sometimes she sat out here, when the sun was on the right side of the mountain. Looking out now, she could see birds perched on the rough stone railing. They were her frequent visitors. Sometimes, Ylissa liked to feed them crumbs from her breakfast.
She walked through and found that her bed had been replaced. The new bed was human style as she was used to - but much bigger than her old one. Fitting, she supposed. It was neatly made, with layers of soft blankets. 
"My lady," the guard said in parting, "we will return to fetch you when it's time."
"Yes, yes." She snapped. "Leave me."
They did, and she heard the barring of the door from the outside. With a sigh, she sat heavily down on a bench, and irritably pulled the golden circlet from her hair. She tossed it toward a cushioned corner, and it bounced and rolled against the wall.
She waited, for who knew how long. At first her nerves made it hard to sit still. She paced the floor, and when she tired of that she sat, wringing her hands and jiggling a foot. She tried to read a book, but couldn't concentrate on the words. Finally she leaned her head back against the wall and closed her eyes. 



.
The door opened, and a guard came in. Ylissa looked wearily up, expecting more attendants and news of some kind or other. But no one else entered. A quick glance at the high barred window told her it was the dark of night. It was extremely unusual for a guard to be alone with her, especially at this hour. Something about this made Ylissa nervous. "Where's Mira?" She asked. Her maid was always around, acting as chaperone.
The guard only offered a brief bow, then held the door wider. To Ylissa's astonishment, a young man entered. 
He had the unmistakeable look and rich dress, the quiet arrogance of a dragon lord. He was tall and lean, with a look of wiry strength. His hair dropped forward in a black silken sheet as he bowed low in greeting. His horns were short and black, angling back from his head. When he stood back up, straight, she saw his dark eyes, and his smile. He had a purple bruise on one cheekbone, marring a startlingly handsome face.
Ylissa leaped to her feet, clutching her book against her chest as though it could shield her. "Who are you?" She exclaimed. "What are you doing here?"
The man held a finger to his lips in a gesture of quiet. "I came to see you." He said. "Unofficially, that is. I only have five minutes."
"How did you get in here?"
The corner of his mouth turned up into a smile. "Why, bribery of course."
She shot a dark look at the guard, who stoically ignored her gaze, staring straight ahead. Why had he snuck in here alone – for what evil purpose? She felt strangely vulnerable, and wished she had something to cover her transparent gown. She held the book tightly against her breasts. 
"What are you reading?"
Ylissa realized she was staring with her mouth open. She set her jaw and held her head high, glaring at him.
"A human history tome. It's written in the common tongue. I'm sure you can not read it." 
"Well, no." He admitted, with another disarming half-smile. "But I should like to learn. Or perhaps you could read it to me."
She raised an eyebrow, hoping to discomfit him. "In five minutes?" 
"No, no..." He gave a low laugh, refusing to be mocked. She heard a sound like a flame crackling in his voice. "We will have the rest of our lives, my Queen. You can read to me later."
A jolt of cold went down her spine. She regarded him silently, looking him up and down. "So you are... one of my consorts?"
He nodded, and took a step toward her, extending his hand. He had rings on all his fingers, and his claws were long. She stared at him dumbly, unmoving, and finally the lord reached closer and took her hand in his, boldly raising it and brushing his lips against the back of it. 
From her books, she knew it for a courtly human gesture - one unused among dragonkind. For a moment, her breath caught in her throat. Had he learned that for her?
"I wanted to see you," the dragon lord murmured, in a low, confidential voice. "And speak with you, before I commit to a lifetime as your mate." He still held her hand in his, as though reluctant to let go. "Luckily for me, you are most beautiful. A worthy Queen."
The guard at the door gave a discrete cough. Her suitor straightened up, letting go of her hand. He stepped back, smiling again. "I look forward to our next meeting." And his eyes roamed downward, over her body, making Ylissa feel naked and exposed. "Very much indeed."



.
She huddled in the middle of the huge bed and cocooned herself in soft blankets. After a long while she managed to sleep. 
It must have been very early when her door burst open and a pair of guards entered. Ylissa sat up, rubbing her eyes. Seeing the guards, she frowned. In her half-awake state she wondered how they dared burst in on her sleeping. 
"What is it?" She asked.
"It's time, Princess. Your mates are waiting," a guard answered.
Now she remembered where she was, and realized what he meant. She pulled the blankets up to her chest, frowning at the guards. "You have awakened me," she said. "You can give me a few minutes to refresh myself." She had no choice but to go with them, but she they could at least afford her basic respect.
After a moment's indecision, the guards agreed, and left.
She got out of bed and cleaned up, straightening her clothes and washing her face. Her hair was teased and messy from tossing and turning in bed. Bitterly, she pulled it out of its bindings and ribbons, and combed it with her fingers as best she could, letting the long dark tresses hang loose to her waist. 
In another small act of rebellion, she left off the uncomfortable golden slippers they had dressed her in and left her feet bare. Why should she look beautiful for these strangers, anyway, who she had no part in choosing? Briefly, she thought of her nocturnal visitor. He had been kind enough - or at very least he knew how to flatter her. Would the others be like him?
The guards soon returned to unbar the door. Ylissa was sitting on a bench, back straight and hands in her lap, trying to look regal and hoping they couldn't see her knees shake. She wanted to retain as much composure as she could. 
But when she saw the chains in their hands, she felt her eyes go wide. “There is really no need -” she tried to keep panic from her voice.
“It is the tradition.” The guard said. 
“A tradition from thousands of years ago!” she retorted. How long had it been since the last female dragon, anyway?
They took hold of her wrists. She tried to resist, spitting all manner of insults at the men. But of course they were stronger, and all she achieved was the loss of her dignity as they dragged her kicking and shouting across the floor. 
They threw her on the bed. As they clamped the manacles around her wrists, she tried pleading. “I will not run,” she said. “I promise. Do not chain me.” Tears spilled from her eyes as she begged. Why did they have to do this? She knew her duty – she did! And it wasn't like she could escape anyway. She couldn't fly, like everyone else.
They quickly had her secured, and turned to leave without a word. Ylissa hissed more insults at them, twisting in her chains. They were long enough to let her move around, but short enough to keep her on the bed.
She had struggled herself breathless when she heard wing beats. Immediately, she stopped still, and stared up at the sky. A shape blocked the morning light from the landing ledge. Gusts of wind picked up the ends of her hair, as a dragon descended. 
The dragon was huge, silver-grey and scarred. Its clawed feet touched down on the ledge. Before it had finished furling its wings, another smaller, bronze dragon alighted beside it. Briefly, the beasts snapped at each other. Ylissa drew her legs up and cowered at the head of the bed. The beasts blocked the entrance to her room, then stalked inside, squeezing one by one through the opening.
Up close, they were terrifying and magnificent. Their scales shone in the light of the numerous candles set around the room. When one hissed at the other, she saw its teeth, long as daggers. Their eyes glowed, fiery red-orange. 
The sound of wings again. A final dragon landed, and made its way inside. This one was small and dark and lithe. It looked like the small dragon she had seen fighting in the pit – but it was impossible to tell. It shook its great head and looked over at the Princess, nostrils flaring. A long, forked tongue flicked out as though reaching to taste her from across the room. She shivered.
As though now realizing she was there, the two larger beasts swung to face her. 
Ylissa swallowed hard, looking into their glowing eyes. She held her chin high. “I would have you face me in man-form,” her voice cracked on the last note. The dragons terrified her. At least in human shape they could not rip her apart with one swipe of a claw. “I... want to see what you look like.” She explained. 
She watched them change one by one, the transformation quick and effortless. Three men stood, naked. They approached her bed-altar, and stood with ceremonial stiffness to make their introductions.
The first was a man older than Ylissa, strong and in the prime of his life. His thick arms were roped by muscle and old scars. The scales on his muscular legs were golden. He had small, pointed horns, and his face was quite handsome, though there was a cold look in his eyes and his expression revealed nothing.
"I am Lord Thress of Althmoor," he said. "Known as the Eternal Fire. Champion of the Last War. Duke and Protector of Althmoor." He gave the smallest of bows, holding Ylissa's eyes all the while.
At her father's insistence Ylissa had studied the noble dragon families extensively. The titles and names were familiar. Clearly this was an impressive man. Yet she did not like him, at first glance.
Another man stepped forward, tall and dark-skinned. With one look at him, she could tell he had come from far away. His skin was tattooed with intricate winding designs which blended with his dark scales. His dark hair hung in ropes to his shoulders and was adorned with small charms. He had large horns, sweeping back from his head. 
He spoke with a thick accent. "I have the honor to be Prince Sudreth, son of the King of the Jural Isles and heir to his throne." A place she had heard of, but of which she knew little. 
The Prince bowed deeply, his amber eyes glowing, as a dragon's often would when excited. He smiled hungrily at her, and she imagined sharp teeth behind his lips. 
"Princess,” interrupted a voice. “I am Lord Vaermax of Lyrroth." 
With this short introduction, Ylissa's gaze was drawn to the final suitor - last night's visitor.
"Pleased to make your acquaintance," he said, just as though they had never met. He gave a little flourish as he bowed.
Ylissa looked at him, astounded. Now that she had his name, she knew exactly who he was. A minor lord! A minor lord had managed to best all the others - save these two, of course - fighting for her hand? This man had no titles or accomplishments to his name. He was a second son – not even an heir to any land worth mentioning.
Smaller and leaner than the other two, his body nonetheless spoke of a wiry strength. His eyes were alert, dark pools which seemed to drink in the sight of her. 
He smiled, snapping her back to the present. She nodded, acknowledging their introductions, which felt ridiculous while she was chained to the bed and they were naked. She tried fervently to avert her eyes from their bodies. All three had erect cocks standing in readiness. She had never seen a man naked, outside of paintings – and paintings did not look like that. 
Her heart was pounding. She fervently hoped her consorts couldn't see how nervous she was. Please, just let it be over quickly. 



.
They came close to her bed. Like a pack of predators, they surrounded her. Why did they all have to be here at once? Images flashed in her mind. She imagined intimate acts with one while others watched. She'd always imagined such deeds to be private. Her face went hot as she blushed, and she tried not to look at any of them.
They touched her. A hand on her ankle, pulling at the hem of her dress. Picking up the ends of her hair. Three pairs of hands.
Vaermax unfastened her belt and pulled it away, bending close and looking into her eyes as he did so. Ylissa could feel her chest heaving with her halting, trembling breaths. There was something about him that made her unable to look away. He had that same little half-smile, as though he knew something she didn't. She found it annoyed her. What could possibly be amusing about this situation? 
She tried to muster up a glare, but it was hard while so distracted. She shivered as a hand ran up her leg, drawing up the flimsy fabric of her dress. Fingers stroked her bare thigh, and trailed over the curve of her hip. A claw traced a fine line over her shoulder, her jaw. 
Vaermax drew her focus back to him, leaning over her. Slowly, he reached out and put a claw under her chin, tilting her jaw up as though to get a better look at her face. His eyes glowed with desire.
It was impossible to tell who was touching her where. Someone was on the bed, next to her. A dragon aroused in anger or lust grew three times hotter than usual. Even Ylissa would wake up burning, longing for someone to touch her, to love her. She felt all three of them radiating heat now. 
There was a tearing sound, and started in alarm. Looking down, she saw that the Prince stood over her, the torn hem of her dress in his hands. Her eyes widened as she glanced downward, her gaze drawn over his smooth brown skin with its dancing designs, to the dark patch of hair below his belly. His manhood stood erect, pointing straight ahead. It was huge, and Ylissa felt a pang of fear.
He ripped the fabric as she watched, slowly, as though relishing the task. Watching as the tear traveled up the center of the dress, revealing her body bit by bit. Her bare legs, then the bare mound of her sex. She pulled her legs up in a vain effort to shield herself, but he knelt on the edge of the bed and gently held her still. With one last movement he tore the remaining cloth open, revealing her high, full breasts.
Vaermax bent his head and pressed his lips to hers, demanding her attention again. He smelled of smoke, and his lips were soft and warm.
Hands reached around her to cup one breast, and Ylissa gasped aloud as fingers rasped over her nipples. When her lips opened, Vaermax slipped his tongue inside. His hand slid around her jaw, holding her helpless as he ravished her mouth. His tongue was long and forked, and skilful. He brushed it over hers; teased her lips, withdrawing, returning. 
It was as though some trance had come over her. The sensation of hands all over her, stroking and teasing her flesh, was overwhelming. Ylissa was unable to move. She swayed in their grasp. Her nipples had hardened, and turned unbelievably sensitive. Her heart hadn't slowed its frantic rhythm.
Lord Thress was the one laying next to her. When Vaermax broke their kiss and moved away, leaving her breathless, Thress bent over her and placed a kiss on her neck. His hard manhood pressed against her hip as he sucked and nibbled on her neck, below her ear. He was burning hot, but his mouth left trails of moisture that cooled as he breathed on her skin.
Hands stroked every inch of her exposed skin. Someone was caressing up her leg, claws gently raking over her knee, her inner thigh.
Thress slid a hand over her stomach and under her hip, pulling her body to face him. He cupped her ass, squeeze her flesh, making a guttural sound of approval. She felt his cock throb, pressed up against her.
Fingers crept up her thigh. The anonymous hands forced her legs slightly apart. She hadn't known she'd been squeezing them together. Softly, barely touching, a finger traced over her sex. She shuddered with the sudden, unbidden pleasure, and the realization that she was wet there. 
Someone stood next to the bed, on her other side. They leaned over her and pulled her hair to one side, and put a hot mouth on the back of her neck. 
The hand between her legs continued to explore. She gasped aloud as the questing fingers dipped into her folds. They slid easily over her slick skin. Traced her juices over her inner thigh.
"Why have they tied her to the bed?" murmured the Prince. It was he who kissed her neck from behind, his long hair brushing her skin. “We should unchain her.”  
Lord Thress chuckled softly. “Hmm, I don't know,” he said, giving her ass a cruel squeeze. “I like her like this.”
“It is not for her restraint,” Vaermax answered. “But our protection.” Ylissa realized it was his fingers that explored her. She felt her face heat in a blush. His words registered somewhere in the back of her mind. Their protection?
The Prince shrugged, as if it was nothing to him. He looked down at Ylissa, his hungry eyes glowing. “I think she is ready for us."
The reality of the situation suddenly struck anew. Panic gripped her, and tears stung her eyes.
Not knowing what she was doing, she squirmed, turning over and trying to struggle away.
She heard Thress growl. He grabbed her, and dragged her backwards. Her hands grasped uselessly at the blankets, the chains rattling. 
His impossibly strong arms held her firm, up against him. His erect manhood pressed against her ass. "Be good, now." He snarled, and rocked his hips, grinding his cock against her.
"Be calm," Vaermax added. "It will not be so bad for you."
She had her eyes closed, and now she opened them. The Prince was in front of her, while Thress held her from behind. When she looked at the Prince, he stood up straight, and as she watched he took his huge phallus in his hand and began to stroke it. It was right in front of her - inches from her mouth - and she couldn't help but watch in breathless fascination.
A few moments later, she startled as she felt a tongue on her thigh. A dexterous, forked tongue. Without preamble, it flicked over her sex, tasting her. She heard Vaermax's deep hum of delight. Shocked, she jerked her hips, but the men held her tight, and strong hands forced her thighs open. The tongue withdrew, and then came back, lapping at her slit, exploring all her secret places. 
Her eyes were fixed on the exotic Prince as he pumped his cock in his fist. His gaze roamed over her naked body, her arching breasts and their tight nipples, the curve of her hip. His hand moved in slow strokes, watching as Vaermax explored her with his tongue, evidently enjoying the sight of Ylissa naked, chained and violated.
Vaermax's claws dug into her thighs, causing little pinpricks of pain. Unable to move, she was at the mercy of his ravenous tongue. She was hot, her sex wet and swollen. Her inability to move as he toyed with her somehow added to the thrill as he licked and circled. Thress' hands roaming her body, squeezing her breasts - the points of pleasure all over her body combined to be overwhelming. She lay mesmerized, breath ragged, her body arching and hips moving of their own accord. 
Vaermax probed her virgin entrance with his tongue, then slipped it inside her. She gasped, her hips bucking as the tongue flicked against her inner walls, snaking deep, and causing her to shudder in unwilling pleasure.
"I think she is ready for us." The chilling voice of Lord Thress spoke close to her ear. He pinched her nipple, and Ylissa gasped. It hurt, but in a strange way that was pleasurable as well as painful. 
"We will take her in order of rank." The Prince's deep voice was hoarse with desire, and his breath was coming fast. Ylissa looked at him, her eyes drawn to his hand, still stroking his member. It was slick with fluid, huge and veined, the swollen head thrusting out of his tight grip. He looked at her like a predator watches prey.
Vaermax lifted his mouth off her. "Good idea." He said, stroking her thigh almost tenderly.
She felt Thress' shrug. He got up, and Ylissa cried out as he grabbed her and yanked her up, positioning her on her hands and knees on the bed, holding her so she could not get away.
The men changed positions. Thress moved away as the Prince took his place behind her. He took her in his huge hands, making a made a low sound of pleasure as he stroked her body. He pulled her up to kneel and cupped his hands around her breasts. 
His fingers worked a skilful dance, teasing her nipples. Circling, lightly, then rasping. Pinching, pulling until she gasped with pleasure-pain. He chuckled, and bent to kiss her neck as his hands roamed all over her. Then he pushed her back down to her hands and knees. 
He was bent over her, his body close to hers. She could feel how strong he was, the strength in his hard body. He murmured something close to her ear, something in another language that she could not understand.
She felt his cock, suddenly pressing against her sex, directed by his hand. She whimpered, expecting him to take her then, terrified of that huge organ that would surely split her in two. But he only slid it against her, moving it up and down her slit as he sighed with pleasure.
Ylissa gasped as he manipulated her, his cock moving against her slick flesh. Tremors of pleasure rippled through her as its head slid over that little, sensitive nub she did not know the name of. She had never felt something so intense as this blissful friction.
It felt as though he were teasing her, taking his time, making her shiver and whimper. She cursed him silently, cursed her own traitorous body, hating him even as she wanted him. She rocked her hips and moaned. 
She felt his cock pushing at her entrance, and this time he gave no warning; he thrust inside her as though unable to wait any longer.
Ylissa felt searing pain. She cried out, and bucked her body. But hands held her still - three pairs of hands. The Prince did not stop. He moaned in pleasure, grinding his hips against hers as he hilted himself deep inside her.
Tears stung Ylissa's eyes. Then he withdrew, and the pain receded; returned as he filled her again. He was oblivious to her discomfort, thrusting again, and again, moving faster, his hands gripping her hips. His huge member stretched her, filled her completely. 
But the pain was less and less with each movement, and suddenly she felt her pleasure mounting again. The Prince seemed to give no more concern to her pleasure than to her pain, only continued to steadily pump in and out. His breath grew ragged and he between his moans he murmured words she could not understand.
A hand reached out for her, cupping her jaw and tilting her head. She opened her eyes, hair hanging in front of her face. Thress was there, his cock in his hand, slick and throbbing. Without a word he pressed it to her mouth. 
She did not know what he wanted, but he forced it between her open lips. "Suck." He said, his steely eyes on hers.
Ylissa opened her lips wide to take in Thress' member. He was not as large as the Prince, but thick enough that she had trouble stretching her mouth around him. She moaned, rocked by the Prince's thrusts, unwilling bliss taking her over. Thress pumped his hips slightly, directing his cock as she did her best to contain him in her mouth. He grabbed her by the back of the head, fingers tangling in her hair, and forced her to take him deeper.
The three of them rocked together. The Prince pounded into her, moving faster and faster. Ylissa moaned around Thress' cock, and he threw his head back in pleasure. Instinctively she lapped at him, her wet tongue exploring his throbbing phallus. Her every movement caused him to make sounds of pleasure. 
The moans from the two men set off something primal in her. Ylissa's body responded to it without her mind's consent. Her hands clutched and clawed at the mattress under her, her body taut and thrumming with pleasure. There was a light feeling in her chest, that just kept rising and rising. It was building to something, but what she did not know - only that she wanted it to continue.
Suddenly, the Prince let out a loud groan. He clutched her hard, and began to move erratically, his hips pounding against hers. He tensed, pressed hard against her and deep inside her. He roared. His body shuddered, and Ylissa felt his cock throb and spasm as his hot fluid jetted into her, coating her inner walls. 
He thrust once more, twice, spending more of his seed inside her. Then she felt him relax, and slow his movements. Finally, he withdrew from her. 
Ylissa whimpered, moving her mouth away from Thress' organ. She felt empty, and terribly unfulfilled. Her body ached for more - was right there on the edge of something. She needed more. 
But he let her go, and weakly, she collapsed on the bed. Hands took hold of her, and gently rolled her over. Vaermax settled next to her. He smiled, and bent to kiss her, claiming her open lips as he brought a hand up to stroke her body. She closed her eyes, melting into his touch.
Thress grabbed her legs, and wrenched them open. She felt the cool air on her thighs, as the Prince's seed leaked out of her. She opened her eyes and tried to look down, but Vaermax grabbed her jaw again and made her look at him instead. 
He was close, very close, his dark eyes locked on hers, that half-smile turning up the corner of his full lips. He kissed her again.
She gasped into Vaermax's mouth as Thress grabbed her, his hands coming under her to cup her ass. Then she felt him press against her sex, the tip of his cock at her slippery entrance. He didn't wait, but slid inside her in one quick thrust. 
She felt pain, but it was faint and far away. Thress lifted her hips slightly as he moved, pressing his body over hers, rocking against her as he filled her. His claws dug into her skin. "So... wet," he growled. 
Her body quickly reacted, as though it had been in a state of waiting. Immediately she was seized by intense pleasure. She moaned again, her tongue wrapped with Vaermax's, his mouth firmly against hers. Then for a moment, Vaermax broke away. His lips lingered on hers, and he spoke to her, so close that only she could hear. "Not yet." He said. "Not yet." He stroked her jaw with the tip of one claw. He trailed it down over her collarbone. She stared at his lips, uncomprehending.
Thress made an animal grunt. He thrust wildly, holding her legs higher and pushing more of his weight down on her. His organ reached further inside her, hitting some deep place that threatened to overwhelm her with sensation. Ylissa whimpered as he grabbed her breasts, mauling them in his palms as he fucked her.
Vaermax distracted her with soft heated kisses, nibbling her lips and sucking on her tongue. She moaned into his mouth, returning his kiss with breathless urgency.
Thress grunted with each thrust. Then suddenly, he cried out. His body tensed and stilled. He shuddered as he spilled his seed, the hot fluid leaking from her as he withdrew and rubbed it over her sex, making guttural sounds of pleasure. Then he released her, and got up, leaving her trembling with need.
She was flat on her back on the bed, finally able to move, but she didn't want to. Her skin burned, she hummed with energy, her hips writhed on the bed. She was vaguely aware of the men standing by her, looking at her, saying something quietly to each other. Ylissa pulled at her chains and heard them rattle..
Vaermax stretched out beside her, one leg twining in hers, entrapping it. His hand lightly traced a pattern on her stomach as he bent to kiss her teasingly. She looked at him, her lips open, breathless. Wordlessly pleading - for something, anything. 
His manhood was pushing against her hip, hard and ready. She ached for it, and hated herself for it. Why did he not just get on with it? 
But he moved his fingers down over her body, and began to stroke her sex. Her swollen, sensitive flesh cried out with overwhelming sensation at his first touch and her body arched under his hands. He found her center of pleasure and toyed with it, making her breath come in little gasps. 
She was close again, close to that precipice she strained to reach. Moaning, she strained to kiss him, to feel his tongue against hers, let their breath mingle. He obliged, fingers still teasing her. His kiss was hot and carried an urgency of its own, barely restrained. 
Ylissa twisted, locking her body to his, longing for her hands to be free so she could grab him. He responded with a moan, and suddenly broke away from her mouth. 
She cried out with frustration, but Vaermax's hands seized her and pushed her flat on the bed as he knelt between her legs. He pushed her thighs apart and she gratefully wrapped them around him as he pressed himself against her. His cock strained at her sex, and she tried to pull him closer, pull him in.
He looked down at her for a moment, and smiled, and lowered himself onto her slowly. Almost too slowly for her liking. He was teasing her, the arrogant bastard. Ylissa felt a strange animal feeling rise in her, and she gave into it, snarling at him and baring her teeth. 
He entered her, slowly, sinking the considerable length of his cock deep inside her. His lips nibbled hers, pulling away when she tried to respond in kind, just out of her reach. He stayed still for a moment, with their hips locked together, seeming to revel in the intimate contact.
Ylissa writhed under him, anxious for release. She rocked her hips, seeking to move him inside her, wanting that delicious friction. She was pleased when he gave a shuddering breath, and moaned, and began to move. 
She kept her legs tightly wrapped around him, locking him to her. They moved together, breathed together. He kissed her neck, opened his mouth and bit down on her skin. She growled, not knowing where the sound came from. Vaermax ignored it, fastening his teeth on her flesh, his tongue darting against her skin. He thrust harder and harder into her, knocking the breath from her with each movement.
Ylissa yanked at her chains. Her body tensed. She threw her head back. Pleasure suffused her. Any moment now... 
But something was wrong. Her vision blurred and her skin erupted with heat, feeling as though it were on fire. She thrashed, and Vaermax held her down with his strong hands.
He murmured in her ear. "It's alright. Let it happen."
She moaned. 
"Now." He said, his voice hoarse. His breath was hot on her neck. "Come for me now. Do it."
There was something about the raw desire in his voice; the way he commanded her. No one had ever talked to her like that. He wrapped his hand in her hair and held her there.
She cried out, again and again as she plummeted over the edge. She was aware of Vaermax's soft voice, his moans in her ear, mumbled words of praise. Waves of pleasure rolled over her, quenching her fire. She shuddered again and again, gasping for breath.
Her lover groaned loudly, and she squeezed him tighter with her thighs. He thrust hard, eratticaly, then his whole body went tense as his fluid jetted inside her. She felt it, hot and wet. His cock throbbed, spurting again and again. He buried his face against her neck and kissed her. Then he relaxed, breathing heavily.
She would have been content to stay there, wrapped in his arms. But Ylissa paused for only a moment, before she suddenly began to thrash, trying to shake him off. 
He stroked her hair. "Yes, my Queen," he murmured. "That's it." His cock still twitched inside her.
"What is happening?" Thress stood somewhere near, but his voice sounded distant.
Her skin felt alive, prickling almost painfully. There was a line of pain down her spine, as though something had cut her. It felt as though her hair was standing on end. But strangest of all, she felt no fear now. Only power, and some kind of primal ecstasy.
Vaermax disentangled himself from her, getting off the bed. He fumbled at her chains. "It's time." He said.
"Now, already?"
They continued talking, but their words lost meaning. She had to break out, get out. How dare they stop her? She roared with rage and writhed on the bed, straining at her bonds.
Then, her hands were free.
She leaped from the bed and lunged at the nearest person, which was Vaermax. Her teeth bared in a snarl, she snapped at him once. He held his hands up in a placating gesture, and with some difficulty, Ylissa turned away from him. She saw the balcony and ran to it, flinging open the doors. 
For a moment she stood still, letting the breeze cool her naked, burning skin. Breathing deeply, she closed her eyes and lifted her face into the wind. 
She glowed with heat from the inside out. She felt like she might be capable of anything right at that moment. Invincible.
"Leave me." She commanded. Her voice didn't sound like her own - or rather, it sounded like more than her own. 
They argued, and protested - Lord Thress and the Prince did not want to leave. But Vaermax persuaded them. 
She waited with some difficulty, until they had dressed and left. The heavy door thudded closed. 
Every inch of her skin tingled and hummed. Her spine still burned. She looked out, down the sheer drop beneath the castle, over the rocky cliffs below, and beyond. The grasslands stretching to the horizon - the fields where the people farmed.
She lifted her head and stared at the sky. It seemed as though she could see colors she'd never known existed. She could see swirling patterns in the air, moving and shifting above, and she knew instinctively what they were. It was beautiful. 
Ylissa pulled herself up onto the stone railing. She crouched for a moment, then slowly stood to her full height. She had no trouble balancing despite the narrow edge. She knew instinctively what to do.
Smiling gleefully, she stretched her arms wide and let the breeze cool her hot skin. The power thrummed through her. For the first time in her life she felt as though she could do something - be something. 
Without fear, she leaped.
The wings sprouted easily from her body, catching the air. Her skin turned to scale, her body transforming in an instant. Small and lithe but with impossible strength, her dragon form - her true form - effortlessly navigated the currents and winds far above the rocky cliffs.



.
When she finally returned, it was dark. There was a crowd of people in her rooms, arguing and talking. The atmosphere was one of uncertain, anxious waiting.
Ylissa lighted on the balcony, and roared as loud as she could, to get their attention. The room echoed with the sound, and half the people covered their ears. Everyone fell silent, and a sense of awe swept over them as she transformed, human-shaped feet hitting the stone floor. 
She stood up. The flight had purged her somehow, made her new. She could think clearly again, no longer in the grip of her animal urges. She was more like herself - but more than herself. She felt taller than she had been before. In fact, she was have sworn she actually was taller. 
She looked at everyone in turn. Her mother was there. The Queen's eyes were red, and she was holding a dainty handkerchief to her face. Ylissa almost laughed. Where was her faith?
The Queen gaped with astonishment as she stared at her daughter. "I thought you had... fallen," she said. Leaving the rest unspoken: or leaped to your death.
After comforting her mother, Ylissa made her declarations. 
"I will be chained no longer," she said, addressing everyone in the room. "I will not be hidden away. You will treat me as your future Queen."
The room fell silent. Everyone was staring at her. Yesterday, she would have felt uncomfortable at the attention. Even more so since she was completely naked. Today, she drank it in.
"You have appointed these mates to me," she said before her audience, "but I tell you now that I will choose only one."
Lord Thress opened his mouth, an objection on his lips.
"Silence!" Ylissa snapped. Her voice boomed, her eyes flashing with anger. Her naked flesh looked, for a moment, wreathed in flame. The room went very quiet, as though everyone was holding their breath.
"I will mate with whom I see fit," Ylissa said, her voice steely. "For the good of dragonkind. But I will have only one husband. I choose the one who was kind to me when I was just a frightened girl. The one who showed concern for my pleasure, not just his own. When I become Queen, Lord Vaermax will stand by my side as Prince Consort."
He was sitting at the back of the room. At the mention of his name, Vaermax stood up slowly. Ylissa was gratified to see a surprised look on his face, for the first time. The other two looked less than pleased - but she didn't care. 
"My daughters will reign for generations to come," Ylissa told them. She knew this with certainty. Placing a hand over her belly, she smiled radiantly. "Even now I carry three eggs within me. They are the first of many."
There was an excited murmuring. Her mother was crying again, but now her tears were joyous. Slowly, the older woman lifted the hem of her gown and sank to her knees, kneeling in front of Ylissa. Paying homage to the future Queen, the hope of dragonkind.
Vaermax was the next to kneel. He smiled at Ylissa as he did so. Then one by one, each noble, lord, Prince, guard and maid followed. 



Did you love Bride of Dragons? Then you should read Kiss of Flame by Madelene Martin!

 The Kingdom is suffering - burned and ravaged by a marauding dragon. There's only one way to stop it.
 Soon after her eighteenth birthday, virginal Princess Lily is offered as a tribute. Tied to a stake in a burned village, she is carried off by the magnificent beast.
 But what she doesn't realize, is the dragon doesn't want to make a meal of her - he wants her as his mate.
 The last of his kind, Nalranith the dragon needs to breed. In both his dragon form, and human form, he takes the unwilling girl and uses her body, showing her unexpected ecstasy. And Princess Lily finds destiny in an unlikely place.

This 6000 word erotic romance features Rough, Reluctant Breeding with a dragon shifter.

An Excerpt From the Story:
 Lily scrambled to her feet, backing slowly away. Nalranith continued to walk toward her, moving casually. Finally, she backed into the wall. Her eyes darted around nervously, confirming that, of course, there was no escape. She could see no exit aside from the cavern ceiling.
 He loomed over her, looking through strands of the dark hair that fell over his face. There was a hunger in his eyes, almost as though he did want to devour her.
 Suddenly, he lunged. She squealed and tried to run, but he caught her straight away, grabbing her wrists and holding them tightly as he pushed her face-first against the cavern wall.
 "Don't resist," he murmured in her ear. "And I won't have to hurt you." He made a low purring sound, rubbing himself against her. Lily shivered as she felt his body press hard against hers, his huge, hard phallus sliding against her ass.
 She had never been this close to a man, and she certainly hadn't imagined it being like this. He smelled of smoke and earth, and his skin was hot. As he breathed heavily in her ear, she felt the a shiver of arousal run through her body, lighting a fire inside her. It was like an awakening.
 "I can make it good for you." The dragon rumbled, as he bent to suck on the skin of her neck, moistening it with his tongue.
 His tongue was still long, she thought, but no longer forked. She remembered the feeling of his tongue on her... in her. She wondered what it would feel like to have that giant cock inside – it seemed unlikely it would even fit. How much would it hurt?
 She shivered, feeling wicked and ashamed.
 Holding her wrists easily in one hand, he cupped one breast in the other. His thumb caressed the nipple, and it hardened under his touch. His claw brushed her skin lightly - not hurting, but threatening.
 Lily gasped, her face pressed up against the stone. She tried to struggle then, weakly and hopelessly, twisting in his grip.
 It only spurred him on. She heard him chuckle quietly, and he let go of her wrists, only to wrap his hand in her long hair. He yanked her head back, and she winced at the sharp pain in her scalp.
 Nalranith pulled by the hair, her away from the wall, and dragged her a few steps. There, he pushed her down onto the ground, so that she was on her hands and knees. Still gripping her hair so tightly, he caressed her round ass with his hand, claws brushing her skin.
 "You don't want to make me angry." He growled.
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