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A New Moon


Arik
On the new moon, I descend on silent wings, swift like an owl. The shadows of the palace’s garden terraces conceal me as I shift into human form. Appearing clad in black leather pants and tunic, I drop to the ground under the cover of darkness and await my treasure. 
Ophelia hides in the shadows, and I smile. She believes herself stealthy, but my drac vision gives me the advantage over her human senses in the dark. She breaks from her shady cover and runs toward me, her black cloak billowing around her.
“Arik,” she whispers as she leaps toward me. Ready, I catch her midair and enfold her in my arms as she wraps her legs around my waist.
“Princess,” I whisper before our mouths come together in a hungry kiss.
Her cloak opens to reveal perfect, plump breasts. Naked. My heart almost stops in my chest. My feisty, adventurous princess, always full of sweet surprises.
“Ophelia,” I moan and lift her to kiss one puckered nipple. “You can’t be running around naked.”
“I’m covered, and there’s no one around.”
“Your guards are worthless. And you’ll catch your death of cold.”
“I’m stealthy.” She laughs as I pull her against me. “And you keep me warm.”
“I know where I can keep you warm.” A trusting smile curves her lip as she wraps both her arms around one of mine, readying herself for my shift. After two years, my intrepid love anticipates all my maneuvers, though I do like surprising her, as she does me.
In two running steps, I leap into the air, shifting into my dragon form and shifting her to cradle her in my foreclaws. My fearless princess loves to fly.
Staying close to the palace walls and low to the ground to avoid being seen, I coast over white sands until we’re over the sea. I bank north to skirt the villages before circling around to the foothills and higher. As we soar, she strokes the underside of my neck, confident in my grip.
We reach the outcropping of boulders surrounded by a thick copse of trees. In the center is a steaming crystalline pool that melds with churning waters beneath a waterfall.
Settling her on her feet, I make to shift, but she stops me.
“Not yet,” she says. “Let me look at you.”
My black-and-dark-blue scales are iridescent, but I’m not sure how much she can see in the moonless night. So occupied admiring me, she ignores the beauty of the springs behind her.
I transform my face just enough to articulate a gentle command. “Take off your robe.”
Her coy little smile makes my cock twinge as she opens her cloak to expose her luscious body. She slides the winter cloak lined with lambswool off her shoulders and catches it before it falls to the ground. My large body gives off enough heat that Ophelia need only stand by my side to stay comfortable and safe, despite the cold winter night.
Her body is graceful, her round ass swinging as she walks to a nearby boulder where she drapes her cloak. When she returns, her nipples hardening and her skin flushing in the crisp air, she hurries back to my warmth.
She caresses my muzzle with both hands and kisses the tip of my snout. I scent her wet need and lower my head to smell her cunt. She laughs and pushes my head away before running her hands along one side of my immense body. She rubs her naked breasts against my shoulder and, though my hide is tough, I sense each sumptuous point of contact on my flesh. Her delicate hands stroke my neck as she glides her body slowly against me. She gasps softly at the sensation of my warm, smooth scales against the tight buds of her nipples. She presses her lips against the corner of my mouth, unconcerned by sharp teeth.
I pick her up, fly her over the deep pool where the warm waters of the spring meet the falling waters of the icy mountain stream, and drop her. She squeals all the way down until she splashes into the warm water.
Ophelia
Laughing, I break through the water’s surface. I plot my revenge as I swim toward the edge of the pool until an enormous splash sends a wall of water over me. Having dropped in his dragon form, my drac prince emerges as a man—a large, muscular, imposing man—set on catching me. I kick hard for the pool’s edge.
Arik dives underwater, and a thrill shoots through me. My heart races, remembering my earlier anticipation of waiting naked in the dark and the thrill of watching him transform and stalk to me like a predator.
When a hand grips my ankle under the water, my racing heart settles into a pounding rhythm. He has me. Spinning, I catch him in return and wrap my arms and legs around him.
Arik breaks through the surface with me clinging to him like an octopus and carries me to the pool’s edge, where the water near the spring is the hottest. He lifts me out of the water and onto the flat rock that’s become a regular perch for our lovemaking. I lie back on the smooth stone, the intense contrast of the cold against my heated skin heightening my senses. My pounding heart stutters, and all the heat in my body surges to meet his mouth when he spreads my thighs and presses his face to my cunt.
The aching need I’ve felt all night—doused only for a moment during my unexpected plunge into the water—spikes with a voracity even Arik may not be able to slake.
“I’ve missed your taste,” he says as he spreads my folds, exposing my wet pussy to the cool air. He licks me with his hot tongue, causing me to shiver again. After another decadent stroke, he pauses his ministrations to ask, “Have you missed me?”
“You know I have,” I say, grinding myself shamelessly against his mouth.
“I’ve been dreaming about you,” he moans against me as he slides two fingers inside my channel.
I grip his hair with both hands as I raise my knees to rest my feet on the rocky ledge, opening wide for him. The hunger in my core becomes so acute that my body tightens in response.
“That’s it. Take your pleasure, my filthy princess.”
He’s incessant, tonguing my clit while drilling two thick fingers into me at a steady pace. When my pussy tightens around his fingers, he thrusts with the practiced urgency that feeds my hunger.
“Let go,” he whispers, his hot breath fanning over my drenched pussy.
I surrender, pleasure hitting me like high tide in a hurricane. Waves of ecstasy wash through me as he stands between my legs and drives his cock into my slick heat in one exquisite thrust. I pull my knees toward my shoulders and take him as I ride out my orgasm, my cunt pulsing around his cock.
He plunges into me with a brutality I welcome. Later, our lovemaking will be slow. For now, he needs this. My cunt. My body. Me.
He glides his hands up my belly as his fucking becomes faster. He grips one breast roughly and squeezes my nipple. His other hand slides to the base of my throat. He presses firmly on my chest over my collarbones, holding me down as he pounds into me. His strong hand, possessive and dominating, sends a needy flutter through my body. I surrender to his power, and I’m rewarded when my body is whelmed by surging bliss.
“Again,” he commands. “Again. Cum all over my cock.”
Before the waves of my first orgasm have subsided, I feel myself tightening, ready to release again. He slips his hand between us and presses my clit with his thumb. My core pulses. I’m so close. He rubs a circle around my clit and presses again. He repeats the cycle rhythmically.
“Cum,” he orders, and I let go again, welcoming the glorious waves washing through my body and crashing against the walls of my pussy to grip his cock.
He bucks spasmodically until he finally releases into me. I hold my arms open, and when he’s spent, he falls against me. Wrapping my arms and legs around his big body, I hold him tight. He kisses my breasts, nibbling on the undersides, licking at my nipples.
“I love you,” he whispers.
As waves of pleasure pulse through my body, I acknowledge his words with a moan. There will be time for sweet whispers later. For now, his weight comforts me as he nuzzles my breasts and runs his hands over my sides and ass.
Arik
I slide out of Ophelia’s slick heat and lift her off the rock. Holding her to me, I lower us into the shallow water. She leans back with her legs wrapped around me, allowing the warm water to swirl around and between us. Her generous, pink-tipped breasts float at the surface of the water. I thumb one nipple as I meet my lips to hers.
Unable to keep my hands off Ophelia’s enticing body, I slide one hand between us and stroke her folds lazily with the back of my finger. Even in the water, her honey and berries musk scent calls to me, urging me to claim her. My mate.
“You’re going to tease me all night, aren’t you?” she asks.
“Yes.” I can’t help smiling against her mouth. “I miss you. I want to talk. Surely, you don’t simply want me for my body.”
She reaches down and wraps her fingers around my cock. “At this precise moment, yes. Yes, I just want your body.”
“Slattern.”
She laughs. “Yes. That’s me.”
I lick the seam of her lips until she opens for me. We lose ourselves in the pleasure of exploring each other’s taste. In the sensation of our mouths licking, sucking, and biting.
“Since we’re talking,” she says, breaking our kiss. “I want to ask you something.”
She bites her lip. We’ve been sneaking away like this for more than a year, yet her shy smile makes her look like a girl learning how to let a boy know she likes him. I stroke a nipple as she speaks.
“The Spring Feast is a festival we celebrate when the season turns. I want you to come.”
“The Spring Feast. That’s your celebration of lovers, isn’t it?”
“Yes. But it also celebrates all new beginnings. New babies. New planting season. New marriages. It’s a long-held tradition in spring to bless new beginnings. Promises are made between young people, and often families are joined. This year my sisters are planning a masquerade.”
“Dracs have the same celebration,” I tell her. “We call it Fest de Verd in our language. It’s when we also celebrate all the dragon matings for the year.”
“Matings?”
“We don’t have weddings. Dracs find their mate and they claim each other. Mated pairs are bound until death.” I run my thumb over her plump bottom lip, the impulse to tell her she’s my mate, my other half, poised on my own lips. “It’s private between couples. But once a year we celebrate all the matings during our own Fest de Verd, our celebration of spring.”
“As princess, I cannot attend the feast with a suitor. It’s like Fest de…” She stumbles over the word.
“Fest de Verd,” I say.
“Fest de Verd,” she repeats, an excellent student of the drac language. “It would imply a promise of betrothal. But if you come, I’ll save my dances for the handsome, masked stranger.”
“I don’t need a mask to dance with you.” You’re my mate, I want to tell her.
She smiles and kisses me.
“If I went as your personal guest, and your people believed us betrothed, what would be so wrong with that?”
“Are you prepared to reveal yourself? Are dragon keepers, dracs, prepared to form an alliance? You’re the drac chieftain’s son. I’m a princess. We could form an alliance.”
She says this playfully. She will be queen one day. She would never abandon her people. The truth drives a dagger into my chest, although it’s comforting we share the same fantasy.
“You are one of the few humans aware of our existence, that we are both folk and dragon…” I let the thought dissipate with the steam around us. We only fantasize for so long before reality casts a shadow over our stolen moments. “Secrecy is what’s kept the peace between our kind for generations.”
I pull her against me and kiss her, needing the connection. She returns my kiss, her need mirroring my own.
“When I’m chieftain, I’ll consider revealing the dracs to your people.” I don’t want to be chieftain before my time, but the thought of taking my mate and forging an alliance kindles a hope I don’t share out loud.
Dracs don’t mix with humans more than necessary—the history of humans and dracs is one of stolen magic and violations against nature. When dracs take human mates, they come to live in the mountains. Even adopted mates honor the secrets that allow us to live in peace. Ophelia’s people wouldn’t remember what it was like when humans and dracs mixed, when dragons flew over their villages. Though the stories are legend for humans, the dracs remember well.
“My father has been watching your neighboring kingdom, the one skulking on the other side of the mountain.”
“Penyasegat?” she says. “Their king is Niklau. He ascended to the throne when his father died suddenly.”
“My father is suspicious of his activities. He will never be ready for dracs to reveal themselves. I don’t know if we will ever trust humans beyond those that enter our clan as mates.”
Ophelia
“I’m just as treacherous as any human,” I say playfully, hoping to lighten the serious tone that’s settled over us. “And I want you all for myself.”
Arik gives me a rueful smile. “Our kinds once lived together, but the humans began hunting us.”
“I’m sorry.” The words are inadequate. I must recognize my people’s part in our shared history. I know the legends, but that’s all I thought they were—legend. Until I caught a dragon stalking me in the forest and legend became my reality.
“It was before my time.” His gaze drifts to the stars, and I let his serious mood sweep me up in his memories of times before me, before us.
“Over a century ago,” I say. These are the stories that children hear in the lowlands when we turn our faces to the mist-covered mountaintops and speculate about the dragon keepers, wondering if there are still dragons. “My people tell stories about it. Dragons only exist as legend, with a few old bones and skulls kept in libraries.”
“Aye. Almost two centuries, but my father remembers. That’s why he’s so strict about dracs interacting with humans.”
“But dracs visit the towns in human form,” I point out.
He nods. “To trade and to keep an eye on humans. Make sure they don’t get it in their heads to hunt dragons. But we’ve taken great pains to keep humans from knowing that dracs are shifters.”
“You could destroy us if we hunted you.” It’s a sobering thought. If there were ever a conflict, humans would lose.
“Burning down a village would be like burning down a food source,” Arik says thoughtfully. His hands glide over my body and slide around my back, pulling me close to him, but his gaze remains on the stars.
I scoff. “You don’t eat people,” I say, resting my chin on his chest and looking up at his square jaw.
“Not anymore. We don’t bloodshed.”
I don’t want to talk about why dragons and humans can’t live together. Why we can’t be together. Wishing to live on the dragon peaks with Arik won’t change my destiny, and there’s no use dwelling on it.
“How do you find your mates?” I
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