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        A cursed priestess…the dragon who claims her…and a quest to rewrite time itself.

      

      

      
        
        THERON

      

      

      I’m a Drake shifter—bound by ancient magic, driven by a hunger I barely control. So when a curvy little priestess stumbles into my world, cursed by a wicked witch and burning with a need no mortal man can satisfy, I know I should walk away.

      I don’t.

      Because my Drake takes one look at her and claims her.

      Now she needs my help to gather forbidden elements for a Time Weaving spell—magic powerful enough to rewrite the past. But the curse is eating her alive, and only I can give her the release she needs to survive the journey. Only I can protect her from the dangers hunting us through a dark, enchanted land.

      And the more I touch her, the more I realize…

      I don’t just want to save her.

      I want to keep her.

      For me.

      For my Drake.

      Forever.

      

      
        
        ELOWEN

      

      

      I was an innocent priestess once—pure, untouched, safe. Then a wicked witch cursed me with a hunger that burns through my blood and steals my will, leaving me desperate for a man I’ve never even met.

      That man is Theron.

      Rough. Dangerous. A dragon wearing a man’s skin—and the only one who can touch me without breaking me. But what he offers isn’t just relief…it’s something deeper. Darker. A claiming that sets my body on fire and binds me closer to the beast inside him with every breath I take.

      Together, we set out on a desperate quest to turn back time and undo the curse before it was ever cast.

      But the closer we get, the more I begin to understand the truth⁠—

      Freedom has a price.

      And to break the spell…

      I may have to give myself to Theron…

      and his dragon…

      Forever.
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      What to expect in Priestess of the Silver Dragon:

      
        
          	
        Possessive Dragon Shifter Hero with primal “mine” instinct
      

      	
        Lust Curse that drives forbidden desire and forced proximity
      

      	
        Dark Fairytale Quest with dangerous magic and Time Weaving spell
      

      	
        Curvy Innocent Priestess turned sensual, empowered heroine
      

      	
        Forbidden Mating Bond with both man and beast ; )
      

      

      

      Author’s Note: All the books in the Mated by Flame series are stand-alone novels and may be read in any order.
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      “Excuse me, Sir but would you…could you take me? I mean…fill me with…with your shaft?”

      I sigh in irritation as I feel a small hand plucking at my elbow. What the fuck? Why is a whore bothering me here? The Anvil is a dive so dark and disreputable that usually even the ladies of the night steer clear of it. The males around me drink to forget their sins and sorrows—they have no time for anything but drowning their woes and no gentleness to spare for the fair sex.

      The bartender is half troll and the Orc in the corner is high on some kind of magic dust—at least, I think he is. The way he’s giggling to himself and catching imaginary flies to cram in his snaggle-toothed maw seems a good indication. There’s a Satyr with one crumpled horn at the bar and a Minotaur across from me who looks like he’d kill for less than the price of a single drink. Even the most hardened whores wouldn’t mess with that lot.

      I decide to ignore whoever it is and take another swallow of the dark, bitter ale the Anvil is infamous for. “Black as Anvil ale” is a saying in these parts for a reason.

      But just as I’m swallowing another mouthful, I feel her plucking at my elbow again and that same, tentative voice says,

      “Please, Sir—I need…need you to take me. To…to fuck me.”

      These last words come out in a choked sob that I find I can’t ignore. Swiveling on my worn, wooden stool I say,

      “Look, I don’t want a whore right n⁠—”

      But the words die in my throat. Because the girl standing there in front of me is clearly no whore. She’s an elf maiden—one of the High Fae, by the looks of the slender, pointed tips of her ears which poke out from her wild, curly red hair.

      Hmm…the hair is certainly different from what you usually see on High Fae—as are the freckles across the bridge of her pert nose. She’s curvy too, with wide hips, heavy breasts, and deliciously thick thighs—you don’t see many curvy elf maidens.

      But those ears and her pale, pure sky-blue eyes with no other color in them proclaim that she’s an elf…and a virgin. For a Fae’s eyes change colors when they lose their virginity. Sky-blue means untouched.

      Even without her eyes, I would know she isn’t a whore—she’s wearing the pure white robes of the Goddess of Nature. It’s said she grants special magical powers to her acolytes—the ones who please her, anyway. But they must remain celibate to earn her trust.

      So why is a High Fae elf maiden who’s obviously a virgin and bound to remain one if she wants to continue in her order, asking me to fuck her?

      Maybe I misheard her.

      “What do you want?” I ask her bluntly.

      “I said I want…I need…I am asking you to…to fuck me.”

      The words come out all trembly and her sky-blue eyes are suspiciously shiny. It’s clear she doesn’t really want to be fucked—though I’d be happy enough to do it if she really wanted it. She’s just my type with those full curves and those adorable freckles.

      “Please, Sir,” she tries again. “Won’t you…can’t you fuck me?”

      I’m too tired for this shit—and too sad. My mentor, Kline, passed not a month ago. Which is why I’m sitting at the fucking Anvil, drowning my sorrows in a place I’m sure no one will bother me.

      Well, I was sure, anyway—until she came along.

      “No, I won’t fuck you,” I say shortly, glaring at the girl, who shrinks from me, frightened of my angry expression. “So go on—move along.”

      I make a shooing gesture and I’m sure she’ll run along. At first it seems like she will. She bows her head and turns away from me.

      But then, to my surprise, she turns back and glares up at me, her chin jutting defiantly.

      “Why not?” she demands. “Is it because I’m not skinny?”

      “What? No!” I deny at once, frowning. Do I really have to defend myself and explain why I won’t fuck her?

      From the look on her face, I guess I do.

      “I won’t fuck you because you don’t want to be fucked,” I tell her. “That and the fact that I don’t even know your name and this could be some kind of a trap.”

      It’s never wise to take something offered for free this close to the Old Forest. There are all kinds of creatures in there—hungry creatures—that are more than happy to lure a male foolish enough to go with them to his death.

      “A trap?” she raises her eyebrows. “How could it be a trap?”

      “Fuck if I know,” I growl, getting even more irritated. Why am I fighting with her? Can’t a male have a drink in peace?

      “Maybe you’ve got some kind of magical sex disease and you’re trying to get rid of it by passing it on to some unsuspecting male,” I say, groping for an explanation as to why she’s offering her luscious, curvy body to me.

      “A sex disease?” Her blue eyes widen in horror. “I would never—you can see by the color of my eyes that I’m pure!”

      “Well, I’ve heard of such things,” I grumble. But she’s right—her eye color speaks for her truth. “If you’re so pure, why are you trying to get dirty with the likes of me?” I demand.

      After all, I came to the Anvil right from work and the forge was hot today. It’s hot every day but in the summer, it’s damn near unbearable. I’ve been sweating since sunup, and I’m still covered in the grime and ash from the endless fires it takes to keep the iron hot enough to work. I must stink—not that anyone in the Anvil gives a damn.

      I didn’t give a damn either, until just now, I think, my irritation doubling.

      “I just need you to take me—you don’t have to know why,” she says, lifting her chin again, a defiant light flashing in her pale blue eyes.

      I’m tempted to just turn my back on her and go back to my tankard of the Anvil’s bitter black brew…but I admit, she has me intrigued. I decide to test her.

      Gripping her by the shoulders, I drag her in for a kiss. I have to bend low to accomplish this—not that she’s tiny—it’s because I’m a big bastard and almost every woman is small compared to me.

      She gasps as my lips find her and I feel her small, soft hands, flat against my bare chest. Her whole body is tense against mine and I get the distinct impression that she’s fighting with herself—trying her best not to push me away.

      I kiss her rudely at first, shoving my tongue in her mouth—letting her taste the bitter ale I’ve been drinking. Her mouth is soft and sweet and I’m aware that my hands are leaving black marks on her pure white priestess robes but hell, she wanted to get dirty, so let her.

      And then I smell it—her scent. It’s like wildflowers in a sunny field and clear, clean water—exactly how you’d expect a High Fae who’s devoted her life to the worship of the Goddess of Nature to smell. But under it, there’s something else—something hot and desperate.

      What the fuck?

      It’s the unmistakable fragrance of a female in heat—now why should she smell like that? She looks so pure and innocent, but her scent is telling me she wants to rut in the dirt.

      But her body and her scent are giving me two different messages. She’s still frozen against me as I ravage her small, sweet mouth. It’s like she can’t decide what to do.

      She makes a small whimpering sound, and I feel a stab of pity…but that’s not what makes me pull away. It’s nothing that the little priestess does that stops me—it’s the feeling I get from inside—from my Drake.

      He usually slumbers during the day, though he wakes occasionally to help tend the forge. We never lack for fire, that’s for fucking certain. And no fire can melt metal like Drake flame—even an Ash Drake like mine can produce a gout of flame that would rival the hottest forest fire.

      But mostly, as I said, he sleeps. I’m thankful for that—he was wilder when he first came out. In fact, my mentor, Kline, had to take me to a sorcerer to bind him. That’s the reason for the intricate ink that covers both my arms and part of my torso. The spell woven into the tattoos keeps the mindless beast inside me quiet.

      For some reason, though, the kiss wakes him up.

      I feel him come to life—a rumbling deep inside me that makes me feel like my whole body is filled with light and expanding.

      I catch the Shift before it can go too far—there isn’t room in the Anvil for a full-grown Drake. If I let him out, he’d burst down the walls and flatten the vats of bitter black ale in a heartbeat with his massive feet.

      Still, my Drake is now fully awake, which is extremely rare, especially during the day. And all of his attention is focused on the girl in front of me, looking up at me with wide eyes.

      The little priestess seems to feel something too because she takes a step back, her hand going to her mouth, which looks bruised from my brutal kiss. I feel a stab of shame—Kline wouldn’t have approved. He raised me to respect women and care for them—no matter their station in life. His own wife died the year before he found me, and he never quite got over her death.

      “What…why did you do that?” the priestess asks, her voice coming out breathless this time.

      “To prove to you that you don’t want to be fucked,” I growl. Although her scent says otherwise. Maybe that’s what woke my Drake.

      My other half’s reaction to her—his obvious interest—unsettles me. He’s never given a fuck for any other woman I’ve kissed before. Hell, I could bed a whore three times in an hour and not even wake him up from his endless slumber. But this little priestess has his interest. Why?

      I don’t know and don’t care to know.

      “Go on,” I tell her. “You don’t really want what you’re asking for. Besides, won’t they kick you out of your order if you show up with your eyes turned a different color?”

      Her lower lip trembles.

      “Y-yes,” she whispers. “I’ll lose my spot at the Temple of Nature if my eyes are turned. And then my whole life will be over.”

      I give her a look of pure exasperation.

      “Then why the fuck do you want me to fuck you?” I growl.

      “I don’t.” Her face crumples and tears start pouring down her freckled cheeks. “But I have to ask you. It…it’s the only way to…to break the curse!”
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      I wish I’d never listened to Mirabella and the others. I wish I hadn’t let them bully me into coming along to the witch’s garden! If only I’d been stronger, I might have avoided the curse that compels me.

      The tears I’ve been holding back for hours come pouring out and now what am I going to do? The huge, rough smith with the tarnished silver eyes and thick, curving horns is staring blankly at me, like he can’t believe what an idiot I am.

      And I am an idiot! Because who else but an idiot would go along with such a stupid scheme as sneaking into an infamous witch’s garden at night to steal her priceless wish flowers?

      My mind goes back to last night—was it really such a short time ago?—to the dorm room at the temple…

      

      I am already in my nightgown and curled up in bed with a book—Gorsyth’s Book of Magic, to be exact. I don’t have much power yet, but I want to be prepared for when the Goddess of Nature grants me more.

      But of course, she’ll only do that if I remain pure. I know that well—it’s been hammered into all our skulls from the moment we were admitted to the temple to learn her ways. The Goddess doesn’t permit carnal relations between a priestess and anyone but her Fated Mate. And since the Severing—when most of the Old Gods were pushed away and separated from the people—it’s almost impossible to find one’s Fated Mate now. So most priestesses of the Goddess simply remain celibate their whole lives.

      I don’t mind celibacy—it’s hard to miss what you’ve never had. And besides, I’ve grown up in the temple. Someone left me as a babe in a basket with a note asking that the Priestess-Sisters take care of me. So all I’ve known my whole life is piety and modesty. My innocence has always been completely unsullied…until Mirabella and her crew came along.

      I didn’t have much contact with anyone my own age until I was old enough to be dedicated to the service of the Goddess and became an acolyte at the temple. That was when I moved into the dorms—vast, echoing chambers that hold twenty to thirty cots, all filled with noisy young women, forever talking, fighting, and giggling.

      Truly, the drama there is never ending.

      Though my previous bed had been located in a room a little bigger than a closet, I still miss it fiercely. Mostly, I miss my privacy. You can’t get a moment’s peace in the dorms—especially if someone like Mirabella has it out for you.

      I want to say now that it’s not my fault she doesn’t like me. I’m known for being quiet and bookish—I shouldn’t even have drawn her notice. She’s always so loud and funny—always making the other girls laugh and swinging her shiny, straight blonde hair. She’s a true High Fae—unlike me—I’m just a half-breed. I should have been the last thing on her mind.

      Unfortunately, I know her secret.

      Not long after I first moved into the dorms, I was out on the grounds of the temple, searching for a quiet place to read. There was no peace or solitude to be had inside the drafty, echoing chamber which was constantly filled with the hum of female voices. I just wanted to read in peace.

      I found a quiet spot at the base of a huge, ancient oak tree—what we call “an Older Brother”—because it’s been growing for so long.

      “Hello, Older Brother.” I bowed to the oak and stroked his rough bark. “I hope you don’t mind if I share your shade for a while.”

      Through my fingertips, I felt a very faint vibration—almost a humming—coming from the oak. I knew from my training what that was—a welcome—an invitation to stay a while.

      “Thank you,” I murmured, stroking the bark again.

      There was a bank of sweet rushes planted around the tree’s roots. Tall and pale purple, they would hide me from prying eyes who might wonder where I had gone. It was technically chore time, but I had already done my chore of sweeping and mopping the kitchen. Still, if one of the Sisters caught me, she would make me go back and help someone else finish their chores as well.

      Normally I wouldn’t mind helping, but right that moment I just couldn’t bear to be around the crowd of girls that surrounded me all the live-long day and night. I was starving for solitude.

      And that was why I hid in the sweet rushes and settled myself with my back against the Older Brother’s rough but comfortable trunk to read.

      However, I had barely cracked open my book on magical theory when I heard hushed and laughing voices coming towards me.

      “This way!” a familiar voice said in a whispered giggle. “Come on—no one will see us here.”

      “Are you sure?” another, deeper voice replied. “I thought you lot weren’t supposed to fuck.”

      “I do as I please.” These words were accompanied by a swirl of long, straight, blonde hair and I recognized Mirabella coming towards me.

      I shrank back against the Older Brother’s trunk, hoping the sweet rushes would hide me. I didn’t dare to say a thing—I’d seen what happened to girls who made an enemy of Mirabella. She could be cruel in a thousand different ways and make your life a living hell if she wanted to.

      She was dragging one of the village lads by the hand—a young Minotaur with a longish brown forelock that flopped over his forehead and a shiny brass ring through his bull’s nose. He wasn’t much to look at, I didn’t think—not that I knew a lot about men or the male form.

      I was shortly to get an education of a more real and graphic nature than I had ever imagined or desired. But I didn’t know that—I only knew I had to keep quiet and hope she didn’t see me watching.

      “Come on—here. Lay down,” Mirabella instructed. She pushed the young Minotaur to the ground and began working on the ties to his trousers.

      “Gods, you’re bossy, ain’t you?” he snorted, half-laughing.

      “I told you, I do what I want and I get what I want,” she replied with a toss of her head that sent her long, shiny hair over one shoulder. “Besides, I want to see if the rumors are true.”

      “What rumors are you talking about?” he demanded, but by then she’d gotten his trousers open, and I had to bite back a gasp at what I saw.

      It looked rather like a thick brown snake—it even had a head with one eye that came out when Mirabella pulled at the loose skin surrounding it. As she touched it, it got bigger and longer, growing in her hand.

      “Ah!” the Minotaur snorted as she stroked him. “Be careful, would you? That’s sensitive, that is!”

      Mirabella paid him no heed.

      “It’s true then—Minotaurs really are hung like bulls!” she exclaimed, still stroking. “Mmm, I can’t wait to get this big, thick thing inside me.”

      I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. Even going near the stronger sex was frowned upon at the temple. That was because males weren’t trustworthy. I had been told as much when I learned the way in which a baby was made—very reluctantly—from Priestess-Sister Anyah on the day I started my womanly courses.

      “Males have a snake between their legs,” she told me. “And they’ll do anything they can to get it between your legs. If it spits while it’s inside you, the color of your eyes will change from pure blue to poison green—then all the world will know you’re defiled and the Goddess will cast you out of the temple. So mind you stay away from them, lest you want your eyes changed and a big belly into the bargain!”

      I had heeded her words and stayed well clear of any males I saw on my rare visits to the nearby village. Be they human, Shifter, Minotaur, Orc, Satyr, or any other species, I wanted nothing to do with any of them. I wanted to keep my eyes blue and my body pure for the service of the Goddess. For if I was kicked out of the temple, where would I go? I had never known another home in my life and since I didn’t know my parents, I would be lost and wandering in a cruel world.

      I didn’t want that.

      But apparently, Mirabella had no such fears of losing her virginity and being cast into a cruel and wicked world. For before I could blink, she’d cast off her robes and mounted the Minotaur, naked as the day she was born.

      She was delicate and slender—as a High Fae maiden ought to be—and the Minotaur male she was mounting was much bigger than her. Certainly his equipment was too large for her to take I thought, eyeing the small pink slit between her legs.

      But it seemed that Mirabella had done this kind of thing before.

      “Now, you can’t come in me,” she lectured, as she gripped the huge snake and fed it between her legs. She rubbed the broad, flaring crown against her pussy, which turned a darker pink and began to get shiny and wet. “For you mustn’t change the color of my eyes.”

      “Won’t they change anyway, if you get me in you?” the Minotaur asked, doubtfully. “You won’t be a virgin no more, my lady, if my cock pierces your pussy.”

      “Nonsense—do you know nothing of the Fae?” Mirabella snapped imperiously. “Having your cock in my pussy won’t hurt me—even fucking you won’t change my eyes. It’s only if you spurt your seed inside me that we’ll have a problem. So don’t come,” she added, glaring down at him.

      “I…I’ll try not to.”

      His deep voice was squeezed tight—almost as tight as his shaft was being squeezed, I imagined. For as she’d been talking, Mirabella had fitted the flared crown of his cock to the mouth of her pussy and was presently in the act of taking him deep inside herself.

      I bit my lip as I watched her flat belly bulge. He was so big, and she was so slender I could clearly see the outline of his huge shaft entering her.

      I thought he had to be hurting her, but Mirabella moaned with pleasure as she took him in, settling down until his thick cock was seated all the way inside her.

      “Oh, mmm!” she hummed in delight as she shifted her hips, causing the huge shaft inside her to twitch and throb—at least that was what I imagined it was doing as I watched the outline against her flat lower abdomen.

      “Careful, my lady!” the Minotaur snorted. “If you don’t want me coming inside you, you’d best not wiggle like that!”

      “I’ll do as I please and you just have to lay there and take it!” Mirabella snapped bossily. And she began to raise and lower herself, her lean thighs tensing as she slid the huge cock in and out of her tightly-stretched pussy.

      “Fuuuuuck!” The word was somewhere between a groan and a snort. “I can’t take much more, my lady!”

      “You’ll have to,” Mirabella told him. “Be still and shut up—you’re here for my pleasure and I’ll ride you if I wish.” And with that, she reached behind her and began playing with the massive set of balls that were bulging just under the Minotaur’s cock.

      But this seemed to be too much for him. With an angry snort, he grabbed her by the hips and pulled her off him. I had only a moment to see his long thick shaft, throbbing angrily and all shiny with her juices, before he pushed Mirabella to her hands and knees and got behind her.

      “Oh, what are you doing?” she gasped, but she didn’t seem to be trying to get away. She gripped the thick grass and spread her thighs wider, tilting her hips up as though to offer her pussy—which was all shiny and pink and open from taking such a huge cock in it.

      The Minotaur wasted no time in mounting her. Gripping one of her narrow hips, he took his shaft in the other hand and fed it into the mouth of her cunt once more—and he wasn’t gentle about it. He shoved it in her hard, forcing a cry from Mirabella’s slender throat.

      “Oh, don’t be so rough!” she gasped, but I could tell she was enjoying herself by the way she backed to meet him.

      The Minotaur gripped her hips and rutted into her—there is no other word to describe it. I saw her belly bulging again as he thrust deep and pulled out, only to thrust in again. The forest filled with the slap-slap-slap sound of their bodies meeting over and over and Mirabella moaned and tore up great swatches of grass as she backed and bucked on his massive shaft. His heavy balls swayed, slapping against the pink bud of her clitty, clearly adding to her pleasure.

      “Don’t come in me!” she begged, even as she seemed to be doing everything she could to make his snake spit inside her. “Don’t do it—you’ll change the color of my eyes!”

      “Maybe you deserve to have your eyes changed! Little tease!” the Minotaur snorted. He was plowing into her now—so roughly it made me wince. But at the same time, I felt a wet warmth between my own thighs.

      Why should watching this make me feel so strange, I wondered? Why should it make my nipples feel tight and my pussy feel wet?

      “Oh, oh, oh!” Mirabella moaned, finally giving up all pretense. “Oh fuck me harder, you beast!” she cried. “Rut in me! Breed me!”

      The Minotaur only snorted and fucked her harder. I had once seen a cow being mounted by a bull—I was reminded of that now. Only Mirabella was so dainty and delicate—it seemed wrong for such a huge male to take her this way.

      She was no longer begging him not to come in her, though. Instead she gasped and cried and pushed back to impale herself on his thick length. Her tight slit stretched wide around his girth and her tiny, teacup sized breasts jiggled, their tight pink nipples—no bigger than fairy flowers—swayed with the violent motion of the Minotaur’s deep thrusts.

      I found that my hand had strayed to the place between my thighs that throbbed and ached. It slipped between my robes, and I cupped myself, finding the slippery slit of my pussy.

      I had often touched myself when I had my own room. It was forbidden, of course, but I reasoned that no one—not even the Goddess—could see me in that tiny little closet where my cot was crammed. But since moving to the dorms, I had stopped myself. It had been months—years, even—since I had indulged in self-pleasure. I had done my best to put it out of my mind and hide the lusts and desires I had once felt.

      I shouldn’t do this, I told myself. It was wrong—I shouldn’t even be watching Mirabella and the Minotaur—let alone touching myself as I did. What I was seeing was sacrilege—it was defilement. Even if the huge beast didn’t fill her with his cum, how could she claim to be pure after this?

      But he did fill her with his cum. For while I stroked my clitty, my eyes glued to the two of them, he gripped her narrow hips in both hands and thrust as deep as he could.

      I saw her belly bulge and then he was snorting as his balls drew tight and I saw the base of his shaft pulsing over and over and over again.

      “Oh, you’re shooting in me!” Mirabella moaned, but she didn’t try to pull away. In fact, it looked to me as though she was pushing back to take even more of him inside. “Oh, you’re changing the color of my eyes!”

      And indeed, as I watched, she turned her head for a moment and I saw that her eyes had gone pure, poison-green—a sure sign of the loss of virginity in any Fae. Meanwhile, the Minotaur had plowed her so thoroughly and shot so much of his cum in her that I could see it leaking out around the edges of her tightly-stretched pussy. Creamy white rivulets were sliding down her inner thighs as she moaned and gasped in pleasure.

      “There—maybe that taught you a lesson,” the Minotaur grumbled, pulling out of her at last. As he pulled his massive cock free of her sucking pussy, a gush of cream followed and I could see how thoroughly he had fucked and taken her.

      “Oh, see what you’ve done to me!” Mirabella moaned. From the pocket of her discarded robe, she’d pulled a tiny mirror and was examining her eyes. “You wicked male! How could you?”

      “You asked for it!” he growled and got to his feet, fastening his trousers. “Little elf slut,” he added and left her there, kneeling in the grass with her new green eyes shiny with tears.

      My lust dried up at once as I took in Mirabella’s plight. I hastily withdrew my hand from inside my robes and wiped it clean on some rushes. All I could think was that she was ruined now—defiled. I wanted to help her—I wanted to ease her pain.

      This is where I made my mistake. Instead of staying hidden in the rushes, I rose and came to her.

      “Mirabella?” I asked softly. “Are you all right? Can I…can I help you?”

      She looked up and the tears that had filled her eyes were immediately replaced by rage.

      “You little shit!” she snarled, glaring up at me. “How dare you spy on me?”

      “I wasn’t spying!” I protested, taken aback by her sudden change of mood. I had thought to help her dress and hold her while she cried. Now I found myself confronted with her anger, I wasn’t sure what to do.

      “You were—you spied on me and watched what that wicked Minotaur did to me!” she accused me. “Well, it wasn’t my fault! He took me against my will!”

      “I…I…” I had no words. I didn’t dare to say it was a lie—that I had seen the whole thing—how she had mounted the Minotaur long before he mounted her.

      “You’d better not say a word about this!” She pointed one trembling finger at me, her green eyes narrowed in rage.

      “Of course not,” I managed to get out at last. “But…but the Priestess-Sisters will know. Your eyes⁠—”

      “Oh, that’s easily fixed.”

      She reached into the pocket of her robe again and pulled out a small golden vial. Opening it, she held it above her right eye and squeezed. A drop of shimmering clear liquid fell into her eye and she blinked and hissed.

      “Damn, that stings!”

      But though it seemed to hurt her, she put a second drop in her left eye. Then she blinked and looked at me, a triumphant smirk on her pretty face.

      “There now—no one will ever know.”

      I stared at her in amazement—her eyes were no longer poison green. They had gone the pure, sky blue again of a true Fae virgin.

      “How…but how…?” I couldn’t even finish the question.

      “Magic, of course.” She sniffed at me. “Pure High Fae magic—something a little half-breed like you wouldn’t know anything about.” She pointed a finger at me. “And you’re not going to say anything about it—or tell anyone what that awful Minotaur did to me, either. If you do, I swear I’ll make you sorry!”

      I wanted to refuse to keep her secret. After all, she was defiling the temple of the Goddess with her lies! But if I went to one of the Sisters, what could I say? That I had seen Mirabella fucking a Minotaur and that she had magic to change the color of her eyes? It was a grave accusation and how could I prove it? All she had to do was hide the golden vial with the magical eye drops in it and look innocent—which she was very good at doing.

      Feeling that my hands were tied, I nodded reluctantly.

      “I won’t say anything,” I told her.

      “No, you won’t.” She glared at me. “Spying little bitch. I’ll make you sorry if you breathe so much as a single word!”

      And that was that…or so I thought.
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      Unfortunately, ever since I saw what happened with the Minotaur, Mirabella has been making my life hell—even though I haven’t told anyone what I saw. She can’t seem to leave me alone. She’s always sniping at me and making jokes to the other girls in the dorm about how chubby I am and how I’m a half-breed who doesn’t even belong at the temple of the Nature Goddess.

      “The Goddess should be served only by those with pure blood,” she sneers, nodding at me. “Elowen is obviously at least half human. Or maybe she’s half cow!”

      The other girls go along with her, giggling and pointing and generally making me wish I was anywhere else at all. They don’t do it around the Sisters, of course, so I can’t say anything without sounding like I’m lying or exaggerating or just whining for attention.

      I think things can’t get any worse, but then Mirabella finds a way to make me even more miserable. She starts a rumor that she caught me touching myself while I was in the shower with the other girls. And she’s been telling this to everyone and making a scene in the communal showers.

      “Watch out!” she shrieks, pointing at me as I lather myself with the honey soap we make from the bees we keep on the temple grounds. “Be careful—don’t show your naughty bits to Elowen! She’s going to make a grab for you like she’s grabbing herself!”

      And even though I’m clearly doing nothing of the kind, the other girls all shriek and scatter, running to the other end of the large, echoing shower room where they bunch up and stare at me, giggling and making faces.

      I just don’t know how much longer I can stand this. The shame and ridicule are getting to be too much. Which was why I go to bed early on the fateful night it happens…the night of the curse.

      

      “You’re coming with us,” Mirabella says flatly, pointing at me as I cower in bed, hunched over my book.

      “What? Why?” I protest. “I don’t want to go—I don’t have any wishes to make.”

      I’ve heard them planning this “raid” for some time. Apparently, deep in the Old Forest lives a wicked witch by the name of Grizalyn. Supposedly she’s the same one who built a house made of candy to lure in children. But Mirabella isn’t interested in that. She’s heard that Grizalyn has a magic wishing bush in her back yard—a bush that grows flowers that, when you pluck them and blow away their petals—grant any wish you ask.

      Well, within reason. The wishing flowers won’t make you the richest or the most powerful person in the world—that’s beyond their power. But they will grant small things. For instance, if you have curly hair and wish it was straight. Or if you have a hump on your nose or crooked teeth, it can straighten those out as well. Small, personal wishes that only affect you—that’s what the wishing flowers specialize in.

      And Mirabella has decided to steal some.

      “No way—I’m not going,” I say, when she demands I come again. I have no interest in stealing from a witch of Grizalyn’s caliber. She could probably turn the lot of us into toadstools if she wanted to. I don’t care to court that kind of danger.

      But Mirabella narrows her eyes and glares at me.

      “Well you’re not staying here! I know you—if we leave you, you’ll run straight to Sister Agatha and tell on us the minute we’re gone!”

      The unfairness of her accusation stings me. I want to point out that I’ve never told about her letting the Minotaur fuck her—I’ve kept her secret faithfully. So why is she so cruel to me?

      But I can’t say any of that—I’m sure it would only make Mirabella savage and she’s already making my life hell.

      I decide that I’ll go—but I’ll hang back. When the others are plucking wish flowers, I won’t even be in the witch’s yard. I might even head back to the dorm early and wait outside until they get back to rejoin the group. I’m sure they won’t notice my absence once we’re all out in the dark forest.

      “Come on, Elowen—don’t you want to come?” one of the other acolytes taunts me. “Think of what you could wish for. Why, you could wish to be thin. Or at least you could wish not to be such a fat cow!”

      The other girls—who are all pure-blood High Fae and thus extremely skinny—burst into shrill gales of giggles at this.

      I feel my cheeks heating with a blush. I know I’m too curvy—they never let me forget it. But I never hated myself for it before I had to move into the dorm. I miss my tiny closet room more than ever, but what can I do?

      “I’ll come,” I say stiffly. “But I wasn’t going to tell on you. I just wanted to read.”

      “All the time reading—what a loser,” Mirabella sneers. “Come on then—and try to keep up.”

      She comes to my cot and grabs me by the arm and drags me up and out of bed. She’s surprisingly strong, considering how willowy and slender she is.

      “Come on!” She marches me to the back entrance of the dorm, and we all leave as silently as possible.

      Outside, my plan of hanging back isn’t working very well. Mirabella keeps a firm hold on my arm, like she doesn’t trust me not to run back and tell one of the Sisters what’s going on. She’s leading the pack and all the other girls are bunched behind us, giggling and whispering as we make our way into the forest.

      I don’t much like going into the Old Forest at night, but Mirabella seems to know her way. She must have been planning this on her own for ages before she decided to involve the rest of the girls in the dorm. She snaps her fingers to make a magic path that glows faintly in the darkness—a piece of magic I’m only just beginning to manage myself—and we’re off, into the trees.

      In no time, it seems, we’re at the witch’s house. To my surprise, it’s not made of candy after all. It’s a crooked looking structure with a sagging roof and one wall that’s crumbling. To my relief, it looks completely dark inside. There isn’t even any smoke curling up from the tall, twisted chimney.

      “Good—she’s not home,” Mirabella hisses. “Come on—let’s go!”

      She steps boldly off the path and right into the witch’s yard. I try to resist, but she drags me with her.

      “Come on, you—you’re coming with me,” she snaps.

      Nothing happens to either of us, which apparently gives the other girls the nerve to step off the path as well. We leave it glowing faintly in the darkness as we head for the back yard, behind the crooked structure.

      I’m hoping and praying that Mirabella was wrong about the bush and its wishing flowers—I really don’t want to steal anything from a witch! But to my dismay, the moment we round the crumbling brick corner of the house, we see it.

      It’s big and round with smooth, dark leaves but those aren’t what draw my eye. Dotted all over the bush and glowing like candles are the flowers. They look a little like dandelions gone to seed, but smaller and more delicate. Each one emits its own soft pastel light—lavender, pale pink, baby blue, mint green and butter yellow. It makes the bush look like a big round birthday cake, I think and for a moment I’m simply caught up in its beauty.

      But then Mirabella gives me a vicious pinch that wakes me from my trance and makes me yelp in pain.

      “Shush!” she hisses fiercely. “Now pick a flower and make a wish!”

      “I don’t want to—you can’t make me!” I hang back, resisting her tugging this time. I don’t care what she says, I’m not going to be the first to steal from a witch as powerful as Grizalyn!

      “Oh, fine!” She lets go of my arm in disgust and stalks over to the bush herself. Plucking a flower that glows soft pink, she brings it to her face and announces, “I wish my hair was pure gold!” Then she takes a breath and blows.

      The fluffy little seedlings fly everywhere, each one glowing separately as they float away into the night sky, looking like a swarm of pink fireflies.

      I don’t know why Mirabella wished what she wished—her hair is already blonde. Maybe she wanted it blonder? I don’t know. But what I do know is that it doesn’t seem to be working. Her hair is still the same medium blonde as before, falling like a shimmering waterfall down her back.

      “Aw, it didn’t work,” one of the other girls says, looking disappointed.

      “Of course it hasn’t worked yet,” Mirabella snaps. “You have to wait for every single seed to settle before the magic takes effect and there are so many of them—it could take time. While we’re waiting, all of you make a wish too.”

      The girls look at each other and then all of them come forward to pluck a flower. It’s like they’ve decided collectively that it’s safe and before I know it, they are all murmuring wishes and puffing on the flowers. The air is full of the floating seedlings, glowing in every pastel shade of the rainbow.

      I myself do not pluck a flower. And luckily, Mirabella doesn’t seem to notice. I just take a few steps back, watching as the other girls all wish for typical things. I admit I am tempted to make one wish to get rid of my freckles—I’ve always hated them—but I restrain myself. I have a feeling this isn’t going to end well.

      Shantilla wishes for longer hair. Lorelei, who feels that her nose is too big, wishes for a smaller one. Hortence makes a wish for plumper lips and Viselie wants bigger, more beautiful eyes. Terylin desires shiny hair. And so on and so on—all of them wishing and several of them making multiple wishes on multiple flowers.

      Before I know it, the bush is almost bare, which gives me a bad feeling in the pit of my stomach. After all, the witch might not notice if four or five of her flowers go missing—even ten or twenty might not be missed. But when almost all of them are gone, she’s bound to notice. And when she does…well, let’s just say that one doesn’t become a witch because one’s heart is flowing with the milk and honey of human kindness. They’re usually Sorceresses or Priestesses who have gone bad—like cream curdling in a pot because of some wickedness that takes root in their heart.

      Still, the girls go on recklessly snatching flowers and wishing until the entire back yard of the witch’s house looks like its full of swarms of magical, multicolored fireflies. I’m sure they would be happy to pick the bush completely bare…until a startled scream stops everything.

      “Oh, my Goddess!” It’s Mirabella. She’s standing in the center of the yard, her hands on her hair. “Oh my Goddess—what did it do to my hair?”

      We all stop and stare at her and in the light of the floating seedlings, I can see that something is, indeed, strange about her hair. Her previously silky locks have gone rigid on her head. Instead of flowing down her back like a waterfall and moving naturally with her when she turns her head, the long strands seem to have gone rigid and fused together somehow. Her hair is all one mass now and it has an odd, metallic sheen.

      “Oh my Goddess—it’s actually turned to gold. Real gold!” one of the other girls says. She knocks on Mirabella’s hair, and we all hear a hollow sounding clang-clang when her knuckles make contact.

      A collective gasp goes up and everyone stares at Mirabella in horror. Apparently the flower she wished on took her words literally when it granted her wish.

      Then, as the floating seeds begin to touch down, other wishes start coming true.

      “My head…why is my head so heavy?” Shantilla gasps. She reaches up to touch her head and gets a handful of hair. A closer look shows that her wish for longer hair has come true…in a truly amazing fashion. Her hair is in a massive twist beside her on the ground and it’s still growing—shooting out of her scalp at an alarming speed to add to the pile of hair at her side.

      “Oh my God—just like Rapunzel!” Lorelei gasps. Then she clutches at her face. “Oh…why can’t I breathe right?”

      A look at her face tells me why—her nose, which was just a little larger than normal before—has now shrunk down to the size of a fingernail. It’s smaller all right—just what she wished for—but there’s no way she can breathe through those miniature nostrils, each no bigger than a pin prick.

      Hortence has the opposite problem. She wished for plumper lips—and got more than she bargained for. Her lips are huge and rubbery now, taking up over half her face. They’re so big in fact, she seems to be having trouble seeing over them.

      Seeing isn’t a problem for Viselie, who wished for bigger, more beautiful eyes. Her eyes are now the size of teacup saucers, and they’re fringed thickly with dark lashes as long as my index finger.

      “Oh stop it—stop it!” she moans, trying to cover her oversized orbits with her hands. “Don’t shine that light in my eyes!” she begs Terylin, who made a wish for shining, shimmering hair.

      “What light?” Terylin moves her head and her hair—which is now glowing brightly, throws beams of light everywhere.

      “Oh stop!” Viselie begs again. “Oh, why is everything so bright?”

      “I can’t move!” Shantilla moans, and indeed, she’s now sitting on the ground, slumped to one side as the heavy pile of hair continues to grow—shooting from her scalp at a dizzying rate.

      In short order, they’re all blundering around the witch’s backyard, moaning and crying as their wishes are granted in the most literal way possible. I feel a tingle run across my skin and know this can’t be a mistake. This is malicious magic—but the kind that only activates if you steal or break some kind of rule, I’m sure of it.

      So I was right not to pick a flower and make a wish. Why, if I had tried wishing my freckles away, who knows what might have happened? The magic might have made big holes in my face where the freckles used to be! Or maybe just made my entire face invisible—no thank you!

      I’ve always been sensitive to the magic of others. Though most of the acolytes have to work to pick up traces of another magic-worker’s craft, it’s like a sixth sense for me. I might be nothing but a half-breed, but I’m good at feeling and recognizing magic signatures.

      And suddenly, I feel something new—a magic so strong and malevolent I shrink away from it. I move to leave the yard, but it’s too late—there’s a blinding flash that makes all of us gasp—and makes Viselie positively shriek as she claps her small hands over her enormous eyes—which does no good at all.

      “So! You dare to steal my flowers!” a cracked and angry voice rings out.

      Oh dear—I fear that things are about to get very sticky and it’s too late to run.
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      The witch, when I can focus on her—because my eyes are still half blinded by the flash she made when she appeared—looks taller than a tree. She’s draped in black lace and has a grim look on her lovely face. Because she’s quite beautiful—surprisingly so.

      I thought all witches were supposed to be short and squat with long, crooked noses that have warts on them, but this witch— Grizalyn —is dazzlingly gorgeous. Her hair is midnight black, and it swirls around her face, making her look even more frightening.

      “How dare you?” she thunders again, glaring at all the girls. “And don’t bother lying and saying you didn’t do it,” she adds. “I can tell just by looking what you’ve done!”

      The other girls cower away from her and some of them start to cry, but Mirabella, unsurprisingly, is the only one who isn’t frightened.

      “You did this!” she exclaims, marching up to Grizalyn and poking a finger at the witch’s chest. “Just look what your filthy flowers have done to my hair!”

      She raps her knuckles on her hair, producing a hollow clang-clang sound.

      The witch narrows her eyes.

      “So you’re complaining about the effects of my magic wish flowers—flowers you stole from my bush after trespassing on my property?”

      I can see the other girls shaking their heads and backing away. They all know that Mirabella is going too far but Mirabella just doesn’t know when to quit.

      “Yes, actually,” she says, lifting her chin and glaring up at Grizalyn. “My mother is a member of the Seelie Court, you know. One word to her and you’ll have to deal with Queen Morganna herself! So you’d best fix this mess or you’ll be sorry!”

      For a moment, I think the witch might actually explode with anger. Her purple eyes blaze and her nostrils flare until you can see two little white dents on either side of her nose.

      But when she speaks, her voice is surprisingly mild.

      “Very well,” she says, her lips curving into a cruel smile. “I’ll fix it. But I do believe it’s you and your fellow thieves who are going to be sorry.”

      She waves one long, white hand and murmurs something under her breath. I feel the whisper of magic passing by—though it doesn’t touch me—and suddenly everyone is back to normal.

      For a moment—just a moment—I think everything might be all right.

      Then she starts to speak.

      “Know this, little priestesses—no magic comes without a price. And stolen magic costs most of all!” she intones, staring at all of us—me included, even though I was the only one who didn’t steal a wish flower. I want to protest, but before I can speak, she waves her hand, and I feel magic moving again. This time it touches me directly, prickling over my skin like a rash and Grizalyn speaks what is unmistakably a spell—a curse.

      
        
        
        “A fire shall burn you, fierce and wild

        No longer maidens—soon with child!

        Seek the roughest male you can find

        Beg him to take you—fuck you blind.

      

        

      
        You’ll crave his touch, you’ll need his hands

        You’ll beg his tongue to meet demands

        No prayer will grant you sweet release

        Until at last your hunger’s ceased

      

        

      
        But once within his seed is cast

        Your hidden shame will rise at last.

        Your belly swelling as you rut,

        Is proof to all you’re just a slut!”

      

      

      

      Her voice rises almost to a scream on the last line and all the girls—myself included—shrink back from her. Even Mirabella looks uneasy—almost as uneasy as I feel.

      Inside, I can feel the curse taking effect—latching onto me like a greedy parasite. Between my legs, I’m already feeling hot and wet and swollen. Is this what the witch meant when she said “A fire shall burn you, fierce and wild?”

      I don’t know and I certainly don’t want to find out.

      “Please,” I say, before I can stop myself. “Please, I didn’t take a flower.”

      “Oh you didn’t?” Grizalyn bends down to look more closely at me and it’s all I can do to stand my ground. “Hmm, a half-breed Fae,” she murmurs under her breath. “Most interesting. And what is your complaint?”

      “That I didn’t…didn’t take any of your flowers,” I gasp. Because the feeling of needing between my legs is getting even worse and now my nipples are painfully tight too. Goddess, this curse is no joke!

      Grizalyn seems pleased for some reason, but I don’t think she’s going to lift the curse on me.

      “How fortuitous,” she murmurs. “Yes, you’ll do nicely.”

      Do what? What is she talking about? Before I can ask, she points a finger at me and intones,

      
        
        
        “Seek a Drake male who has horns

        For this quest you have been born

        Bid him breed you deep and long

        From morning’s glow till evening song

      

        

      
        And when your belly starts to swell,

        The ancient line at last will fell

        None can stop your sorry fate

        Unless in dragon form you mate!”

      

      

      

      “What?” My voice comes out as a squeak. “I…I don’t understand.”

      “You will.” She smiles at me and the expression sends a chill down my spine. “Now go on, little priestess.” She makes a shooing motion with the back of her hand and then raises her voice. “All of you, leave my property now!”

      She waves her hand again and suddenly the lot of us are standing at the back door of the dorm.

      Our midnight adventure is over…but why do I have a feeling that the trouble is just beginning?
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      Lorelei blinks and looks around. “Oh look—we’re home.” She feels her nose, which has returned to its normal size, and smiles. “And I can smell again—I can breathe through my nose!” Then her smile turns into a frown. “But…I feel so strange inside.”

      Hortense feels for her mouth and sighs in relief.

      “My lips are back to normal, too. But…” She shifts uncomfortably. “I feel strange too.”

      “It’s the spell that old hag put on us!” Mirabella snaps. She’s wiggling her hips like her private parts are itching. “That bitch! I swear I’ll tell my mother on her!”

      “But what are we going to do?” Shantilla demands. Her hair is back to its normal length—halfway down her back—a vast improvement over the Rapunzel-like locks that were so heavy she could barely lift her head.

      “Yes, Mirabella—what do we do?” the other girls chime in.

      “I feel so empty inside!” one adds, pressing her thighs together. “Like…like I want something in me. Or someone…someone big and hairy and dirty.”

      Her eyes go heavy-lidded as she speaks and she’s rubbing her breasts, though I don’t think she knows she’s doing it.

      “Enough of that!” Mirabella snaps and slaps the girl’s hand away from her cleavage. “We’re going back to the dorm and going to bed before Sister Eugenie or Sister Agatha come to check on us.”

      “But Mirabella, I feel so strange!” Terylin moans. “I feel like I need to go find someone to help me. Someone male. Someone rough.”

      “Fight it, you idiot!” Mirabella glares at her. “Didn’t you hear the curse that bitch put on us? Do you want to get the color of your eyes changed and a swelled belly all at once?”

      “No…” Terylin says, but she doesn’t sound absolutely positive about it, and she casts a longing glance in the direction of town, where there are more than enough big, dirty, rough males always lurking around.

      I can understand how she’s feeling. My pussy is aching deep inside, like it needs to be filled. And I have an extra curse laid on me—I have to find a special male—one that’s a Drake with horns.

      I know of only one such male in the town—the blacksmith. He’s a huge, hulking male—nearly seven feet tall and covered in bulging muscle from swinging that heavy hammer of his to shape metal all day. He’s also usually covered in grime from the forge. It gives him a dirty, disreputable look that makes me feel weak in my knees.

      I’ve only seen him from afar, because we of the temple don’t believe in using metal, much. We try to craft all our implements out of wood and clay and other natural materials. But even seeing him across the street makes all the short hairs at the back of my neck stand up because I can feel his Drake.

      The huge creature that lurks inside him has a strange mental feeling—a feeling like he’s waiting for something—or someone. I don’t know how I know that—I just do. I know it the same way I knew the town’s blacksmith was a Drake the first time I saw him—even though I’ve never seen him Shift and to my knowledge he has never Shifted in or near the town.

      In fact, I’m not sure many other people know he is a Drake Shifter—they might just think he has horns because he’s part Minotaur or part Satyr. Lots of males have horns—it’s not always an indication that you have a huge, fire-breathing dragon inside you.

      But just thinking of the huge blacksmith with his tarnished silver eyes and his bulging muscles makes me quiver inside…and not only with fright. Has the witch actually cursed me to seek him out and ask him to ruin me? Because that’s what it would mean to show up to the dorm with green eyes and a big belly—the total ruination of my life and prospects.

      “I’ll talk to my mother about it tomorrow,” Mirabella says, speaking to the group at large. “For now, we have to get back into bed before they find out we’re missing!”

      This gets the girls going and we all file back into the dorm room and climb into bed. But instead of everyone settling down, there’s a lot of shifting and moaning.

      “I can’t get comfortable!” Hortence mutters from the cot beside me. “I need to be filled!”

      I have the same feeling she does, but I fight it. I grit my teeth and squeeze my thighs together, determined not to give in to the awful urges the witch’s curse has given me.

      But try as I might, sleep won’t come. And all around me I can hear the sounds of faint moans and see the movement of hands under blankets. It seems that the girls around me are doing their best to help themselves and ease the burden of the curse…but I don’t think it’s working.

      I’m tempted to put my hand between my own legs, but just then Sister Agatha comes sweeping into the dorm.

      “Here now—what’s all this ruckus?” she demands as she walks down the center aisle between the two rows of cots. “I’ve never heard such noisy girls in all my live-long days!”

      “Sorry, Sister Agatha,” Hortence begins. “It’s just that we all⁠—”

      At that point, Mirabella catches her eye and gives her such a look that she quails and breaks off abruptly.

      “You what?” Sister Agatha demands but Hortence has been well and truly cowed.

      “Nothing,” she whispers, sinking back down in her cot. “Nothing, Sister—nothing at all.”

      “Well then…” Sister Agatha takes another long look around the room, her beady little eyes narrowing. It’s clear she knows something is going on—she just can’t tell what it is.

      At last she gives a short, sharp nod of her bony chin and leaves the dorm, closing the doors behind her.

      At once everyone’s hands go back under the covers. I hear muffled moans and gasps and panting…but no sounds of relief. No sounds of anyone reaching the peak or sighs of contentment.

      I try touching myself too—after all, if everyone else is, I might as well. I turn on my stomach and reach a hand between my legs, being sure I’m well covered. This way no one can see what I’m doing—they’ll just assume I’m sleeping on my stomach—I hope.

      My fingers find my pussy but it’s no good. Though I’m swollen and wet with need, no amount of teasing my little clitty gets me anywhere near to reaching the peak. I’m only making myself feel more frustrated and empty inside.

      Unbidden, my mind strays back to the Drake blacksmith. What is his name? I don’t even know. I only know I have to stay far away from him. Because I fear that if I get too close, the curse will compel me to beg him to fuck me and swell my belly with his seed.

      I can’t do that—I’d be homeless if the color of my eyes was changed! Homeless and pregnant and how would I care for the baby? What would I do?

      I roll on my side and close my eyes. I do my best to get to sleep but try as I might, I can’t quite get the image of the big, dirty, frightening smith out of my mind…
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      I last until my late afternoon chores are done the next day. By that time, almost all the girls in my dorm have snuck off to find relief. I see them heading to town and I know I shouldn’t follow. If I do, I’ll surely end up seeking out the huge Drake blacksmith. I don’t want that, do I?

      No, I tell myself firmly, I don’t.

      But it does no good. He keeps popping into my mind and I keep thinking of how his muscles glisten with sweat when he’s working the forge. (Yes, I admit, I’ve walked past sometimes, pretending I was on an errand but really wanting to see him work.)

      I try telling myself all kinds of frightening things.

      They say that Drake Shifters never quite lose all their Drake qualities, even when they’re in human form. They say a male will have his Drake’s shaft—that it’s huge and covered in scales and spines and it hurts when he thrusts it inside you.

      I don’t want that—I really don’t! I’m a virgin, after all. I don’t want to spread my legs for a monster—I don’t.

      Especially since I’m sure he’d be cruel—he has that look about him—the look of a male who makes love like he makes war—harsh and unforgiving. I don’t want to be split in two by his huge, spiny Drake cock
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