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      Piracy is a serious concern for small indie authors like me, who have poured many hours into our books. Piracy prevents us from being able to support ourselves and continue to write more.

      If you know someone who might enjoy this book, but cannot obtain a copy legally, please reach out to me at lyonne@lyonneriley.com.

      If you are reading a pirated copy of the book right now, please also get in touch with me. I want to work with you to get my book into readers’ hands legally.

      Thank you for understanding.
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      Sammy is on her fifth visit to DreamTogether, a breeding program designed to help monsters create the families they’ve always wanted. But as hard as she and her dragon partner have tried to create a hatchling, every test turns up negative.

      Dragons are dying out, so Zakarion came to DreamTogether to continue his species. But when he can no longer sell priceless artifacts from his hoard to pay for his visits, he takes it as a sign to give up.

      But Sammy has grown attached to her dragon, and doesn’t want to set aside Zakarion’s dream. Perhaps dragons aren’t meant to breed in sterile medical rooms, so she offers to continue trying to conceive outside of DreamTogether. Given that dragons live centuries while humans don’t, Sammy and Zakarion agree to avoid a romantic entanglement—but as they grow closer and closer, that might just prove impossible.
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      SAMMY

      “Oh, fuck!” My hands are wrapped around the grips so tight my knuckles are turning white. “Please!”

      He knows what I want. We’ve done this dance before—his upper cock is so big that he likes to tease me with it, just giving me the bumpy, textured crown first, making me hungry and needy.

      This is attempt number five. Every month, I come back to DreamTogether, and they strap me face-down to this bench, my feet tucked into stirrups to hold them apart, my legs and arms buckled in. All this fancy equipment? It’s here so the big dragon who comes to mate with me doesn’t send me sprawling. Rubber coats the underside of the bench, so when he’s inside me, he can grip it with his claws and put all his effort into fucking me senseless.

      I still don’t know his name, but it doesn’t matter. Those are the rules. It’s all anonymous, and with the way I’m rigged to the bench, I can’t see him even if I turn my head. All that’s behind me is a red, scaled mass, and sometimes I catch a billow of smoke curling up to the ceiling.

      I buck uselessly, trying to push my hips back into his, to take even more of him.

      “Nuh uh,” he croons in that deep, gravelly voice of his. “You’re only going to have what I want to give you.”

      We’ve started to learn each other, over time. The dragon wants to make this as pleasurable as possible for me, which he’s made perfectly clear by the way he continues to thrust shallowly inside me, just hinting at what else he can give me. I simultaneously love and hate when he taunts me like this, like he’s the one in control and I’m there for his use.

      Which is, technically, true. And it’s hot as hell.

      There’s no point in begging for more, so I relish what I have, like he told me. He’ll take his time, as he always does, even though my body is now well-trained to take his.

      Before my first session at DreamTogether, I was provided a dilator to stretch me out. I was more than happy to do it for my new job. Monsters are big, and when I signed up, I checked off the box for every monster possible, excited to see what they could throw at me. That meant I could get a creature as big as a dragon—and sure enough, I did.

      The first time he fucked me, it was... a challenge. He had to cover himself and me in lube just to get the head of his giant cock to fit, and damn, it still stretched me as far as I could go. Even now, my pussy is spread as wide as possible to allow him in.

      He draws back slightly, almost leaving me, and I whimper in objection. He chuckles behind me and sinks back in, that head covered in little nubs filling me up. Fuck, it feels incredible. This time he pushes deeper, and all my nerve endings are on fire as more of that textured cock slides in. Dragon ladies must be lucky as hell to get fucked like this all the time.

      “Your cunt is so good,” my dragon groans, still only granting me a few shallow thrusts. And I know he’s not just saying that. Sometimes he goes off early, as much as he tries to hold out for me. “So small and so... tight.” He pushes in deeper, stimulating more and more of me, more than any human man ever has.

      I’m so ruined for humans now.

      “Please,” I beg again, even though I know it won’t get me anywhere. “I need more. Please!”

      I can feel his laugh ripple down into his cock. He leans down, his steaming-hot breath tickling the back of my neck, and he buries his snout in my big curls.

      “Oh, you want this cock?” he asks, never relenting his slow, purposeful strokes. “You want all of it? Will it fit inside you?”

      He knows it will, eventually. This may seem like a taunt, a tease, a slow torture—but he’s doing it for a good reason. He doesn’t just have girth, but length, as well, and it takes time for me to open up fully for him. The first time we met, he pushed in too deep too soon, and I yelped with pain. Now he takes his time, working me until I’m stretched and waiting for him. Sometimes too much time, like today, when he slips in just a little more, then reels his hips back, leaving only that bumpy crown nestled inside me.

      I wish I knew what he looked like. I can see that he has huge, black claws on the tips of his red, scaled fingers. It was strange at first when he wrapped them around the bench, careful not to touch me, but I’ve gotten used to them. Now, I love when he starts to lose himself in his rutting and grips my hips tight, the tips of his claws stinging as they bite into my ass.

      He’s not there yet now, though. My dragon is focused on rubbing me with all his built-in nubs, the texture driving me absolutely wild. His second cock hangs lower, but it’s still hard and erect, and every time he pushes inside me, the textured nubs on it glance over my clit. Again and again he repeats this torturous motion, and this time he even reaches down with one hand to press that other cock against me as he strokes.

      Fuck, I’m a goner.

      He’s not even halfway inside when my whole body seizes up and I let out a powerful cry. It’s not the biggest orgasm he’s ever given me, but it’s much earlier than usual, and I clench hard around him.

      “Oh, damn,” he groans, and hot steam hits my back. “You’re sensitive today.”

      “I’m ovulating,” I manage between gasps, my body falling limp to the bench. DreamTogether has me track my cycle, and I should be at peak fertility right now.

      “Mmm,” hums the dragon, his huge hand drawing his claws gently down my back, making me shiver all over. Now that I’ve loosened a little, he starts moving again, and I’m so overstimulated that I cry out. “You’re ripe for my seed, is what you’re saying?”

      Sometimes he talks like this, as if he’s a hundred years old. And, I don’t know, maybe he is, or even older. He’s a dragon, after all, and while I don’t know much about dragons, I’ve read that they live a long time—sometimes up to a millennia.

      And there aren’t very many of them, so I was surprised when they assigned him to me. He must be one of only a handful left, and in a way I feel... special. Special that I was selected for him to help create the next generation of dragons, special in a way that none of my jobs ever have, like I have a greater purpose.

      He likes to make me feel special, too.

      “I suppose so,” I manage to say as he continues taunting me with his very bountiful cock. “Maybe it will work this—” Suddenly, he plunges in deeper, and I interrupt myself with a cry. “—this time.”

      As I said, we’re on attempt number five. Sometimes it takes a little longer, the clinician assured me. I went through a rather excessive amount of testing before I was even considered for DreamTogether to make sure I had plenty of eggs and I could carry a healthy hybrid baby.

      I’m “ripe,” as my dragon would say. Very much so.

      “It will work,” he snarls, thrusting into me again, then withdrawing nearly all the way. “In this perfect, fertile womb? I’ll make sure of it.”

      Now that I’ve softened up again after my orgasm, he pushes in farther, and my body welcomes him eagerly. The texture of his cock is unreal, and already I’m shivering again. I guess I am more sensitive than usual.

      “Your cunt is heavenly,” he murmurs, giving a few more experimental pumps of his hips at this depth. I love when he uses words like cunt. I sag forward on the bench, and he lets out a guttural moan as he fills me even fuller, asking me to make room for him.

      Between sessions at DreamTogether, I keep using my dilator to stay spread enough for him. I’m making good use of it now as he reaches that part of his cock—the swell that I can tell lies somewhere two-thirds of the way up. The shape of him is unusual in every way, and the number of times I’ve wished I could simply turn around and look at it...

      Well, it’s a lot of times.

      “Can you take me?” he asks, and it’s not in his dirty voice, but his genuine, curious voice.

      “I think so,” I manage, right as he pulls out, dragging all those lovely nubs along the inside of me. I jolt, and then he reunites with me again, that gentle swell opening me even wider. “I want it.”

      He grunts in understanding, and gently, works his cock in even farther. The immense stretch is consuming me, firing off one burst of sensation after another each time he strokes. I don’t know how he can possibly fit all that inside me, but then...

      He does. After the swell, his cock narrows again, and that’s when his hips meet my thighs. I’ve taken as much as I possibly can, and my pussy desperately clenches, but there’s so much, almost too much.

      Then he pulls out again, letting me recover for a moment before pressing in a second time. My body accepts it even easier, and he groans as more of his weight rests against mine.

      My dragon is so huge that I can peer up and see the underside of his throat as his long neck extends out in front of us. If my arms weren’t strapped down to the bench, I would love to touch him, to feel his scales under my fingers as he does this. But I’ll have to be satisfied with what I have. We’ve already crossed a lot of lines by becoming as intimate as we have over the last five sessions. I don’t think we were intended to enjoy this as much as we do, for starters.

      Except that our bodies fit together, well... perfectly. I’ve never had a lover like him, who cared so much for my pleasure, who read me as well as he does.

      Now that he’s buried fully inside me, my dragon’s breaths speed up, and he starts thrusting faster. He grips the underside of the bench with his claws, clenching me against his body. He makes me feel so small underneath him, like without this bench he could crush me.

      Each pump of his hips, each plunge of him inside me, is pulling louder and louder cries from my throat. I’m helpless as his lower cock rubs my clit, the nubs dragging across it with every single stroke.

      Sometimes I wonder what would happen if he used both of them. But that, unfortunately, is not essential to what we’re doing here, so it’s never come up. Besides, it’s not like we spend that long chatting before he fucks me. We’re both much too eager for that—and DreamTogether is always listening. Exchanging anything too personal is against the rules.

      Still, I bet it would feel great to take his two cocks at once. I’ve done a few adventurous things before, but never that.

      “You like this, do you?” the dragon asks, which I know is a rhetorical question. Even the first time we had sex, he made me orgasm twice, which is pretty far beyond how most of my sexual interactions go.

      “Yes,” I squeeze out between cries. “I love it.”

      With a satisfied, approving groan, he sinks fully inside me again, and I revel in our togetherness. Damn. If I could have this every day, rather than once a month, I would be a happy, happy woman. But once we’ve succeeded, we won’t see each other again. I carry his hatchling for however many months it takes to gestate, and then I’ll give it back to him. After that, we have no further business.

      This setup should be ideal for someone like me. I’ve always drifted from boyfriend to boyfriend, never truly connecting with any of them. It always felt like it was missing something, that deeper understanding I’ve always craved from a partner.

      If there’s any situation in which there’s no deeper understanding or connection, it’s getting anonymously fucked by a monster.

      “Oh, hell,” my dragon says suddenly, and he swells up inside me. “I’m sorry, I—” He buckles forward and moans as his cock gets fatter and thicker, pushing me even wider for him. He’s still thrusting, even as he jettisons one hot stream of come into me after another.

      “K-keep g-g-going,” I cry out, so close to my peak that I could scream. I hear a determined grunt behind me, and with a massive, wet squelch he shoves his cock in again, and again, sending his rather gratuitous amount of come spurting out of me. It runs down my legs, dripping across the bench as he keeps pumping into me. He must be incredibly over-sensitive, because he utters helpless, desperate moans with every single stroke, trying to bring me there. I’m climbing higher and higher as those gorgeous nubs of his rub along my walls, as that swell slips in and out.

      And then, I break. The wave that sweeps over me is huge, a shadow dwarfing me, crushing me into the earth. I can’t even scream because my voice is trapped, the sheer force of my orgasm making sound impossible.

      “Mother of—” he mutters. “H-how do you... how do you feel so good?” His claws scratch the underside of the bench as he pumps once more, drawing my orgasm out even further while he roars above me.

      And then, there’s a massive crack! Suddenly I’m pressed against a huge, warm body. My dragon shakes all over, his cock finally coming to a rest, fully encased in me.

      “Please,” I gasp, because he’s holding me so tight, and the heavy bench is applying so much pressure to my stomach, that I’m struggling to breathe in air. “I can’t⁠—”

      “Damn,” he says, abruptly separating us. His cock slips out of me, and I feel his come gush down my legs. “I broke it again.”

      This is the second time now he’s orgasmed so hard that he tore the bench right out of the concrete.

      I don’t think management is going to like that very much.
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      ZAKARION

      Damn it. I’m always breaking weak, pathetic human things. I’m just not designed to fit into the human world, as big as I am. They tried to build these benches with monsters in mind, but not dragons, I don’t think.

      Attempt number five. I didn’t think it would take this long, but in a way... I’m glad it has. Sure, it costs a hell of a lot of money. I’m paying DreamTogether a sizable amount for my woman’s wages, but it’s worth it for the outcome. Not to mention that the process of trying to impregnate her has been delightful, if I’m being even mildly honest about it.

      I do think of her as mine, now. I certainly haven’t had this much sex in my life. And even the first time with her, though it was tricky to fit, felt as if... our bodies knew each other. I can understand clearly what hers wants, what it needs, what’s too much and what’s not enough.

      It’s good we only meet once a month, because if it were more frequent than that, I might simply run out of seed for how much I pour into her every time.

      Gently I set the bench down, trying to fit the broken concrete back into place. I test its balance as I release it, to make sure it won’t fall over and hurt her.

      I don’t know her name, so she’s simply become “woman” in my head. We’re not supposed to share information, even down to our names, though I’ve almost told her every time and just barely held it back.

      Not that it would be too hard to find me if she wanted to. I’m one of perhaps a few dozen dragons left alive—most of whom are already mated, or are distant cousins of mine. Before finding DreamTogether, I reached out to every other female dragon I could find, looking for a mate of my own. It’s a little more clinical than online dating when you’re the last remaining members of your species. Each of them understood why I was asking such a forward question.

      But no, they were all spoken for.

      Now I’m glad I chose DreamTogether, because I think this woman will be the perfect carrier for my hatchling. She’s strong, with wide hips, broad shoulders, and an impressive butt. I love to see her dark brown flesh squeezed in my claws, bulging out between them.

      They really did pick the perfect one for me.

      The question remains if it will work. Five visits deep, and still not a positive result yet.

      I know we’re compatible with humans, as one of the other dragons I reached out to has a human partner of her own, and they’ve birthed two hatchlings together. DreamTogether assured me that genetically speaking, there should be no problem, though it might be a challenging pregnancy for the human.

      I had to pay extra for that, but I don’t mind. I haven’t been hoarding for three hundred years for nothing. This is really a drop in the bucket—though I will have to fly home soon and get more things to pawn. I have a man now who’s used to me, and has some connections with underground collectors.

      I run my claws gently down her back, to the big swell of her ass and then to her pussy, which is gaping and leaking with me. She’s lovely all full of me like this, used and still spasming. I lean down between her legs and extend my long, forked tongue to push my seed back into her, and she writhes.

      “Again?” she asks, panting. Oh, it’s tempting. But our session took so long—not that I’m complaining—that I think we’re almost out of time.

      “I would love to,” I tell her, my tail winding up the bench to caress her thigh. “They may get grumpy with us, though.”

      She scoffs. “What are they going to do, drag you out of here?”

      I chuckle and squeeze her again. “Hungry woman,” I say, enjoying how she responds to my every touch. “Perhaps I should⁠—”

      There comes a loud knock. “Time is up,” a voice says, and I sigh deep in my throat.

      “I’m sorry,” I tell her in a more sincere tone. Most of the time I’m trying to rile her up so her lovely cunt tightens up around me, but now I want to be honest with my feelings. “If I could, I would.”

      She just nods, and then I get a peek at her cheek as she turns her head. I love all of her big, voluminous black curls, how wild and free they are. They bounce with her slightest movement.

      “I’m torn,” she says, a little melancholy in her voice. “I’m sorry you have to keep paying and trying. But I always hope that there will be a next time.”

      I smile, even though she can’t see it. “I know precisely what you mean.” My cocks slowly retract, until my slit closes up around them once more. “I have... enjoyed my time with you.”

      She swallows tightly. “Me, too.”

      “I’m sorry about this,” I say, tapping the bench and making it rock. “Did I frighten you?”

      Her hearty laughter fills the quiet, sterile room. “No. It scared me the first time, but not anymore.”

      That’s a relief to hear.

      I feel uncharacteristically bold, so I drop down onto my forelegs to lick her once more, from her clit to her ass, and she shakes.

      “Don’t wind me up,” she says, a playful note in her voice.

      “All right.” I rise up again. “Thank you.” I wish I had her name, but that’s not why we’re here. If she wanted me to know it, she would have figured out how to tell me already, despite the cameras listening and watching.

      “Bye.” She wiggles her butt, and I tap it once with my claw before stepping out of the room.
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        * * *

      

      I do keep a home in the city, just so I don’t need to fly far up north to my mountain every time I visit. The house is stark, with little furniture but built large enough to accommodate my size. I’m not sure who owned it before I did, but I have a feeling a bigfoot lived here, because I find long, brown hairs sometimes underneath the furniture that was left behind.

      Between my sessions at DreamTogether, I often head to the other side of town, where a sassy imp named Rodney lurks in his dark little pawn shop. I bring things from my hoard that I’m willing to part with, and he tells me what he thinks he can get for them. He negotiates ruthlessly, starting at insulting prices before he’ll get anywhere near what it’s worth.

      It frustrates me endlessly to say goodbye to these priceless treasures, but that’s the cost of getting what I want.

      The rest of the time, I simply wait. Dragons are good at waiting. We spend decades upon decades waiting. I eat when I need to, which normally isn’t often—but after fucking my human today, and taking my time about it, I find myself absolutely ravenous.

      I devour the bit of fresh
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