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"Don't stop," I pleaded, my own hands reaching down his chiseled chest, bare skin scattered with occasional scales, to reach his manhood. His erection were massive in my small hands, the tip of his shaft wet from anticipation, precum seeping through his pants. I circled his forehead with my fingers as my other hand gripped the erection through the fabric, stroking it gently. He groaned in pleasure and pinched my nipples in response, making me arc my back to his touch. He lowered his head to capture my lips in his, our tongues danced together in a frenzy of desire, hungry for each other in the most primal manner. 

He released my breasts abruptly, allowing me to slide onto the leaf-cushioned ground and pulled his pants free, his erection springing out from its confines. It was even bigger than I had anticipated, sending a shiver of lust through my spine as I leaned towards it to have a closer look. Without warning, he lowered himself down onto me and pushed me onto the ground so I was lying on top of my wings. 

My dress was pushed up to my waist as my legs were spread apart with his own, exposing my arousal. He leaned onto me, his arms on either sides of my chest until the tip of his thick erection was warm against my wet passage. I raised my hips to try to and quicken his entry, but a stern look from him forced me back down. His lips locked with mine again, his tongue thrusting into me in tandem with his hard cock, my pussy clutching tightly to slow his entry.

"Relax," he whispered gently, using his fingers to caress and brush my areola. I moaned into his lips, an electric sensation pulsating through my body with each of his soft touches. He rubbed my nipple between his thumb and finger, his tail reaching forward to caress the side of my face as he continued to dance with my tongue with his, pushing himself deeper into me slowly. 

"Ahh..." I moaned, the pleasure of his touches overcoming the discomfort of being penetrated for the first time. He trailed ghost-like kisses over my face, his tail reaching down to flick my engorged clit as his hands continue to tease my sensitive nipples, pressing me into the leaves with my wings to cushion the ground, mixing our moans and groans with the sound of crunching leaves. 

He pressed himself deep inside of me, eliciting a mixture of pleasure and pain that made me dig my nails into his back and warp my legs around him. His body was warm as he trust into me, taking care to take his time, searching my face for my expression. 

"Harder," I urged between gasps of pleasure, "faster!"

He grinned, his fangs emerged amidst our lovemaking in an animalistic growl, "my pleasure."  

As if his reign has been released, he trust into me with wild abandon, pumping his hard erection into my wet pussy in a steady rhythm. Our grunts and moans filled the forest, echoing loudly back at us as if there were others amidst the forest engaged in their own passionate lovemaking session. 
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I straddled his chest, acutely aware of the monstrous body trapped beneath me. I shrugged the straps of my dress off my shoulders, letting it bundle on my hips. The cold air wrapped itself around me like a blanket, coaxing my nipples to harden and yearn for his touch. I shuddered when his fingertips touched the soft flesh of my breasts and wrapped the sides of my chest until he was holding onto my waist. He reached forward and pulled the dress over my head so that it would not hinder his hands. His touches vibrated through my skin, sending shivers down my spine. 

His dark scaled tail reached forward to wrap around my small waist, pulling me backwards and positioning me so that I was but an inch away from his shaft. My hands were on his massive chest, tracing the muscles mingled with reflective silver-black scales to find a solid grip as he started lowering me to him, his strong hands on my hips and tail around my waist, the tip of his tail reaching to flick at my nipple almost playfully to elicit a moan of pleasure. 

"Ahh..." I moaned when his sex penetrated me for the second time that day, sending a mixture of pain that was quickly overpowered by pleasure through my spine. Never would I have thought that he would be the one to take my virginity...

..........

I sighed as I leaned against the cool glass window, each exhale fogging my view of the breathtaking view of the forest outside. 

"What're you thinking about, doll?" my sole companion asked. I didn't need to turn to know that Darrell was sitting on the floor, a carving something or the other on a small slab of wood. He was the second youngest member of our family, with me at the bottom of the pack. His silver hair was a marked difference from the brilliant colored rainbow that each of us sported. I turned to watch him work his magic on the wooden statue. He seems to be working on recreating the image of the king. 

"Nothing," I said nonchalantly with a small shrug. 

His muscles and veins protruded from his arms with the effort of making precise marks on the wood. I frowned, thinking that a piece of wood should not be giving him so much trouble. Like most of the men of our weredragon clan, Darrell was gifted with extraordinary strength even when in his human form. 

"What's that made of?" I asked, curious on the material that would require such effort on his part to use. . 

"This?" he asked as he got up and picked up the two foot high half-finished statue with his hand and walked over to me. He offered me the statue with a lopsided grin that made the sides of his eyes wrinkle in the most adorable way. 

"No, thank you," I stated. I was not stupid enough to pick that up from him since it would more likely pull a muscle than stay in my grip. "That thing is probably ridiculous heavy," I said. 

He chuckled and sat back down on the floor to continue using the small carving knife to make the King's face. "It's from the bronze tree," he admitted finally, "you've seen it, right?"

"Only the parts that you had been working with," I said. According to my brothers, the bronze tree is a large mystical tree that grew in the middle of the forest. The bark of the tree is almost impossible to penetrate through, and it is the color of bronze, hence its namesake. I couldn't phantom how large the entire tree was if Darrell had only been working with its branches. "Do you think you could bring me there?" I asked. 

He looked at me quizzically, his silver irises making it look as if he was sightless though the truth is far from it. He has the best eyesight amongst us. "Why the sudden interest?" he wanted to know. 

"I would like to go out more often," I admitted. "I feel like I spent all my time in here." It was true enough. Apart from some smaller hunting trips, our alpha seems to prefer to keep me hidden. 

He put his carving knife down and walked over to me. "Are you alright, sister?" he asked, his hand on my forehead to check my temperature. As far as I know, none of us are related by blood. We were together for companionship and the safety in numbers. 

There used to be a good deal of dragon shifters around, but that changed after the war that ended more than two centuries ago. All that remains now is a hundred something clans scattered around the world, each holding from five to twenty weredragons. Ours is an outlier as we have eight permanent members who live and eat with us, as well as a good dozen others who would just drop in occasionally. Dragons are solitary creatures by nature. It is only due to necessity that we form clans. The other shifters and humans seek to drive us to extinction.  

I was acutely aware of the his hand lingering on my head as I was lost in my own thoughts. I felt the roughness of the skin on his palm as he lowered his hand on my cheek and gently caressed the side of my face. I leaned into his touch almost instinctively, enjoying the heat from his body. 

His complexion mirrored his hair in an almost sickly pale tone, though his strong jaw line and muscled features made it obvious that he is anything but sickly. I brushed hair away from his eyes, hypnotized by intensity of his gaze. I could see my own eyes reflected in his, my own gaze wide and expecting. 

He placed his hands on either sides of my face and he leaned towards me, his breath mingling with mine such that as I exhaled, he inhaled and we were breathing in
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