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Dame Audrey Mathiel sets out on a paramount quest to defeat a true dragon, and permanently establish herself among the ranks of the heroes. After taking some time to boast and sample the local delights, she marches out to challenge what would be her greatest foe.







But unlike the lesser drakes that Audrey had faced before, this dragoness is a towering figure that invokes fear in all that behold her dark and enormous form. Audrey knows that if her strength falters, she may end up yet another meal for the massive winged beauty in the dark.







Filled with adventure, sex, and sizeplay, Lair of the Dragoness is the beginning of an exciting and titillating fantasy adventure.
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In the era before, when these threats were more genuine to the people, there were many that studied and trained vigorously with the intent of one day holding the title of dragonslayer. Successfully earning this reputation came with immense benefit within the society, and the status of the victorious champion rendered them exalted to the point of nobility. For everyone knew that only a true master of the skill, who had given their lives in preparation for the task, could ever defeat one of these beasts.



Advancements in the weapons and magics of the mortal races afforded dragonslayers greater success, until the governance of most areas was able to contract individuals with the ability and relocate them as needed. Soon, dragon lairs were effectively removed from populated territories. When they did appear, grievances from the common folk were soon to follow. The professional teams would arrive and address the threat given time, but until they did there was a window of opportunity for a brave, or foolish, independent party to seize a victory for themselves; many threw away their lives away in the attempt. The fame and potential for immediate status elevation made this a powerful aspiration or fantasy for many young knights. The status of hero could come with one well placed blow.



So when a lone dame in battered armor rode a spent horse down the hill into the town of Bluewater, it wasn’t difficult to guess the reason she had come.



“Here to slay the dragon, are you?” A gatekeeper’s voice demanded her attention, and she huffed slightly, offering a polite wave and keeping her visor down. The dame was passing in a hurried manner, despite the slow pace of her steed, and gave little attention to boasting or making chat with anyone along the way. “Be sure to buy a casket ‘fore you set off…” the man's voice said after her, followed by the sounds of him and his friends laughing heartily.



The words were wind to her, and her mind was not unlike her armor. Scoffed and dented from a lifetime of battering, the hurled remarks of commonfolk did not so much as touch her heart. With torn chainmail visible under her breastplate, and boots blackened by searing coal, she perhaps gave off the impression of someone tested and practical, or else the one to come upon their armor. She had a sword at her hip and a spear bound to the saddle, and the satchel at her steeds side produced a clattering noise like that of steel and glass rummaging together.



Bluewater seemed a pleasant place, given a once-over by the dame. She observed a superb view of the ocean along the sloped hills to her right, beyond a slanted descent of shacks and structures that approached the shore. It seemed as though the main industries were likely fishing and lumber, which was enough to sustain many of these small villages along the old road.



The dame was not above descending to the ports to take a seagull. No one was likely to care of she slew and ate one, but she wouldn’t want it to be her last public act. Dying to the dragon would likely mean she got shallow grave somewhere marked Gullslayer, at the very best. Not a suitable end for someone of her accomplishments.



And that was what Audrey told herself as she road to the tavern, tied up her horse, and counted out her last few coins. She figured it was one of those moments in life where the best advance was to remove all secondary options. So it was all or nothing, in a sense, and she’d prepared the best she could for the moment of truth ahead. If she succeeded in her task, she’d likely never want for money again. Otherwise, whatever she still had would just become part of the dragon’s hoard.



The interior warmth was quite welcome as the dame strode inside, allowing the heat to alleviate the acquired tension of the journey, as best it could. She pulled off her helmet as she came in, observing that it wasn’t too busy. Few of the occupants give more than a glance in her direction, apparently unphased to see someone here in armor. Her bare platesteel might have stood out without a tabard, but that marked her allegiances in and of itself.



Two caught Audrey’s attention, they being a ranger who sat among gamblers but was done up in her traveling gear, and the bartender, who stood alone and was unusually pretty to behold. She wore a tight short-sleeve blouse with a brown necktie, visible pearl buttons, and a fine woolen skirt inscribed with leafy patterns. Admittedly the dame was distractible when it came to these things, as many people are in those moments when the journey wore upon them. She only took a short glance at the woman’s freckled features, noting that her face as terribly cute, before resolving that she would at least attempt to make company with this woman before she likely died. First she moved to speak with the ranger, though, if only to grab a lay of the land and alleviate the tension of her presence among strangers.



“Evening lads, ranger,” Audrey greeted softly as she approached the table, showing courtesy with a soft nod to the strangers before directing her attention to the woman in foresting gear, and the bow slung about her chair. Though she was not dressed as though she intended to remain here long, or become overly familiar with any of her present company, she was perfectly relaxed at the game table, reclined with her cloak drawn over most of her form. Only the arm she used for both play and drink peeked out from the cloth, and her face, cast mostly in darkness, confessed features both fair and feminine.



“Mm. Hello dame, just come to town, have you?” she inquired before Audrey spoke, sounding friendly enough despite her low and reserved tone. The dame could observe the faint golden glow of her eyes beneath the hood, outing her to be either some variant of holy elf, or an entity in service to the sun. At a glance alone, the dame could not guess.



“I hope I’m not interrupting your game,” she said, easing foward to linger to a place near the game, but not so intrusive so as to suggest she would get a look at their cards. She turns a chair around, and sits down for herself. Having straddled it in reverse, she scooted over toward the ranger. “I figured I should ask you for a bit of trail advice before I head off.”



“Off for what, might I inquire?” the ranger asked curiously, her tone lacking any particular suspicion, but still seeming attentive.



“Well. You might call me a fool,” Audrey began with soft hesitance.



“The dragon, then. How very typical, so incredibly predictable.” The ranger interrupted Audrey immediately, guessing her intention without a hint of pleasantness in her tone. “And I had thought perhaps we could journey together, but I’d rather not lose nights sleep knowing I lead you to your crispy end.”



“Whoa whoa! Relax. Don’t just assume I’m a total fool. I’ve… prepared well for this task,” Audrey said sincerely, expressing her serious intent to the doubtful ranger. Some of the gamblers chuckle at the exchange, distracted momentarily from their game.



She huffs. “Alright, perhaps then I’ll see you along the trail. But forgive me if I’m disinclined to give you hints to your certain death.”



“You won’t even point the way?” Audrey asked, irritated. “I thought a ranger would be good for advice.”



“I will advise you in this much, at least,” the ranger said. “If you can get a hold of some good treasure, you ought to just take that and run. It’s better than most people do, and you chances of actually slaying this one? Slim to nothing. She is… a dragon of unusual power.”



“Well if you won’t help me find her, you may as well tell me what you know of the dragon, so that I might survive. Otherwise it’s your fault.”



“If you promise me you aren’t throwing your life away just to make a name for yourself, then I will tell you what I know. It’s better to be a nameless dame than a dead one.”



“I’m not a nameless dame, anyway. I am Audrey, and I am well renowned in the northern territories for combatting drakes and wyverns, and many other lesser beasts.”



“Well, Audrey, are you sure you would not be better suited there, doing what it is you already prosper in? Often people rise beyond their skills, and fall like the stars…”



Audrey leaned up, although her posture made an intimidating presence impossible. How ironic, as she had assumed it only to convey her amiable nature, as people often made assumptions when they saw the tall and strong form of the dame. “I’ve confidence in my task, and soon you will see that I am quite serious about it. So tell me then of the dragon, so I may have my best chance. And tell me your name, too, for I mean to return to you and brag upon my victory.”



This stirs a good and joyful laugh from the table, who had gone from mocking her to tentatively rooting for her cause. It was hard not to, after all, when someone came to town with the promise of saving the people. Everyone secretly wanted to believe. The exchange seemed to have gained some attention.



“My name is Ilyria,” she states simply, reclining back again with a very unimpressed demeanor, but at least she no longer seemed angry at the dame’s mere proposition. “The dragon you move to face is a dragoness and a giantess, a towering figure, dark and horrid to look upon like the greater scaled demons of old. She is so large and powerful that the earth trembles when she rolls over, and animals will not walk within five hundred yards of her cavern, unless they are small enough to escape between her teeth.” Ilyria drinks deeply of her hard cider, starring Audrey down with a serious and warning expression upon her features. “And even if you manage to avoid being eaten alive, I can already tell that your armor could never resist true dragonfire. Perhaps the Old Wards about your body will protect you, but the armor would be molted and slip from your form, leaving you exposed to her long and sharp claws.”



“Perhaps you ought to write horror stories for children, with the way you try to scare someone with your elegant words! But yes, I have thought this through. The dragon will not so much as know my approach before death comes to her, and I can hold my own, should it turn into a fight proper.”



The ranger gently set her fingers upon her forehead, exhaling softly in defeat. “Then good luck to you… I hope to not see your sword among the loot taken, when the real professionals arrive. I intend to make way there myself, and so too recruit the aid of the local wizard. We can contribute when the dragonslayer’s arrive, get a fair share for our work.”



“I’ll set off tomorrow morning, and see it done upon my arrival. This is the big one for me - my endgame. My culmination of skill for the world to behold. You and the other dragon slayers may take what I could not carry away.” Audrey declared confidently. With a flourish, she turned around and strode away. She could not allow the illusion of fearlessness to fall, for if she did, the rumoring would make it seem as though she was victorious only by blind chance, even if she did somehow succeed. She wanted everyone to know she had addressed the threat without hesitation, so that they might revere her as someone who could rise to any new threat, and destroy it with such ease. That is what it meant, in Audrey’s eyes, to be a dragon slayer. At least then she could live guiltlessly on the immense fortunes acquired.



Some chatting stirred up behind her, but she directed her attention away, and walked swiftly up to the bar counter. The tavern girl’s gaze was affixed upon her all though the dame’s approach, only once Audrey approaches the counter does she shyly direct her eyes down and away. Then, she pretends to notice Audrey for the first time, and doing a little curtsey.



“Oh hey! A dame or sworn sword? Curious to be getting armored folk around here!” she is already flush, with the tinge of pink seasoning her freckled cheeks in a way that made her seem to glow in the taverns deep amber light. This was the kind of real soft farm girl Audrey would often crave, who so often carried deeper aspirations of adventure and would cling to the interesting folk that passed through an area otherwise uneventful. In their innocence and kindness, Audrey could find a solace to ease even the greatest tensions.



“An aspiring dragonslayer - and dead girl, apparently,” Audrey said, laughing heartily. The bartender gasped and covered her mouth, a mixture of excitement and fear upon her features.



“You truly mean to do the dragon in?” she asks, seeming ashamed of her excited giggles. “Well the attempts worth a drink at least!”



“Please, let me pay for it. I’ll have more coins that I need after my task, either way” Audrey said with soft sincerity, again leveling with a stranger to express something more close to her heart than the general rambunctious boasting and false bravery. It might have gone over the other’s head, though.



“Aye… I guess that’s true. Well I suppose you ought to be spoiled, at least for the evening! Have a last - I mean a good meal, a few good drinks. I admit I’d love to hear a story or two of your adventures… then I can tell of you should you not make it back.”



“I’d be quite pleased if you immortalized me in that way, so I am not just called gullslayer, or some nonsense.”



“What?” The lady asked, seeming a bit bewildered.



“Haha - sorry. Dumb thought I had earlier, when I thought about taking a bird from the docks. I figured that’s all they’d ever remember me for.”



The bartender laughs heartily, slapping the wooden bar surface and buckling over just slightly. “Oh wow! You’re right at that. I’m sorry! What a cruel thing to laugh about!” It seemed she couldn’t help herself, and Audrey laughs in turn.



“Here, I’ll pour you something to jog your memory, and have Arin put on a steak,” she says, shouting a word back to the chef, through the kitchen door. Then she was quick to fetch a mug and fill it to the brim with a golden frothy mixture that bubbled quite intensely.



“Thank Arin for me, and what can I call you? While I’m learning everyone’s names.”



“Mine’s Sonna … I think I heard you say you were Audrey?”



“Aye! No real fancy titles yet. Scaled beast tamer, if that counts.”



“Scaled beast tamer?!” she exclaims as Audrey takes a bemused and confident drink of her beverage, which tasted like a strong and sweet maple bourbon. She was glad to feel the first wave of the alcohol’s effects, noting that the bartender had been kind enough to pour her a large glass. Some women understood when you were in need, without being told.



“Not as exciting as it might sound… and the job’s sorta fallen through, to tell it true. Not much work to be done, now that the north is well cleared of the buggers. But the south has… even bigger ones it seems.”Audrey drank again from her class, stifling a huff as it burned her throat.



“This is no drake as I understand it, she’s a real titan of a thing, a real towering fire-breathing creature of the dark. Her foot is as big as a person! They found tracks in the farmland you could easily lay in.”



Audrey couldn’t help but gulp slightly, mid drink, but she tried to play it off like nothing. “Well. Big as she may be, I expect to settle this in a single blow.” She was used to exaggerations from the common folk, but somehow the bartender’s words brought a startling image to her mind.



“So are you very stealthy, then? Cause you’re armor seems real heavy and clanky-like…”



“Aye, well, yes and no. Let’s just say I’ve trained at striking dragons, and I can move precisely. Perhaps I should not brag too much before the deed is done, but know I am above the common swordsman.”



“I’ll trust your judgement, since you’re betting your life on it and all.” Sonna watches as Audrey takes down her drink with haste and an air of determination. “And you seem like a tough lady.”



“Your faith in me is HYUCK appreciate!” Audrey said, setting down the glass and stifling a small hiccup. She grins appreciatively at Sonna as the bartender refilled her glass, and then moved to go and fetch her the steak and stew. Audrey uses the moment to shrug off her pauldrons and stow them near her barstool, slowing her breathing to acclimate to the environment, and try to relax. She can’t help but follow the bartenders work, and soon Sonna catches her gaze.



“I’ve always been quite a fangirl for dames and knights, when they come around,” Sonna says amiable, returning with the food. “Guess it’s childish, but I sure still root for you.”



“Glad to be more than a fool in armor, to you,” Audrey replied, dipping the bread and eating hastily. She was more grateful than she expressed for the warm meal, but she did not have special regard for it as a potential last meal, as she was no longer pondering the imminent possibility of death.



“One thing about dames, is lowly or great they always got a lot of stories,” Sonna said, topping off Audrey’s glass once more before returning the bottle to its shelf. “Will you be having a room, as well?”



“I’ve got a few, perhaps, although I might be inclined to take my mind off of the adventure. For the night, at least,” Audrey said, leaning back on her stool as she enjoyed the sensation of fullness, and a more powerful intoxication from her drink. “Although… I would love to have someone to chat with. Suppose you’re working the night shift?”



“I am off in but a few hours, as it were,” Sonna replied, leaning toward Audrey with visible curiosity. “Should I keep you a bit of company, then? Wouldn’t want you to be alone before the uh, big day.” Sonna tried to avoid a more blatant reminder, but she figured there was no point in trying to ignore it.



“There’s nothing I’d like more than to cuddle up and rest for a while. A bed is one thing, a nice soft friend to share it with is something else,” Audrey said, reaching out gently to give Sonna a little squeeze around the soft fat of her arm.



“Bumble on up there whenever, and I’ll bring you something more to eat, when I come,” she said totally innocently, up until she punctuated the promise with a wink. With a flush on her features she turned away and went back to tending the bar.



Audrey’s thoughts rarely drifted from Sonna as the evening drew on, and eventually she made her way up to the room provided to await her.







By the time Audrey has shed her armor and made herself comfortable on the bed, there came a small knock on the door. A grin moved across her features before she called out “Come in,” to the individual on the other side. The door swung open, and Sonna scooted inside with a bit of haste.



“Evening,” Sonna greeted softly, grinning at Audrey as she walked the length of the room to come and stand bedside, gently resting a platter of food on the nightstand. “Good and cozy?” she inquired.



“Just about.” Audrey seemed pleased for the company, looking up at the bartender with a degree of attentiveness. They looked at each other, and there was an expectant air, as the invitation had been given but Sonna seemed perhaps uncertain of herself in imposing. She looks over the reclining body of the dame, now observing her without her armor.



Audrey was strong built and had a slightly dark tone to her skin, commonplace among the humans of those middle lands. She was well endowed with muscle and also softness, and the old white shirt she wore did much to present the shape of her form, and hung loosely over her amble chest. The blanket had been drawn up to her hip but Sonna observed that she seemed to be unclothed beyond that point, and stifled a little giggle, perhaps unable to invoke a word more to say.



“How very cute you look when disheveled,” Audrey said teasingly, grinning ear to ear as she stared down the bartender with undisguised appreciation, enjoying the sight of her after waiting. “Have your plans changed, or will you remain with me awhile?” she asked softly, in case the intention was misunderstood.



“I should much like to… although I would regret to steal too much of our sleep,” Sonna said, bashful and polite to a degree that might have appeared disingenuine under different circumstances, wherein the sleep was less valuable. Instead it occured to Audrey as being a sweet indication of the maid’s gently asserted desire for her. At least then the dame need not feel any guilt in their engagement, having such a brief moment in the night before her departure and uncertain return, as its nature was well understood and desired by both parties.



“Truly, I think I will only be able to sleep if you help me,” Audrey confessed, exhaling a tired breath as she seemed to allow the weariness of the journey to be present upon her features. “A sweet distraction from the task ahead, and perhaps you’ll help me tire.”



“I shall try at least not to
 bore
 you to sleep,” Sonna said, giggling with some amusement. She stood there before the bed and shrugged off her brown robe without a word more, revealing her soft body obscured under by pale white underclothes, leggings with frilly lace hems and a bra that could not contain her, but served its purpose in keeping her lifted. Her body was pale and freckled, pleasingly plump and fashioned with grabable curves.



“I suppose I should conjure a tale to hold your attention,” Audrey said, lifting the beds blanket in a welcoming way, and in so doing exposing her bare lower form to the woman encroaching upon her. Sonna slipped into the bed and soon sidled on against the dame, allowing the blanket to be rested down them both. Her form softly rested against Audrey’s, sharing warmth with her in the bed. “Although I suppose the hour is late, and there may be a better use for our time.” Audrey conceded, grinning as she moved her lips in to nuzzle against the bartender’s nose.



“When you return victorious, I shall be especially inclined to hear that story.” Sonna reached behind herself and gently attended to the tie of her overburdened bra, undoing it, and allowing the article to slip from her heavy chest. The emergence of her breasts, large rotund and freckled in the same style as the rest of her, caused sharp intake of breath from the dame. Suave as she may be, she could not turn her eye from the simple perfection of the woman who would attend her, and found herself anticipating with elation what may be among her final pleasurable moments.



“And if I am not, say a nice word for me?” Audrey said, some deeper sincerity leaking through her tone, although she avoided descending on that route, lest she ruin the mood.



“By all means, if you show me you are a champion now, I will stand by it tomorrow,” Sonna laughed playfully, leaning into Audrey so that her heavy breasts pressed gently against the dame’s torso, the warmth of them seeping easily through the shirt. Audrey followed suit, pulling her shirt over her head and feeling the woman’s body come against her flesh before the fabric cleared her vision. She let it fall to the floor behind herself, and watched the bartender’s eyes appraising her.



Although not as substantial as the paler woman’s, Audrey’s breasts were well shaped and sat high upon her body. She had dark pink nipples that had been quick to harden under scrutiny, and the visibility of her abs made her athleticism appreciable. The dame brushed back a lock of her long dark hair that had draped itself over her tit, ascertaining that Sonna was afforded as much of a glance as she so desired.



Sonna set in, and moved her hand gently against the dames body, touching her at the shoulder and then, when no indication from Audrey discouraged her, at her chest. The bartender relished in being able to feel her and gently squeeze the breast in hand, and soon Audrey did the same, gathering up both of Sonna’s plump breasts beneath her touch and massaging them against the maid. Perhaps it was a girlish giddiness that made them play with each other in this way, exploring the other’s body and engaging in an act of intimacy so as to heighten their mood and drive away and lingering distractions. Soon, Audrey leaned in to put her face amidst that softness, and moved her lips swiftly along the curving presence of each breast.



Receiving her, Sonna leaned back slightly and made her chest more accessible to the exploring kisses and gentle suckling of the others lips. Her teat found a place ensnared between the soft pillows of the dame’s mouth, and Sonna hummed gently as her extreme tenderness was tasted and teased. Audrey cupped her breast in hand to hold her steady, moving her tongue along the areola in a teasing circle until, at last, Sonna huffed out a little gasp. She was unable to retain her composure before the stimulation.



“Aren’t you a tease,” she said, resting her hand onto the dame’s head and guiding her against the substantial breast. Sonna’s thigh moved over Audrey as the maid tangled their legs beneath the covers, resting her form upon Audrey and seeping into comfort there.



Feeling their bodies moving together, Audrey found herself able to quickly relax into the bliss. She let her tongue loll over the teat tenderly and at a slowly pace, giving some stimulation to the sensitive woman as all other concerns and worries faded away from both their minds. Their bodies moisten slightly with the characteristic sweat of such cuddling, but Audrey does not pull the blanket away from them, instead embracing the wet warmth.



Sonna’s teat came free from Audrey’s mouth with a an audible pop, spittle trailing between it and Audrey’s plump lip. “I wanna get a good taste of you,” she said with a heavy breath, turning her eyes to Sonna’s soft visage.



“Go on, taste what you’d like,” Sonna told her her, aflush and giggling. She watched the dame return to work, suckling her other breast and then beginning a series of downward directed kisses. Her hands stroked Sonna’s side as she migrated down beneath the covers, letting her face move gently across the bartender’s stomach with gentle brushing of the lips. The soft skin was a treat to her, a sort of comfort to be rarely had, and Audrey could not help but press her face against the pleasantly plumpish lass.



The warm embrace did much to sooth the knights nerves. Even when her mind had been directed away from the task, her body retained the tension of the journey. Her need for sleep, at least, was delayed, and she found herself incurring a sense of restoration in each moment of closeness with the soft and kindly stranger. Such was the way for things for Audrey, when the journey offered sparse companionship, she was wanton to find it wherever she could, and grateful for it’s presence when it did arrive. Soon, she moved down from the other’s stomach and settled herself in between Sonna’s legs, moving her lips apart as she secured her mouth over the sweet slit residing there.



Sonna made her anticipation evident, her legs moving first in and against Audrey’s face in an almost reflexively defensive motion, before drifting slowly apart to welcome her. With her head and upper body not obscured by the covers, she stared forward at nothing in the room and let her lips fall agape, experiencing and focusing entirely on the sensation of the dame’s lips against her sex. When Audrey began in earnest, the subtle sound of slurping and licking was barely audible, and soon outdone by Sonna’s airy gasps and soft humming moans.



Audrey applied her full skill to the other’s pleasure, working her tongue along the slit until it was soaked with her spittle before beginning to advance inward, and lick along the other’s inner walls. As she acquired the first sweet taste of the womanly honey provided, she exhales deeply from her nose, the warmth of her breath washing through Sonna’s little tuft of orange pubes and resulting in a rather ticklish sensation.



“Is this how you serve the noble ladies where you come from?” Sonna asked with soft amusement, her hands moving down to set themselves gently against Audrey’s head and take hold of her hair there, guiding her further into herself. She groaned softly as she felt the dame’s tongue extending within her, working its way deeper into her sex. Audrey did not reply in that moment, occupied as she was, but reached up to stroke Sonna’s heavy thigh and eventually migrate her touch around to her rear, and grab and squeeze there with a degree of reverie.



Audrey’s desire was amplified by the sweet taste of the woman’s arousal, and she pressed her face deeply into Sonna’s crotch with an eagerness to coax more out of her. Sonna rolled slowly onto her back, allowing Audrey to come over her legs as she continued to suckle and lick with the bartender’s hands affixed to the back of her head. Audrey rested her breasts against Sonna’s thigh and made herself comfortable there, increasing the intensity of the pleasurable movements of her tongue. Her hands affixed themselves around Sonna’s wide hips, securing her in place.



The stimulation seemed intense for the bartender, as she groaned and huffed and clenched the bedsheets with her hands, closing her eyes tensely and shuddering as the dame worked her tongue deep within her, slurping and licking and thrusting the soft muscle in every effort to stimulate her inner walls. Cheeks to the other’s thighs, Audrey felt herself embedded deeply into Sonna’s warmth, and breathed deeply of her, taking in the softness of her scent.



Audrey had a small degree of expertise when it came to invoking pleasure in another, and used her tongue as she was able to encourage the arrival of that deep release. Sonna’s hands held her firmly in place as the first shuddering waves of pleasure moved through the bartender, quickly overtaking her will and bringing about a euphoric ecstasy. Audrey did not halt in her slurping or licking even as the other woman grew so tense about her tongue, and the sweet expulsion of her fluid drenched the dame’s face.



Sonna huffed and breathed heavily as the dame wiggled out from between her legs, slumping backward onto her back in a stupor of post-orgasmic bliss. She gasped and giggled, and Audrey crawled up alongside her, running her hand over the other’s form with a tickling touch upon her stomach. “How was that? Song worthy? Legendary?” Audrey asked with a chuckle, teasing the precious other in embrace.



Together they lay in bliss and exchanged stories into the night.







Ilyria waited outside of the tavern, cast in the golden light of the morning, with a stern expression on her features as she beheld the disheveled dame. Audrey had emerged into the light, squinting groggily with her hangover, with hickies upon her neck and. She looked with puzzlement at the sun-elf ranger. “Have you come to see me off?”



“I am surprised you are still set on this task, Dame,” she said with disapproval.



“It’s Audrey. Actually, you might as well get used to calling me Dragonslayer Audrey,” she said with a guffaw, and went to her horse.



Ilyria stood with her hands folded across her chest and watched the dame mount up. “In a few days time, a professional group is arriving. If you are successful, I recommend you take your keep and leave.”



Audrey grimaced at the threat, knowing that they who would slay a dragon for the hoard would not be above slaying a nameless knight. “I will be careful,” she said vaguely, knowing that the other’s remark had been a genuine warning. Then, unwilling to show hesitance, she rode away.







Nestled in a place between the rolling hills was a cavern that lead deep into the earth. About it, rose, thorn, and vine ran freely over the ground, doing some to obscure the wide dark crevice from those that trekked this far into the wild. That path wound down unevenly, overgrown with twisted barbs and sharp bramble. Audrey pushed through it without hesitance as she made her descent.



She had rested, for a time, when she confirmed her arrival at the dragon’s den. She knew there was little time to waste, and so she ate what remained of the food she had taken, and meditated in preparation of the task before heading down without further delay.



Now, standing before the opening, she could feel the warmth radiating out from within. It was the pure fiery energy of a dragoness of enormous power, which seemed to seep out into the world. She moved through the vines that hung over the entrance, but did not chop them down, as she would not want to give a hint to any that came upon the cave that she had already gone in.



Treading carefully into the dark, she made her descent without her confidence waning. Those concerns that she had for the task had been addressed before she set out in her purpose, and yet she could not entirely rid herself of the anticipation. Her knuckles turned white as she gripped her scabbard tensely. Audrey made slow pace down into the lair, and walked without a torch, so as to keep her eyes adjusted to the deep dark and not give herself away before the opportune time.



The warmth rising up from the deep was intense, and so too could Audrey smell the dragon’s scent, and the deep earthy scent of minerals below. No doubt the creature lived quite comfortably down here, where the water came up from the depths in steaming pools, and there was plenty to feed upon in the surround lands, still largely untamed. The cavern expanded as she made way deeper, until it opened up into a massive chamber, where the brown stone on the caverns floor was faintly illuminated by light from far above, which shone like a sun in the subterranean chamber, and yet only faintly illuminated the lower stone. Pools of water lined the expanse of the cavern floor, gently steaming and glimmering where a ripple caught the light.



There, in the center of this massive chamber, in the largest pool of the steaming water, lay a massive dark violet beast. Draconic and humanoid in shape, she lay laxly in the water, her legs extended far before herself, and her chest turned away from the entrance. She was at least thirty yards in length, and when she stirred, just slightly, a deep rumbling could be heard. Her scales scraped the brown rock as she shifted for comfort. Audrey was filled with awe at the sight of her, and moved with great slowness and caution as she put herself behind a stalagmite, and observed. The dragoness, while as large and terrifying as she had been described, was far more human and feminine in shape than the drakes and beasts the dame had hunted before.



This dragon was clearly a being of powerful magic, or some entity with a dark intelligence beyond the typical gold hoarding lizard. Audrey lay in wait for some time, strategizing her approach. If the dragoness was sleeping down, or simply in a deep state of relaxation, then an approach could be attempted. She did not seem likely to turn and catch the dame, unless she inadvertently let a sound escape. ‘



All along the giant dragoness’ form, fine scales of deep purple and black lined her. She had a softness despite her tremendously dangerous build, wherein those parts of her about the back and legs seemed lightly armored, and so vulnerable, wherein other portions of her featured deep scales and plating that would surely withstand any blow the same could strike. To go for the throat would be ideal, as Audrey could end the strife with one strike there, and need only get close enough.



She emerged gradually from her place of hiding, moving with great caution as she approached, and often ducked back behind another outcropping of stone. She imagined she could lower herself into a pool of water to hide her presence as she came nearer, but the splash of the water could just as easily give her away. Eventually, she reached the last suitable hiding place before she would need make her approach in earnest.



As she prepared to move in, calculating her swiftness as she judged how she might maximize the distance she could travel before the dragoness could react, she eased out from behind the rock. Then, with a great echoing grunt, the dragoness began to roll over.



Audrey rushed back to the presumed safety of the stone that had hidden her, and heard the dragoness utter a soft hum, a noise of uncertainty or inquiry. Her heart jumped in her throat as she began to access her surrounds for potential paths of escape, should the dragoness encroach upon her hiding place. She waited for a time, daring not to so much as peek out toward the dragoness. Soon, the voice of the being echoed through the chamber, as she spoke with great suave assurance to the suspected intruder.



“Oh… I’ve not had many guests, you know,” The dragoness said, her words soft and gently teasing, although Audrey was not distracted from the predatory threat. “Won’t you come and say hello? Don’t make me come over to you.”



Audrey breathed heavily in and out through her nose, slowly drawing her sword. She scanned the dark before herself, wondering how she might weave between the obstacles between her and the dragoness and make an escape. It was either this, or wait for the dragon to near, and attempt an all-or-nothing lunge for her vitals. This was not the optimal position for the drake-slayer, who would have preferred to have the drop on such an advantaged foe. She knew then that she must stall for time, to better judge how the dragoness would make her advance. So too could she pretend to be a lesser threat, as a being like this may be more inclined to play with an intruder than to dispatch of them immediately, if they perceived some potential for fun in it. She leaned out slowly, attempting to get an eyeful of the other first, although she knew the dragoness’ gaze would be affixed upon her.



Now the massive scaled being lay on her side facing the entrance of the cavern. Audrey could not help but be impressed by the grand and curvaceous form of the one she meant to slay, who now supported herself with an arm and showed off her womanly features to the dame’s attentive gaze. The dragoness had weighty breasts of a softer violet than the rest of her form, and was adorned only in a few chains of glimmering gold. Although the links were heavy, it was but a necklace on her. Her wings were furled behind herself, but Audrey could see their golden color, and the spikes affixed to the top of each. The only effort of modesty came in the golden scaled mail loincloth that hid the dragoness’ sex, but did nothing to hide her rear or thighs.



“Do you fancy these treasures?” The dragoness inquired softly, watching the tiny dame’s features from across the cavern, and knowing that she was being studied. The cavern rumbled as the great dragoness rose slowly to stand in the waters. Her towering form sent a wave of intimidation through the dame, as the steaming water cascaded off of the dragoness’ scales.



Audrey cleared her throat, stepping out from behind the stone with her sword turned down at her side, in clear view of the dragoness. She almost stumbled as the cavern trembled with each step of the greater being. “It is not for your treasures that I have come,” she declared with as much power behind her voice as she could muster. The treasures would have been a fortune, to be sure, but her task was beyond a simple heist. The dragoness beheld her dented and scorched armor, sizing her up with a mild curiosity, as the dame was regarded as far from being a threat.



“Not for gold? Nor gems, or scales? I have seen you knights parading in dragonhide armor.” The dragoness leaned forward, watching Audrey with half-lidded eyes, and then extending her black tongue to lick upon her lips. “No… you just mean to be a hero. Or perhaps you imagine you can steal my power away.”



Audrey paused as she pondered the dragons statement. If the dragoness had access to powerful magics or enchantments, it would be another threat to the dame. She thought of how she might stall the dragoness, as she discovered the nature of the power she referred to. “No, great dragoness. I have not fancied myself a hero. I have come instead to bargain.” She tried her best to sound convincing as she declared this, but the dragon’s expression changed, as she seemed to become suspicious.



“You’ve come down here… to trade? You must know there is little that dragons desire, which humans can provide. Tell me, then, what is it you want from me, that you should risk becoming a snack for it?” The dragoness moved forward as she asked this, and Audrey dare not attempt to flee in that moment, knowing that the monstrous woman would be quick to react.



“I need that which only your great draconic magics can do. A wish, as you may call it, in exchange for a tremendous wealth of gold.” Audrey choose her words carefully, hoping that the dragoness might betray more of a hint of her power in the response she choose. Clever as these monsters could be, it was possible that the dragoness did not have the enormous power she claimed to possess, and was simply inordinately large and curvaceous. The cavern here, while expansive in size, had few treasures other than those the dragoness wore upon herself. She must be wanting for something to decorate her lair.



“A wish. I like that. And a wealth of gold? Seeing as it’s not on your person, I suspect there is a catch.” The great dragoness stood up to her full height and hooked her fingers around the golden chains that dangled over her chest, allowing them to fall beneath her chest. “I have thought to add some length to my necklace, or perhaps forge for myself a few more rings to wear on my toes.” She tugged against the golden chains so that her breasts were lifted by the metal, and showed them off to the knight without great subtlety. Audrey huffed to herself, distracted by the strange and alluring behavior. It made her even more on-guard, as she knew the dragoness might attempt to pacify or sedate her through some means before making a move.



“There is a catch. I must leave here alive. And so you may only know of the location of the gold cache… when our deal is concluded.”



The dragoness raised a brow at her, stepping out from the pool and moving nearer to the dame. She stopped and lowered herself until her great knee impacted the rock some yards before Audrey, and leaned in to examine her.



“I do not care for deals like this, dame, wherein I must put all my trust in a stranger. And yet you are surely unwilling to bear some of the burden of trust, despite coming here with blade in hand, and encroaching upon me unaware.”



Audrey tensed up, eying the dragoness neck as she calculated her position, and how she might leap and strike, should her hand be forced. The dragoness’ massive breasts hung from her chest as she crawled on all fours, her shadow engulfing the dame below.



“You seem distracted, little knight. Perhaps I should make the deals…,” the dragoness said, starting to reach down toward the dame with a massive clawed hand.



Audrey burst forward in a surge of motion, launching herself through the air as she swung her blade forward toward the dragoness. She had judged her position properly, but the dragoness moved with unnatural speed, rearing back and catching the dame in her hand.



“Not the best attempt I’ve seen, little knight,” the dragoness said with some amount of exasperation.



Audrey swung her blade down against the dragoness’ finger. It bounced off of her scaly skin without cutting her, and yet still the dragoness hissed and dropped the dame, rearing back with a look of disgust. Audrey landed with a clatter on the stone floor, and quickly tried to right herself to strike again.



“Don’t you know that biting bugs get squashed?” The dragoness said, turning and allowing her tail to laxly sweep the cavern ground, knocking the dame headlong and throwing her form into a stalagmite’s base.



“This bug’s bite-” Audrey declared with a wheeze. “Is lethal!” She charged forward, diving over a pool of water, and then slipping past a pillar of stone before the dragoness tail could catch her again. She slammed her back against it, breathing heavily.



“You know not what you challenge, foolish knight,” the dragoness said with exasperation, approaching slowly on her feet again. She stooped down where the cavern ceiling began to decline, and Audrey could not see a route of escape behind herself. “Most are filled with awe to merely look upon me. Are you not impressed, little dame? Behold my great and powerful form; I am the dragoness Dosalyn, a champion from the voids!”



Dosalyn extended her wings out, showing her form at its full stature, towering as she was. What little light that descended into the cavern seemed to dim with her words, and Audrey found herself blind to all but the glowing presence of the dragoness’ golden eyes, which vanished with her blink, and left the dame with no visual of her enemy. Still, the deep rumbling of the earth accompanied the giant dragoness’ slow and unstoppable advance.



Audrey breathed rapidly to herself, her hand gripping her sword tensely as she calculated any potential means to escape imminent death. The dragon was too clever to fall to her wordplay now, and yet in her vanity, may be stalled for a time.



“You are truly a great power of the dark, and this is why I have come,” Audrey said, stepping out from behind the pillar of stone to stare at the dark, wherein she could feel the warmth of the dragoness body, which seemed to approach laxly toward her. “My destiny has called me here. All of my life I have built my skills for this moment.”



The dragoness voice purred out from the dark, her face mere meters away. “And in one moment, you will be extinguished…,” The sound of her words confessed her approach.



Audrey reared back and slashed with her sword at the ground, a cascade of sparks flaring up in the iron’s path, and casting light against the dragoness’ face in the dark. She flinched, her wings flapping once as she anticipating an attack from the dame. Audrey rushed forward, evading the swipe of Dosalyn’s hand and preparing to strike out at the softer flesh of her underbelly. Finding herself beneath the dragoness massive form, she hesitated, for even if her strike landed true, here, the Dosalyn would collapse down upon her. She readied herself to avoid the dragoness’ grasp.



Dosalyn simply lowered her form onto the cavern floor, smothering the dame with a heavy thud as her breasts pressed down against the tiny armored figure, and held her flat against the rock. Audrey tried to gasp, but found her face pressed against the soft scaled flesh of the dragoness’ breast. Only the dame’s armor, which was well braced around her chest to protect her from strong impacts, prevented her from being easily crushed. Her swordarm lay pinned, and the blade itself was squeezed from her grasp.



“Ah…. a better fate than most insects,” Dosalyn said laxly, perhaps believing her fun was over. She rubbed her chest against the ground, feeling the dame’s form beneath her tit. Audrey groaned at the immense pressure, struggling helplessly to free herself. “You’re still alive? Now that’s impressive, little knight,” the dragoness laughed. Supporting herself with an arm, she took her weight off of the poor dame and lifted her chest, peering down with great amusement at the disheveled victim, who gasped for air before scurrying over toward her blade.



“Come now, we’re way past that,” Dosalyn said, flicking the weapon halfway across the cavern with disinterest. “You’ve had your fun, now it’s time I had mine…” Audrey yelped as the dragoness extended a clawed hand down toward her, and seized her by her breastplate. Dosalyn began to pick off the plate armor with her claws, as easily as shelling a nut.



“Unhand me!” Audrey demanded, attempting to keep her voice commanding despite her position. The dragoness handled her like a toy, stripping her of her gear and then of her clothes, and finally holding her naked form up by a leg to examine her. “Dragoness, let me down!” Audrey implored her, gasping as she was dangled near Dosayln’s face, and beheld a dangerous grin.



“What a special treat you are. Your body is more impressive than your armor was, you know. Perhaps you really do have some talent.” Dosalyn let a great black tongue roll out from between her lips, and brought the dame nearer to her mouth. The forked tongue lapped gently against the dame’s head, slathering her with hot spittle as the dragoness had a little taste.



Audrey squealed out with fear, seeing how easily she could be gobbled up. Her facade of fearlessness vanished, and she tried to find the words that might save her. “Don’t, dragoness! You’ll never find the gold!”



“Don’t beg too much, little dame. You’ll work up my appetite…” the dragoness extended her tongue again, and this time licked over Audrey’s form from head to toe, drenching her nude body in spittle. “I won’t eat you, yet,” she said with a bit of reluctance. “I’d rather a toy than a snack, for now. This can be such a lonely place.”



Audrey was filled with confusion and uncertainty at the dragoness’ words, but helpless to her will. She looked around as she was carried back over to the largest spring of water in the center of the chamber. She dared not even squirm as she was carried high above the cavern floor. “A toy?!” the dame asked when she worked up the courage for it.



“Yes, why, a little toy knight,” the dragoness cooed with visible amusement, a deep purr rumbling from her chest. She reached up with her other hand and tenderly took up the end of the golden chair about her, and held it aloft for Audrey to examine. On one end, the dame saw, was a pair of shackles. To the dragoness they were small enough to be like two links of fine chain, but still they were large enough to bind the dame’s wrists.



Audrey huffed, outraged at the prospect of being made so low, and doubtless humiliated up until the point of her death. “I will not be a slave to you, dragoness! Know that to be true!” she shouted with all the authority she could muster.



Dosalyn frowned with disappointment, eyeing the dark in a rather discontented way. “Because I am merciful, and you humans are such fickle things, I will give you some time to reconsider,” she said, her tone lush with mock defeat. She proceeded to shackle the dame by the wrists, and let her dangle like the stone of an amulet. “Don’t get me wrong, I’m quite glad to eat you. I simply had other plans that might be even more fun, for the both of us,” the dragoness explained casually to the struggling dame that lay between her breasts like a piece of jewelry.



“By my honor -”



The dragoness laughed, interrupting her, but Audrey continued with more deliberacy.



“By my honor, I could never serve you. I am Dame Audrey Mathiel, sworn to protect the peoples, and this is a vow I will uphold until death,”



Dosalyn began to settle into the heated spring of water, resting comfortably amidst the steam and heaving a deeply relaxing sigh. The massive pool was like a lake to the dame, but for the dragoness, it was large enough only to make a suitable bath. She reached up with a clawed finger and began to play with Audrey, gently nudging and poking her and amusing herself with how the dame squirmed, her little legs finding little traction against the dragoness’ breasts.



“Serving me need not break that vow, you know. It is not necessarily the ‘peoples’ that are my adversary.” She slid down gradually, until the dame’s lower body settled into the water, and she felt the tug on her arms lessoned. She treaded water there between the dragoness’ breasts with her arms held upright. The intensely warm water was not unpleasant, but she was hardly able to relax into this soak.



“I know not how that can be so,” Audrey huffed. “You’d doubtless employ me against any who challenged you.” She craned her neck back to try to look up at Dosalyn, but the dragoness was inspecting her claws without much regard for the dame that now adorned her.



“I did not expect to be challenged, so much, really. You can see I haven’t really acquired a hoard, nor done much pillaging.”



“Humans and dragons can not coexist. In our society, to slay a dragon is the highest honor.”



“Funny, slaying humans is more like a chore, to us,” Dosalyn chortled.



Audrey wiggled against her restraints, releasing some frustration. “Then you should know there are those that make their work slaying your kind! Experts at it.”



“Are they all as fearsome as you?” the dragoness cooed, giving Audrey a little tickle with a massive claw. She hummed to herself, seeming to consider the little dame’s words. “More are coming, then? Yes, I suppose it is bound to be the case. I am not inclined toward frequent harassment at my place of residence, you see,” Dosalyn spoke softly as she seemed to ponder aloud the circumstance.



“Then you should leave this place, and never return,” Audrey insisted.



“Unfortunately little dame, you’re right. But I’ve a plan of my own, already in motion. No, this little pitstop was for… something else.”



Audrey let herself limply soak in the water, her arms growing tired from her more vivacious movements. “Then release me, and leave. I will take none of your treasures.”



“That would be convenient for you, would it not? You could at least say you had scared the dragon off,” the dragoness seemed bemused by the prospect. “But what then would I get out of it?”



“You will have survived our engagement. And… I will hunt you no further,” Audrey said with sincerity.



“You will find, little dame, that this is true if I swallow you, as well. Only, by your terms I am deprived the satisfaction.”



Audrey knew that the dragoness was toying with her, but at least in conversation, she delayed a darker outcome. She had little to offer the dragoness other than service, but perhaps there was opportunity for a deal of that nature, short of total slavery.



“I would… owe you a favor, by my honor, if there came a time when you called upon me, and the thing you needed of me required that I do no evil in this world.”



The dragoness yawned widely, idly petting the dame’s head with a finger. “Is your life worth just one favor? At the very least, I will see that you repay me for the hassle. You interrupted my bath.”



“Assure me that if I abide your will for now… that you will truly let me go, and not simply consume me once you are bored of my presence.”



Dosalyn grinned with amusement, looking down at Audrey again. She scooped a claw under the dame’s but and turned her upward, so that she could meet the dragoness’ gaze. “Very well, little dame. Serve me well, and I will eventually let you go. You are actually quite fortunate, as I have affection for silly little creatures.”



Audrey contemplated her position. If the dragoness remained here, and the slaying party arrived, they would find Audrey as a captive. She would be totally humiliated, and left with none of the treasure, but would survive to fight again. Of course, she would be in harm’s way during any battles, if kept where she was. The dragoness did not seem immediately inclined to take her off.



“Allow me to serve you, then, and repay my debt. Let me down from… this.”



“Fine. I will say that you make a good pendant.” The dragoness reached up and undid the shackles, allowing Audrey to fall free. The dame yelped as she slid down Dosalyn’s stomach and into the steamy water with a splash. Surfacing there, she turned around and craned her head up to behold the dragoness body, finding herself treading water between her thighs. She began to swim around one of the great legs, to find her way to the springs edge and get out onto the land. The dragoness extended a great leg out and propped it up at the water’s edge.



“Come and attend to my claws and toes. Scrub them and rub them until I am satisfied,” the dragoness explained the order with simplicity, as though testing the dame’s competence in service.



“May I get clothed?” Audrey asked with irritance, struggling to keep her pride at bay.



“Stay as you are, for now. I quite enjoy looking at you, and I’m naked myself.” The dragoness observed the dame’s little form as Audrey approached the great draconic foot, which was significantly taller than her when stood on the back of its heel. It had a soft pad, like a human foot, but just three toes, each with a massive black claw protruding from the tip, rather than a nail. The scales around the toes were fine, and the pad of Dosalyn’s sole was dark matte and soft in appearance. Audrey did not further protest being kept nude, but she remained aware of the location of her armor and weapon, should an opportunity for escape arise.



Audrey was unsure of Dosalyn’s true nature, as the dragoness surrounded herself in exaggeration and insincerity. No matter what the dragoness promised her, there could be no trust between them. It was understood regardless that she needed to serve for the time being, and consider her options. She put her hands against the soft sole of the the draconic foot and began to rub it experimentally, which coaxed quite a chuckle from Dosalyn. “A little tickling. Be firm with your strokes, if you would,” the great dragoness advised.



Audrey heard, from out in the dark away from the spring, the sound of a huff or a sharp breath of surprise. She stared in that direction for a moment, confused as her eyes scanned the dark for a sign of movement.



“Please don’t run,” the dragoness said, appearing to misunderstand Audrey’s look. At the same time, it occured to the dame that there may be another dragonslayer nearby, hidden away in the dark behind some stone. The dragoness eyes were surely keen, but she had no way to warn them. Audrey returned her gaze to the dragoness foot, a flush upon her features as she realized there may be other’s observing her humiliation. “I would hate to have to leave my bath again to fetch you.”



Audrey cleared her throat. “Do you have no way of keeping me here? No magic spell, or guardians about your cave?” she asked with a slight influx of volume to her tone, as though she was unsure if her voice would carry all the way along the dragon’s body to where her ears were, near thirty meters away.



“No, I suppose I have you on your honor, for now. Just don’t press your luck, little dame. If I catch you, our next deal will be more weighted in my favor.”



Audrey lowered her gaze, her hands moving around one of Dosalyn’s scaly toes. The warm surface of her flesh was smooth and strange to feel. “I will not run, dragoness,” she replied, always attentive to the dark in the corner of her vision. Dosalyn seemed entirely unsuspicious, and heaved a deeply contented sigh as she began to relax into the dame’s work.



“It’s actually quite fortunate you came. I am quite accustomed to having many slaves to attend to me.”



“What brought you into this land?” Audrey rubbed some dirt off of one of the giantess great black claws, noticing the faint glimmer of her reflection in its glossy shine.



“There is a specific treasure which I mean to attain.”



Audrey hummed. “And what is that?”



“I won’t speak of it just yet. You know, these precious things can be startled away.”



The dame huffed but attempted to keep the annoyance out of her voice. “Be cryptic if you must. Obviously I do not possess the thing you’re after.”



The dragoness did not respond, and instead remained reclined back in the water, enjoying the rub of her toes. The dame was distracted enough in conversation to actually put some effort into it, managing to settle slightly into the role. Wordplay with her was simple, to Dosalyn, who was contemplating how she might go about gradually indoctrinating the dame into her permanent service.



It was only when the dragoness was at her most relaxed, enjoying the dame’s foot rub without a care in the world, that Ilyria leapt out from the shadow behind the dragoness, landing with total silence on the cavern floor. Audrey could see her past a toe, but dared not give any indication that something was wrong. She continued to massage, her eyes trained upon the elf’s approach.



The ranger was cloaked in dark brown attire, but her features were clear and vibrant where uncovered. Her face was tight with focus, and she did not so much as glance Audrey’s way. It seemed she meant to creep up behind the dragoness’ head, and strike here there. There was a pang of uncertainty in Audrey, as she sensed an explosion of chaos wherein any of the three of them could be slain. Now that the possibility of walking away peacefully was truly considered, she would have prefered to avoid an all-out fight. But still, some part of her desired to be immediately freed of her humiliating position.



“Do you like that toe, especially?” Dosalyn asked, noting how the dame continued to rub the same part of her toe, being too distracted to properly progress in her motions.



“Oh - no, sorry. I mean - yes I do,” Audrey said. Knowing that Ilyria was moments from striking, she had no idea how best to direct the conversation, other than to stall. “I just… couldn’t help but notice how shiny your claws were,” Audrey said, hoping that this would keep the dragoness attention on her toes, rather than let her eyes wander.



“Aren’t they? Well polished, like my horns,” Dosalyn said, reaching back with a great clawed hand to feel at the base of one of her obsidian horns, thick and curly as it was. She nearly swiped Ilyria with her claw, and the elf let out a small gasp as those massive claws passed near her.



“Ah?” Dosalyn inquired, immediately attentive to the sound. She pulled her foot away from Audrey and began to rise in the water.



Ilyria hurled a comet of arcane fire at the dragoness, and struck her in the back. Dosalyn howled with anger, stumbling forward. “Ow!” she shouted, insulted to be attacked unaware in the middle of her leisure time. She slammed her tail down on the ground beside the spring and swiped it quickly across, much pleased to feel it collide with something small and annoying.



Ilyria was hurled through the air, smashing through a stalactite, or a
 hangy boy
 , that would have impaled her at a different angle. She slides to a stop after hitting the cavern floor, groaning from the blow. Now the dragoness looks upon her, and assesses this new intruder.



“Now this is simply too much,” Dosalyn said with displeasure. “No doubt I won’t get a moment to myself, here. Come and die quickly, sun-elf.” Dosalyn charged toward her.



Audrey ran over to where her armor was. She dreaded to join the fight against Dosalyn now, and yet it would forsake her vow to allow Ilyria to come to harm. She began to equip herself, knowing that the right choice would come to her, so long as she was prepared to act. She observed as Ilyria parries the dragon’s swipe with a golden shield, and then slipped between her legs, slashed her tail, and scurried away from her in the cavern once more.



Dosalyn continued to taunt the elf, who said nothing in response. No doubt she was wise enough to not let herself be distracted by words. “Shame on you. Do you have nothing to say for yourself? Only truly wicked creatures would interrupt such a moment. And look, you’ve nearly scared off my new toy.”



This time launching herself forward, Ilyria attempted to fire an arrow of the sun into the dragoness’ neck, but dark energy flared to life about Dosalyn’s scales, like a shield over her form. “Your Sun is useless here, glow-bug,” she said, moving forward swiftly to bring a great draconic foot down upon Ilyria. The sun elf disappeared in a moment under the foot, seeming to be smothered under the dragoness’ sole.



Audrey yelped with horror and dropped her helm, but gasped in relief to see Ilyria squirming out from between Dosalyn’s toes and scrambling away. She had somehow evaded death, perhaps by finding her form beneath the knuckles of the dragoness’s, where she would not have felt the full weight of the dragoness’ voluptuous form. Her quiver had been stripped off her back by the momentary pin, and she drew a short blade, reorienting herself as she prepared to attack only. But it was evident to Audrey in that moment that the dragoness had abstained from putting her full weight upon Ilyria deliberately, and now prepared another attack. Audrey tried to warn her as Dosalyn turned herself around, and allowed her legs to give, dropping her massive rear unto the elf with a boisterous laugh. Again, Ilyria was smothered beneath her, although she could not hope to squirm free.



Audrey sprinted over, ready for a fight. “Get off of her!” she screamed at Dosalyn, pointing her sword at the dragoness challengingly. Dosalayn frowned, displeased at what she perceived to be a betrayal. She shifted how she sat, extending her legs before herself and leaning back to let her weight rest comfortably on her ear. Her thick thighs were flat against the stone, and if Ilyria was under there somewhere, she was surely lacking for air.



“Don’t you think it’s a better way to go, then being digested alive?” Dosalyn inquires, speaking slowly and seeming to have no intent of freeing the defeated elf under her ass. “Once she stops her delightful squirming, I can make a snack of her then. Although, I confess, I enjoy an alive one from time to time.”


“Dragoness, so help me, if you do not release her you will fight us both,” Audrey huffed, raising her voice as she marged forward and raised her blade. She aimed it with the point toward the softest scales of Dosalyn’s thighs, and the dragoness lost her suave grin, and gave Audrey a look of genuine irritation.



“Keep your little prick away from me, tiny dame. I would crush both of you and think little of it. If you have abandoned our little deal then I see no reason to waste more time,” Dosalyn growled, and then a grin creeped back upon her features as she tensed and relaxed her thighs and ass, obviously enjoying the sensation of the trapped elf wiggling between her cheeks.



Audrey grimace and thought frantically, feeling a powerful surge of uncertainty and emotion washing through her. She could think of no easy solution, and yet could not permit the elf to die in this terrible way. Suddenly, she hurled her sword aside, and fell to her knees. “Please, dragoness, please let her go!” she said, throwing herself down to beg. “I will serve you, I will be your knight, or your toy, or whatever you make of me,” she promised, unable to consider the repercussions of her words, as she deemed it a necessary sacrifice regardless of the cost.



“Ah…” Dosalyn hummed softly, seeming pleased to see the dame in such a sincere and defeated state, and yet her tone had a certain degree of reluctant sympathy as she spoke. “Very well, I can hardly decline a deal such as this,” she said, and with a tremendously lax manner, she gradually rolled onto her side. At first the elf was held securely between the dragoness ass cheeks, but Dosalyn relaxed her muscles there, and Ilyria fell free, landing with a small thud followed by several frantic and heavy gasps.



Audrey rushed over to the disheveled elf, who glared with wide eyes at the darkness as she breathed heavily, and then began to flail in rage. She sat up with a flurry, and groaned and held her stomach, as though a rib had been fractured in the fighting.



“Ilyria -” Audrey could not think of what to say. The elf rose, aflush and furious, and whipped around to glare at the dragoness. She began to back up, and when she observed that neither of them meant to stop her, she turned and sprinted into the dark of the cave, disappearing with great haste. Audrey could not guess whether she was mortified because of what had occured, or simply terrified and frustrated at her defeat. Perhaps to simply flee would have been wise for Audrey, but it was too late for her now.



The dame turned to the dragoness, who had returned to her seated position with a flare of disinterest, and now trained her golden eyes upon the dame.



“No more games, now, little dame. I expect loyalty out of you. And I will be true to our earlier agreement, allowing you to serve me in a way that does not conflict with your other little oaths.”



Audrey stared back at Dosalyn with uncertainty. She knew then that the agreement had been struck. In time, she could plot a manner of escape, but if she showed her intention now, the dragoness would surely consider it to be a lost opportunity, and end their little engagement with a chomp.



“I will do as I said,” she conceded softly, treading up toward the dragoness. “That elf… met me on the way here. I thought with certainty that you had killed her. I could not permit her to come to harm.”



Dosalyn reached down and opened her hand to grasp the dame. Audrey flinched, but did not move away from her or try to flee. Her armor held on unsteadily as many of the straps had been torn when the dragoness first stripped the dame of her gear, and she had been rused to equip herself.



“As I told you, little dame, I am not inclined to kill. Your judgement of me as a demon is, for the most part, incorrect,” Dosalyn showed her teeth with a dark grin. “Although it can be truly tempting, and some force my hand.”



The sound of a distant voice echoed through the cavern, following by some quick hushed words, that carried far from the deep dark. Audrey and Dosalyn were silent in the moment as several voices resonated, although the words could not be made out.



“It seems I have more company, already.” Dosalyn said in a tired way. She rose to her feet and extended out her wings, stretching them as she held the dame in hand. “I am quite tired of fighting, so this is where we make our departure,” the dragoness said, and once again began to strip Audrey’s gear off of her.



“Stop - why are you doing that?” Audrey asked, batting away the dragoness claw. “Am I to ride you, or are you to carry me? Can you even fly out from this hole in the earth, big as you are?”



“I will fit.” Dosalyn does not answer her other questions, persisting as she plucked off the metal from Audrey, and left her again in her underclothes. She let the pieces of armor fall to the cavern floor with a clank. “Now that you are my knight, I will make for you armor of my own fashion.”



“Should I not have kept mine, until then? They who approach now might hit me with a bolt my mistake, should they shoot at you,” Audrey said.



Dosalyn laughed. “Perhaps they would. Do not be concerned, little dame. I will keep you safe as we make our exit. Besides, I don’t like to fly with an empty stomach.”



Audrey understood in a moment was Dosalyn was implying, and before she could respond, the dragoness was lifting her up and overhead.



“What! No! You can’t!” Audrey squealed, shocked to find herself about to be made a snack of.



“Relax, little dame. It won’t hurt none,” Dosalyn promised, her black tongue extending out to lick her lips, and then lick at Audrey’s dangling leg. She let the dame slide through her hand until she held her just by the arms, and opened her maw widely below her.



Audrey frantically squirmed, confusion and fear washing through her. She knew the dragoness did not intend to kill her, and yet she could conceive of nothing but doom in the dark wet throat beyond those serrated teeth. Dosalyn’s mouth welled with spittle as she anticipated her meal, her eyes half lidded with clear delight.



Slowly, she lowered the dame into her mouth. Her forked tongue worked itself around Audrey’s legs, tasting her and drawing her down. Dosalyn allowed her lips to close over the dame’s stomach, and she held the tiny squirming human between the soft pillows of her mouth, eyes crossed to stare at her and enjoy her disheveled and fearful state. She had wanted to consume the dame since she laid eyes on her, but she would be true to her word, and permit Audrey to serve her rather than dissolve in one of her stomachs. Still, she could not help but relish the experience of swallowing the little dame.



She licked and slurped at Audrey’s lower body, savoring her for a few short moments before a great draconic finger started to push the dame down between her lips and into her mouth. Audrey wrapped her legs around the dragons forked tongue, trying to delay her descent into the throat. The dragoness hummed around her, chuckling softly as she closed her lips again, with the dame entirely within her mouth. Audrey whimpered she found herself in the warm wet dark without any control.



The draconic tongue tongue pulled back, and Audrey felt herself slide off, and come into contact with the back of Dosalayn’s throat. It was intensely warm in here, and she could do nothing to steady herself as she felt the dragoness gag on her, and slowly go about relaxing her throat and swallowing her whole. Audrey was washed down the the thick spittle of Dosalyn’s mouth, and felt herself squeezed between the fleshy insides of her deep throat, gradually being ushered down.



“Mmm,” Dosalyn hummed, her voice reverberated through her body, although Audrey’s own whimpers were hardly audible. She felt herself slide out of the throat, and into a damp and fleshy place, where a hot fluid engulfed her. Audrey did not feel it burning her flesh, but it was uncomfortably hot. “You truly do hit the spot. How did I let you convince me to not eat the elf, again? I will need a proper meal, soon,” she said, laughing. Dosalyn rubbed her belly with delight, feeling the little dame wiggling about in her storage stomach.



Audrey called out to Dosalyn, begging that she hurry and get out of here before more dragonslayers arrived. She did not expect it would be well for her if Doslayn was slayed with her still contained within.



Doslayn could hardly hear the dame’s muffled complaints, but chuckled to herself at the small sound of Audrey’s voice inside of her. She lifted her great wings, and took into the air of the cavern, flying up to where the light breached the ceiling, and smashing through the earth there.



Dosalyn erupted from the hillside, sending soil and stone in all directions as she ascended skyward, far beyond any projectiles reach. She contemplated where next to make her lair, as her wings carried her far to the horizon, and then beyond there.



The dame, with little other choice, relaxed in the stomach and listened to the sounds of the dragoness’ insides, pitying those that found a place like this to be the last place they would know. Despite the circumstances of servitude she had found herself in, this would not be the end of her story.







End of Volume I
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