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“Aww, come on, Allie! Aren’t you in the mood?” Alena pouted, wrapping her arms around the wizened 
dragon’s withered sheath and squeezing it in an affectionate bear-hug. 

The dragon’s eyes bulged slightly. “Of course, Alena,” he replied. “Your vivacity and beauty always puts 
me in the mood. But, though the mind is into it, the body…is old,” he lamented with a rueful grin, showing 
off his weathered, gangly teeth. 

Alena sighed. She was horny, and there was nothing quite like being stuffed full of dragon cock to take 
the edge off. But although she loved Alistair very much—he was so very kind, and unlike Icarius, not only 
did he genuinely enjoy and treasure her company, he made it a point to tell her so—his sedentary life and 
sexual difficulties were in stark contrast to her active and feverishly libidinous lifestyle. 

“Do you think I should…?” she suggested, trailing off. 

The dragon nodded. “If you think that’s best,” he replied, lifting his head to look at her over his rotund, 
scaly belly. 

Alena clambered up his crotch and lay, naked, facing the opening of his sheath. Alistair’s eyes glinted; 
there was a welcome sight! Pursing her lips, Alena pressed her arm down into the recesses of his sheath, 
feeling around for the tip of his dick. Finally finding it, she traced her fingers over the surface, found the 
hole, and poked several fingers into it. Alistair’s body shivered under her, and his dick began to grow, 
slurping up her fist as it did. Encouraged, Alena smiled and leaned forward to push deeper into him. She 
felt his urethra close around her fist and crawl up her arm. Though this wasn’t nearly as good as having 
him inside of her, she had to admit that there was something distinctly erotic and intimate about having 
her arm up her lover’s dick. Certainly Icarius would never have let her do anything like this. 

Then again, Icarius never had trouble getting it up, either, Alena thought to herself. 

She pushed deeper still, feeling as the striated walls of the dragon’s urethra alternately gripped and 
released the sides of her fist and elbow. 

“Ohh!” Alistair moaned, his hips rocking his dick forward and quickly slipping it all the way up to Alena’s 
shoulder. 

His cock began to throb, rhythmically squeezing Alena’s arm, yet he was still only half-erect. Frustrated 
and horny, Alena pulled backward and then shoved her arm in again a few times. The dragon’s chest and 
hips began to lurch violently, making it hard for Alena to keep her balance. She held on nevertheless and 
continued to pump her arm in and out of the dragon’s urethra. His dick began to grow again. After a 
minute or so, he was fully erect, and the strength in his five-foot member was enough to gently lift Alena 
off his gut with each throb. 

“O–oh, Alena,” Alistair murmured, his breathing ragged, “I’m afraid we’ve gone too fast. I–I’m about to—“ 

A groan escaped his lips as he doubled over, a sharp blast of thick, hot dragon jizz shoving Alena’s arm 
out with enough force to slide her backwards on his belly. She fell backwards on her butt, hands, and 
feet, covered in cum. 

“W–wait!” she protested, scrambling to her feet and eagerly turning around to point her pussy at his dick. 
“Don’t get off without me!” 

She let out her breath, then sucked another one and held it, waiting for the dragon’s next sharp spurt. 

And waited. 

And waited. 

“Hey! What gives?” Alena protested, lightly kicking at the dragon’s gut. “After all that work I did, there’s no 
way I’m letting you cum and fall asleep, Allie!” 

The dragon didn’t budge. 

Alena let out an exasperated sigh. “Allie!” she whined, “This isn’t very gentleman-like!” 

Something hot and wet oozed between her pussy lips and up her crack. She grimaced at the sensation, 
instinctively reached down to get some of the substance on her hand, and looked at it. 
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It was blood. 

Alena gasped and all but leapt away from the dragon’s cock. She whirled, and her eyes bulged. A steady 
trickle of blood gushed from the dragon’s penis. His erection began to vanish before her eyes, leaving a 
stark, red pool on his dusky abdomen. 

“A–Allie?” Alena asked, dumbfounded.  

She turned and ran up the dragon’s chest to his face.  

“Allie!” she cried, hitting the side of his face as hard as she could. “Wake up!” 

But the dragon didn’t stir. 

“Allie! Alistair! Allie! Wake up!” Alena yelled, straddling his neck and alternating blows with her fists. 
“Wake up!” She stopped abruptly and swallowed hard. “Wake up,” she pleaded, her voice cracking as she 
leaned forward to wrap her arms around his muzzle. “Allie… Don’t leave me… Please…” 

************* 

The roiling vat bubbled and sputtered as Alexis cautiously added the contents of the bag she carried. A 
large bubble erupted, and a cloud of fetid steam hissed angrily. Alexis stepped back out of harm’s way 
and put the bag down. Sweat tricked down her face as she carefully threw a couple of skins into the vat 
and used a long, stout stick to submerge them. 

She let out an overheated huff and stepped outside. It was already a hot, stagnant day, and adding lye to 
her tanning vat was only making things hotter. 

And smellier. 

Not that she minded the smell all that much. She’d spent most of her life around dragons—not the most 
hygienic of creatures—and for as nice as he was, Alistair in particular had rather let himself go in his later 
years. The smell of decay and death seemed to linger about him everywhere he went. Back when she 
went by Alena, Alexis had ignored the smell, not really remembering whether Icarius had ever smelled 
quite that badly before. Now, in hindsight, she realized that the smell of death around Allie had been his 
own body slowly dying. At times, she wished she’d paid better attention and had spared herself the 
heartache of losing her second love by just avoiding him altogether. But, she couldn’t bring herself to 
make the feeling stick: the year or so she’d been with him was truly one of the happiest years of her life. 
In many ways—okay, almost all ways—Allie was better to her than Icarius was. She had been afraid to 
admit it for a long time, afraid that comparing them would discredit her feelings for Icarius, but she finally 
decided that she could love them both for different reasons, even if Icarius had been a curmudgeon, had 
killed her family, and had kidnapped her as a very young girl.  

All of that was behind her now. After Alistair died, she had wandered around, feeling lost without him. 
Eventually, she’d returned to town, readopted the name the townspeople said her parents had given her 
when she was a child, and tried to find a way to make ends meet. Pillaging was all she had known with 
Icarius, and Alistair’s hoard had been enough to keep her fed and clothed. She had left that behind, 
however; she didn’t feel right taking the dragon’s plunder out from under his decomposing body. She’d 
tried her hand at baking and tailoring, but her lack of hygiene and brutish ways tended to put people off. 
She’d had a brief stint as a mercenary, but after killing the other mercenaries over a dispute, she’d quickly 
decided that wasn’t the life for her. 

But, tanning seemed to work. Nobody else wanted to do it, she got to stay on the outskirts of town where 
nobody would bother her, and she turned a decent living doing it. It had taken time, but she had finally 
found a suitable occupation, and after spending her whole life believing she had to have a dragon in her 
life, she had finally found her independence. She didn’t need a dragon to keep her as his pet and fuck-
toy. Here was living proof: she was fine on her own. The fire in her eyes might have gone out with no 
adventures to go on, and the lye fumes might have dulled her once-fiery, unruly hair—now tightly 
controlled by a hairband—but she was fine; she was making do. 

Besides, wasn’t like she’d seen another dragon in the last five years anyway. She couldn’t help but 
wonder sadly if Alistair was the last of them. 
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Cocking her head thoughtfully as she watched the mixture bubble, she picked up her bag of lye to add 
some more. 

A piercing shriek shattered the stillness, and Alexis’s ears immediately pricked up. She knew that sound. 

She rushed outside, bag in hand, and shaded her eyes with her free hand, scanning the skies. 

Then she saw it: a glinting silhouette against the blue sky. Her heart fluttered in spite of herself as she 
identified the unmistakable outline of a dragon. It was coming in fast from a few miles off, heading straight 
towards the town. Already she could hear cries of “Dragon!” and screams of terrified villagers. She rolled 
her eyes and shook her head, watching curiously to see whether the dragon really would come for their 
town or if it would veer off at the last minute to sneak-attack another town, a trick Icarius had used to 
great effect. 

But, the dragon stayed its course, sweeping down in a graceful arc and zipping by overhead. Alexis 
turned her body to follow it as the shimmering, white form flew over her head. Its proportions and color 
piqued her curiosity; she’d never seen a pure-white dragon before. Its shape and form were unusual, too. 
Icarius had been rather blocky in shape, and his flying was something like swinging a sledgehammer: 
direct and blunt. Alistair had been rather round in shape and seldom flew, but when he did, it was rather 
like a five-ounce bird struggling to lift a one-pound coconut. But this dragon sailed through the air like a 
dolphin through the water: seemingly relishing the thrill of flight as much as the thrill of the hunt. Alexis 
smiled involuntarily, a hint of her old self glinting in her eyes. That was it exactly: this dragon seemed 
almost playful as it swept through the sky. 

The shrieks of terrified villagers brought Alexis back from her reverie, and she watched as the dragon 
curved and made another pass, but this time, it came in much lower. Alexis knew what that meant: it had 
selected its target and was coming in for the strike. 

Alexis had to admit to having mixed feelings; on one hand, she had been able to find steady work and 
had finally gotten her life in order, focused around her tanning work. On the other hand, seeing another 
dragon had instantly rekindled so many emotions inside her that she couldn’t deny. 

Before she realized what she was doing, she stepped into the dragon’s path and began waving her 
hands, trying to flag it down.  

“Hey! Hey, down here!” she called. 

Whether the dragon heard her or already had her in mind, it swooped down and came at her with blinding 
speed. Had she thought to duck, it’s questionable whether she could have escaped his claws as they 
expertly clasped around her arms. There were shrieks of terror behind her as Alexis felt the dragon 
literally sweep her off her feet backwards. She turned her head to see people cowering in their homes, 
looks of terror etched on every face. 

But Alexis couldn’t help but let out an ecstatic “Whoo, hoo!” as the dragon swept upward and the ground 
disappeared below her. They soared up into the sky, and though Alexis’s stomach turned a bit at the 
quick ascent, she couldn’t help but gape in awe as she saw the tops of the trees, saw the top of the castle 
keep from above, saw the world stretching out away from her in every direction. 

And, from her backwards-facing position, she couldn’t help but notice that, tucked up tightly against the 
dragon’s sleek underbelly were two round orbs and a long, slender sheath. Alexis licked her lips 
instinctively and felt her face flush. It had been a long time since she’d seen any action, after all. 

Alexis gasped as the trees abruptly disappeared, replaced by grassy plains. The ground began to slope 
upward, and moments later, coniferous trees began to dot the landscape. The air grew cold as they 
continued to fly upward, keeping a consistent distance above the ground. 

“Where are you taking me?” she called up at last. 

“Huh?” the dragon replied, caught off-guard. “Oh, uh, to my home,” he replied. His voice was a rich 
baritone. 

Moments later, the trees disappeared, replaced by craggy rocks. A deserted castle abruptly flashed by, 
and they began to circle it. Though the wooden parts had long since rotted away, the stone masonry 
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remained very much intact, save for the occasional fallen stone here or there, probably from some battle 
long ago. Snow and ice glistened in the courtyard, and Alexis noted a surprising number of statues that 
seemed to have remained miraculously intact over the years.  

But, she didn’t have time for further inspection. The dragon abruptly swooped into the castle keep through 
a purpose-made hole, and they plunged into the relative darkness of a large room illuminated only by the 
light shining through the hole they’d just entered and reflecting off a small pile of treasure. Alexis tucked 
her legs and planted them firmly on the ground as the dragon turned her loose, came to a stop a few feet 
away, and turned to face her. 

Alexis’s face lit up. He was gorgeous! If Icarius had been a man, Alexis imagined he would have been 
something like a woodsman: bulky, strong, and no-nonsense. This dragon, by comparison, might have 
been a courtier: his face and head were slender, his muzzle almost beak-like in stark contrast to Icarius’s 
blocky mug. His horns protruded out the back of his head and swept and curved forward, looking like he 
wore a permanent crown, or maybe a halo. His neck was long and gently tapered down to his trunk, 
increasing slightly in depth and girth, and then tapered once more towards his hindquarters. His wings 
looked almost delicate, the webbing stretched delicately between several fine phalanges, each tipped 
with a sharp claw. The muscles rippled from his shoulders down his forearms. His hands were so fine and 
delicate that they looked like they belonged on a lute player. His chest and belly were defined, yet unlike 
the other dragons Alexis had encountered, he somehow looked almost fragile despite his obvious 
strength. His legs were like larger versions of his arms, with a little bit of muscular definition that tapered 
towards his clawed feet, and his tail continued for a long time, wrapping completely around his body as it 
gently tapered out.  

In fact, his pure, white color, tiny scales so fine as to be hardly noticeable, halo-like horns, and sleek body 
made him look like an angel, and were it not for the unmistakable sharp dorsal spikes that jutted off his 
back like long, wicked needles, he might well have been mistaken for one from a distance. The only part 
of him that wasn’t white was a hint of red at the opening of his sheath that contrasted sharply with the rest 
of him. Alexis started, thinking he was wounded, but then she blushed and smiled. 

And then there were his eyes. Bright, golden, and with slits for pupils, they seemed to draw Alexis in, 
compelling her to stare into them. She felt her breath catch as they stared back, both beautiful and 
somehow terrifying at the same time.  

She shook her head, coming back to her senses. There was a brief silence, and then she began to fill it. 

“Hi! I’m Alexi—er, Alena—I’ve never seen you before; are you new around here—what brought you to my 
village—have you done a lot of plundering—why didn’t you take more from our village—I can tell you 
where the treasury is kept (I don’t really like my village anyway)—how long are you gonna keep me 
here—can we go on adventures—I really liked adventuring, but my last boyfriend kinda—well, both my 
boyfriends, really, kinda died, and I’ve been working as a tanner ever since; what do you do—oh, that’s a 
silly question; you’re a dragon, so of course, you do ‘dragon things’—I’m sorry, am I babbling—I feel like 
I’m babbling—Ike hated it when I babbled, but it’s just been so long since I’ve seen another dragon, you 
know—it seemed like you guys had all died off, so I guess what I’m trying to say is that I’m just really glad 
to see you.” 

She took a breath, and the dragon just stared at her for a moment. Then, he flashed a grin, got to his feet, 
and stood over her. He was just tall enough to clear her head, but she could have reached up and grazed 
his underbelly with her fingers if she’d wanted to. His height did, however, position his crotch right at face 
height. Alena—for that adventurous, excitable part of her was back with a passion—licked her lips 
instinctively as his penis poked out. 

“Why don’t we start,” the dragon said suavely, “With giving your mouth something better to do than—as 
you put it—babbling?” 

Alena’s jaw went slack. His voice was so smooth, and its pitch rose and fell with the same grace that his 
body had shown as he flew over her. I could listen to him speak for days, she thought. 

But as his penis poked further out of his sheath, Alena suddenly snapped out of her trance. 
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“No!” she said indignantly, stepping out from under him. “Where are your manners? You haven’t even 
introduced yourself or anything! If I’m going to be the plaything of a dragon, I should at least know my 
lover’s name,” she said, putting her hands on her hips. 

She frowned, noticing that she was still carrying the bag of lye. She dropped it on the ground and subtly 
shoved it over the stone floor into the corner with her foot. 

The dragon took a step back, his mouth opening in shock at being told ‘no’ so bluntly by such 
a…small…quarry. His eyes narrowed as he turned her words over in his mind. For a moment, Alena 
thought he was angry, but then he spoke. 

“My apologies,” he said, his voice sincere. “I was just…taken by your beauty, and I suppose my 
hormones got the better of me. You are right, of course. My name is Ubris. This is my castle, which I took 
ten years ago. By myself,” he added, his chest swelling with pride. His eyes darted to Alena and then 
away. “Now, with those introductions out of the way, I’m going to have to insist that you submit for my 
pleasure,” he said. “Don’t make me lock you up until you change your mind,” he added, flashing a smile 
so endearing that Alena couldn’t tell whether he was joking or not. “I’m sure I don’t need to remind you 
that you’re a very small human, and I—well, it wouldn’t be a fair fight if you tried to fight me off.” 

Indignation and arousal vied for dominance in Alena’s mind. On one hand, who the hell did he think he 
was? On the other, the mental image of him actually wanting to use her for his pleasure was awfully 
compelling. She’d had to practically beg Icarius for sex, and Alistair always had problems getting it up, so 
happening upon a dragon who actually wanted to have sex and who was capable of doing it made her 
heart flutter. 

But, principles were principles, and eventually, indignation won out. 

“Hey! You don’t know me,” she retorted at last. “I’ll have you know that you’ll be the third dragon I’ve 
had—if I decide to let you have me—and as far as fights go, don’t underestimate me; I’m a dragon 
trapped in a human’s body—Ike told me so—and I put up a lot more fight than you might think!” 

The dragon’s eye twitched. “A dragon trapped in a human’s body?” he asked, giving a coy smile. “Is that 
so?” He stepped up beside her, curled his tail around himself and sat with his prick slowly extending into 
the air tantalizingly. “So, have you been bred by a dragon before?” he asked. 

Alena’s face lit up again. “Many times!” she said. Her face clouded. “I–I really miss it. It’s been so many 
years since I last had a…”  

She trailed off as a drop of precum oozed out the tip of the dragon’s penis and slid lusciously down the 
underside of his crimson, throbbing member. She licked her lips subconsciously as her longing fingers 
reached out to graze the underside of his gently tapering malehood, and as she felt the heft of his testes, 
she let out a wistful sigh. 

Ubris sucked in a breath at her touch and reflexively thrust his hips forward.  

“Y–you’re slenderer and more graceful-looking than any dragon I’ve been with before,” Alena murmured. 
“I love the way your balls are bigger but nestle up against you. It’s—it’s kind of cute.” 

She fell silent, longingly transfixed by his member. 

Ubris swallowed. “Should we save this discussion for afterwards?” he asked quietly, extending his spear-
like cock even further. 

Alena nodded. “Go easy on me,” she murmured. “I’m out of practice.” 

She took off her apron and heavy, burlap clothes to reveal that despite the years that had gone by since 
Alistair had died, her body had remained just as beautiful and fit as it had always been. The dragon’s 
prick extended further. 

“Wow,” he breathed. “I knew you were pretty, but…” 

Alena pulled off her hair tie and shook her head to free her hair. It erupted into a frizzy, blazing inferno 
around her head. 
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“Alena’s back, baby,” she said exultantly, pouncing on the dragon’s cock, gripping it with both hands and 
running her mouth along its length. 

“Oh—oh, shit!” Ubris gasped, quickly standing up and angling his dick at Alena’s face. 

She eagerly took the pointed member into her mouth—it was less than an inch in diameter at the tip—and 
began to bob her head up and down on it with the nearly frenzied energy of someone pent-up for five 
years. Ubris gasped in surprise. None of his partners had ever been this into sex; they had all seemed 
distracted by something when he went to make love to them. But, he quickly pulled himself together and 
began thrusting in rhythm to her bobbing, shivering in pleasure as his prick jabbed her in the back of the 
throat again and again. 

“Uh, Ubris? That kinda hurts,” Alena said, pulling off him. 

“Why don’t we switch holes?” Ubris replied. “It’ll give me a bit more depth to work with. Besides,” he 
added with a grin, “If it’s been 5 years since you last had a dragon, I’m sure you’re itching for a little 
attention?” 

Alena couldn’t deny that. She got down on all fours and thrust her pussy up into the air like she had done 
for Icarius countless times. This seemed to please Ubris, who let out a low, satisfied growl and got into 
position behind her. His prick poked at her labia and then spread them wide. His cock was at once like ice 
and fire: it gave Alena goosebumps and chilled her while at the same time burning her as it slid inside. 
Her mouth opened. His forearms clamped around her hips. Her breath caught.  

Oh, finally… she managed. 

He drove into her hard, his prick rubbing roughly against her g-spot as it slid in and butted up against her 
cervix. Alena grunted, slightly uncomfortable, but the sensation was more satisfying than it was 
unpleasant. She let out a feral shriek like a banshee that reverberated off the walls as she began to shove 
herself down on his long, slender prick in time to his thrusting. The color returned to her face and the fire 
to her eyes as she matched Ubris’s thrusts in both intensity and passion. 

“O–oh, Ubris,” she panted. “I’m gonna cum!” 

“Me, too,” the dragon growled behind her. 

They both let out an exultant wail as they climaxed together, their mixed fluids spurting out of her pussy 
and running down his shaft to splatter noisily onto the stone below them. Ubris let her go, and they 
flopped onto their sides. 

“Wow,” he panted. “You really do like breeding dragons!” 

“Told ya,” Alena chuckled, reaching up to pat him on the belly. “I like you, Brissy.” 

The dragon tensed. “Excuse me?” 

“Your name is Ubris, so I’ll call you Brissy; all my boyfriends get nicknames!” Alena giggled, curling up 
and spooning with him. 

“My name is not ‘Brissy’,” Ubris seethed. 

“That’s what they all say,” Alena singsonged. “Don’t worry; you’ll get used to it.” The dragon started to 
retort, but before he could, she asked, “I’ve literally never seen you before, and nobody’s ever talked 
about having seen you. Where did you come from? What brought you here? Why did you come to my 
village?” 

Ubris laughed in spite of himself. “Okay, okay, one at a time!” he protested. “You have to remember that 
we’re a long way from your village now—some hundred miles or so. But, around these parts, I am legend. 
I mean, I live at this castle, but there are six more just like it, one on each side of this mountain. I picked 
them off one-by-one, and when I got bored, I moved onto the next one. It was surprisingly easy,” he said, 
flashing a grin, “You’d think that these mountain-dwellers would handle the cold better, but”—he blew out 
a stream of blue, sparkling ice that lingered in the air for a moment before disappearing—“I guess they 
were just no match for me.” 
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“But like you said, we’re a long ways from my village; why did you come out so far?” Alena asked. 

The dragon shrugged. “I got bored,” he replied. “I already conquered all the castles on the mountain, so I 
started spreading out. Why sit idly in a castle when—“ 

“When you can be out plundering? I know!” Alena said, interrupting him. “That’s exactly what I kept telling 
Ike and Allie!” 

Ubris paused to let her finish. “Anyway,” he continued, “I started circling outwards, looking for new 
targets, and when I found one, I took over it, hung out for a couple of months, and then flew around to the 
next one. There’s not a single castle I haven’t plundered in a hundred-mile radius,” he boasted. “How 
many dragons can claim to have done in their whole lives what I’ve done in 25 years?” 

“Twenty-five years?” Alena asked, frowning. “What were you doing before that?” 

Ubris smirked. “Hatching,” he replied. 

Alena did a double-take. “Wait—wait, 25 years ago…that would make you, what, like 3 in dragon years?” 
she asked, gasping at the realization. She grimaced and swallowed. “I’m going to jail for statutory rape,” 
she muttered. 

Ubris bristled. “If anybody is raping anyone, I'll be doing it,” he said indignantly. Alena was taken aback. 
“I’m in control here,” he continued, his voice regaining its buttery texture as he flashed a smile. “And don’t 
you forget it. You know, I did conquer over 30 thousand square miles by myself.” 

Alena gaped a few times. “Wh–what did I say?” she asked aloud. “I was just kidding, Brissy, honest!” 

He cocked an eyebrow. “I’m gonna have to put a muzzle on you if you keep calling me that,” he said. 

Undeterred, Alena persisted. “But, if you’re only 25, then that makes everything you’ve done even more 
impressive!” she said, changing the subject. “You should be really proud!” 

Ubris’s chest puffed out almost instinctively, and he wore a boastful smile. “I should, shouldn’t I?” he 
asked, nodding. “Yeah! I deserve to have a sexy, fiery sidekick, don’t I?” 

Alena brightened. She’d been a sidekick of sorts to Icarius, though he never would have admitted it. 
Actually hearing the words made her feel warm and fuzzy inside. 

“Y–yeah! A sidekick like me! And,” she said, walking her fingers over towards his sheath, “A passionate 
lover.” 

Ubris swallowed and licked his lips. “Y–yeah,” he agreed, his voice slightly husky. “Oh, I can tell, we’re 
gonna have a lot of fun together!” He cocked his head. “So, you really have been with dragons before, 
haven’t you?” he asked. “You’re not afraid of me at all. If anything, you’re almost comfortable with me!” 

Alena nodded. “Like I said, you’re my third.”  

She relayed her history with Icarius, how she didn’t know her family because he’d killed them and 
adopted her, how she’d spent her formative years by his side, how he was—in her words—brutally 
murdered, how she had never really fit into society and had stumbled upon Alistair by accident while out 
trying to find herself, how he had died, and how she had resolved herself to make it on her own as best 
she could. 

“I had given up on finding another one,” she said, sighing heavily. “You’re the first I’ve seen in five years.” 
She smiled and hugged his chest. “I feel like I’ve got my lease on life back again! But,” she added, 
shaking her head, “Don’t you go dying on me,” she warned. “I’ve already lost my two dearest friends. I–I 
can’t bear to lose another one.” 

Ubris nodded slowly and thoughtfully. “Interesting,” he said at last. “Well, don’t worry,” he said, flashing a 
smile, “I’m young, fucking amazing, and I just found my perfect partner in crime; I’m not going anywhere!” 

Human and dragon were both so elated that they fucked again, even more passionately than the first 
time, before falling asleep. As Alena closed her eyes and felt the dragon’s body against her, she thought 
to herself how lucky she was that she was the one Ubris saw and snatched up. 
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Morning came, and Alena, used to getting up early to tend the skins before it got too hot, awoke with the 
sunrise. She did a double-take, not sure where she was for a moment. But, seeing Ubris sleeping beside 
her, the previous day’s events all came rushing back. Joy welled up in her chest, and she let out a giddy 
squawk as she began doing cartwheels around the room. 

“Ungh, wha?” Ubris asked.  

The dragon wasn’t used to being up before noon, but Alena’s enthusiasm was infectious to the young 
dragon, and he grinned on seeing her practically bouncing about. 

“Oh! You’re awake! Morning, Brissy!” Alena bubbled, leaping towards him and hugging his neck. “What 
are we gonna do today? Gonna go ransack a village? Storm a keep? Fuck?” she asked hopefully. 

The dragon laughed. “I can safely say that you’re the first girl—human or dragon—that has had energy to 
match mine,” he said. “Why don’t we do all of the above?” HIs smile faded. “Backwards.” 

With a deft flick of his hand, he sent Alena tumbling down his body. Her instincts kicked in, and she 
landed on her feet just like she would have when Icarius threw her across the room. But this time was 
different. This time, Ubris was on her the second she landed. Her eyes bulged as she felt him shove her 
forward, felt his belly rubbing against her back, felt his sheath bump against her ass, felt his prick jab at 
her pussy. 

“Ohh,” she murmured, licking her lips, her heart instantly racing. “You like it rough, do ya?” she asked, her 
voice quavering. “Perfect!” 

As if in reply, Ubris thrust forward, knocking her down onto hands and knees. His sharp penis jabbed her 
once in the perineum, making her wince, and then it hit home. But if yesterday was intense, today was 
nearly overwhelming. There was no warm-up, no slow, gradual build. The second his prick parted her 
lips, he shoved it in with all his strength, the force shoving Alena forward over the rough stone. 

“O–ow!” Alena cried. “Geez, easy!” 

“Aww, what’s the matter, baby?” Ubris asked over his shoulder, flashing a grin, “I thought you liked it 
rough?” 

Alena gritted her teeth. “Well, yeah, but your dick’s as long as I am!” Alena protested. 

“Humans,” Ubris said, rolling his eyes and chuckling. “I’m flattered at the compliment, but I’m only half as 
long as you are! My malehood is plenty impressive as it is; you don’t have to exaggerate its size!” 

But, to Alena’s relief, he did back off a little, and the initial shock had sent a surge of adrenaline coursing 
through her veins that heightened her senses and made her orgasm twice as hard when it hit. 

“O–oh, shit,” she panted, dragon cum drooling down her leg. “Ubris, that—that was amazing!” 

The dragon smirked as his spent cock slurped back into his sheath. 

“Come on!” he said, “Let’s go storm a keep!” 

Alena gave him a look like he was crazy—she was still recovering from the intensity of her orgasm—but 
not about to be outdone, she picked herself up and shook out her hair. 

“This apron isn’t gonna do it for me, but the other clothes will work until we raid; I’ll pick up an axe when 
we get there,” she said as she got dressed and headed for the door. 

“Where are you going?” Ubris asked. 

“Outside,” Alena replied. “Where else?” 

Ubris shook his head. “It’ll take way too long for you to walk to where we’re going. Come on; I’ll carry 
you.” 

Alena’s eyes widened, and a grin spread over her face. “You’re gonna let me ride you?” 

Ubris visibly recoiled, then shook his head and blinked his eyes a few times. 
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“Ah, heh, no,” he replied, flashing a smile and trying to recompose himself. “No, uh, heh, heh, no,” he said 
again. “Look, it’s a long way, and I don’t mind carrying you in my claws, but, nobody rides me, see?” 

Alena’s face fell. “Oh,” she said. “Well, all right; I didn’t mean to offend you.” 

Ubris winked. “Just don’t let it happen again, huh?” he asked, smiling.  

He gestured with his head, and Alena walked over to him. His wings unfurled, and with a few powerful 
flaps, he lifted into the air. His claws latched around Alena’s arms the way they had the day before—
except today she got to face forward. She gasped as he lifted her off the ground, through the hole in the 
ceiling, and into the morning sunlight. 

“Whoo hoo!” she yelled as they rose high into the air and began making their way southwest. 

The mountain dropped away below them, and then the green of the prairies returned, followed by the 
trees. From her vantage point, Alena could see several of the towns she and Icarius had terrorized. As 
they flew by, she was shocked to learn that they were now deserted. 

“Where did everybody go?” she called. 

“Why, I dispatched them,” Ubris replied, smiling. “Every one of them!” 

Alena’s jaw dropped. While she and Icarius had stolen from the towns, they seldom did any more damage 
than they had to. Icarius had been good at planning their heists to minimize casualties. 

Well, until the end, that is. 

Alena couldn’t help but wonder what it was about dragons and being ridden. It seemed like such an 
intimate, exhilarating experience to her, yet Icarius had been firmly against it, Alistair had been too old to 
carry her, and now Ubris seemed offended by the mere suggestion. She shrugged—or did the best 
approximation of it she could, given she was suspended by the shoulders—it wasn’t that important, and 
she couldn’t deny that the view from her current place was something she’d only been able to imagine 
before. 

But as they passed over another deserted town, it was clear to Alena that it wasn’t just the money Ubris 
was after. 

Oh, well! she thought blithely. In less than a day, she had all but forgotten her societal indoctrination, and 
already she was thinking of her fellow humans as little more than playthings. 

I bet he wouldn’t get on my case for beating a dead horse, Alena thought, grinning wickedly. 

They continued onward, and just before the tree line vanished behind them, a town appeared on the edge 
of the forest. Alena squealed with excitement, the adrenaline already pumping through her veins. 

“We’re about to approach,” said Ubris. “I hope you can tuck and roll.” 

“Definitely! Just, uh, not from this high.” 

Ubris chuckled. “Of course not.” 

They descended, and already they could hear the sound of the town bell being rung frantically. 

“This is where you get off,” Ubris said as he swooped down. 

He opened his claws, and Alena curled into a ball, hit the ground, and sprung to her feet. She let out a 
yell like a banshee, and despite having no weapons, she rushed the nearest guard. The sight of a woman 
who dressed—and smelled—like a tanner charging at him left him too shocked to draw his sword. She 
threw herself at him, focusing her weight in her elbow and hitting him in the solar plexus while reaching 
for his sword. Before he hit the ground, she had pulled it from its scabbard and used it to split his neck 
open. Blood sprayed everywhere, and Alena shuddered in ecstasy. 

It had been too long. 
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She whirled as several guards rushed her, and though she was a little out of practice and this wasn’t her 
axe—if she’d known she’d be abducted by a dragon, she’d have grabbed it rather than that worthless bag 
of lye—she deftly held them off and began cutting them down one-by-one.  

She hacked her way through that group and began looking around for more of them to engage when she 
suddenly felt the sword yanked from her hands. She spun to see Ubris standing over her. 

“That’s not a toy,” he said wryly. “You’d best get busy gathering loot and food and whatever.” 

Before she could reply, he had whirled around and frozen a group of soldiers, and then with a flick of his 
tail, shattered the lot of them into pieces. 

She opened her mouth to protest, but she couldn’t find any words to say. She pursed her lips and huffed. 
Brissy’s probably right, she thought. He can certainly handle himself—even better than Ike could—and it’s 
probably more efficient if I start collecting loot in the meantime. Still, she couldn’t help feeling a little hurt. 
Back when she was with Icarius, she was known as the Fire Banshee, fucker of dragons and scourge of 
guards everywhere, and she had just demonstrated that she knew the sword wasn’t a toy. 

She shook her head, putting it out of her mind, and then grinned on seeing a slain villager about her size 
wearing some blood-soaked leather clothes. Alena quickly took them off of her, hacked them down to 
cover just her nipples and pudendum, and put them on, using a fallen soldier’s plate mail as a mirror to 
size herself up. She grinned: beneath all the grime and caked on tanning fumes, she was still damn sexy! 

Emboldened by her scandalous new look, she skipped up to the keep, looked up and down the height of 
its solid, wooden door, and then picked up a dropped sword and began trying to pry it open. 

“Move.” 

Alena whirled just as Ubris made a motion akin to hocking a loogie and spitting it at the door. The wood 
instantly turned blue with frost. Remembering how Ubris had slain the soldiers, she charged forward 
before he could flick his tail, drew the sword over her head, and slammed it into the door. A crack radiated 
like a spiderweb up the door. 

“Hi-yah!” she yelled, swinging the sword again. 

Crunch. 

“Alena, look out!” Ubris yelled as pieces of the door began to fall. 

He rushed forward to knock her out of harm’s way, but she had already done a somersault to safety. He 
whirled, and she grinned and waved at him. His eyes narrowed, and he let out an irritated snort. But he 
quickly wiped off the cross look, flashed a smile, and advanced on her, towering over her. 

“I thought I said these weren’t toys,” he said, reaching down and shattering the blade in his claws. “Go get 
some valuable loot,” he said. “You know, gold, jewelry, pretty stuff girls like you like.” 

Alena’s jaw dropped. “I’ll have you know I like swords and axes far more than gold and ‘pretty stuff’,” she 
said indignantly. “And, in case you hadn’t noticed, I’m pretty handy with that ‘toy’!” 

Ubris’s face fell, and for a moment, he looked angry again. But, just as quickly as before, his smile 
returned. 

“Sweetie,” he said, wrapping his tail around her and pulling her in close, “I just don’t want to see you 
getting hurt. Those soldiers weren’t fooling around, and those blades are sharp. See?” He held up the 
hand he’d used to crush the sword to reveal blood trickling down his arm. “Now, please, just go get some 
loot so we have something to show for what we’ve done here, huh?” 

Seeing his injured hand and the fact that he hadn’t even flinched as he inflicted the wound on himself, 
Alena decided it was best not to protest. 

“A–all right, Brissy,” she said, forcing a smile. “That’s what I was trying to do when I started going at the 
keep door.” 

“No sense wearing yourself out,” the dragon replied, grinning mischievously. “That’s my job.” His eyes 
traveled up and down her barely-clad body. “You found some new clothes, I see.” 
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Alena brightened. “You like it?” she asked. “Made it myself just now.” 

Ubris licked his lips. “It makes me want to fuck you right here.” 

“In front of all these people?” Alena asked, her eyes widening as she gestured to the terrified survivors 
hiding in their homes and peeping from their windows. 

“You’re not a prude, are you?” Ubris asked, his prick poking from his sheath. 

“Does this answer your question?” Alena asked, stripping off her bottoms and lewdly spreading her 
pussy, a look of ecstatic anticipation on her face. “Come get it,” she growled. 

With a surprised roar of approval, Ubris deftly knocked Alena’s feet out from under her and charged 
forward, pinning her with his claws between her breasts. Alena gasped. Icarius would never have done 
this in public, no matter how many times she begged him. Now it was about to happen for the first time: 
she was about to show the world that she wasn’t afraid to fuck a dragon! Her heart pounded in her chest 
as Ubris’s prick moved up between her legs and shoved into her pussy. She let out a startled, pained 
grunt as it bottomed out on the first thrust. 

“O–ow. Brissy… Remember to be a little gentler,” she managed. 

“Remember how I don’t like being called that?” Ubris replied, giving her a sweet smile and looking her in 
the eyes as he thrust into her even harder. 

“U–Ubris, that hurts,” she grunted. “Please, I wanna enjoy it too—it’s my first time doing it in public.” 

“Really?” the dragon asked, genuinely surprised. “Well, by all means, we wouldn’t want your first time to 
be a bad experience.” 

He lightened up on his thrusting and aimed for her sensitive clit and g-spot. The pain she’d just felt began 
to melt away, replaced by ecstasy and the thrill of doing something forbidden where people couldn’t help 
but see it. She glanced over at one of the peasants through his window. They made eye contact just as 
Ubris’s dick slid over her g-spot. Her lips parted, and the villager stared, unable to look away as Alena 
turned her gaze up to her lover. 

“Oh, yes, Ubris,” she mumbled, “Yes… I–I’m gonna cum! Please… M–make me cum!” 

The dragon willingly obliged. With a few more long, hard strokes, Alena let out an ecstatic shriek, and 
mixed dragon seed and orgasmic fluids sprayed from her pussy and stained the ground. Alena lay back, 
exhausted and euphoric. 

“Oh, Brissy,” she panted, “That was wonderful; thank you.” 

“I’m not done, yet,” came the reply. 

Alena gasped and looked down to see Ubris’s cock still fully erect. 

“Oo–ooh, Ubris, I–I’m flattered, but—“ 

“I’ve got a fantasy I want to live out, too,” the dragon interrupted, smiling. “You want to let me live out my 
fantasies, too, don’t you? Or is this just a one-way street for you?” 

Taken aback, Alena’s jaw dropped. “Oh, Brissy, you know I want to help you live out your fantasies, too, 
but—“ 

“Wonderful!” Ubris interrupted again, lowering his dick into position. “And speaking of one-way, my 
fantasy is to use both of your holes right here in front of everybody—while I eat a villager.” 

Alena flushed. She’d never done anal before. Though it was a curiosity for her, Ubris wasn’t very good at 
being gentle, and she worried that he might really hurt her. 

“Which one do you think I should eat?” he asked, distracting her from her thoughts. “How about this one?” 
he suggested, pointing to the house whose occupant had made eye contact with her as she was being 
fucked.  
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The man’s eyes widened, and he shrank back, shaking his head vigorously and pleading with his eyes for 
her to spare him. 

Alena shriveled her nose. “No, he’s too skinny,” she said.  

She sat up, sending another stream of cum leaking from her pussy, and looked around. A soldier whose 
legs had been frozen was dragging himself towards the city gate. 

“What about him?” she suggested, pointing. 

Ubris looked over his shoulder and grimaced. “No; have you ever tried frozen food? It’s nowhere near as 
good as fresh. I think this one should do fine,” he said, reaching over and leveling the house he’d pointed 
to. 

The man inside immediately tried to run away, but Ubris quickly subdued him, pinning him to the ground. 

“You might want to roll over for this,” he suggested, making a twirling motion with his free hand. “It’ll hurt 
less.” 

Alena started to protest, but before she could, the dragon reached down and deftly flopped her over. She 
instinctively got up on all fours to get to a standing position, but Ubris was on her in a flash. His claws 
clamped around her shoulder, and she felt his prick jabbing at her backside. 

“Just relax,” Ubris said soothingly. “If you tense up, it’ll”—his voice took on a huskier tone—“really hurt.” 

Without warning, he jabbed his dick forward. Alena let out a yelp as his prick wrenched against her anus 
and then forced itself inside. A look of agony came over her face as his tapered member stretched her 
open relentlessly. She felt a sharp pain in her guts—one that took her breath away and made her 
squeeze her eyes closed—as his dick straightened out her intestines. 

“U…bris…” she managed. “It…hurts.” 

“I know,” the dragon replied, his voice quavering with lust as he thrust in deeper. 

Alena felt her guts twisting up as his dick slid up almost into her chest. 

The sound of screaming made Alena open her eyes. With teeth gritted from discomfort, she looked over 
to see Ubris lifting the man. 

It’ll all be over soon, she thought to herself, though she didn’t quite know whether she was trying to 
encourage the man or herself. 

Crunch. 

A sharp shriek pierced the air. Blood dripped down onto Alena. Momentarily forgetting her own pain, she 
looked up to see that Ubris had bitten off the man’s legs at the knees and was chewing them up. Crunch, 
crunch, crunch. The dragon let out an ecstatic sigh and shoved his dick even deeper into Alena, 
bottoming out against her transverse colon and making her double over once more with the most terrible 
abdominal pains she’d ever experienced. 

Crunch. 

Another shriek. Ubris chewed what remained of the man’s legs as he finally pulled back and fell into a 
rhythm of slowly and deliberately fucking Alena. Despite the pain she’d felt before, she suddenly began to 
feel a little aroused as the dragon’s penis began to slip effortlessly in and out of her, alternately stretching 
and relaxing her ass and making her anus buzz with stimulation. 

“Oh, no. No, please!” the man wailed as Ubris bit off his dick and balls.  

His piteous cries distracted Alena from the newfound pleasure she was experiencing, and she couldn’t 
help but feel a pang of guilt and sadness for the poor wretch. 

Just hang on a little longer, she thought to herself. He’ll probably bite your arms off, and then you’ll get 
the sweet release of death. 
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Ubris pulled back and then smoothly pushed in all the way, returning Alena’s thoughts to her own body. 
His pace quickened, and Alena’s breathing sped up to match. She began to feel light-headed as another 
orgasm crept up on her. She bit her lip and closed her eyes, shutting out the sound of the man’s 
screaming as the dragon picked up the pace even more. Now panting heavily, all she could think about 
was the feeling of herself being spread and invaded so completely. 

A sudden burst of cool pressure in her guts snapped her eyes open. Ubris groaned loudly above her and 
then pulled out, letting his emissions leak out between her legs. She was about to protest that she hadn’t 
gotten off, yet, when the man’s limbless torso thudded next to her. His head was still attached. 

“Kill…me….” he pleaded feebly. 

Alena looked up to see that Ubris had turned and walked off. She looked back at the man, wiped her face 
with the back of her hand, and got to her feet. 

“Kill…me…” the man pleaded again, his desperation clear, though his voice was no louder than a 
whisper. 

“Come on, Alena,” Ubris called over his shoulder. “Let’s get the loot and get out of here.” 

Alena’s eyes darted from dragon to man and back. 

“O–okay, uh, just one second,” she said, leaping over to a fallen soldier and taking out his sword. 

“There’s no time, Alena!” Ubris said, turning to see what she was doing. “We’ve got to—“ 

She swung the sword, and the man’s head fell off his body. She let out an exhausted huff and dropped 
the sword. 

“Alena…” 

“I know, I know,” she said, fighting off a lot of conflicting emotions. “It’s not a toy. But I wasn’t just gonna 
leave him there to suffer.” 

She looked up to see Ubris’s eyes glinting as he inclined his head towards the keep. Alena frowned, 
cocked her head, suddenly curious, and trotted over to see what Ubris was looking at. She looked inside 
and gasped to see that it was full to the brim with gold and jewels. 

“Wow,” she murmured. “Who’d have thought this little town had so much treasure?” 

“Grab as much as you can; we need to go,” Ubris replied. 

She quickly set to work scooping up as much as she could into bags and tying them off. But when she 
tried to pick them all up, they were too heavy and floppy for her to carry easily. An idea crossed her mind. 

“Hey, um, Ubris?” 

“Hmm?” 

“I’m gonna tie these to my ankles, then you can grab me by the arms, and we’ll be able to carry a lot more 
than if I just carry what I can in my arms.” 

The dragon’s face lit up. “Hey, yeah!” he said. 

Alena quickly did as she said she would, and not long thereafter, Ubris lifted her into the air, laden with 
well over a hundred pounds of treasure. Alena winced as the weight put extra strain on her legs and 
particularly her shoulders where the dragon gripped her, but she grinned and bore it: it was a far bigger 
haul than she had ever had with Icarius. 

But, as they headed off towards the castle and the ravaged town disappeared beneath them, thoughts of 
what had happened flooded into Alena’s mind. She couldn’t help but feel a little nervous about how 
callously Ubris had dropped the man’s body and left him there to die. It occurred to her that the dragon’s 
eating the man foot-first wasn’t by accident. Now wasn’t the time, but when they got back to the castle, 
they needed to talk, she decided. 
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The trees rushed below them, gave way to prairies, and then to snow-capped mountains, and moments 
later, they soared into the opening in the roof of the castle. Ubris put Alena down, and she hastily untied 
the bags from her ankles, wincing in pain as the blood-starved limbs suddenly came back to life. She 
decided maybe that wasn’t the best idea. For his part, Ubris flopped down on his small hoard to watch. 

“Ubi,” Alena said slowly, “Back at the town, it wasn’t very nice of you to leave that poor man to die like 
that.” 

“Ubi?” the dragon chuckled. “Who’s Ubi?” 

“You said you didn’t want to be called Brissy, so I thought ‘Ubi’ would be better,” Alena replied. 

“Why not just call me by my name?” Ubris replied. “I like it much better than ‘Brissy’ or ‘Ubi’.” 

“Well, um, but about the town, it wasn’t nice of you to make me have sex when I was tired or leave me 
hanging when I was close to orgasm, either.” 

“I mean, seriously, is it so hard to say ‘Ubris’?” the dragon continued, seemingly oblivious to Alena’s 
attempt to steer the conversation back to the original topic. He flashed a smile. “It’s the name my mother 
gave me when she laid me,” he said. “And it would be insulting to her to think there was a better name to 
call me by, wouldn’t it?” 

Alena refused to take the bait. “Look,” she said, her voice getting a little sterner, “I don’t want you to use 
me like that anymore. You said the sword wasn’t a toy. Well, neither am I!” 

Ubris recoiled, looking both shocked and wounded at the same time. 

“I like being with you,” Alena continued now that she had his attention. “I really do; it’s just…we have to 
set some boundaries. You’re a lot bigger than I am, and you can really hurt me without meaning to.” 

But Ubris had retreated into himself and sat sulking on his treasure-pile. 

“Ubris, are you listening?” Alena asked after some time without a response. 

Ubris huffed. “I guess I’m just not good enough for you,” he said. “I thought that you’d want to let me live 
out my fantasy after you lived out yours, but now you’re getting on my case for it. I guess you probably 
don’t want to have sex with me anymore after that.” 

Alena started. “N–no, that’s not what I was saying. I like having sex with you, but you just have to be more 
careful—“ 

“Maybe I should go on raids by myself, too,” the dragon continued. “I mean, I thought you said you were a 
dragon, and real dragons eat people, you know? I mean, the only reason I didn’t eat you was because 
you were so good at sex, but…” He trailed off, then gave her a thoughtful look. “I mean, now you’ve put 
me in a really tough position,” he said. “You won’t have sex and can’t stand to see me eat people when 
we go on raids, which means either I have to starve or you have to stay here, and if you stay here, then 
there’s nobody to carry the loot. So, what am I supposed to do? You put all these limitations on me, and 
what—you just want to sit here and wait for me to bring you food and treasure? I mean, I love you, and I’ll 
do it, but that seems awfully one-sided to me…” 

Alena’s breath caught. Love? Did Ubris just say he loved her? She swallowed hard, then turned to look at 
the clearly crestfallen dragon. 

“L–look, maybe I was too harsh,” she conceded. “I mean, yes, you are a dragon, and of course I don’t 
want you to starve. I–I can be useful on the raids; I mean, I took out all those guards, and then we carried 
back all this loot…” 

But her words didn’t seem to cheer him up any. He looked genuinely sad and still had that wounded look 
in his eyes. Alena bit her lip, then brightened.  

“And, of course, I do like sex with you,” she said, reaching over to stroke his belly. “You feel really good 
inside me when you’re gentle about it.” 



A Girl’s Predicament 
© 2020 Jack Doe. All characters belong to their creator. Do not distribute without all copyright notices and disclaimers intact. 

Page 15 of 22 
Writing this story does not constitute endorsement of the events depicted herein by the author.  

Readers are explicitly discouraged from engaging in any activities that are illegal or harmful to themselves or others. 

Ubris remained unmoved. He rolled over onto his back and stared at the ceiling. Determined to bring her 
lover back to his old self, Alena stepped up between his legs, crawled up onto his belly, and began to 
vigorously rub his cock. 

Without warning, he abruptly sat up and flicked her across the room with the back of his hand. Alena was 
caught off-guard, but years of being flung across the room by Icarius had made landing on her feet 
practically instinctive. 

“Oh, dear,” Ubris said, “It seems you’ve set off my reflexes. I don’t like anyone touching my junk when I’m 
on my back. It just…feels weird.” 

“Oh, Ubi,” Alena replied, encouraged to have him talking again, “I can bounce back from that! Don’t worry 
about it.” 

Undaunted, she got up between his legs, climbed up onto his belly, and began trying to ride his sheath. 

“Come on, Ubi,” she pleaded, “Don’t you want to fuck me? It’ll make you feel better…” 

He sat up again, but this time, he flung her straight down and pinned her under his claw, forcing the air 
out of her lungs. 

“What did I just say?” he asked evenly. He shook his head. “I tell ya, I’m going to have to lock you up if 
you don’t stop trying to force yourself on me.” He said it with a smile, but his tone said something entirely 
different. “Look, I like you—a lot—but you need to understand that I didn’t bring you here to be my 
girlfriend; I brought you here to serve me, to pleasure me, to be at my beck and call.” He flipped her over 
and then put his weight in the small of her back, pinning her down. “But you don’t seem to be getting the 
message. I hate that you’ve made me go to this level, but I need you to understand that.” 

Alena’s pulse raced as she tried to look up. But, with her face pressed against the cold, hard stone, she 
couldn’t see much of anything. She could felt him moving above her, though. 

“This is for your own good, Alena,” Ubris said. 

Without giving her time to question what was for her own good, Ubris thrust his penis harshly into her 
pussy, making her yelp in pain and struggle against him. He pulled back and thrust again, deliberately 
hitting her in the perineum. Tears came to Alena’s eyes as the dragon used his penis like a weapon, 
stabbing and jabbing her over and over, sometimes assailing her cervix and other times missing entirely. 
It hurt so badly that she couldn’t make a sound 

How long her “punishment” lasted, she didn’t know, but at last, Ubris came inside of her and pulled out, 
finally letting her up. 

“I hate that I had to do that, Alena,” he said, his voice firm. “I hope that I never have to do it again.” 

With that, he rolled over on his treasure-pile with his back to her. Alena lay there, her battered pussy 
aching and her bruised perineum screaming, but not so loudly as the voices in her head trying to decide 
what to make of the day’s events. 

You’ve got to get away from him; he’s too dangerous! 

But he loves me! 

Did you see what he did to that poor villager? Killing is one thing, but that was outright torture. He’s a 
monster; nobody is safe around him, not even you. 

He would never hurt me—if I didn’t deserve it. He’s just mad; Ike used to do the same thing. 

Ike was executed for murdering your family and kidnapping you! He’s not exactly setting the bar very 
high! 

But, I loved him… 

If a volcano burns you, are you gonna start loving it, too? Or a ravenous lion that tears you to shreds? 
Wake up! For all his faults, at least Icarius had rules. Ubris…has none! It’s only been a few days, and 
you’ve already seen this terrible, horrible side of him! 
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But we’re perfect for each other! What if he’s the last of the dragons? Am I supposed to go on pretending 
I’m just a normal human? 

That’s what you decided when Allie died; if this guy had never come along, you would have been just fine! 
You have your tannery—except those skins you left are probably ruined now—you can do this without a 
dragon in your life! 

I can’t lose him—not another one. It’s too hard. 

Then make him the last one. Decide now to leave him, and don’t look back. 

These were all good, logical points, but what that part of her didn’t understand was that her heart 
belonged to him and always would while he lived and breathed. He might be horrible to others, but she 
knew that deep down, he just wanted what was best for her. He could have eaten her at any point—he 
said so himself—but he hadn’t because he liked her—no, loved her. She shook her head. No, this was 
too good an opportunity to pass up. These were just growing pains; things would be better in the morning. 

Resolved in her mind, she rolled over and went to sleep. 

The sun woke her up the next morning. She sat up and winced: the previous day’s activities—good and 
bad—had taken their toll on her body. Her ankles and shoulders ached from being used like a carrying 
sling, and her groin hurt from being used like a sex toy. 

Her stomach growled. She pursed her lips and realized that she couldn’t remember when she’d last 
eaten. She needed to get some food. She got up and padded towards the door. 

Ubris stirred. “Where you going?” he asked, sitting up. 

“I was gonna get something to eat. Where’s the kitchen?” 

Ubris shook his head. “There isn’t any food here; I’ve eaten it all,” he said, stretching and lying back 
down. 

Alena hesitated. “Well then, I guess I’m going to go find some,” she replied. “I haven’t eaten in days.” 

“Wait, and I’ll come with you,” Ubris said as she turned to leave again. He cracked a grin. “What kind of 
host would I be if I let you wander around by yourself unescorted in these wild woods?” 

Alena nearly melted in place. See? Look how gallant he is! A true gentleman! 

“But, first, um, heh-heh,” he said, glancing down at his stirring sheath, “I’m horny.” 

Alena chuckled and grinned in spite of herself. “I’m sure we could do something about that,” she said. 
“Just, be easy on me today, huh? Yesterday left me pretty sore.” 

“I do hate that you made me do that,” Ubris agreed. “But, it’s all water under the bridge now. Come on,” 
he said, beckoning. “That outfit you’re wearing sure does turn me on.” 

It was like Jekyll and Hyde. He was as gentle and sensuous today as he had been forceful and almost 
terrifying the night before. Alena came not once but twice, and then as Ubris pulled out, he pulled her 
back to lie on his chest once his penis retracted into his sheath. The two lay there, lightly dozing, until 
Alena’s stomach growled again. 

“Ubi,” she said softly, “I gotta get some food.” 

“Hmm? Oh, yeah.” Ubris yawned and stretched. “Just let me take a nap, and then we’ll go, okay? This is 
a really good nap.” 

“All right,” Alena replied reluctantly over her protesting stomach. 

She had waited, bored, in the room with Ubris for hours. But seeing that the sun was passing its zenith 
and knowing that she had quite a trek ahead of her if she was going to make it somewhere with food 
available, she again made for the door. Once more, Ubris stirred. 

“Mm, Alena, is that you?” he asked, looking at her bleary-eyed. 
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“Yes,” she replied. “I’m gonna go ahead and pick up some food. If I leave now, I can make it home before 
midnight.” 

Ubris pouted. “I thought you were going to wait so I could escort you?” he asked, sounding hurt. “How can 
I prove myself the chivalric gentleman if you take away my chance?” 

Alena huffed. “I–I want you to have the opportunity to be a gentleman,” she said, “But I have to eat.” 

“I’ll be done with my nap soon,” Ubris promised. “If I get up now, I’ll be groggy. Besides, if I fly you, it won’t 
take nearly as much time.” 

“Well, okay…” 

The sun had set by the time Ubris finally woke up. He yawned, stretched, and sat up. 

“Okay, ready to go?” he asked. 

“It’s dark,” Alena replied flatly, her stomach punctuating her statement. “None of the decent game animals 
will be out and about this time of night.” 

“Aww, that’s too bad,” Ubris said. “Hey, let’s have sex,” he said, brightening. “That will make you feel 
better.” 

“I dunno, Ubi; normally, you’d be right, but I’m tired from sitting here bored all day and hungry from not 
eating in several days. I’m not really in the mood.” 

“Aww, come on, Alena. You don’t even have to do anything. Just lie there, and I’ll do all the work. And 
then we’ll go get food in the morning.” 

Alena sighed and nodded, and Ubris walked over to stand over her. Picking her up and pinning her to the 
wall, he began to thrust roughly into her pussy. 

“Ow!” Alena yelled angrily.” Dang it, Ubris, you’re supposed to be gentle!” 

The dragon recoiled just as he reached orgasm, pulling out and showering Alena with cum. 

“Man,” he said once his orgasm subsided, “Those dragons you were with must have been real pussies. 
I’m doing my best to be gentle, but I feel like I gotta handle you with kid gloves!” 

They went to bed annoyed with each other, but by morning, things seemed to be better. 

“Come on, Alena,” Ubris’s voice rang out. 

Alena blinked and stretched. The sun was just rising. 

“Let’s go get some food,” Ubris said with infectious enthusiasm. 

Alena grinned. “Who are you, and what did you do with that lazy slug-a-bed from yesterday?” she teased. 

“Hey, I did most of the work on the raid, carrying you there, carrying you and the treasure back, fighting 
off all the guards—“ 

“Hey, I helped, too!” Alena protested. 

“Sure,” Ubris said patronizingly. “Sure, you did. But, my point is, that took a toll, and I needed to get my 
strength back up. But now I’m fighting fit!” 

Alena chuckled and rolled her eyes, and without further ado, the dragon lifted her up into the air, and they 
soared down the mountain and past the plains in search of prey. It didn’t take long for them to find what 
they were looking for. A couple of elk grazed obliviously below them. With a combination of skills that only 
Alena and Ubris could have perfected on-the-fly, he dropped her, and she landed on one of the elk, 
grabbed hold of his head, and wrenched it around to impale him with his own antlers. The other elk 
scurried off, right into Ubris’s claws. They snapped shut, and the elk’s head fell off its body, which 
seemed to take a moment to realize it was dead before falling over. 

Exhilarated by the thrill of the hunt and the incredible team she and Ubris made together, Alena wasted 
no time dressing the elk using a clipping of Ubris’s claw as a skinning knife, building a campfire, and 
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starting the decapitated elk roasting. Ubris, meanwhile, ate the one Alena had impaled, and the two of 
them made a day of sitting by the campfire, talking, and eating their fill. That afternoon, Ubris lightly 
chilled the rest of the elk meat for Alena to take for leftovers, and they returned to the castle, both feeling 
elated. They had passionate sex—albeit painful—and Ubris passed out, as usual.  

But Alena wasn’t ready to sleep, yet. She watched her lover dozing for a while and then decided to 
explore the castle. She had been meaning to, but the opportunity had never arisen. Yesterday she’d 
spent the whole time watching Ubris in case he woke up so they could go hunting, but that had never 
happened. But now she had plenty of time, and her curiosity got the better of her. She padded quietly out 
of the room, leaving Ubris softly snoring. 

She made her way down the wide hallway, the afternoon light intermittently diffused by clouds casting 
strange shadows. An unusual-looking suit of armor stood against one wall, but the hallway was otherwise 
barren. She followed a corridor off to the right at random and eventually found herself in what appeared to 
be a pantry. A few empty burlap bags sat on the shelves here and there, but other than that, the shelves 
were bare. She passed through the pantry and found herself in the barest kitchen she had ever seen. The 
hearth lay bare without even so much as a kettle for pottage. There were no utensils—no spoons, knives, 
forks, or whisks of any kind. Alena thought that kind of strange but didn’t dwell too much on it as she 
passed into a great dining hall. Here it seemed that someone had hastily cleaned the room by sweeping 
all the debris up against the walls. Dark silhouettes of ancient rubbish heaps lined both sides of the room 
as she passed beside a massive marble table. But, she noted, even the chairs were missing. 

Something caught her attention out one of the huge windows that lined the right side of the room. It was 
the sun glinting off the sculpture garden below. Alena brightened, remembering that she had wanted to 
see the sculptures up close when she first arrived. Looking through the window to get the lay of the 
castle, she quickly set off, practically skipping through room after room and hallway after hallway as she 
made her way downward and towards the middle courtyard. At last she made it, and passing through an 
arched doorway, she made her way out among the statues. 

Wow, there are so many! she marveled. She hadn’t been able to see this many from her bird’s eye view, 
but now that she was among them, there seemed to be too many to count! 

She shivered, suddenly realizing that it was very cold here. The castle itself had not been exactly warm, 
but here, truly outside in the courtyard, she felt the wind blow against her barely-clad body. Undaunted, 
she proceeded to walk among the statues, noting the bizarre expressions they all wore. Far from the 
typical proud and tall mien of the statues she’d seen in other towns she’d pillaged, these universally had 
expressions of horror or extreme pain etched on their faces. Moreover, despite no two of them being in 
the same pose, every one of them seemed to be looking directly at the viewer—be it face-to-face, over a 
shoulder, or somewhere in between—with eyes that had such color as to be truly alive. 

Fascinated by this last point, Alena peered into the face of one of the statues, a beautiful but terrified-
looking woman. A cloud moved out of the way, letting sunlight stream onto the statue’s features. Alena 
felt a chill go up her spine.  

This was no statue. 

Jumping back in shock at the sudden realization, Alena looked from statue to statue and realized with a 
sinking feeling that they had all been women, flesh and blood, but were now frozen in this state—
terrorized, agonized, or both. Suddenly afraid for her own life, she covered her mouth to stifle a scream 
and fled the courtyard, retracing her steps. But now that the mask was lifted, those innocuous things she 
had seen before were now just as terrifying. The “rubbish” in the dining room was the remains of a female 
dragon whose body had been frozen in place, apparently during sex. On the other wall were heaped 
bodies of frozen human women, the pain in their eyes as heartbreaking as it was unmistakable. The 
things on the pantry shelves weren’t burlap bags at all; they were the head and torso of two poor women 
who had met the same fate as the man from the village, the claw marks on their legless groins mutilating 
their genitalia beyond recognition. But most fearsome of all was what Alena had thought was a suit of 
armor: it was, in fact, the mutilated body of a woman whose skin had been carved off, frozen, and shoved 
into her vagina until she tore; what Alena had mistaken for the wide tassets that guarded the occupant’s 
hips was in fact her pelvis, split in two by the force of the insertions. 
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Breaking into a blind sprint, Alena raced towards the front door. But, before she could make it, Ubris 
emerged from his room and stood in the way. 

“Alena?” he asked, cocking his head and flashing a smile, “What’s the matter? You look like you’ve seen 
a ghost.” 

Don’t tell him you know; you’ll end up like one of them! 

No! I can fight! 

With what? There’s not a single usable— 

Suddenly Alena realized why there were no utensils in the kitchen, no weapons or tools of any kind. 

He brought them here, left them helpless to defend themselves, and then tortured and used them until he 
lost interest. Then he discarded them like garbage. 

“O–oh, uh—nothing,” she stammered. “I–I was just looking around, and the—the light, see, cast some—
some shadows that—just—gave me the willies.” She forced herself to overcome the abject terror she felt 
at that moment and continued, rushing up to hug his leg tightly and saying, “Thank goodness you’re here. 
I–I’ve never been so scared in my life!” 

The last part, at least, was true. 

Ubris frowned, and Alena was almost certain he could tell she was lying. But, to her relief, he patted her 
on the back. “Well, nothing to worry about here,” he said. “You’re safe with me—as long as you do as 
you’re told,” he added. 

Alena swallowed. He knows.  

“Boy, I could sure use a good fuck right now,” he continued, giving her a penetrating look. “Wouldn’t you 
like to have a nice, hard fuck?” 

“Y–yeah, sure,” Alena replied, doing her best to sound convincing. 

“Good, because I’m feeling like I really need to blow off some steam,” he prodded. 

His grip tightened around her, and before she could react, he pinned her to the ground and used a claw to 
shred the clothes she’d made for herself, leaving her completely exposed and without a way to cover 
herself. Then he proceeded to fuck her so brutally that she let out a constant wail. Pain and fear 
combined to overwhelm her with exhaustion, her body going limp like a rag-doll as he used her body for 
his own pleasure with no concern for whether what he did hurt her or not—much less whether she gained 
any pleasure from it. It seemed to go on for hours, but at last, he finally spurted into her and put her down. 
She collapsed onto all fours and slowly sank to the ground. 

“You know, that was good,” Ubris said, “But it seems like there’s something missing. I know! I’ve been 
doing all the work. I think it’s time you put in a little effort. Fair’s fair, don’t you think?” he asked with that 
same damn smile. 

Alena’s shoulders slumped. “I–I can’t,” she murmured. “I’m…so tired.” 

“Nonsense! You’re a dragon, right? Real dragons fuck, right? Come on; I’ll let you suck my dick.” 

Alena bit her lip almost hard enough to draw blood and forced herself to get back to all fours. She knew 
that failure to comply could result in her imminent death, but after poor nutrition, poor sleep, physical 
abuse, and coming down off her adrenaline-fueled terror high, she couldn’t even think straight, and every 
simple motion seemed like an impossible task. 

“Well, all right,” Ubris said reluctantly, “I had hoped you’d be more excited, but maybe you’re just tired, 
right? Here, I’ll help.” 

He reached down, spun her around, and shoved his dick down her throat. Her eyes bulged. Though each 
shove of his dick down her throat made her retch, and though he forced her onto him long enough to 
make her panic for breath each time, she was too exhausted to fight back. Once more, she felt her body 
abused, her throat rubbed raw and nearly torn by Ubris’s thick girth ramming so roughly into her, and she 
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went completely passive, letting her arms and breasts flop forward and backward as cum leaked out of 
her pussy and drool trailed out of her mouth. 

If it was possible, Alena was sure this time took even longer than when Ubris had used her vagina. But, 
he came at last, pulling out to make sure he sprayed her in the face with his thick, white jism. Then he put 
her down, and without a word, curled up on his mound of treasure and passed out. 

Now’s your chance; you’ve got to run away! 

But now Ubris’s genius showed: he had used her so hard that she lacked the strength even to pick herself 
up. 

Come on! What are you waiting for?! 

I…can’t. 

You have to! 

Must…rest… I’ll go…after…rest. 

That’s just an excuse! You’ll go right back to him as soon as you— 

No. You’re right. It’s time to stop pretending to be a real dragon. I’m a tanner—and a damned good one—
and I’m better than just some plaything for this manipulative psychopath. 

How will you do it? You have no weapons! 

I have one… 

She passed out. 

Sunlight crept over Alena’s eyes, and she awoke with a start. She winced and cautiously looked over to 
where Ubris had fallen asleep the night before. To her relief, he was still there. Her body ached 
everywhere; there was no question of that. She wasn’t sure for certain whether she’d be able to walk out 
the door—much less the countless miles it must be to the nearest town Ubris hadn’t destroyed—but she 
knew that if she was going to survive, she was going to have to make herself do it. 

Since Ubris had shredded her clothes, she had nothing to wear save for her shoes—they would come in 
very handy once she got outside, at least. She reached into the corner and picked up her bag—the only 
thing she had to take with her—and then quietly began creeping towards the door. 

“Don’t you have any of that elk left over?” Ubris asked, rolling over to look directly at her. 

Alena froze. Shit. 

“I–I just thought I’d get some exercise outside—you know, to stretch out a bit,” she stammered. “Last 
night was…pretty intense.” 

“You’re going to go outside with no clothes on?” Ubris asked. “It’s freezing out, and the wind will really 
give you a chill.” He got to his feet and lumbered towards her. “I don’t think that is going to help you out 
on your walk, either, is it?” he asked, gesturing to the bag in her hand. 

Alena swallowed hard. 

“Your silence speaks volumes. You were going to leave me, weren’t you?” he asked, his smile obviously 
forced this time. “And, you didn’t think I’d let you go.” 

Alena thought quickly. “N–no, I–I’m just going for a walk,” she reiterated. “It’s the same temperature out 
there as it is in here.” She thought quickly. “L–look, if my loyalty to you is in question, I’m happy to prove 
myself.” 

The dragon cocked an eyebrow. “I’m listening.” 

Alena moved towards him. “Well, you wanted me to be more active, right? I was too tired yesterday, but 
now that I’ve rested, I think I could make you feel really good.” 

“Prove it,” Ubris said, smirking. 
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Alena moved up between his legs, put her bag down, and began stroking his sheath. Without any effort at 
all, his penis slipped out, and she immediately began licking it and stroking it with both hands. 

“Ooh,” Ubris gasped as his dick slipped fully out of his sheath. “That does feel good.” 

“I want to make you hard,” Alena replied, her voice husky. “I wanna make you drip with excitement.” 

It didn’t take long for her to achieve her goal. Within seconds, the dragon’s musky tip was drooling a 
steady stream of precum. Alena took a deep breath, and then in a quick motion, knelt, picked up her bag, 
opened it, slid it all the way onto the dragon’s prick, and then pulled it closed. 

Ubris started. “Wha—what is that?” he asked, cocking his head to look under himself. “What did you do?” 

“Oh, it’ll give you sensations like you’ve never felt before,” Alena replied, continuing to stroke his shaft 
soothingly and being careful to avoid the bag and its contents. 

“I don’t like it; take it off,” Ubris said suspiciously. 

“Oh, just wait, Ubi,” Alena said. “You’ll feel it any minute now.” 

“I said, ‘take it off,’” the dragon growled. 

Anticipating his next move, Alena tucked and rolled out from under him as he lunged after her. 

Then he felt it. 

The lye interacted with the wetness of his prick and began heating up and sucking all the moisture out of 
the tip of his penis, shriveling it like a raisin. The dragon screamed and lashed out as the lye got into his 
urethra and began desiccating him from the inside out. But still the bag held onto his dick. He clawed 
desperately at himself, but his arms were too short to reach. The pain intensified as the strong base 
began burning his sensitive member inside and out, turning it into the consistency of leather. 

“Get it off! Get it off!” he shrieked as he began running around the room in blind panic, bumping into 
things and eventually managing to dislodge the bag. 

But as the bag sailed into the air, it hit him in the face and sprayed lye into his eyes, blinding him. He let 
out a blood-curdling screech and shot out of the room, tearing down the hallway and running into walls 
indiscriminately, the force of the impact spinning his body around. His feet scrabbled on the stone and 
then projected him off in another direction as a steady wail of agony resounded down the hallways. 

Alena covered her ears and whimpered to herself. She didn’t want it to come to this! She didn’t want to 
have to hurt him! She thought of how many good times they’d had in such a short time together, how 
perfectly suited to each other they had seemed. 

“Why does it have to be like this?!” she yelled in frustration. “Why did he have to be a psychopath?!” 

As her voice quit echoing, she suddenly realized that it was deathly silent. Ubris’s screams had stopped. 
Her guts churned. That could mean only one of two things, and they were both bad. Swallowing 
nervously, she cautiously picked up the bag with what was left of the lye and cautiously made her way 
into the hall. 

“Ubris?” she called. “Ubi?” 

She heard a feeble cough in the distance and trotted towards it. When she made it to the dining hall, her 
hand flew to her mouth in horror. She ran down the halls, retracing her steps from before to stand in the 
doorway to the courtyard, where Ubris had impaled himself on the lance of one of the few statues that 
wasn’t actually alive. To Alena’s horror, the lance had penetrated all the way through his chest and had 
come out his back. His eyes were crusted over with pus and discharge. His penis, once bright red and 
virile, was now withered and oozing putrid, yellow foam. The only red thing now was the ground. There 
was blood—so much blood… 

“A–Alena.” 

Alena gasped. “U–Ubi?” she asked, unable to conceal the sadness in her voice. 
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Unable to tell exactly where Alena was, Ubris turned his head in her direction. With great effort, he 
managed to force his grin to come out.  

“I–I’m sorry, Ubi!” Alena cried. “I didn’t want it to come to this! But you just wouldn’t stop! And all these 
poor people, I–I couldn’t let you do that to me! I told you I’m a fighter, Ubi; I’m not just gonna roll over and 
die on my back!” 

“It—it’s cold today,” the dragon managed, ignoring her. “So much colder.” His breathing grew labored, 
and a look of panic came over his face. “A–Alena, I’m scared. I–I think I’m going to die.” 

Alena swallowed. The blood on the ground—it was too much. The realization crept into her mind like 
someone slowly crushing her chest: she couldn’t save him if she tried. She bit her lip and looked away. 
She didn’t have the heart to tell him. 

“Alena? I can’t see you. Please, w–will you come closer? I–I want to feel you touching me—need to feel 
you touching me. Please.” 

Alena swallowed and started to take a step forward, but the sunlight reflecting off one of the frozen 
women stopped her in her tracks. 

It’s a trick. 

She shook her head. “N–no, Ubi,” she whispered. “You’ll hurt me.” 

Ubris coughed out a bloody laugh. “Hurt you?! I can’t see and can’t move. Something is…stuck in me.”  

He hissed and winced as he tried to shift and the lance dug into his flesh. 

“Please, Alena,” he begged, his body beginning to tremble, “I’m s–so scared. I can’t see anything, but I–I 
feel like my body’s broken. I’m too young to die! I had so much more I wanted to do! I–I’m just a kid; I 
didn’t deserve this!” 

As he continued on, Alena sank to her knees, buried her face in her hands, and began to sob. He could 
have been perfect for her, and her for him. But now, just like every other dragon she had ever loved, he 
was about to die. 

She flashed back to when Alistair had died, that ache she felt in her chest, that stunned sense of 
disbelief. 

This was ten times worse. 

“A–Alena?” Ubris asked feebly. 

“I’m here, Ubi,” she replied, her voice cracking. 

“I meant what I said,” he said. “If you believe nothing else, believe me when I said I loved you. I hate that 
you have killed me, but I will love you until my dying breath.” 

He fell silent. 

“U–Ubi?” Alena asked. “Ubris?” 

There was no response. The dragon’s body slumped onto the lance. The lance broke, and his body fell in 
a crumpled heap. 

Alena held her head in her hands. 

“I guess you must have been a real dragon, Ubi,” she muttered as tears streamed down her cheeks. 
“That’s why I can never be with another one. Real dragons…die.” 

 


