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A blast of cold wind shot through the castle. Alena ignored it, tears streaming from her eyes as she 
looked at the crumpled, bloody mass that used to be her latest lover. 

“You killed him,” the wind hissed. 

“I had to!” Alena cried. “He would have killed me first if I hadn’t!” 

“He loved you; he said so.” The cold air bit at her, digging through her naked skin to claw at her heart. 

“I didn’t want this,” Alena muttered, shivering bitterly. “We could have been so happy together. Now, this 
corpse—this place, full of corpses—is all I have left.” 

“Leave!” the wind howled. “Go away, and don’t come back!” 

Alena gritted her teeth. The cold had turned her skin red and was now working towards blue. 

“Get out!” screamed the wind. 

Alena got to her feet, her muscles and skin aching from the bitter cold. 

“Goodbye, Ubi,” she murmured, looking over her shoulder. 

The wind whipped at her face and stung her sides. Alena hugged herself tightly, hunching over and 
trudging towards the door to the courtyard. Battered and whipped at every turn, she made her way back 
upstairs, winding her way through the dining room, pantry, and kitchen, all strewn with frozen bodies that 
had ceased to entertain her late boyfriend. Alena closed her eyes and pushed past them as the wind 
drove her onward. She came to the main gate of the castle. It was dark outside and snowing. Alena 
hesitated. 

“GET OUT!” 

The wind all but shoved her out the gate and onto the frozen path. She wore nothing but boots—the only 
reprieve she had—but even they could not protect her from stumbling in the darkness as she began to 
pick her way down the mountain. The wind continued to howl relentlessly at her, finally numbing her skin 
to its burning cold. Alena labored for breath, grunting with each lurching step she took through the 
snowdrifts. 

So…cold… 

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

He opened his eyes, but he didn’t venture to move. Not yet. 

“Odd,” he said slowly to himself. “Where am I?” 

The air was hazy, as if clouded with invisible smoke that cast an eerie mix of black and dirty yellow light 
over his surroundings. The light seemed to come from everywhere and nowhere at once. Yet despite the 
strange ambiance, it seemed somehow comfortable. Not too hot, not too cold, not too humid, not too dry. 

Silent. 

His eyes rolled around to see what was around him. Low-growing grass, clearly meant to be green but 
discolored by the strange haze, sprouted under him and indeed stretched over the hills in every direction 
he could see. Young trees dotted the grass here and there, but though their canopies were full, they cast 
no shadows beneath them. 

“Very strange indeed.” 

Finally putting in a bit of effort, he roused himself and sat up. Looking straight up, he saw that he himself 
was beneath a massive ash tree. His jaw opened slightly. 

“It’s…lovely,” he said, smiling in spite of himself. 

Feeling invigorated, he got to his feet with half the effort he expected it to take. He brightened. 

“Why, I feel half a millennium younger!” he gloated, lightly hopping on all fours and then spreading his 
wings. 
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His wings!  

A grin spread broadly over his face as he felt his muscles stretch and his wings unfurl. 

“My, that is a big tree,” he murmured, glancing up to see that even with his wings fully spread, the tips 
could not quite touch the bottom of the canopy far above him. 

Stretching for what felt like the first time in ages, he stepped out from under the tree and looked around. 
Aside from himself, he saw nobody else. There was no hiss of air, no burble of water nearby; the place 
was almost oppressively silent, albeit beautiful in its own strange way. Undaunted, the dragon gave his 
wings a few test flaps and hoisted himself into the air, once again marveling at how much easier it was 
than he’d expected. Soon even the great ash tree was far below him. The ground was a gentle ripple of 
hills and trees, as if someone had casually tossed a pilled shirt onto an uneven blanket. The dragon 
scanned the ground, looking for anyone else, but all he saw was the dots of trees. 

“Bit of a lonely place, isn’t it? Is there anyone else here?” he murmured. 

As if in answer, a faint silhouette appeared on the horizon. The dragon peered intently at it, cocked his 
head slightly, and then flew towards it. 

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

“Augh!” 

The dragon whipped his tail and flipped over to his feet, his head darting this way and that, smoke already 
rising from his nostrils. 

“Where are they?!” he demanded. “Where?” 

Yet as he snapped his head back and forth, there was nobody around him. He was in a dense forest, and 
judging by the light, he assumed it must be either very early sunrise or very early sunset: there was a bit 
of a golden glow in the air, yet it was diffuse and slightly hard to see through. Still suspicious, the dragon 
narrowed his eyes. 

“Was it—was it a dream?” he wondered.  

His heart skipped a beat, and as he looked down between his legs, his heart fluttered with relief. Still his 
breath remained caught as he nervously reached up to feel around his neck. Feeling it still intact with no 
signs of having been hacked off, he sighed with relief. 

“Must have been,” he muttered to himself. “Alena? Come on, let’s go.” 

But there was no response. The dragon looked around, frowning. “That lazy, worthless—“ 

He caught himself. No, she wasn’t lazy, and she certainly wasn’t worthless. He swallowed hard as the 
details slowly came back to him: his death, the long period of self-reflection afterwards, the regrets—so 
many regrets… It had been a hard lesson to learn, but he was glad for having done it, glad that he could 
finally appreciate her for what she was. Now he just needed to find her so he could tell her. 

He took to the sky, but beneath him, the canopy was as densely packed as broccoli crowns. 

“Alena!” he yelled. 

Yet as far as he could see in any direction, it was nothing but forest, stretching out endlessly below him. 
Frustrated, he began flapping hard, looking for a break in the non-stop canopy. Far, far in the distance, he 
thought he could see the tree line. He hurried towards it, but just as he was about to land on the grassy 
field below him, something caught his attention in the distance: a bit of movement on the horizon. He 
strained his eyes, and then abandoning his landing, he flew hard towards the tiny movement. 

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

“Time to wake up, Ubris.” 

Ubris opened his eyes and winced at a pain in his chest that vanished as soon as it made its presence 
known. 
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“You really can’t sleep around so much, Ubris; you have things to do.” 

“Yeah, yeah, Mom,” the dragon replied, rolling over and languidly getting to his feet. “What time is it 
anyway?” 

There was a moment of silence. 

“Have you been a good boy?” 

“Yeah, sure, Mom,” Ubris replied, looking around distractedly and frowning. “Where am I?” 

“What’s this I hear about a girl, Ubris?” 

A blurry figure appeared to his right. He blinked a few times and squinted, and all at once, the image 
resolved into Alena. 

“Oh, there you are,” Ubris said, giving her a smug look. “Just couldn’t stay away from this awesome cock, 
could you?” 

“Language, Ubris!” 

The dragon rolled his eyes. “Mind your own business, Mom,” he said. “Besides,” he added with a cocky 
grin, “If you had ever seen what I could do with this thing, you wouldn’t be able to stay away, either.” He 
frowned and turned to look around. “Wait... Mom, how are you even here? You died a long time ago.” 

Another long silence. 

“Ubris, don’t you realize—“ 

“And where is here anyway?” the dragon continued, ignoring her. “This isn’t my castle; it’s too warm. It’s 
not my second castle; there should be—wait, this isn’t a castle at all!” 

He turned to Alena. “Where are we?” 

Alena shrugged and shook her head but said nothing. 

“Well, come over here and suck my dick, then; make yourself useful!” 

Alena recoiled, her jaw dropping and her hands moving indignantly to her hips. 

“Well, why else are you here, then?” Ubris demanded. “You don’t collect loot that well, you spill guards’ 
blood all over my pristine castles, and you don’t know where we are. What good are you?” 

He stopped, shocked at what he’d said. “I–I’m sorry…I…” 

Alena said nothing. In fact, she didn’t seem to react at all. Her hands had moved back to a neutral 
position, and she stood there looking at him, blinking occasionally, but otherwise completely unmoving. 

“Alena? Did you hear what I said? Hello?” 

Annoyed, Ubris whipped his tail around, aiming to hit her in the chest. She still did not react. There was a 
sickening slap, and Alena went flying through the air, skidded on the ground, and then picked herself up 
and looked at him just as she had before. Ubris’s jaw opened. 

“You should be nicer to her,” said his mother. “She might not show it, but your words and actions can 
really hurt her sometimes.” 

“She’s the one who says she’s a dragon trapped in a human’s body,” Ubris retorted dismissively, turning 
away from Alena. “It’s not my fault if she’s delicate!” 

“You said you loved me,” Alena said, abruptly breaking her silence, her eyes glistening. “How can you say 
that if you willfully try to break me?” 

“A–Alena,” Ubris stammered, shocked. “I–I didn’t think it was really you. You were acting so strange 
and—“ 

He trailed off, seeing that her tears had suddenly vanished, her expression returned to neutral, and her 
eyes stared vacantly forward. 
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“What the fuck is going on here?!” Ubris cried, whipping his head around. “Alena! Are you real?” 

Alena’s eyes suddenly met his. “No.” 

She was gone. Ubris was left alone, swirling grayish mist intermittently distorting the strange, dim yellow 
light that seemed to come from all around him. 

“Alena?” Ubris called nervously. “Alena! Mom?” 

The dragon shivered nervously, sat down, and wrapped his tail around himself. 

“What’s going on here?” he murmured. “This place is…weird. And where is everybody?” 

He shook his head and scowled. “Well, if nobody else is going to tell me where I am, I’m going to go 
figure it out for myself!” 

He leapt into the air, picked a direction at random, and began flying. 

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

Alena opened her eyes and blinked uncertainly. The lighting was hazy and dim, but there was just 
enough yellow light penetrating the darkness to make out that she was sprawled on her belly on some 
kind of sand. Looking around, she saw before her a great, gleaming gate that seemed to be the source of 
the illumination. It appeared to be made of pure gold, with a stout outline and fine vertical supports. 
Shaking her head and grimacing—her skin felt strangely numb—she got to her feet and began trudging 
towards the gate. 

A deafening shriek filled the air. Alena looked up to see three dragons circling overhead. She did a 
double-take. The lowest one looked just like— 

“Ike!” she called, brightening and waving her hands. “Ike, down here!” 

The dragon’s head seemed to jerk, and it began to slowly circle down towards her. But as it got within 
view, Alena’s excitement turned to horror. Her hand went to her mouth instinctively on seeing the 
dragon’s penis split in half and oozing pus, the holes from the grapples used to flay it visible and crawling 
with parasites. His jerking head clung to his body by a measly thread of sinew, occasionally turning itself 
into positions that should never have been possible while maggots ate at the cleaved flesh. 

“Ike? Wh—what happened to you?” Alena gasped. 

The dragon let out another deafening shriek, its body turning red and purple with rage as it lunged after 
her, aiming to rip her open with its teeth and claws. 

“Ike! Wait! It’s me!” Alena cried, leaping out of the way just in time. 

The dragon whipped around and shot a blast of fire at her. Alena flattened herself against the ground just 
as the stream shot barely an inch above her, and then she leapt up and began running with the dragon 
hot on her heels. 

The commotion seemed to get the attention of the second dragon, who lethargically tipped his wings and 
began to circle downward. It landed some distance ahead of Alena, too far away to make it out clearly. As 
Alena rushed towards it, her heart momentarily filled with joy on seeing her second love, Allie. But the 
dragon behind her let out another burst of flame that illuminated the newcomer and revealed that this 
dragon’s whole body had decomposed just as badly as the first one’s penis. As the fireball shot by, bits of 
flesh fell off of him and splatted on the ground, revealing bits of greenish-red organs underneath. A 
constant flow of blood drooled from his penis, leaving a trail wherever he went. The reek of his 
putrescent, rotting carcass abruptly hit Alena in the face, stopping her in her tracks as she doubled over, 
coughing and retching. As she did so, the new dragon looked at her through hollow eye sockets, gave a 
bored look, and then slowly sagged to the ground, blocking her path as the first dragon closed in. 

OH, POOR BABY! a voice boomed from overhead. I THOUGHT YOU SAID YOU WERE A DRAGON TRAPPED IN A 
HUMAN'S BODY! 

Blinding light shone from above her. Alena shielded her eyes, momentarily forgetting her plight as the last 
dragon slowly circled downward and landed. Alena shivered; a great, gaping hole in his chest let the 
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brilliant, shadowless light through, as if he had a spotlight mounted to him. Beneath that, all that was left 
of his penis—a nub of blistered leather—glared angrily at her. 

“Oh, Ubi, I—I’m so sor—“ 

IT SEEMS YOU'RE NOT EVEN HALF THE DRAGON YOU THOUGHT YOU WERE! boomed the newest dragon. YOU 
CAN'T EVEN FUCK WITHOUT CRYING ABOUT IT! 

His hand lunged towards her. Alena flinched backward only to realize that he was feinting. 

HA! WHAT A WUSS! WELL, IF YOU THOUGHT THAT WAS BAD... 

He lunged for her again, and this time, Alena got to her feet, turned, and began sprinting. 

COME BACK, YOU PATHETIC HUMAN! LET ME SHOW YOU HOW REAL DRAGONS FUCK! 

Blinded with terror, Alena sprinted for all she was worth with the first and last dragons racing after her and 
the second one raining bits of his decomposing body and bloody dick down on her. 

“Help me!” Alena screamed as she tripped and scrabbled back to her feet. “Ubi, I loved you all! Why are 
you doing this?!” 

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

Icarius’s eyes narrowed as the forest finally disappeared behind him, replaced by a sparsely treed field 
seemingly just as immense as the forest he’d just left. Ahead, the tiny movement he’d seen had gotten a 
bit bigger and was still moving, now in a distinctly up and down pattern. Determined to figure out what 
was going on, where he was, and how he’d gotten here, Icarius spurred himself onward. 

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

Far ahead , Alistair could see a slightly darker line on the ground that slowly resolved into the edge of a 
thick forest as he drew nearer. The faint silhouette he’d seen before had gotten larger—only slightly so—
but it was definitely moving. Encouraged, the dragon took advantage of his newfound youthfulness and 
propelled himself forward. It took what felt like hours, but at last, the silhouette resolved into a fellow 
dragon, its head and body blocky-shaped but evidently younger than Alistair was. 

“Hello!” he called once the other dragon was within hearing distance. “Who are you, and where are we?” 

The other dragon gave a surprised jerk of the head and finally came into clear view. The two moved into a 
circle, leaving a good hundred yards between them. 

“I could ask you the same question,” the other dragon replied, his nostrils letting out a bit of smoke. 

“Easy, friend,” Alistair said soothingly. “I’m not a threat to you; I awoke to find myself here, but I don’t 
know how I got here or where ‘here’ even is. I had hoped you could tell me.” 

The other dragon’s eyes narrowed. “Strange,” he replied. “The same happened to me.” 

“Hmm.” Alistair pursed his lips. “Well, shall we land? I have been flying for some hours trying to reach you 
and could use a rest.” 

“Trying to reach me?” demanded the stranger. “Why?” 

“Because there was nobody else around,” Alistair replied. “You were the only sign of life I could see, so I 
had hoped to reach you. Now that I have, I hope that we can talk civilly.” 

The stranger dragon pursed his lips thoughtfully. 

“May I at least know your name? I am Alistair.” 

“Icarius,” replied the stranger begrudgingly. “If you wish to land, you may go first.” 

“Thank you.” 

Alistair landed, and once Icarius had made sure the other dragon was fully on the ground, he landed, too, 
some distance away. 
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“Icarius,” Alistair murmured. “That name rings a bell for me. Why is that?” 

Icarius frowned. “Do I—do I know you?” he asked. 

Alistair shook his head. “No, I don’t think so. But, I remember hearing your name somewhere. 
Sometime…someone said it to me. It seemed to be said…fondly…wistfully…regretfully. Yes. Who was 
that?” 

“Fondly?” Icarius asked, doing a double-take. “There’s nobody in the world who says my name fondly! 
Except…” 

Their eyes both widened at once. “Alena!” they chorused. 

“Oh…oh, I see,” said Alistair, pursing his lips. “Hm. Well, this is awkward.” 

Icarius frowned. “Huh?” 

Alistair swallowed. “I’m sorry to have to tell you this, but you’ve been dead for several years or so now. It 
was Alena who mentioned your name, the reason I know it.” 

“Dead?!” Icarius gasped, then immediately frowned. “No, I’m not dead; I—wait…” 

Alistair watched Icarius’s face as the truth dawned on the younger dragon. 

“Yes…” he said slowly. “I did die. But if that’s the case, why am I here? Does that mean you’re dead, 
too?” 

Alistair nodded thoughtfully. “Yes, I believe I died in flagrante delicto,” he chuckled. “Poor Alena. I hope it 
wasn’t too traumatic for her; she was awfully torn up over your death.” 

Icarius’s face brightened slightly on thinking about her. “Did she—what did she say about me?” he asked. 

Alistair smiled. “She was terribly fond of you. She said that you were brusque with her, but she assumed 
that was just to keep her toughened up. She always wished you’d let her ride you, though.” He chuckled. 
“I would have let her ride me, but though I am young…ish and virile here, I was old and decrepit then. It 
had been years since I had flown before, and poor Alena ended up playing glorified nurse-maid to me in 
my terminal years. She was very good to me; I wish I had been able to grant her that one small favor.” 

“So do I,” Icarius murmured. 

“Hmm?” 

“Alena was a damn good human and a better dragon than I’ll ever be,” Icarius confessed. “I think she 
gave me too much credit,” he added regretfully. “The truth is, I was brusque with her because I saw her 
as an impediment, a hassle I’d saddled myself with. I never appreciated her for the great person she was, 
and I—if I could do it over again, I’d tell her what she meant to me. And,” he chuckled, “I’d probably let her 
ride me, too—just once.” 

“It seems we both have fond memories of her,” Alistair replied kindly. “It seems almost certain that she is 
the common link between us, and yet it is strange that we are here but she is not. I hope that she’s all 
right; surely something terrible must have happened to have summoned us both back from the eternal 
rest.” 

Icarius’s lip curled angrily, his body bristling. “If someone’s threatening Alena, I will rip his flesh from him 
strip by strip while she watches!” 

Alistair opened his mouth to speak, then thought better of it and closed it. 

She did mention he had a bit of bloodlust to him… 

A glint on the horizon caught his eye. 

“Huh, what’s that?” he asked, pointing with his head. 

Icarius turned to look, and his eyes narrowed. 

“Hopefully some answers,” he replied, leaping into the air. 
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Alistair wasn’t far behind as both struck out towards the gleaming newcomer. 

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

Whether it had been five hours or five days of flying, Ubris didn’t know, but he did know that he’d been 
flying for what felt like forever in as close to a straight line as he could muster with the air being a uniform 
shade of swirling, tinted yellow. Yet despite all his flying, nothing seemed to have changed. 

“Damn it, give me something besides this damn mist!” Ubris snapped. 

As if on request, his nose suddenly pushed through the fog. Far below him, a wide plain of grass 
appeared, dotted with trees. Looking behind him, Ubris gasped to see that he’d just come out of an 
impossibly tall, impossibly wide sheet of gray darkness. 

“Boy, you could go into that and never come out,” he murmured warily. Suddenly remembering himself, 
he puffed out his chest and grinned with pride, “But I came out. Ha! No lesser dragon could have done it, 
let alone some stupid human, but I did it!” 

Encouraged, he began flapping his wings hard, looking out at the wide plain below him for any signs of 
life or movement. But, after a few hours, he sighed. 

“The endless fog has been replaced by an endless field,” he grumbled. “What is wrong with this place? 
No obvious landmarks; it looks like the same pattern of trees repeated over and over again!” 

He fell silent, not even his wings really making any noise as he continued to search for anybody who 
could explain what this place was. 

“Oh, come on!” he said after another couple of hours. “Are you telling me I’m the only—“ 

He stopped short, seeing two dark figures far away on the horizon. He squinted his eyes, and his heart 
skipped a beat. 

“They’re moving!” he cried. 

Plunging towards the ground, he used his change in height to develop a burst of speed that sent him 
sweeping over the scattered treetops. 

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

The glint grew nearer, and after a few hours, it resolved itself into the silhouette of a graceful dragon flying 
close to the ground. As it neared, it swept into the air to meet Icarius and Alistair at the same level above 
the ground. 

“A female?” Icarius gasped, his penis poking from his sheath. “It’s been too long!” 

“I don’t think Alena would—“ Alistair started to protest, but Icarius had already dived towards the 
streamlined dragon. 

“Come here, you,” Icarius murmured, jerking just in time to tackle the dragon, wrap his claws around its 
neck, and send them both hurtling towards the ground.  

As they plunged, Icarius moved his crotch up under the other dragon’s tail, his penis throbbing with 
anticipation. But they had started too close to the ground, and now as it rushed up at them, Icarius 
grumbled that he hadn’t had time to consummate the coupling. As the dragon beneath him spread its 
wings and struggled against Icarius’s additional weight, Icarius spread his own wings and brought them 
both safety to land. No sooner had the other dragon’s feet touched the ground than it began thrashing 
and writhing against Icarius, letting out a bunch of hoarse hisses and grunts. 

“Hold still, bitch, and be a good brooder,” Icarius grumbled as his penis brushed up against a couple of 
rounded protrusions. “What kind of dragon are you, anyway?” he asked. “You’re way too sleek and 
smooth to be a normal dragon.” 

Alistair landed silently behind them. “Um, Icarius? I don’t think Alena would have gone for a female.” 

“Huh?” Icarius grunted, distracted just long enough for the other dragon to escape a few feet away. “Aww, 
you made me let her get away!” he groaned. 
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“Him,” Alistair replied. “I made you let him get away.” 

Icarius did a double-take. “Wha?!” 

Only then did the newcomer finally speak. 

“I have testicles you idiot!” he snapped in a surprisingly deep voice. “Who the hell are you, anyway?” 

“Male?” Icarius asked, shaking his head. 

He threw himself at the newcomer, who dodged, but Icarius managed to grab him by the ankle. The 
newcomer let out a yell as Icarius dragged him up under himself and groped him lewdly, his claws 
squeezing roughly against the newcomer’s tender gonads. 

“As I was saying,” Alistair continued, “I don’t think Alena would go for a female, so it only stands to 
reason—“ 

“Alena?” the newcomer asked, gasping and shrugging Icarius off of him. He stood upright—his balls now 
impossible to miss on either side of his sheath—and addressed Alistair. “How do you know about Alena?” 

Alistair frowned. “I was her lover, and so was he,” he replied, gesturing to Icarius, who had finally come to 
terms with the fact that he’d nearly raped another male and brushed it off. 

The newcomer smiled, a smile that seemed charming at first, but that perhaps because of the way the 
lighting hit his face, quickly seemed somehow hollow and insincere. “Why, I think I know who you are, 
then,” he said, puffing his chest out. “You must be Allie, and that moron must be Ike.” 

The other two dragons exchanged glances. “That was what she called me, yes. My name is Alistair.” 

“And I’m Icarius.” 

“Charmed,” the newcomer said, regarding Icarius with a look that dripped disdain. “With a stupid, dick-first 
mindset like that, no wonder they cut your dick in two!” 

Icarius tried to lunge forward, but Alistair caught him and held him back. “Temper, Icarius, temper!” he 
warned. “Now’s not the time!” 

“Oh, and how was it for you, dying with Alena’s fist up your dick?” the newcomer taunted, hopping 
backwards a few feet to stay well out of reach. “What an embarrassing way to go! And I bet the only 
reason she had her fist up your dick was because you couldn’t get it up to begin with, old male!” 

Alistair and Icarius exchanged glances, then the older dragon let go of Icarius, who dove for the 
newcomer again. Anticipating his move this time, the sleek dragon leapt into the air and swatted him on 
the back of the head with his tail. 

“Oh, come on!” he taunted. “Alena said you were supposed to be fierce!” He scoffed. “Then again, that’s 
coming from someone who thought she was a dragon trapped in a human’s body, so…” 

“Enough!” Alistair boomed. 

The others turned to look at him, their jaws slackened with surprise at his sudden outburst. 

“Now that I have your attention,” the older dragon continued in a much quieter voice, “It seems clear to 
me that if Alena told you about us, then you must be a former lover of hers, too. Isn’t that right?” 

The newcomer’s face clouded. “Maybe,” he replied, landing with Alistair separating him from Icarius. 

He slouched, sighing and wrapping his tail around himself. 

“And,” continued Alistair, “If you’re here, then you’re probably dead, too, aren’t you?” 

The dragon gasped, his eyes widening. “N–no, I can’t be…” He trailed off, swallowing. Suddenly 
brightening, he said, “No, if I were dead, then I’d have a—“ He looked down at his chest and saw that 
there was no hole there. His groin looked fine; no signs of chemical burns anywhere to be seen. He 
sighed in relief, then shook his head. “Did I just dream it?” he wondered aloud. 
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Alistair shook his head. “No. I don’t know what this place is, but it seems to have restored all of us: 
Icarius’s penis, as you felt, is most definitely intact, and his head seems to be attached to his shoulders–” 

“Not for long, at the rate he’s going,” the young upstart interrupted, eliciting a glare from Icarius. 

“—I’m not bleeding out my urethra, and whatever damage you sustained seems to be gone, as well.” 

Icarius spoke up, addressing Alistair. “You said that Alena should be here but isn’t.” He turned his head to 
the newcomer, his eyes narrowing suspiciously. “What happened? How long ago did you die? Is Alena in 
danger?” 

“How should I know?” the newcomer snapped. “I was minding my own business when she tied that damn 
bag around my dick and got me impaled!” 

The others exchanged glances, and Alistair waved Icarius down, seeing the dragon’s jaw clenching and 
his claws making fists. 

“Why don’t we start at the beginning?” the older dragon suggested. “Let’s begin with your name.” 

“Ubris,” the newcomer muttered. 

“What’s that?” Alistair asked patiently. 

“My name is Ubris,” the dragon replied. “Alena flagged me down as I was raiding her village. It shocked 
me to see someone actually wanting to get snatched up, but as soon as we started talking, it all made 
sense.” He huffed. “She talked about you two and how she missed being around dragons. She said she 
was a dragon trapped in a human’s body—I don’t know what idiot gave her that idea—“ 

“I did,” Icarius growled. 

“Steady, Icarius,” Alistair warned. “Please, continue.” 

“Well, it went to her head!” Ubris snapped. “She comes off like, ‘oh, I’m a dragon; fuck me like a dragon’. 
Pfft. After just a couple of fucking sessions, she starts saying I’m hurting her. I mean, come on!” 

Icarius lunged towards Ubris. With Alistair clinging to him, he didn’t make it far, and Ubris leapt nimbly 
backwards out of harm’s way.  

“Did it ever occur to you that you’re a lot bigger than she is?” he demanded. “And she’s outlasted all three 
of us. Show some fucking respect!”  

With that, Icarius began trudging towards Ubris, dragging Alistair as he went. 

“I have to agree with my hotheaded friend here,” Alistair grunted as he finally managed to arrest Icarius’s 
forward movement. “For a human, she was remarkably robust, and the fact that she is still alive and we 
are not—says something about her.” 

“Yeah, well, she cheated is the only reason I’m dead,” Ubris retorted, sulking. “She started sneaking 
around, and then one day she says she’s going out. I tried to stop her, so she clamps this bag full of 
some kind of horrible stuff around my dick. Starts burning like fire. I beg her to take it off, and she says 
‘no’. It hurts worse and worse. Next thing I know, I’m running through the castle and end up impaled on a 
damn lance!” 

The other two dragons’ jaws dropped. 

“Wait, Alena attacked you?” Icarius asked, shocked. He shook his head. “No, she would never—
unless…” His lip curled, and his body tensed again. 

“Icarius!” Alistair warned. 

“What did you do to her?” Icarius demanded, held back once again by Alistair. “She loved me in spite of 
everything I did to her. She never even complained, much less attacked me!” 

“Nothing! Cripe, I did what she asked and fucked her like a dragon!” 

Alistair pursed his lips, then slowly let go of Icarius and turned to face Ubris. “Once again,” he said, his 
face darkening, “I find myself agreeing with Icarius: Alena loved adventure, and she was always after me 
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for sex. I cannot imagine that she would attack anyone who was indulging her in her two favorite things. 
There’s something you’re not telling us. If Alena is in danger—if she summoned us here because of your 
actions…” 

He trailed off as he and Icarius advanced on the newcomer. Ubris tried to flash a smile, but once again, 
the light distorted it and showed it to be fake, even sinister. 

Icarius lunged, and Ubris leapt into the air, narrowly escaping his grasp. Alistair leapt into the air in 
pursuit, but the smaller dragon already had a bit of height on him. As Icarius jumped into the air after 
them, Ubris climbed higher and higher and then quickly took off, widening the gap between them. 

“What are you hiding?” Icarius yelled after him. “Is Alena in danger now?” 

“How should I know?” Ubris yelled over his shoulder, “She killed me!” 

“Sounds to me like you killed yourself,” Alistair called back. “You said you were running through the 
castle.” 

“I wouldn’t have been if she had just taken the damn bag off!” 

“What made her put it on in the first place? WHAT. DID. YOU. DO?” Icarius thundered. 

Ubris came to an abrupt stop and whirled to face them. 

“Fine!” he snapped. “You want to know what happened?” 

Icarius lunged at him, but he easily dodged. 

“She found my bodies,” Ubris said. “She wouldn’t admit to it, but I knew she found them. And the fact that 
she lied about having found them, the fact she was trying to sneak out, I–I knew she was horrified.” 

“Wait, wait, back up: your bodies?” Alistair asked. 

“Yeah, humans I brought back to the castle, you know, to play with. Anyway, she—“ 

“To ‘play with’?!” Icarius cried. “What are you, some kind of sadist? Is that what you did to Alena? Hurt her 
for your own sick pleasure?” 

“No!” Ubris yelped. 

The others looked at him expectantly. 

“Yes,” he said, swallowing and hanging his head. “A little bit,” he confessed. “I–I thought she liked it!” 

“Even as she was saying, ‘ow, you’re hurting me’?” Icarius demanded. 

“Look, I–I got carried away!” Ubris protested. “Haven’t you ever gotten carried away and done something 
you regretted?” He hung his head again. “I couldn’t bear the thought of losing her,” he said. “I–I wasn’t 
going to hurt her—I swear!—I just…I didn’t want her to go. I had no way of knowing what was going to 
happen next.” 

“You could have just let her go,” Icarius said. 

Ubris scoffed, then shook his head slowly. “No, I couldn’t,” he said. “You only find your soulmate once. 
She was mine, and I–I really—loved her.” 

A long, oppressive silence hung in the twilight air as the other dragons digested what he’d said. 

“And yet you speak so disdainfully of her,” Alistair said at last. “You don’t speak of her like you love her; 
you speak like you scorn her!” 

“It wasn’t your love for her that made it so you couldn’t let her go; it was your own damn pride!” Icarius 
roared. 

“Look, maybe I’m a little bitter!” Ubris snapped. “I just died—I don’t know how long ago, but I blacked out 
from blood loss and woke up here almost immediately afterward! Yeah, it’s still a little fresh on my mind, 
and I might still be a little upset at the love of my life killing me!” 



Hindsight’s Assessment 
© 2021 Jack Doe. All characters belong to their creator. Do not distribute without all copyright notices and disclaimers intact. 

Page 11 of 41 
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. 

“That’s an effect this place has,” Alistair replied, shaking his head. “As I awoke, I thought I’d gone straight 
from dying to waking up here, but as I thought about it, I could remember the long period in between.” 

“Me, too,” Icarius said. 

Ubris pursed his lips and then shook his head. “There’s nothing,” he replied. “I remember my eyes 
closing, the pain, the cold, and then opening my eyes here, surrounded by mist.” 

Alistair frowned. “The cold?” he asked. “Aren’t you a frost dragon?” 

“My favorite castle was bitter cold,” Ubris replied. “It was fine, as long as I was alive, but once I was 
dying…” He shivered. “Poor Alena,” he murmured. “She’s probably freezing up there by herself.” 

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

As Ubi reached down to grab Alena, his grinning face mocking her, Ike abruptly roared and spun around, 
his tail clocking the newcomer in the chest. The air exploded into fire and ice as the two began fighting 
fiercely, ripping and clawing at each other, burning, freezing, and shattering flesh and bones that seemed 
to grow back endlessly with bone-chilling crunches and blood-curdling shrieks. Alena’s eyes darted 
towards the aerial combatants, and then she began sprinting towards the gate again. Allie’s decomposing 
body creaked overhead as the towering giant walked in slow motion above her, and a chunk of his 
perineum fell down right in front of her as blood from his penis showered her. Like a giant tree 
experiencing the final chop, he abruptly pitched forward. Alena skidded to a stop, her bare feet leaving 
tracks in the sand as his weight all came down between her and the gate. 

“Allie, why is everybody doing this?!” Alena cried, tears streaming down her cheeks. “Everybody I loved 
has turned into a monster!” 

In response, Allie’s yawning mouth opened wide and reached around to snatch her between his sharp, 
dripping teeth. Alena screamed and sprinted away once more. 

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

The three dragons had landed, and Alistair paced back and forth while Ubris and Icarius eyed each other 
in an uneasy silence. 

“Oh, this is bad,” Alistair said, shaking his head. “If Alena is in immediate danger, it explains why she 
called us all here to her.” 

“But where is here?” Ubris asked. “And where is she?” 

“She must be suffering greatly,” Alistair said heavily. “If she were merely injured, she would have called us 
right to her. No, this wasn’t a fatal blow; I think you may be right that the cold is slowly freezing her to 
death; that explains why this place is so vast yet so lacking in diversity; she has neither the mental 
capacity to tell us where she is nor to conjure a vivid ‘happy place’ for herself. We haven’t much time; we 
must find her.” He stopped pacing and turned to Ubris. “You’re clearly the fastest of us; you must go find 
her as quickly as you can and bring her back here.” 

“Look, no offense, but I don’t have any desire to deal with her again so soon; my dick may have healed 
here, but who knows what she’ll do to me if she sees me again!” Ubris shot back. 

“Do you love her or not?” Icarius demanded, making the smaller dragon leap backwards instinctively. “It’s 
always ‘me, me, me’ with you!” 

“That’s not true; I said that poor Alena must be freezing!” Ubris retorted. 

“Don’t make me weep with sympathy!” Icarius spat. “When’s the last time you did something for her 
instead of yourself?” 

“Oh, you’re one to talk!” 

“I at least never claimed to have loved her, and I certainly didn’t say it to her face!” 

“Enough, guys,” Alistair said firmly. “Ubris, you can’t have it both ways here like you could in the real 
world: you can either say you love her and demonstrate it through your actions, or you can be dismissive 
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of her and show that through your actions. Now, which is it? If you love her, go and find her. Otherwise, I 
will go and try to find her, despite being much slower and older than both of you, because while I may 
have never told her I loved her, my actions showed it!” 

The other two seethed. Icarius whipped around and walked a few steps away to pace, and Ubris deflated 
in place, sulking once more. 

“I do love her,” he replied petulantly. 

“Then show it,” Alistair replied simply. “Go find her, bring her back, and then we can work through 
whatever issues you’re having.” 

“But I don’t—“ 

“If you don’t, she will die,” Alistair said severely. “Is that what you want?” 

Ubris swallowed, gritted his teeth, and clenched and unclenched his fists a few times. Finally, without a 
word, he took off. 

“Look for someplace warm!” Alistair called after him. “If she’s freezing to death, she’ll want to go 
someplace the exact opposite!” 

The older dragon watched Ubris go, pursing his lips and sighing thoughtfully. 

“If I were a betting male,” Icarius said, slowly walking up to stand beside him, “I’d bet he goes off 
someplace to sulk.” 

“That’s not a bet I’d take,” Alistair replied grimly. “Because if you’re right, Alena will die, and we will be 
trapped here forever. What good would your bet do you then?” 

Icarius gave a faint smile. “Oh, I dunno; if I bet you that the loser had to play brooder once a day, it might 
make eternity not so terrible.” 

“And who’s going to count the days? The sun never rises, never sets, and in fact, doesn’t exist. That 
makes for a very long day. So, if you did win that bet, I’d advise you not to use up your one breeding all at 
once.” 

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

Shrieks pealed from high overhead in the eerie twilight as Icarius and Ubris continued their aerial combat. 
Blood rained down amid fallen body parts. With nowhere to shelter herself, Alena exhaustedly dodged as 
leg after leg, claw after claw, wing after wing fell down on her, landing just this side of her or that. Though 
the body parts grew back, each attack left the victim more and more disfigured and scarred. Numb with 
exhaustion and heartache, it was all Alena could do to throw herself out of the way before being crushed 
by yet another falling limb. No sooner would she decide to give up, to just let herself be crushed, than 
Alistair would flop down beside her, his fetid breath and body odor making the place too noxious for her to 
remain. Gasping for air, her lungs and nose burning, she would again drag herself away, only to be pelted 
by falling appendages once more. 

She let out an anguished cry, begging for it all to stop. 

“Alena? Alena!” a harried voice cried out overhead. 

Alena looked up, bleary-eyed, to see a fourth dragon closing in on her. Too tired to fight back, she felt the 
dragon’s claws close around her arms, felt herself lifted up and away. 

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

“Oh, thank goodness! Alena, are you all right? Alena!” 

She awoke to find Alistair staring down at her, his old eyes filled with concern. Recoiling instinctively, it 
took her a moment to realize that this was not the same specter that had tormented her. Her eyes 
widened, seeing Icarius standing behind the aged dragon, looking on with almost a fatherly concern for 
his lost child. 

“Alena, there you are,” Alistair said, breathing a sigh of relief. “You gave us quite a scare!” 
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“Allie?” Alena asked, looking around, “Where am I?” 

“Shh, rest,” Alistair replied, gently pushing her back down. “It’s all going to be okay.” 

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

“Why did I have to be the one to go find her?” Ubris snarled to himself. “Of the three of us, I'm the only 
one she deliberately attacked; why can’t they go find their prized human?” He scoffed. “Well, it’s over 
now. They’re reunited with their big, happy family. I HOPE YOU’RE HAPPY!” he yelled, though his voice 
was quickly lost in the swirling mist. 

After rescuing Alena, he’d dropped her off and hadn’t even landed; he’d continued on his way and had 
found his way back to the place where he’d awoken. As lonesome as it was, it matched his current mood. 
What better place to be when sulking than surrounded by impenetrable, gloomy mist? 

“Oh, Son, I raised you better than that!” his mother’s voice said. 

“So, you’re back now, are you, Mom? What, come to scold me some more?” 

“Such anger, Ubris! Why are you so angry?” 

“She killed me, Mom! Wouldn’t you be angry?” 

“She didn’t kill you; you killed yourself, and you know it.” 

“Because she put that bag over my dick!” 

“Language!” 

“Penis, whatever.” 

“And why did she do that, hmm? You know you’re not innocent in all this.” 

Ubris huffed, seething. 

“I thought you loved her.” 

“I do,” Ubris replied bitterly. 

“And yet she’s over there with those other dragons, and you’re here sulking by yourself.” 

“No, duh, Mom; got any other scintillating pearls of obviousness to share?” 

His mother’s voice went silent for a while. 

“You’re missing your chance.” 

Ubris hesitated. “So what?” he said finally. “It’s not like she’d ever forgive me.” 

“Forgive you? Why, that means you must have done something to her for her to forgive!” 

He swallowed and hung his head, sighing. “Fine, yeah: I was too rough with her.” 

“And?” 

“…and I used her for my pleasure, not caring if it hurt her.” 

“And?” 

“…and I, oh, come on! I’m doing the best I can!” 

“Do better! If you can’t admit to the problem, you can’t fix it, and if you can’t fix it, you can’t even ask for 
forgiveness, let alone have any chance of expecting it!” 

Ubris sighed. “Go away, Mom; this is hard enough as it is.” 

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

Alena came to and found Alistair and Icarius roughly where she’d seen them the last time. Alistair nudged 
Icarius as Alena stirred. 
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“Where—where am I?” she asked, brushing the hair out of her eyes. 

“We hoped you could tell us,” Icarius said before Alistair elbowed him. 

“How do you feel?” the elder dragon asked. 

“All right,” Alena replied, stretching and blinking. She did a double-take. “Allie? Is that really you?” 

The dragon nodded as Alena slowly got onto all fours and reached out to touch him. A broad grin spread 
over her face. 

“Allie, it is you!” she said. “Is—is that Ike?” 

Icarius nodded and stepped forward, and as with Alistair, Alena reached out to put her hands on his 
foreleg, feeling of him to make sure he wasn’t an illusion. 

“What—what are you both doing here?” she asked. Her voice fell. “I thought you were dead.” 

The dragons exchanged glances, and Alistair said, “Don’t worry about that, Alena. We’re alive here, now, 
and very happy to see you again.” 

“And I’m very happy to see you again!” Alena cried, leaping forward to hug their legs fiercely. As she did, 
she happened to catch a glance at their groins and gasped. “But—but, Ike, I remember they—they…?” 

“I know,” Icarius said. “It seems it’s healed.” 

Alena swallowed and bit her lip mischievously. “Well…then…” 

Alistair took the hint and laughed. “I’ll leave you two to it,” he said. “But, I’ll be around. Call me when you 
need me.” 

As he took to the air and sailed off a respectful distance, Icarius laid himself down beside Alena and 
wrapped his tail around the two of them. 

“I’ve really missed you, Ike,” Alena said, putting her hands on his face and kissing him tenderly. Tears 
came to her eyes as she looked up at him. “I was so heartbroken when they took you away from me.” 

“Me, too, Alena,” Icarius replied, his throat pinched. “To see you again, I—I have so much to say, yet I 
don’t know where to start.” 

Alena looked up at him. “What is it?” 

The dragon huffed. “Alena, I–I’m sorry I was so harsh towards you. You were the best thing that ever 
happened to me, and it took dy—it took that experience for me to realize it. For so many years, I’ve 
wanted to apologize, to make it up to you, yet deep down, I knew I’d never get the chance. And now here 
it is, and I—I feel like I’m blowing it.” 

“Oh, Ike,” Alena laughed, kissing him. “You might have been a curmudgeon, but you were my 
curmudgeon, and I loved you for it—and still do.” A sly grin came over her face. “But, if you wanted to 
make it up to me…” 

“Anything.” 

Alena swallowed and bit her lip. “Could I…could I ride you?” she asked hopefully. 

Icarius did a double-take and then laughed. “After all these years, huh?” he asked. 

Alena nodded and grinned. 

“Well, all right. Climb on, but…be careful, okay?” 

“Yippee!” 

Icarius flattened his neck out along the ground, and Alena swung up onto him. 

“Now, spread your weight evenly on either side—that’s it—and hang on tight.” 

Raising himself back up and being careful not to make Alena lose her grip on him, Icarius got his feet 
under him, spread his wings, hopped, and took flight. Alena gasped, the experience taking her breath 
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away as Icarius lifted them up, up, up, until the tops of the trees were just below them. Alena wore a 
broad grin, clinging to Icarius with one hand and reaching down to snatch at the canopy as it went by. 

“Careful, Alena,” Icarius warned. 

“Higher, higher!” Alena cried, almost giddy with excitement.  

Icarius did as she asked, soaring ever higher into the twilight sky until the trees below were tiny dots. 
Alena sat up and looked out ahead of them. 

“Wow,” she said. “This view is…and to think you can see this view anytime you want!” 

Icarius frowned thoughtfully, then smiled. “I forget what it’s like to see the world through human eyes,” he 
said. “Your lives are so short, and you cannot fly. What I take for granted is something you find precious. I 
really have missed your cheeriness, Alena.” 

In response, Alena reached down and hugged and kissed his neck. “I’ve missed you, too, Ike,” she said, 
“So much.” The glint came back into her eyes. “Can we do a loop?” 

Icarius cringed. “Are you sure, Alena?” he asked. “It’s a long way to fall if I drop you.” 

“Oh, Ike, when have I ever worried about stuff like that?” Remember when you used to have me tuck and 
roll when we were attacking a city? I’m a land-on-my-feet kind of girl. You told me yourself: I’m a dragon 
trapped in a human’s body!” 

Icarius laughed. “Well, all right,” he said. “Hang on tight!” 

Alena wrapped her arms around his neck, and he pitched himself downward and tucked his wings. Within 
seconds, they were hurtling towards the ground at impossible speed. At the last moment, he spread his 
wings, and they shot forward, then pitched up, up, up, and over. Alena squealed in delight as up became 
down and forwards became backwards. Icarius pitched downward once more, and they completed the 
loop. 

“Whoo hoo!” Alena cried. “Now do a barrel roll!” 

Icarius made a face, then rolled his eyes and laughed as he adjusted his wings and the two of them 
flipped to the side. 

“Oh, my gosh, yes!” Alena exulted. “This is everything I hoped it would be!” 

Alistair, some distance away, looked up from examining a tree to see the two of them making myriad 
figures in the sky. “I bet they’re having a good time,” he chuckled to himself. 

After some time, Icarius landed and flopped onto the ground to catch his breath while Alena did a few 
cartwheels to burn off the giddy energy she’d built up. 

“Thank you, Ike!” she said, grabbing his face and kissing him passionately. “Thank you, thank you, thank 
you!” Icarius chuckled and started to reply when Alena said, “You know what we should do? We should 
have sex! Just you and me, right here. Nobody to see us, nobody to tell us no… Besides,” she hinted, 
“I’m already naked.” 

Icarius blushed. While the thought of copulating with her one last time had crossed his mind, he had 
forgotten how forward Alena could be. 

“Oh, come on, Ike,” Alena pouted, trailing her hand down his neck, chest, and belly. “It’s been so much 
fun being with you; don’t make the fun stop now?” 

If Icarius needed anything to spur him into action, that was it. He caught his breath and smiled. “I would 
enjoy that a lot, Alena,” he replied, his large, ridged penis peeking from its sheath. 

Alena licked her lips and all but lunged for it. 

“Gosh, you still taste the same,” she murmured, her voice husky as she wrapped both hands around the 
quickly growing member and guided it to her mouth. 



Hindsight’s Assessment 
© 2021 Jack Doe. All characters belong to their creator. Do not distribute without all copyright notices and disclaimers intact. 

Page 16 of 41 
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. 

“O–oh!” Icarius gasped as the sensations awakened the aggressive part of him. “A–Alena,” he said 
through clenched teeth, struggling to keep himself under control, “Can we try something a little different?” 

Alena took her hands off him and turned around to look at his face. “Sure, Ike; I’m up for anything!” she 
said brightly. “What are we doing?” 

“I–I want to pleasure you for a change,” the dragon replied. 

Alena blinked and cocked her head. “Ike, are you feeling okay? You’re an awful lot nicer than you used to 
be.” 

Icarius nodded and smiled. “Time apart has made me realize the things I could have done better,” he 
said. “I might not get another chance, so if it seems like I’m trying to make it all up at once…” 

“Another chance? What do you mean, Ike?” Alena asked. 

Icarius stopped short, hesitated, and then shook his head. “It doesn’t matter,” he replied, moving to 
embrace her. “We’re here now, and that’s all that matters.” 

“Aww, Ike!” Alena gushed. “That’s so—“ She gasped as Icarius’s tail reached between her thighs to 
caress her pussy. “Ohh, Ike,” she murmured huskily. 

The dragon rolled her over onto her back and placed her gently on the ground, his tail continuing to tease 
and tantalize her as his face moved from hers down her breasts, his tongue flicking both nipples at once, 
down her abdomen, and took the place of his tail between her legs. Alena looked down between her 
breasts at him with breathless anticipation. His tongue slipped from between his lips and caressed her 
folds tenderly. Alena shivered and sucked in a breath as his tongue parted her and slipped inside. Her 
back arched, tilting her groin and driving her down around him. Icarius blinked in surprise and grinned as 
he tasted her unfamiliar but titillating fluids. 

Alena groaned loudly and reached down to grab his face, startling him. 

“Ike,” she moaned, “I need you.” 

“You have me,” Icarius replied, smiling paternally. 

Alena shook her head. “No,” she murmured, “I need you.” 

She pointed beneath Icarius’s belly, where his big, blunt, ridged cock had grown hard and almost purple 
from throbbing. 

Fighting the urge to take her blindly like he’d done so many times before, Icarius hesitated. 

“Are—are you sure?” he asked. “I can still—“ 

“Fuck me, Ike!” Alena cried. “Please?” she whispered. 

Icarius opened his mouth to speak, then closed it and took a step forward. Alena could feel the heat from 
his member long before it even moved between her legs. She spread her legs wide, looking into Icarius’s 
eyes and nodding with a pleading expression. He moved forward a little more, and his penis grazed over 
her labia. Her mouth parted; her breath caught. She swallowed, and as Icarius pushed inside, she bit her 
lip and closed her eyes, letting out a soft moan. 

The dragon rocked his hips forward gently—far more gently than he had ever taken her before—and both 
were rewarded for it. The feel of him slowly spreading her gave Alena goosebumps that shot up her 
spine, while the feeling of having his flesh caressed so slowly sent shivers through Icarius’s body. Now it 
was his turn to look at her wide-eyed. Their eyes met, and they both smiled. 

“Oh, Ike…” Alena whispered. 

“I’m here,” he replied softly, hunching down to press his chest gently against hers. 

She leaned up and pressed her cheek against his chest, smiling and sighing as he worked his way in and 
out of her. 

“A–Alena?” 
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She looked up at him curiously. 

“Back when…we were together, I–I never said it; I was too proud to say it. But, Alena, I—I love you now, 
and I loved you then.” 

Alena smiled, tensed and relaxed in rhythm to another gentle thrust, then reached up to stroke his chest. 
“I know,” she said softly. 

They both climaxed at the same time, and Alena clung to his chest, wrapping her arms tightly around him. 
Calm contentedness embraced them, and they sighed happily. 

Alena stirred. “Wow, Ike,” she murmured, “I didn’t know you could be so sensual.” 

The big, square-headed dragon smiled. “Did you enjoy yourself?” he asked. 

“Oh, yes!” Alena replied. “That was wonderful, Ike! Thank you!” 

“My pleasure. It’s the least I could do. You made me very happy, Alena. I know I didn’t say it, but…you 
did.” 

Alena smiled and hugged him, and Icarius embraced her warmly, protectively. 

A hint of motion out of the corner of his eye made him turn to look over his shoulder. “I wonder how 
Alistair is getting on,” he said. 

“We should go see!” Alena said, the afterglow having worn off and leaving her her usual hyper self. 
“Come on, Ike!” she said, grabbing him by the claw and tugging for him to follow.  

The dragon rolled his eyes, chuckled, and followed along behind her. 

Alistair looked up as they approached and smiled. “Alena, here you are. Are you all right?” he asked, 
glancing at Icarius, who gave a faint nod. 

“Great!” Alena replied. “Ike made me feel really good,” she said, rolling her eyes for emphasis and 
grinning. 

Alistair chuckled. “Did he, now?” he asked. “You know, I wish I’d been able to make you feel as good as 
you made me feel when I was…well, before.” 

“I’ll—leave you two to it,” Icarius said. 

“Bye, Ike!” Alena called, waving and then turning back to look at Alistair. “He’s acting kind of weird,” she 
said, gesturing over her shoulder towards Icarius. “He’s never been that nice to me before!” 

Alistair laughed. “He’s been given a second chance to make things up to you,” he replied. “We all have, it 
seems. On that note,” he said, sitting up a little taller, “Alena, I know I was awfully sedentary when we 
were together. I was old, and it—it made it hard to do things I wanted to do. And you”—he reached out to 
stroke her cheek with one of his claws—“you were so young and vibrant. I wanted to be so much more for 
you, but I just—I couldn’t. Can you forgive me?” 

Alena blinked, taken aback. “Allie, I loved you for who you were. Sure, I’d have liked to go on more 
adventures, but spending time with you was nice! It was comfortable. It wasn’t ‘exciting’, but it was safe, 
and for what it’s worth, I felt loved—even more than with Ike.” 

Alistair smiled and reached forward to pull her into a hug. “I’m glad, Alena,” he said. “You know,” he 
added, a glint in his eye, “I’m still old, but I do feel a lot younger here than I used to. If you wanted to 
maybe go for a ride, I think I’d be up for it.” 

Alena’s eyes lit up. “Really?” she asked. “You—you’d let me ride you?” 

Alistair nodded, and Alena squealed with glee. He gestured over his shoulder and lowered himself to the 
ground, and Alena scampered around him, swinging up between his wings. 

“All right, now,” he said, “Hold on tight; here we go!” 
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Alena wrapped her arms around his neck. Alistair stepped out from under the tree, spread his wings, and 
flapped a few times. Alena gasped as she felt him hop off the ground, felt the ground coming closer, and 
then felt his wings catch the air. Watching the ground sink away below her, Alena grinned ear-to-ear. 

“Now, don’t expect me to go doing any acrobatics like Icarius did,” Alistair called over his shoulder. “I 
might be feeling younger, but I’ve always been a klutz!” 

“That’s okay, Allie,” Alena replied, sitting up and patting him in the small of his back. “I just like the view 
from up here. It feels so…freeing.” She sighed wistfully. “I wish I could fly.” 

Alistair glanced up and back at her and smiled faintly. “Still thinking of what Icarius told you?” 

Alena shook her head. “No, I mean, Ubi made it pretty clear that I wasn’t a dragon; it’s just—I wish I 
were.” 

“Who is this ‘Ubi’ anyway?” Alistair asked guardedly. 

Alena sighed, her eyes downcast. “A mistake,” she replied, shaking her head. “A stupid mistake.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“After you died, I was pretty upset. I started working as a tanner. Ubi attacked the town where I lived, and 
I was so excited to see another dragon that I flagged him down. He took me to live with him. It seemed 
like it was going to be great: we were both young and adventurous, the sex was great, and he was so 
charming!” 

“That sounds like a great start to a relationship!” Alistair said encouragingly. “Why was he a mistake, 
then?” 

“He—he changed,” Alena replied haltingly. “Or, I did? I–I dunno; he started getting really violent when we 
had sex. He was really demeaning, too. Ike was demeaning in a way, but he at least recognized me for 
what I could do. Ubi…well, he said we were partners—he said he loved me—yet he made me feel like I 
was nothing but dead weight, a burden whose only purpose was to have sex with him, and the way he 
told it, I wasn’t even any good at that.” She huffed. “But I am worth more than that…aren’t I?” 

“Alena, of course!” Alistair replied. “You are smart, brave, and far more energetic than I am! More than 
that, you care for your lovers more than you care for yourself; you certainly did nothing wrong!” 

“I killed him, didn’t I?” Alena said quietly. 

“Is that what he told you? The way I heard it, you tied a bag around his dick when he wouldn’t let you 
leave.” 

Alena started. “How did you know that?” she asked. 

“I spoke with him before,” Alistair replied. “He’s the one who brought you to us.” 

Alena frowned. “Then…where is he now?” 

Alistair shook his head. “I don’t know. If I had to guess, probably trying to work out his feelings towards 
you and towards himself. He is very young, you know, and while all dragons are known for being selfish 
and greedy, the young ones’ selfishness isn’t a conscious choice; he hasn’t outgrown that part of himself, 
yet, and it seems you’ve given him food for thought.” 

Alena huffed and crossed her arms. “Well, I don’t care! If he cared about me, he shouldn’t have dumped 
me on you two!” Her tone softened. “Not that I mind being with you two,” she added, petting his neck. 

Alistair chuckled. “I can see how the two of you might have gotten on,” he said. “You are both very 
impetuous.” 

“Let’s fuck!” Alena replied. “I haven’t seen you in ages; why spend time talking about old boyfriends when 
we could do something fun?” 

Alistair rolled his eyes and laughed. “My point exactly. But, who am I to argue?” 



Hindsight’s Assessment 
© 2021 Jack Doe. All characters belong to their creator. Do not distribute without all copyright notices and disclaimers intact. 

Page 19 of 41 
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. 

Alena held onto his neck as he descended, landing gently on the ground near another one of the 
ubiquitous large trees. 

“Now that I’m feeling younger, maybe I can actually get it up on my own,” Alistair joked. 

“Does this help?” Alena asked, bending over in front of him and spreading her buttocks to show off her 
glistening folds. 

Alistair gulped. “Uh…y–yes, I think that’s about got it,” he replied huskily. 

Alena looked back over her shoulder and gasped with glee to see his cock jutting out proudly from 
between his legs. She did a backflip and stood up to pet and caress the throbbing member. 

“Ooh, Allie,” she murmured. “I don’t think you ever got this hard for me before.” 

Alistair’s dick jerked at feeling her touch. “N–not for lack of desire,” he murmured, his eyes glazing over. 
He shook his head to clear it. “Alena,” he said, taking a few steps back to face her, “You went to heroic 
efforts to try to get me off last time. I–I want to make it up to you. This time, I want to do all the work.” 

Alena huffed. “That’s what Ike said, too, and it was great, but I like being part of it, you know? It’s like 
giving you a gift.” 

Alistair pursed his lips. “Well, maybe we’ll take turns, then?” 

Alena grinned and nodded. “Okay!” 

They found a soft patch under the tree, and Alena dove for Alistair’s prick. The dragon bucked as her lips 
met his tip, but seconds later, he’d found her slit and buried his tongue inside it. Alena’s eyes bulged, and 
she squirmed around him, kissing, licking, and sucking on his dick in a desperate attempt to distract 
herself from the intense pleasure his tongue sent through her. His penis bucked violently against her, so 
much so that she wrapped both her arms around it to hold it still. Alistair groaned with arousal into Alena’s 
pussy, the vibration against her sensitive place making her giddy. 

“Fuck me, Allie,” she rasped. “Please! Right now!” 

Not about to argue, the dragon nodded, and Alena flipped herself over to lie belly-to-belly with him, her 
pussy already feeling the dragon’s member pushing against her. Alena winced lightly, and then her lips 
gave way and let the dragon’s girth fill her. Alena gasped, her eyes widening in surprise. Alistair grinned 
and met her gaze. Alena’s mouth opened to let out a quavering breath, and Alistair, holding her gaze, 
gently rocked his hips forward. Alena shuddered from head to toe. Allie’s usual gentleness made the 
feeling of his love-making all the more intense. He didn’t thrust hard or fast, but every movement he made 
stroked something sensitive: a casual shifting of his hips pressed his penis against her clit, and in the 
same stroke, it slid forward to massage her g-spot. And all the while, those kind eyes watched her 
reaction and elicited a sense of vulnerability that she’d never experienced before. It was nearly too much; 
Alena wanted to close her eyes, to squeeze her legs closed, to catch her breath, but Alistair’s gaze held 
her transfixed, and she could do little more than continue to look into his eyes with bated breath as his 
slow, sensuous movements brought her nearer and nearer to climax. 

Abruptly, she sucked in a breath and let it out as an ecstatic moan. Alistair beamed with pride as Alena’s 
pussy began to rhythmically squeeze him, and letting out a soft moan of his own, he felt his cock begin to 
spurt into her. They shivered, both of them, as they rode out their mutual orgasm until at last, they lay 
back, breathing deeply and beaming at each other. 

“Wow,” Alena murmured at last. “To think I’d been missing out on that all this time!” 

“I am sorry,” Alistair chuckled. 

Alena shook her head and hugged him. “I know it wasn’t for lack of desire,” she said. “You were always 
as good to me as you could be, even if your body didn’t want to cooperate.” 

“The spirit was willing, but the flesh was…old,” Alistair replied with a sheepish grin. 

“You’re the only one who’s been genuinely kind to me, Allie,” Alena said, putting her hand on his cheek. 
“Ike begrudgingly hinted that he liked me, and Ubi…” She trailed off, shaking her head and sighing. 
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“Where is Ubris, anyway?” Alistair asked, frowning. “Surely he’s done sulking by now?” 

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

“Of course, she didn’t even thank me.” 

“You didn’t exactly give her much chance. She was barely conscious when you flew off.” 

“Pathetic thing couldn’t take care of herself; had to have me come save her!” 

“How do you expect her to defend herself against something the size of those monsters?” 

“Psh, I could have taken them easily!” 

“You’re the same size as they are!” 

“Doesn’t matter. They could be 100 times my size, and I’d still take them out.” 

“You are so full of shit.” 

“What the hell is her problem anyway?! She’s been nothing but ungrateful to me. I give her a castle to live 
in—a freaking castle—and she puts that thing on my dick!” 

“She was defending herself.” 

“From what?! I didn’t do anything to her! She said she wanted to be treated like a dragon; I get just the 
slightest bit rough with her, and it’s ‘oh, you’re hurting me!’” 

“You’re ten times her size!” 

“Psh, five times at most.” 

“What, you’re gonna take someone five times as big as you up the ass, too?” 

“Eew, no! If anything, I’d be taking him up the ass!” 

“Whatever. Deep down, you know you were an asshole. Know how I know that? Because I know, and I’m 
you.” 

“Shut up!” 

Silence. 

Ubris landed and began pacing irritably. 

“The other dragons are right, you know: you never really loved her.” 

“Bullshit! Alena and I were made for each other!” 

“You wanted sex, you wanted her to praise you and tell you what a big, strong dragon you were. When 
she didn’t do that, you used her just like you used all those other humans: pressing her limits until she 
couldn’t take it anymore. The only reason you didn’t kill her was because she got to you first.” 

“When did she ever praise me? She didn’t even thank me!” 

“And, we’re right back where we started.” 

“Besides, if she’s no good at hunting and can’t even say nice things to me, then the least she can do is let 
me put her body to good use!” 

“She got the best of you, didn’t she? I’ll take something 100 times as big as I am—yeah, right. You can’t 
even take someone 5 times smaller than you! Admit it: she beat you.” 

Abrupt silence. 

“Yeah.” Ubris admitted after a long time. “Yeah, she really was better than the others. I dunno if she was 
a dragon, but she was definitely more than human.” 

“Yeah. And you treated her like shit.” 

Ubris sighed and wrapped his tail around himself, hanging his head. 
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“I know…” 

“You told her you loved her, and then you tried to break her. Do you even know what love is?” 

Ubris didn’t answer. Dejected, his posture sagged. 

“But, you rescued her. Maybe there’s hope for you.” 

The dragon cautiously perked up. 

“Hey, yeah! Of course, I did! Because I’m—“ 

“Because those old dragons put you up to it.” 

Ubris deflated. 

“You’re not the hero you think you are. You weren’t the good guy here. But, you’re not a villain, either.” 

“How can that be? I’m not the good guy but I’m not the bad guy, either?” 

“I didn’t say ‘bad guy’; I said ‘villain’. You’re not categorically evil, but you sure have some wicked 
tendencies to overcome.” 

“Oh, what do you know?” Ubris snapped, huffing in exasperation. “You’re me, so you’re no better than I 
am!” 

“At least I’m trying to get you to improve! You want to sit here and sulk all day? Tell yourself you’re totally 
blameless in all this? Yeah, good luck with that!” 

Silence. 

“H–hey, where’d you go?” 

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

“I’m concerned that he’s been gone so long,” Alistair said privately to Icarius. “Whatever is going on in the 
real world, Alena can’t have much time left, and this fledgling’s pity party might doom us all.” 

“When I get my claws on him, I’ll—“ 

“That’s not going to help. We need to find him and get Alena out of here!” 

“Hey, where is Alena, anyway?” 

“Isn’t she under the tree? I thought she’d dozed off…” 

“Are you kidding? Sex with both of us? I bet she’s so giddy that she’s sprinted halfway across the world 
by now.” 

The dragons began looking frantically, each taking to the air. 

A hint of movement out of the corner of his eye drew Icarius’s attention. 

“There she is!” he cried. 

The dragons took off in pursuit just as Alena disappeared into a wall of mist. 

“Alena! Wait! Alena!” Alistair cried. 

Alena put her hands out in front of her, shielding her face from the thick mist that swirled angrily at her 
and seemed to mute all sound. She couldn’t even see her hands in front of her, yet somehow she knew 
this was the way. 

“Ubi,” she murmured softly, “I’m sorry…” 

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

The dragon whirled on actually hearing his name, this time definitely not just his inner voice. 

“Who’s that?” he gasped. “A–Alena?” 
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“Ubi, where are you?” the voice asked, sounding faint and echoing, as if reaching him from the far side of 
his castle. 

Ubris got to his feet and took a few tentative steps forward. 

“Alena? I’m here!” he called. “Wh–where are you?” 

“Ubi, I can’t find you!” 

The dragon leapt into the air. 

“Alena, I–I’m coming!” 

The mist suddenly felt oppressive as he flapped hard, moving in the direction he thought the sound came 
from. 

“Alena!” 

“Ubi?” 

Ubris whipped his head to the right, his body careening as it abruptly changed course to follow. 

“Damn it, where is she?!” 

“Ubi, I can’t find you…” 

The dragon’s body did an abrupt 180. 

“Ub—“ 

There! 

The mist parted, and there was Alena, groping about with her eyes closed. Ubris swooped down, grabbed 
her gently around her arms, and made a beeline for the direction from which she’d come, hoping to find 
the edge of the fog. 

Accompanied by a jet of mist, the two burst through the cloud-wall and into the eerie light. Wasting no 
time, Ubris found a spot and put Alena down, then landed beside her. The two looked at each other, both 
opened their mouths as if to speak, and then both sighed and looked away, embarrassed. 

Say something, you idiot! Now’s your chance! 

“A–Alena?” Ubris stammered. 

Alena turned tentatively to look at him. “Ubi?” she asked. 

“I’m sorry,” they chorused, and then both turned away again instinctively. 

Finally comprehending what the other had said, they looked back at each other and sighed. 

“Alena, I”—Ubris shook his head—“I didn’t mean to be so rough with you. I–I don’t know what came over 
me. I just—“ 

“And I didn’t mean for you to—to…” Alena trailed off, averting her eyes. 

There was a long silence as the two each wrestled with themselves. It seemed that despite the exchange 
of so few words, everything that needed to be said, had been said. 

“Well, we’re here now, right?” Alena asked at last, venturing a faint smile. “Maybe we put those sad 
memories behind us and make some better ones?” 

Ubris brightened. “Yeah!” he said eagerly. “I’ll show you how real dragons—“ He cut off abruptly. “U–uh, I 
meant, I—we can have a lot of fun.” 

There was a brief, anticipatory moment, and then everything happened at once. Alena lunged for Ubris’s 
sheath, and the dragon surged towards her, knocking her to the ground. Ubris hesitated, looking sorry. 

“Alena, are you okay?“ 
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Stunned for just a moment, Alena realized delightedly that the rough treatment had done nothing to injure 
her. 

It had, however, made her really horny. 

“Come on, Ubi! What are you waiting for?!” she cried, lying on her back with a wild look in her eye. 

Her enthusiasm reignited the dragon’s passion, and he began clawing at her, desperately trying to flip her 
on her stomach and move her into position. What should have been terribly painful or even fatal only 
aroused Alena even more, and she let her body go limp, reveling in the full fury of Ubris’s lust. She felt 
herself flopped this way and that and finally rolled over. She got herself into position and looked over her 
shoulder. 

“Come on, Ubi,” she growled. “Show me how real dragons fuck!” 

Not about to be told twice, Ubris leapt forward, caught her square in the pussy with his rod, and lifted her 
off the ground with the force of his thrust. Alena’s eyes bulged, but though the dragon’s forcefulness 
caught her off guard, there was no pain. Only white-hot lust. 

“O-oh, fuck, Ubris!” she screamed, her groin burning with unfulfilled need. 

The dragon gasped and looked down, certain he’d hurt her. 

“No! Don’t stop! Please, Ubi. Fuck me, fuck me….” Alena panted breathlessly. 

Ubris snarled and thrust hard, dragging the girl along the ground. Needing to feel him deeper inside of 
her, Alena dug her fingers and toes into the earth, rooting herself in place and pressing backwards to 
match the dragon’s fury with her own. His slender prick buffeted her g-spot and slammed into her cervix, 
eliciting an almost feral grunt from her that made the look in her eyes even wilder. 

“Yes, Ubi, yes!” she cried in ecstasy, her first orgasm making her head swim. “Don’t…stop. Keep…going!” 

My gosh! She is a dragon trapped in a human’s body! 

His chest already heaving with effort and ragged jets of ice spurting from his mouth, the dragon let out a 
triumphant shriek and redoubled his efforts. His claws dug in to launch his hips into his partner and left 
deep scars in the earth. His thrusts lifted Alena off the ground, momentarily skewering her. His balls 
ached with anticipation. 

“A–Alena, I–I’m gonna—“ 

“Do it, Ubi; just do it!” 

Thick, white fluid erupted from the dragon’s tip and met the fierce heat of Alena’s womb. Yet even as their 
combined fluids jetted out behind her like a contrail, neither’s fire had been quenched. 

With a roar, Ubris leapt into the air, his deeply lodged penis Alena’s only support, while the sex-crazed 
woman twisted herself around to wrap her arms around his gut. Ubris climbed higher and higher, and 
Alena used her newfound leverage to raise and lower herself on his prick, milking him for all he was 
worth. The dragon’s head swam, yet lust lashed him higher still, until the ground was nothing but a speck 
below them. 

“Cum for me again, Ubi,” Alena gasped, panting and clamping her vaginal muscles down as hard as she 
could around his member. 

Ubris felt a twinge at the back of his neck. His body shuddered, and his wings went stiff. For a split-
second, their momentum continued to carry them upward until it ran out. They froze in mid-air for what 
seemed like a short eternity. 

The dragon fired. The intensity of the feeling forced a desperate scream from his lips that echoed across 
the monochromatic world. The surge in pressure sent Alena over the edge once more, her orgasms now 
too numerous to count. They began to fall, and Alena’s voice joined Ubris’s as they plummeted towards 
the ground. 

************* 
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“I can’t find her anywhere!” Icarius thundered in frustration. 

“Neither can I,” Alistair conceded, sighing. “I hope they find each other.” 

The two emerged from the swirling mist. 

“They need to get on with it,” Icarius said, beginning to pace. “If what you said is true, she doesn’t have 
much time!” 

Alistair nodded grimly, staring at the ground in front of him. “It’s bad enough that our time is limited,” he 
murmured. “What makes it worse is that they both have to really, truly want it, or it’s no good.” 

Icarius stopped pacing abruptly and whirled to the elder dragon. “What do you mean, ‘really, truly want 
it?’” he snapped. “They don’t have time to even fake want it, let alone really want it!” 

Alistair put his arms up. “We don’t know that for sure,” he said soothingly. “We could have minutes, hours, 
or even days. You know—probably far more than I do—that Alena is a survivor. But, if they try to rush 
this, if they try to fake it, it will be the end of all of us. We’ve got to—“ 

A blood-curdling shriek pierced the stillness, cutting him off. Wide-eyed, the two dragons turned to look 
towards the source of the noise. 

“Alena,” they chorused. 

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

The ground hurtled towards the pair, but both were too ecstatic to care. Caught in a dreamy state, Alena 
barely registered the impending danger as dots became trees that became very large trees in the blink of 
an eye. Ubris, his whole body quivering and his balls still spurting the remains of his seed, looked glassy-
eyed at the rapidly growing ground. 

There was a deafening crack as the pair hit, leaving a crater ten feet deep and twice as wide. At its 
center, a crumpled ball of dragon and human. 

“Alena! Alena! Are you all right?!” a breathless Alistair cried as he and Icarius landed beside the hole. 

“You! What the hell did you do to her?!” Icarius roared, climbing down into the crater with the intent of 
flinging Ubris off of Alena. 

But then the crumpled mass stirred and unfolded, and Ubris flopped over onto his back to reveal a 
beaming Alena, her hair frizzing in every direction, her face practically glowing, and her belly slightly 
bulging from the sheer volume of fluids it had received. 

“Ohh, Ubi, she cooed, flopping onto his belly and tracing her fingers over the tip of his prick, “That 
was…was….” She trailed off, too exhausted to finish. 

“Y–yeah,” the dragon replied, his eyes still glazed over, his penis beginning to retreat into his sheath. 

Neither seemed to be aware of the others dragons’ presence, yet. Alistair and Icarius exchanged glances, 
and then Icarius quietly retreated back to the edge of the crater so as not to disturb them. 

“Hey, come back here!” Alena said presently, making the elder dragons look at her quizzically.  

Ubris groaned, and Alena giggled mischievously, her arm buried shoulder-deep in his semi-flaccid 
member. 

“I’m not done with you, yet,” Alena said, a hungry look in her eyes. “Allie used to love it when I did this.” 

She made a fist and slowly began to pull her arm out. 

Icarius gave Alistair an incredulous look. The older dragon blushed. 

“Excuse me,” Ubris protested, “That’s my cock you’re—ooh…” 

He shuddered, his penis twitching and beginning to extend once more. “Ooh…” he murmured, his toes 
curling. “That—feels pretty good.” 

His hips churned beneath Alena, his prick quickly reaching full length. 
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“Oh, I—harder, Alena,” he gasped. “Please—harder! I–I’m so pent-up all of a sudden!” 

Alena cackled wickedly, unballed her fist, and dug her fingernails into the sensitive lining of the dragon’s 
penis. 

Ubris’s eyes bulged. “Ohh!” he cried, his hips thrusting skyward. 

“Don’t knock it ‘till you try it,” Alistair chuckled to Icarius. “She’s very good at that.” 

Alena began to withdraw her hand, her claws scraping roughly against the dragon’s insides. 

“O–oh, oh shit! Harder! Harder!” Ubris cried, his hips straining desperately, his orgasm tantalizingly just 
out of reach. 

Alena grinned and plunged her other hand up into his urethra, spread her fingers, and began to knead the 
inside of his penis like a cat preparing a spot to lie down. Her arms slipped in and out of him, her skin 
manifesting streaks of pink and then red as the increasingly scarified surface began to bleed. 

Just as Icarius began to wince, Ubris’s hips bucked one last time, and Alena quickly pulled her arms out. 
The white dragon’s balls shivered, and then a feeble spurt of thick, red-streaked white fluid jumped into 
the air and landed on his chest. Then he collapsed, utterly spent. Alena grinned and then collapsed, too, 
sprawling lewdly on his belly. 

Icarius’s jaw dropped, and Alistair chuckled. But as Icarius started to proceed into the crater once more, 
Alistair put his hand up. 

“Let them have this,” he said. “A few minutes won’t hurt.” 

Icarius nodded and stood down, and they waited politely while the young couple basked in the afterglow. 

Alena stirred first. 

“Mmm, Ubi,” she murmured, reaching over to pet his belly, “That was amazing.” 

The dragon sniffed sharply, mildly startled. “Mm? Oh…” A grin came over his face. “Yeah, it was.” 

His arm instinctively moved to hold Alena to him, and Alena snuggled up to him. 

Alistair cleared his throat, and Alena whipped her head over to look. 

“Oh, heh-heh. Um, Ubi? I think we have visitors,” she said sheepishly. 

“That’s quite the view you’re giving us,” Alistair chuckled, gesturing to Alena’s groin splayed out, very 
messy, and on proud display. 

Alena laughed and sighed contentedly. 

Ubris lifted his head to look at the others and then realized that he, too, was in a compromising position. 
Leaping up abruptly, letting Alena fall to the ground, and doing his best to puff out his chest, he hastily 
stammered, “Uh, that, um…That wasn’t what it looked like. I’m a dragon, and she’s a—a…” 

“A what?” Alistair asked pointedly, holding Icarius back as a vein on the latter’s forehead began to bulge. 

“Ow, Ubi!” Alena protested, looking cross and giving his balls a solid slap, “You’re not supposed to drop 
me!” 

Ubris winced, blushed, and deflated, looking away and mumbling to himself. 

“Speak up, you selfish coward!” Icarius roared. 

“Icarius,” Alistair warned as Ubris bristled. 

“Who are you calling a coward?” the younger dragon snapped automatically. 

“Choose your next words carefully,” Alistair said evenly. “You’ve just dropped the one you claim to love, 
and your honor’s just been insulted. Which is more important to you right now?” 

Ubris’s chest, which had swelled instinctively on hearing the insult, slowly deflated, and he hung his head 
again. 
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“I–I’m sorry, Alena,” he mumbled, his voice barely audible. 

“Well, don’t let it happen again!” Alena said, her arms crossed and her head tilted up haughtily.  

That lasted all of a few seconds before a huge grin cracked over her face, and she reached over and 
wrapped Ubris’s leg in a crushing hug. 

“Wise choice,” Alistair winked, a faint smirk on his lips. Sighing contentedly, he looked around. “The day’s 
still…ah…well, whatever it is here,” he chuckled, “What say we all enjoy a bit of a stroll?” 

Alena and Ubris exchanged glances, and then nodded. Ubris lowered his head to let Alena climb onto it 
and then lifted her out of the crater. Alistair and Icarius helped her back onto solid ground while Ubris 
clawed his way out. 

They set out in a random direction, casually observing the slowly repeating landscape as they talked, 
exchanging stories of their lives and humorous stories about Alena in particular. After a while, the topic 
turned to ways that she had driven them crazy. 

“I remember something Alena always hassled me over,” Icarius observed, the recollection making him 
smile. “When she was young, she told me stories of how her father used to toss her up in the air and 
catch her. I always told her ‘no’, and I guess she finally gave up. Come to think of it, that’s about the time 
she said she wanted to ride me,” he said, giving her a dirty look. 

But always short on modesty, Alena’s face lit up. 

“Ooh!” she giggled, clapping her hands, “You should do that now!” She gasped. “You should all play catch 
with me!” 

“Alena,” Icarius responded automatically, “This really isn’t the—“ 

“Come on, old man!” Ubris taunted, grabbing Alena in his claws, tossing her into the air, and then using 
his head to fling her towards Icarius, “You telling me you can’t play catch?” 

Icarius, seeing Alena soaring towards him, reacted before he could think, catching her on his head and 
sending her flying through the air back towards Ubris. 

“The hell are you doing?!” he cried. 

But Alena squealed with glee, laughing as her body ragdolled through the air and eliciting a grin from 
Alistair, who had initially cringed at the thought. 

“Come on, old geezer,” Ubris said, launching Alena toward him. “You play, too!” 

“Very well,” said the older dragon slyly, tossing Alena straight up, catching her, and tossing her straight up 
again. “But, let’s make things a little more interesting: whichever of us has Alena gets to ask a question of 
the one to whom we toss her, and the recipient must answer truthfully.” 

“Oh, you’re on, old man!” Ubris gloated. 

“All right,” Alistair replied. “I’ll start. What is your favorite thing about Alena?” he asked, tossing her to him. 

Ubris caught her and tossed her straight up. “That’s easy,” he said, “Her insatiable sex drive! You, Block-
Head, why were you such a dick to her when you had all this constantly after you?” 

Icarius scowled as he caught Alena and began lightly tossing her in the air. “My name is not Block-Head; 
it’s Icarius,” he snapped. “As for Alena,” he said, his voice softening as he looked at the flopping, giggling 
figure above him, “I didn’t realize what I had before it was too late. I didn’t realize what a catch she was.” 
He smiled wistfully. “I’d take it back and do it over again if I could,” he admitted. “Speaking of catching, 
though, Alistair: catch!” 

The older dragon caught Alena. “Was there a question with that?” he asked. 

“Oh, um…I–I dunno. I guess not,” he said. 

“Come on, get with the program!” Ubris taunted. 
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“Well, I’ve got one for you,” Alistair replied, tossing Alena back to Icarius. “What do you think of Alena’s 
latest beau?” 

The bulky dragon’s face flickered as he glanced towards the smug, white dragon. “I think he’s a pompous, 
selfish asshole who doesn’t deserve our Alena,” he snorted. 

“Ike!” Alena protested. 

Ubris’s eyes flashed, his neck coiling aggressively. 

“I’ve got one for you, little whelp,” Icarius sneered. “What’s it like, having the body of a female? Do you lay 
eggs?” As he continued to juggle Alena, he lowered his voice to a mocking growl. “Are you gonna strike 
at me, little whelp, and risk hitting Alena? Are you confident you can hit me and still protect her?” 

“I can take you anytime, anywhere!” Ubris snapped. “You call me the coward, but here you are, using her 
as a shield!” His teeth bared, and his neck coiled tighter.  

Icarius exchanged glances with Alistair. The older dragon gave a faint nod. But, just as Icarius was about 
to toss Alena to safety, Ubris’s neck relaxed. 

“You don’t have to be nasty to me,” the younger dragon said, sulking. His tail wrapped itself around him 
protectively. “I know I screwed up; you don’t have to rub it in.” 

“Good,” Icarius growled tersely, tossing Alena to Ubris. 

Ubris gasped, caught Alena, and then put her down, averting his eyes. “I don’t want to play anymore,” he 
said quietly, deflating. 

Alena, shaky from having been tossed around so much, wobbled over and flopped against him. 

“Aww, come on, Ubi,” she said, patting his tail, “Don’t be mad.” 

“Well if I’m mad, it’s his fault!” Ubris retorted, gesturing angrily towards Icarius with his head. “This was 
supposed to be fun, and he made it all personal! I’m not a female!” he huffed. 

Alena grinned. “Well, I know that,” she said, slipping between his legs to hug his sheath. “You’re very 
male…and a lot of fun,” she beamed. 

Ubris’s scowl melted, and he couldn’t help but grin, his posture perking up a bit. 

“Hey, yeah!” he said, encouraged, “Who cares what he thinks anyway, when I have you—” 

That comment caught the other dragons by surprise, and Alistair looked genuinely pleased to have heard 
it. 

“—and he doesn’t?” Ubris added, sneering at Icarius. 

Alistair sighed. 

“Come on, Alena,” Ubris said haughtily. “We don’t need these guys!” 

He swept Alena up onto his back and leapt into the air. 

“Damn it! Alena!” Icarius yelled, leaping to his feet. 

“Let them go,” Alistair said firmly. 

“We don’t have time for this!” Icarius cried. 

“Let. Them. Go,” Alistair repeated himself, his tone striking something deep within Icarius that told him he 
might want to obey. 

The square-jawed dragon sighed. “Well, what do we do, then?” he asked. “Do we just wait around here all 
day?” 

“If that’s what it takes,” Alistair replied, watching the shrinking dot retreat. 

************* 
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“Screw those guys!” Ubris spat, talking mostly to himself. “Who the hell does Ikey-Wikey think he is 
anyway? Calling me a female? Humph!” 

“He’s just trying to get under your skin,” Alena replied soothingly, patting him on the back of the neck. 
“He—he does that. Don’t take it personally.” 

“How can I not take it personally?!” Ubris cried, whipping his head around to glare at her. “He asked me if 
I laid eggs!” 

“But you don’t, and you know it; I know it; even Ike knows it. He’s just…you know, picking on you.” 

“Well, it’s not fair!” Ubris spat, looking forward again as the sky began to darken. “I’ll show him! I’ll go back 
there and—“ 

AND WHAT? 

Alena and Ubris gasped, looking up to see the looming figure of Icarius, easily 100 times bigger than he 
had been just moments ago. His flayed penis rained blood down upon them as his face, purple with rage, 
glowered down at them. 

“And kick your ass!” Ubris snapped, whipping his body abruptly to lunge towards the enormous figure. 

The abrupt movement unseated Alena.  

“Ubi?!” She gasped and tried to cling to him, but her fingers couldn’t get a hold.  

“Ubiiiii—!” she cried, plummeting towards the beach, now as much jagged rocks as sand. 

“Alena!” Ubris cried, cutting off his attack of the larger dragon and diving after her. 

The twin figures hurtled towards the deadly rocks, but Ubris was definitely moving faster. At the last 
moment, he whipped himself sideways, caught Alena, and grazed over the tallest of the rocks, slicing his 
belly and making him wince and snarl. 

“Ubi, I’m scared!” Alena cried, clinging to him. “Take me away from here!” 

“Hang on, Alena,” Ubris growled, setting his jaw. “Let me teach this jerk a lesson first! Be right back.” 

He dropped close to the ground and lightly tipped to drop her onto the sand, then swooped upward, his 
nostrils flaring and his eyes flashing with fury. 

“Fuck you, asshole!” he shrieked, blasting ice at the giant’s face. 

“Ubi!” Alena screamed, “Ubi, help!” 

The ice-blast passed harmlessly through the giant phantom as if through a ghost. Ubris’s head jerked to 
look at Alena. His eyes widened.  

“I’m coming, Al—” 

Suddenly sent flying through the air, the dragon didn’t even know what hit him until he saw Icarius’s eyes 
burning with fury and his throat glowing orange. 

“Oh, sh—“ 

He ducked just as a scorching fireball shot over him, its heat scalding even from a distance. 

What the hell? Did I…miss? 

He didn’t have time to analyze what had happened or why this oversized image of Icarius could hurt him 
but not vice-versa. He flapped hard and pushed himself for all the speed he could muster, speeding 
towards Alena, who was running for her life as the immense body of Alistair rained body parts and putrid 
flesh down on her. 

“Alena! I’m coming! Hang on!” 

WELL, WELL, WELL! JUST LOOK WHO DECIDED TO SHOW UP! 
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Ubris gasped and pulled up short as an immense white dragon, sleek, graceful, and practically oozing 
with pride casually lowered itself in front of him. 

“G–go on, get out of the way!” Ubris stammered. 

PSH, WHY SHOULD I MOVE? I'M OBVIOUSLY BETTER THAN YOU ARE, SO WHY DON'T YOU GO AROUND? 

Ubris closed his eyes and shook his head, momentarily dumbfounded. “Wh–what? No, look, you’re in the 
way! I need to get to Alena!” 

The dragon shrugged. SHE'S NOT ALL THAT IMPORTANT. WHAT MATTERS MOST IS THAT I SHOW OFF HOW MALE I 
AM! WHAT DO YOU THINK? he asked, lifting his upper body up to show off his penis, burned, disfigured and 
practically melted by the lime. AM I NOT THE MOST MASCULINE, AMAZING DRAGON YOU'VE EVER SEEN?  

Ubris blinked incredulously. “Dude, no! What the fuck is wrong with you?” he spat, flapping his wings and 
trying to fly around the boasting specter. 

NOTHING IS WRONG WITH ME! the dragon snapped, blocking his path once more. SHE’S THE ONE WHO SAYS 
SHE’S A DRAGON TRAPPED IN A HUMAN’S BODY! IT’S NOT MY FAULT IF SHE’S DELICATE! 

Ubris gasped, taken aback. Is that…is that how I act? He shook his head. N–no, I’m better than that now! 

“Ubris!” Alena shrieked, dragging him back to reality. 

The dragon’s eyes flashed. “I said, move!” he roared, charging his giant self. 

He shot through the image, caught sight of Alena, dodged sharply around the falling debris from Alistair, 
and grabbed her in his claws. The grotesque figures didn’t pursue him, and he made a wide berth around 
them, flying back towards the lighter sky. 

Panting and exhausted, he skidded to safety and put Alena down just as the real versions of Alistair and 
Icarius landed beside them. 

“What the fuck is your problem?!” Icarius roared. “You just go off and endanger Alena at every chance 
you get, don’t you?” 

“You need to do what’s best for her, not for you!” Alistair chimed in, glaring angrily at the young dragon 
while doing his best to soothe Alena. “If your pride is so strong that you’d endanger someone you claim to 
love, then you can’t really love her that much! What were you thinking?” 

Ubris didn’t even try to argue. He hung his head, his ears burning as he endured the scolding. 

“Well?” Icarius demanded, “What do you have to say for yourself?” 

The younger dragon sighed, dejected and speechless for a long time. “Nothing,” he managed at last. 
“You’re right. I–I saw myself, and I—well, everything you said is true.” 

“You’re damn right, it’s true, you worthless—“ 

“Icarius, enough!” Alistair snapped. “Come with me,” he said to Ubris, gently. “Let’s have a talk.” 

As he led the younger dragon away, out of earshot, Alena, recovered from her ordeal, went over to 
Icarius. 

“Ike,” she said, wary of her former lover’s temper, “Are you okay?” 

The dragon seethed, but looking at her, he took a deep breath and forced himself to calm down. 

“I’m fine,” he replied curtly. “I just—I want you to be safe, Alena, and that—that whelp does not treat you 
right!” 

“That whelp has saved me from those…things…twice now,” Alena replied firmly. “You don’t have to be so 
mean to him. Yes, he’s immature.” 

“That’s an understatement.” 

“But at least he had the guts to tell me he loved me while he was alive.” 
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Icarius huffed, pursing his lips. “What if…he lied to you, Alena?” he asked. “What if he said that just so 
you’d do what he wanted? Does taking someone into a dangerous place and leaving her there sound like 
something someone would do if he loved her?” 

“He’s young, Ike,” Alena replied, caressing the dragon’s face. “He’s hot-headed and impetuous—like you 
were. And yes, he’s hurt me. But since we’ve been here, he’s been…different. He’s acted truly sorry for 
screwing up. He never did that before! It was always my fault. But you saw him just now: he didn’t even 
try to defend himself when you and Allie chewed him out. He’s not perfect, but…surely his trying to do 
better has to count for something?” 

Icarius looked at her with concern in his eyes. “You love him, don’t you?” he asked. 

“Yes,” Alena replied simply. “Ike, I love all of you, and I hate to see you all fighting. It makes me really 
sad!” 

The dragon pursed his lips and sighed. “All right, Alena. If you love him and truly think he’s trying to do 
right by you, I’ll ease up on him a bit. But you know that if he hurts you, I’ll tear him apart.” 

Alena grinned and gave him a big kiss. “Of course, Ike! I’d expect nothing less!” 

Just then, the other two returned, and Icarius and Alistair exchanged significant looks. 

“Welcome back!” Alena said. “Did you have a good talk?” 

Ubris gave a sheepish look. 

“Yes, we did,” Alistair chuckled. 

“I’m so happy to have you all here,” Alena said, “It’s like a dream come true!” Her face clouded. “Except 
for those things.” 

“They’re a lot bigger than they were last time,” Ubris piped up. 

Alistair nodded slowly. “They need to be taken out before they get any bigger and consume us all.” 

“Well, let’s just go blast them and be done with it!” suggested Icarius. 

“It didn’t do any good,” Ubris replied, shaking his head. “It’s like they can become solid or hollow 
whenever they want. I shot an ice-bolt at”—he cringed, looking at Icarius—“at, uh, one of them, and it 
went right through him like nothing.” 

“They cannot be defeated by physical means,” Alistair confirmed. “They are metaphysical manifestations 
and must be dealt with accordingly.” 

The others stared at him. 

“In English, old man?” Ubris asked. 

“That is to say that they are projections, and their strength and power derives from the emotions and 
imagery that feed them. As I said, they can be defeated, but not physically.” 

Ubris shook his head. “Look, I don’t speak old-man-nerdish,” he said, frustrated. “Why don’t you just 
come out with it?” 

“It doesn’t matter,” Icarius replied. “We’ll all face off, and he can work whatever magic needs to be done.” 

At that, the others looked, encouraged, at Alistair. 

“Well…not exactly,” the dragon replied. “They are not my projections, and therefore, I am powerless to 
defeat them. The same goes for you, Icarius; neither of us can help, but our presence could destabilize 
the area. We’ve been out of the mortal realm too long.” 

Ubris frowned, noting the omission of his name. “Wait, are you saying I can help?” he asked. 

“It was your actions that caused us to be here,” Alistair replied evenly. Seeing Ubris cringing, he added, 
“Not passing any judgment; just stating the facts. But, yes, because you were involved, you should be 
able to have some effect, though I don’t know exactly what that might be.” 
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“So…we’re going to have to go face those things with nothing but, what, our minds?” Alena asked. 

“And emotions,” Alistair confirmed. 

A shriek echoed through the air. Alena and the three dragons turned slowly to look towards the darkness. 

“I’m afraid you must hurry,” Alistair warned. “If their sound is able to penetrate the barrier now, it won’t be 
long before they are unleashed on the rest of the world.” 

The four fell silent. 

“Well, what are we waiting for?” Ubris asked at last, turning towards the spreading darkness. “Come on, 
Alena!” 

He had almost taken off when he realized something wasn’t right. Frowning in confusion, he turned to see 
Alena standing with one hand holding her shoulder. 

“If we—if we beat them, it won’t hurt you, will it?” she asked, looking at Alistair. 

The old dragon smiled. “No, Alena. Not at all. We be there—Icarius and I—when you defeat them.” 

Alena smiled and nodded. Steadying her nerves, she nodded to Ubris, swung up onto his back, and he 
flew them into the darkness. 

No sooner had they entered than a fetid stench assaulted their nostrils at the same time. Both grimaced. 

“Ugh, what is that?” Ubris asked. 

“Ubi, look out!” Alena cried. 

The dragon swerved just in time to avoid getting crushed by a putrid blob of falling fat. 

“Uhh… Any idea how we’re going to beat these things?” Ubris asked as both craned their necks upward 
to see the enormous, rotting figure of Alistair towering above them. 

“N–no?” Alena managed. “Look out!” 

“Well, now might be a good time to start thinking of one!” Ubris spat as he ducked and swerved once 
more, narrowly avoiding the stream of blood the mountainous specter hacked, coughed, and projectile-
vomited at them. 

“I don’t know!” Alena protested, clinging to him. “Allie said we couldn’t beat him physically!” 

“No duh! My ice-bolt went straight through the other one without fazing him!” 

“Oh, Allie, why do you have to be so confusing?!” Alena cried. 

Before their eyes, the decrepit monster swelled in height, nearly doubling in size. His body creaked and 
groaned, and his tail, slow-moving from his perspective but impossibly fast for the much smaller figures, 
sailed through the air like a whip, aiming straight for them.  

Ubris dodged, but not in time. The tail clipped his wing and sent him flying. Alena screamed as she lost 
her grip, separated from Ubris, and jetted towards the ground. 

“Alena!” Ubris cried, getting his feet under him and yanking his body to go after her. 

He didn’t see the flesh fall from Alistair’s arm, didn’t think to dodge. 

It hit him like an aircraft carrier dropped on his back. Gasping, he struggled to get free, but the massive 
weight and its considerable speed pinned him and drove him relentlessly towards the ground. 

Alena tucked and rolled as she had done countless times, sprang up, and began sprinting back the way 
she’d come. “Ubi!” she cried. 

A mountain of red and gold descended in front of her, and Icarius’s irate visage scowled at her, blocking 
her path, his nearly-severed head offset from his neck. Alena stopped short, terrified, but seeing Ubris 
plummeting to the ground, she charged again, fury in her eyes. 

“You horrible creature! Get out of my way!” she screamed like a banshee. 
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Enraged, the head opened its mouth to unleash a fireball at her. Alena’s eyes widened, and she 
cartwheeled off to the right, the fireball burning like hellfire as it passed by. 

“That’s your solution to everything, isn’t it?” she demanded, still running headlong towards him. “Go set 
something on fire, and that’ll help! Well, it didn’t help in the end, did it? You went and got yourself killed 
and left me with those people to fend for myself! How could you?” 

But no matter how hard she ran, the distance to get around the dragon seemed to be getting bigger. 
Furious, the dragon whipped his tail at her, a freight train moving with the speed of a bullet and no place 
for Alena to duck. It caught her right in the chest, knocked the wind out of her, and flung her back 
hundreds of feet. 

She hit the ground hard and lay there a moment, cursing and trying to catch her breath. 

The ground shook, and clouds of sand kicked up all around her as Icarius landed. 

“Are you gonna kill me, Ike? Do it, then!” Alena screamed. “You’re nothing like he is!” she yelled, tears 
streaming down her face. “Ike was a hothead, but whether he admitted it or not, he liked me!” 

The dragon hesitated. 

“He could be domineering and bossy, but he sacrificed himself to save me! I might be mad that he left, 
but he was trying to take care of me. You are nothing but a coward, picking on somebody smaller than 
you!” 

Gasping with a look of shocked bewilderment, Icarius began to shrink. Coming to his senses, he let out a 
deafening roar of protest and blew a fireball right at Alena. 

The girl rolled out of the way just in time and then leapt to her feet and sprinted towards him. She didn’t 
know why he was shrinking, but she was going to strike while he was distracted! 

“If the real Ike were here,” she taunted, “He would have diced you in fifteen different ways! Nobody was 
allowed to hurt me but him!” 

The apparition continued to shrink, now only twice Icarius’s normal size. Alena ran, leapt onto his tail, 
used it as a springboard, and aimed for his claws. Catching onto one parkour-style, she swung around it 
and straddled the back of his finger. 

Until a falling blob of rotten flesh knocked her off. 

Meanwhile, Ubris had escaped just in the nick of time and had gone off to give the giant projection of 
Alistair a piece of his mind. But by the time he got his wits about him, he spotted the behemoth moving in 
what seemed like slow motion to harass Alena. 

“Leave her alone!” he screamed, flying hard in pursuit. 

OR WHAT? PATHETIC HUMAN CAN'T TAKE CARE OF HERSELF? DOES SHE NEED YOU TO TAKE CARE OF HER NOW? 

Damn it. 

Ubris whirled to see a much larger version of himself looking at him with bored cockiness. 

“That is not what I sound like!” 

The specter shrugged. DON’T LIKE IT? COME AT ME, he smirked. OR WAS ALL THAT ABOUT ‘I’D TAKE THEM IF 
THEY WERE A HUNDRED TIMES BIGGER THAN ME ALL BLUSTER? WE KNOW HOW MUCH YOU LIKE TO DO THAT! 
ALMOST AS MUCH AS YOU LIKE LAYING EGGS! 

“Shut up, SHUT UP!” Ubris screamed. “I will take you right here, right now!” 

He charged at his larger self, but as soon as the figure pursed his lips, Ubris ducked. A column of ice as 
wide as a skyscraper shot out of the dragon’s mouth and narrowly missed him. 

SEE, I’M INVINCIBLE, the dragon smirked. YOU CAN'T BEAT ME. AND NOW YOU CAN SEE WHAT IT'S LIKE TO BE 
HELPLESS! JUST LIKE THAT PATHETIC HUMAN. 

The dragon’s claws shot out, grabbed Ubris, and squeezed him tightly. 
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WHY DON'T WE SEE HOW MUCH YOU LIKE GETTING FUCKED? 

The specter’s sheath opened up to reveal a penis bigger than Ubris was. The dragon clawed helplessly 
and tried to bite the claw that held him immobilized, but to no avail. 

“I never did this to her!” he protested. “She wanted to have sex!” 

OH, IS THAT SO? the specter laughed, its voice deepening and its penis—and claws—swelling in size. SHE 
WANTED YOU TO LEAVE HER BLEEDING? TO STARVE HER TO DEATH? TO PROMISE HER YOU WOULD TAKE HER TO 
GET SOMETHING TO EAT AND THEN SLEEP HALF THE DAY? 

Ubris felt himself lowered, saw the penis moving ever-closer. The dragon’s pinkie-claw effortlessly moved 
his tail out of the way and pinned it, leaving him helpless and vulnerable. 

“N–no! Not like this!” he screamed. 

YES. EXACTLY LIKE THIS! ADMIT IT: YOU USED HER FOR YOUR OWN SELFISH PLEASURE! 

Those words struck Ubris in the chest, and his breath caught as guilt drowned out all else. He stopped 
struggling and went limp. 

“Yeah…” he murmured. “Yeah. I did. I was selfish.” 

The specter gave a triumphant screech. 

“I regret it. I should have treated her better. I should have appreciated her more. I was cruel and callous 
to her. Manipulative.” 

The giant dragon slammed him down towards its groin.  

“She’s…she’s one of a kind, and I treated her like shit.” 

Ubris winced, bracing for impact. 

It never came. 

He felt the claws around him relax and then vanish. Confused, he whipped around, but there was nothing 
there. 

A roar from Alistair ripped his mind back into the fight, and he took off to help Alena. 

Pinned beneath a fallen piece of Alistair’s penis and shrinking from more raining body parts, Alena clawed 
at the sand to dig herself out.  

“Allie, you are not this decrepit!” she protested.  

A hunk of flesh, in the process of tearing off the dragon’s underarm, abruptly reattached itself, the skin 
around it healing. 

“Confusing as hell, though,” Alena muttered, finally digging enough of the sand away to struggle out and 
stand up. “Why couldn’t you just tell me how to defeat you guys instead of making me guess?” 

Above her, the air around the towering figure grew hazy and began to swirl violently. Bits of debris began 
to swoop down and sting her skin. 

“Allie, stop!” Alena cried, shrinking and wrapping her arms around herself protectively. “You might be 
confusing, but you’re not hurtful!” 

The air instantly cleared. 

Surprised but a little confused, Alena stood again. 

“Thank you,” she said indignantly. “I think I get it now: you represent what I don’t like about my exes, don’t 
you?” 

The towering figure looked down with an expression that seemed almost benevolent. 

A loud splat shattered the moment as a blob of his spongy penile matter hit the ground. 
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“Look, I get it; Allie was old! But I still loved him! It wasn’t that big of a deal! Okay, yes, his death was 
pretty traumatic, but I don’t hate him for it!” 

The enormous figure beamed and began to shrink, his features healing and flesh regrowing as he did. 

“And Ike,” Alena said, whipping her head around and catching the oversized dragon in the act of igniting a 
fireball. 

He swallowed it sheepishly. 

“Yes, you were mean to me, but I loved you anyway in ways you can’t even know! You were like a father 
to me, like a partner in crime, but also like a strangely disapproving boyfriend…” She trailed off, frowning 
at realizing how unusual their relationship had been. She shook her head. “Whatever. The thing is, none 
of you were perfect, but neither of you deliberately tried to hurt me. This”—she gestured to the chaos that 
was them and their surroundings—“this isn’t right. You’re blown way out of proportion!” 

As she spoke, the two figures began to shrink further, becoming more like their usual selves and less the 
terrifying monsters they’d become. 

“The only one who did try to hurt me was—“ 

“Wow.” 

Alena whirled to see Ubris standing behind her, his jaw slack. 

“You really are a dragon trapped in a human’s body!” he gushed. “You just stood there and talked them 
down like they were misbehaving whelps!”  

But on seeing Alena’s stern expression lowered at him, he cringed, his tail wrapping around him and his 
claw digging nervously in the dirt. 

“I–I did try to hurt you, Alena,” he said remorsefully, hanging his head. “I—it was wrong of me. I was so 
caught up in how great I was that I failed to see how great you were.” He huffed. “I’ve had a lot of time to 
think, a lot of my own demons to fight, but”—he lifted his head—“for once, I think I’m finally seeing clearly: 
I see you for the fierce, fearless dragoness you really are, and I can finally see my own faults—the ones 
you’ve seen all along.” 

Alena’s expression softened, and Ubris, somewhat encouraged, ventured a little closer. 

“Alena, I–I wish I had done things differently. If I had another chance, I’d have treated you so much 
better,” he said. 

“Oh, Ubi,” Alena said, smiling and reaching up to caress his face. 

“You’ve made a lot of progress in such a short time,” Alistair said, his once-towering figure now 
materializing into himself. 

“You finally see yourself the way we saw ourselves,” Icarius added. “The moment I got here, I was 
immediately wishing I’d treated Alena better; it was my biggest regret.” 

“Mine, too,” Ubris said, hanging his head again. 

“And mine,” Alistair agreed. 

“You guys are depressing,” Alena said, eliciting awkward chuckles from her exes. 

The darkness that had blackened the sky during the conflict had begun to fade, and now a bright, golden 
light caught Alena’s attention out of the corner of her eye. Looking over, she saw the immense gate, 
radiant as ever and now unguarded. 

“What is that?” she asked, cocking her head. 

Alistair and Icarius exchanged glances. 

“It’s the way out,” said the elder dragon. “Those who pass through it return to the real world.” 

“The real…” Alena trailed off, frowned, and then nodded. “This isn’t the real world, is it?” 
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“No,” Alistair replied, chuckling. “Last I checked, the real world was not illuminated by a glowing gate.” 

Alena nodded slowly, frowning in thought. Abruptly, she grinned and darted off towards the gate. “Well, 
then, what are we waiting for?” she asked excitedly. “Come on! It’ll be great to have you all back!” 

The dragons hesitated. 

“Hey, come on!” Alena urged, stopping and turning to look at them quizzically. “Seriously, what are you 
waiting for?” 

“Alena,” Icarius began hesitantly, exchanging guilty looks with the other two. “There’s…a catch.” 

The human frowned, then walked back to where the dragons had remained. “What catch?” she asked, 
putting her hands on her hips. 

“The gate is very old and very powerful,” Alistair began. “Some say the very first dragons to walk the earth 
passed through it.” 

“Oh, Allie, I don’t want a history lesson!” Alena protested. “I just wanna know why you won’t come with 
me!” 

“It levels the playing field,” Ubris blurted. At a confused look from Alena and an encouraging glance from 
the other dragons, he took a deep breath. “It takes the total life of those who pass through it and divides it 
out equally among them.” 

“Remaining life expectancy,” Alistair corrected. “And since I died of old age, my contribution would 
be…well, zero. I would drag you all down.” 

“And I am far older than either of you,” added Icarius. “Ubris would lose centuries of his life if I were to go 
with you.” 

“And, let’s face it: you, Alena, have a much shorter lifespan than any dragon. You may have the spirit of a 
dragon trapped in a human’s body, but your life is far shorter than real—er, other—dragons,” Ubris 
chimed in, eliciting stern looks from the other dragons and cringing. 

“And so, Alena, it is—and it saddens me to say this, but—it is best if you go through alone. We have all 
lived and died as our lives decreed. You have many years of your life left to live.” 

“But if I stay here, I get to stay with you,” Alena replied hastily. “And if I get to be with you, then that’s 
much better than the real world!” 

The dragons exchanged glances again. 

“I–cannot advise that,” Alistair said guardedly. 

Alena frowned. “Why not? I’m right, aren’t I? It’s way better to be together than for me to leave you all 
here!”  

When Alistair refused to say anything further, Alena let out a frustrated groan. “Augh, why won’t you tell 
me?” she asked, looking from dragon to dragon. “If you won’t tell me and won’t come with me, then I see 
no reason I should go, either!” 

Ubris sighed. “Look, Alena, I–I don’t know what happened in the real world, but”—he cast a defiant glance 
at Alistair—“but something bad happened, and that’s why Alistair thinks we’re all here. We don’t know 
what is going on out there, but”—he gulped—“if you stay here, you’ll die in the real world. You’ll disappear 
from here, but we’ll all be trapped, neither alive nor dead.” 

“And let me be the first to say,” Icarius rumbled, “Spending eternity here, without you, would be a lousy 
afterlife.” 

“I didn’t tell you because I didn’t want to put the burden on you,” Alistair said reluctantly, “But since the 
cat’s out of the bag now,” he continued, giving the other dragons a dirty look, “I must urge you: please, 
Alena, if you love us, then please, return to the real world and let us return to our rest.” 

Alena froze, feeling like Alistair’s whole body had just landed on her chest. 
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“So…you all knew this,” she said, tears in her eyes. “But none of you would tell me?” 

“We didn’t want you to worry, especially with having to fight those monsters first!” Ubris protested. 

“One fight at a time,” Icarius agreed. 

“But now that fight is behind us,” Alistair said kindly, “And it’s time to move on.” 

Alena shook her head. “I can’t do this; you cannot ask this of me!” 

“We can, and we must,” the old dragon replied, his voice growing firmer. “We don’t know how much time 
your body has left, Alena,” he urged. “Do you hate us so much that you would damn us to stay here for 
eternity?” 

“N–no…” 

“Alena, you’re a dragoness in human form,” Icarius said. “There’s nothing you can’t do.” 

“You stood tall against dragons hundreds of times your size and talked them down into nothing,” Ubris 
added. “Icarius is right; you can do this!” 

“But what’s the point if you’re all gone?” Alena protested. “Ubi, after Allie died, I didn’t feel like my life had 
any meaning until you showed up. What am I supposed to do, go back to tanning hides?” She shook her 
head. “I don’t want you all to be stuck here, but—can’t I stay here with you a little longer?” 

The dragons remained silent, the question hanging heavily in the air. 

“Alena,” Ubris said slowly, “If I go back with you, will you agree to leave?” 

Alena gasped. “Will you do that?” 

“Ubris, you realize what this will mean,” Alistair warned. “Half your life will be given to Alena. Your life will 
be shortened by hundreds of years!” 

“I know what it means,” Ubris snapped. His tone softened. “But, Alena’s right: what’s the point of living 
forever if you don’t have someone to spend it with? How many more castles was I going to freeze? I’m 
the last of my kind anyway, so it’s not like I was gonna find a mate anytime soon…” He shrugged. “I’d 
rather live half my life with someone I love than all my life regretting having given her up.” 

The other dragons nodded approvingly, and Alena swallowed hard. 

“Ubi—“ 

“If—if you’ll have me, that is,” Ubris stammered. “Alena, I—I know I screwed up last time, but…what do 
you say? Will you give me a second chance?” 

Gold-gleaming tears shone in Alena’s eyes as she reached forward and hugged the dragon. 

“Yes, Ubi, I–I will.” 

Ubris, taken aback at first, smiled, closed his eyes, and hugged her back. 

The elder dragons looked on, smiling wistfully, but then Alistair interrupted. 

“I’m sorry to break this up, but time is of the essence,” he said gently. “You really must go before it’s too 
late.” 

Alena sighed and nodded, stepping up to him. 

“Thank you for being so kind to me, Allie,” she said. “Always.” 

“Of course, Alena,” the dragon replied, embracing her warmly. 

“Thank you for putting up with this old curmudgeon,” Icarius said, giving her a crooked smile. 

“Oh, Ike, you know I could never stay mad at you,” Alena laughed, hugging his face. 

“Nor I you,” the dragon replied, hugging back. 
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Alena nodded, then swallowed hard and turned to face the door. Ubris nudged her gently from behind, 
and she began to walk forward, accompanied by the young dragon. Turning to look over her shoulder, 
she saw Alistair and Icarius sitting side-by-side, watching them go. They waved as she looked, and she 
waved back. 

“After you, Alena,” Ubris said. 

Alena turned forward and gasped to see that the gates had silently opened to reveal blinding white light. 

“You’re coming with me, right?” she asked, looking over at him. 

Ubris nodded. “Just one step behind you.” 

She took a deep breath and stepped into the light. 

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

So…cold… 

Alena awoke to find herself partially buried, face-down in a snowdrift. She didn’t know how long she had 
been out, but she knew from the numbness she felt all over that she wouldn’t last much longer like this. 
She tried to move her arms, her legs, anything, but her muscles betrayed her, refusing to budge at all. 
Her mind drifted back to the dream she’d just had. 

At least it was a nice dream… 

“Alena?” called a far-off voice.  

Am I…still dreaming? 

“Alena!” 

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

Alena awoke with a start and whipped her head around to look at her surroundings. She wasn’t where 
she’d last dozed off: she was on her back now, the snow replaced by straw and some sort of coarse 
blanket. A fire, awkwardly prepared in the great stone fireplace beside her, had all but gone out. 

A commotion on the other side of her made her turn to look. 

“Oh, Alena!” Ubris gasped, his enormous head moving close worriedly, “You’re awake!” 

Alena blinked in confusion. “Ubi? Wh–where are we? What happened?” 

“I found you out in the snow, Alena,” the dragon replied, sitting back and breathing a sigh of relief. “You 
were naked and half-buried. What were you thinking?!” he demanded. “You could have frozen to death 
and nearly would have if I hadn’t found you! Do you know how hard it is for an ice dragon to build a fire?” 

Alena did a double-take, the events of the previous days suddenly coming back to her. “Ubi, you—you 
died!” She leapt to her feet and retreated, looking for a weapon. “I–I saw you. You had a…thing coming 
out of your chest. Your penis…” 

Ubris sat very still but nodded. “It was a bad time for both of us, Alena,” he said. “But you remember what 
happened after that, don’t you? Maybe as a dream?” 

Alena’s face flickered. Searching her memory, she felt it begin to come back in bits and pieces, and then 
all at once, everything snapped into place. 

“That—all of that really happened?” she asked. 

Ubris nodded solemnly and then gave her an uncertain look. 

“You’re not—having second thoughts, are you?” he asked. 

Alena considered it, and then shook her head. Smiling, she approached him and kissed his face. “If 
everything in that dream happened, then I owe you a really big thank-you,” she said brightly. “Thank you, 
Ubi, for everything,” she said sincerely. 
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Ubris blushed. “Uh, well, um…what do we do now?” 

Alena looked about the room, straw and her clothing strewn about, and her mind’s eye filled with the 
haunting visions of the frozen humans she’d seen littered about the castle, eliciting an involuntary 
shudder. 

“Well,” she suggested, “We could start by cleaning this place up, making it presentable.” 

Ubris cocked his head and then nodded. 

With a task laid out in front of them, the two got to work, with Alena doing the dexterous work and Ubris 
accomplishing the tasks that required muscle. It took a bit of time, but it was cathartic for both of them. 

“So, Ubi,” Alena asked as she pulled a body out from under a staircase, “Did everything in that dream 
really happen? Did I actually get to ride you?” 

Ubris laughed. “Yeah,” he said, blushing, “I might have let you ride me a few times. In fact, I’d have let 
you ride me to the castle…if you’d been conscious.” 

Alena grinned. “Really? Could—could we do it now?” 

The dragon flung the corpse Alena had unearthed out the window onto a heap of frozen bodies. 

“Well, I–I suppose if you don’t want to keep cleaning,” he teased. 

“Oh, screw that!” Alena said, practically lunging for him. 

He laughed, tilted slightly to help her up, and then stepped up to the window, gave a little hop, and leapt 
out. Alena squealed with glee and hung on tightly as they plummeted towards the ground, Ubris’s wings 
flared out, and they shot forward just a few feet above the frozen landscape. Swooping upward, they 
cleared the treetops and burst into the clear sky. The cruel blizzard that had tormented Alena the day 
before had subsided, leaving a pristine blanket of snow below them, glistening in the afternoon sunlight. 

“It’s so beautiful,” Alena murmured, hugging Ubris. “Thank you, Ubi.” 

“We can do this anytime you want, Alena,” the dragon replied, sighing contentedly. 

They stayed up there awhile, taking in the tranquil setting and even watching the sun set before 
descending and returning to the castle. Dark was closing in as they arrived, so Alena built a fire, and as 
they snuggled up in front of it, a mischievous look came over her face. 

“Ubi,” she breathed, reaching towards his groin, “It’s been a while.” 

Ubris brightened immediately, but then his face clouded. “I–I don’t know if we should,” he said. “I really 
hurt you last time.” 

Alena shook her head and grinned. “No, last time I put my hand up your dick. Remember?” 

Ubris’s eyes rolled back slightly at the memory. “Oh, yeah…” he murmured. “That was…different.” 

“Aww, you liked it,” Alena teased. 

“Yeah, I kinda did,” Ubris admitted, reddening. 

“But, that’s not what I had in mind,” Alena continued, tracing her finger around the opening on his sheath. 
“I was hoping for something a…little more traditional.” 

“We’re not in that—that place anymore,” Ubris warned. “If I get going…” 

“We’ll take it slowly,” Alena said, caressing his belly reassuringly. “I know you want to do the right thing, 
Ubi. If you think things are getting out of control, just tell me, and we’ll take a rest. Okay?” 

Ubris couldn’t deny that the idea had crossed his mind, and he nodded eagerly—perhaps a bit too 
eagerly, he thought. 

“Maybe we’ll start by letting me ride you?” Alena suggested, cautiously testing Ubris’s commitment. 
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The dragon hesitated, momentarily unsure of whether he wanted to submit to such a compromising 
position, but then he brightened almost immediately. 

“Hey, yeah! If you’re on top, you can control how deep I go!” 

“Right!” 

Ubris rolled over onto his back, and Alena, relieved, climbed up on top of him. 

Wow, this is kinda hot, the dragon thought to himself, seeing the look in Alena’s eyes, the curve of her 
breasts, and the way she lowered herself expertly over his groin. It was a strange feeling, not being in 
control, yet there was something tantalizing about having to wait, having to go at Alena’s pace. Ubris 
shuddered as her labia kissed his tip, spread, and welcomed him inside. He bucked involuntarily, nearly 
unseating her. He started to cringe, but the look of determination and excitement on her face quickly 
changed his mind. She lowered herself further onto his shaft, eliciting a groan of pleasure, and her eyes 
blazed as passionately as her hair as she urged herself even lower, taking more of him inside of her and 
daring herself to take more still. 

She did not fit all of him—of course that was impossible—but when his tip did press against her cervix, 
they both let out a satisfied grunt as she began to lift off, her hips undulating and lusciously alternating 
between stroking the dragon’s member on the top, bottom, and sides, keeping him constantly wondering 
what would happen next. He began to moan loudly, a deep, satisfied moan that came deep from within 
his chest. 

“Are you okay, Ubi?” Alena asked breathlessly as she slowed down. 

The dragon nodded, breathless himself. “Don’t stop,” he panted. 

A wicked glint flashed into Alena’s eyes, and she began riding him twice as hard and fast as before. Tip 
and clit, shaft and g-spot all rubbed together, stoking their mutual ecstasy into deafening orgasm. Alena 
wrapped her arms tightly around Ubris’s belly, her pussy squeezing him almost desperately as he 
ejaculated into her. And, when they were both spent, she continued to lie there on his chest, basking in 
the afterglow.  

Far from the emasculating feeling he’d imagined it would be to have her ride him, Ubris somehow felt 
more empowered like this. A sense of protectiveness floated up beneath the afterglow, and his forelegs 
moved to embrace the small yet somehow impossibly strong woman lying on his chest. 

Contented, they both dozed off as the fire slowly burned down to embers. 

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

Alena awoke to feel the ground beneath her moving. Suddenly flung to the ground, she whipped her head 
around to see Ubris standing over her, his teeth bared. 

“Who the hell are you?!” he demanded. 

Taken aback, Alena wasn't sure whether to cower, to ask if he'd lost his mind, or to snap back at him. So, 
she did all three. 

“Ubi, it's me!” she cried. “What has gotten into you?” 

The dragon’s eyes widened. 

“A–Alena?” he asked in disbelief. “But, how...?” 

“Well, who else would it be?" Alena demanded. "Why did you throw me off of you? I was really 
comfortable!” 

Ubris swallowed hard and looked guilty. “Um, I, uh, didn't recognize you,” he admitted. 

“Didn't recognize me? What's not to recognize? I’m—augh!” 

Alena stopped short on looking down at herself, where smooth, pale arms tipped with dexterous fingers 
had been replaced by red-orange arms tipped with razor-sharp talons. Instinctively, she brought those 
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talons to her face and nearly poked herself in the eye as she gasped in shock on feeling a long, slender 
snout where her dainty nose and large, grinning mouth had once been.  

Now desperate to see what she looked like, Alena scrambled to her feet, her long, muscular tail nearly 
broadsiding Ubris in the process. Skittering on the stone floor in a body that was completely foreign to 
her, she crashed out of the room, down the hall, and made her way to a room where a large, full-length 
mirror dominated the space. She froze.  

Staring back at her was a dragon that she somehow instantly recognized as the one who had lived inside 
her for so long. Her dorsal side was red-orange, her underside a sunny yellow fading to cream-colored at 
her belly. She was sleek and smooth like Ubris, yet her horns, as fiercely red as her hair had been, 
reminded her of Icarius. She had kept her brilliant green eyes, behind which she saw Alistair’s kindness 
and wisdom. Her tail and dorsal ridge were unadorned, yet the rolling muscle and savage sharpness of 
her claws offered a clear warning that she was not a dragoness to mess with. 

“Beautiful.” 

Alena gasped and turned her head to see Ubris standing behind her, taking in the view. 

“You think so?” she asked, blushing beneath her ruddy scales. 

Ubris swallowed hard. “Oh…yeah,” he breathed. “In fact”—now it was his turn to blush as his prick slid 
from its sheath—“I know so.” 

Alena sensed his arousal before she saw his erection. Some instinct deep within her brain had 
awakened, and now without even looking, she knew exactly why his breathing was labored, why his heart 
was racing. 

And hers, too. 

At some kind of unspoken signal between them, Ubris lunged forward, and Alena flipped over onto her 
back. His long, unsheathed member slid along her smooth, cream-colored underside, found her entrance 
tucked gracefully against her belly just forward of the base of her tail, and slipped inside. 

Feral screeches and roars reverberated throughout the castle as Ubris felt how much warmer a fire 
dragoness’s womb was than a human’s. For her part, Alena felt how much more sensitive she was as a 
dragoness and how deeply satisfying it was to feel Ubris pressed balls-deep into her. Alena’s much 
longer vaginal tract felt as though every new inch had the sensitivity of a g-spot, and she nearly orgasmed 
from the moment Ubris first slipped into her. Her vaginal walls, genetically evolved specifically to receive a 
penis the shape and size of Ubris’s, welcomed him into her fiery depths, instinctively squeezing, 
massaging, and milking him from first contact. 

They rutted with the desperation of rabbits, the force of elk, the longevity of pigs, and the intimacy of 
llamas, howls of ecstasy bordering on pain escaping their lips over and over. Their bodies writhed, their 
tails and necks entwined, and their lips locked in a passionate, giddy kiss. 

After hours of intense love-making, they collapsed in a heap on the ground. 

“That…” Alena breathed, “Was even better than I imagined.” 

“Uh, huh,” Ubris managed, lying limply beside her. 

“Just think!” the dragoness gasped with her usual sudden burst of energy, “We’ll be able to do that for a 
hundred years!” 

“Many hundreds of years,” Ubris agreed, grinning. “And,” he hinted, “You’ll be able to fly for yourself.” 

Alena’s eyes went wide, and her draconic mouth spread into a huge, toothy grin. 

“Let’s do it!” she cried, flipping over on her stomach and getting to her feet. “Last one up is on bottom next 
time,” she taunted. 

“Not that I’d mind after last night,” Ubris chuckled, but something about the tone of Alena’s voice tweaked 
his competitive nature, and he was on his feet in a flash. 
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“You’re on!” he said. 

 


