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A breeze rustled the tall grass around Jane as she stomped through the forest. Her backpack was heavy on her shoulders and sweat dripped down her temple. This was her third day of travel, and the hottest day yet, the sun beating down on her freckled skin like fire. 

Panting, Jane knew a break was needed, and she found her way to a small bubbling creek between tall, arching trees. She laid her pack on the grass and took a seat beside the water, wiping the sweat from her brow and closing her eyes. 

I hope this is all worth it, she thought to herself.

Jane first heard the legend of the Dragonman—a man with the head and wings of a red dragon—a few months ago. Immediately, she began collecting every piece of literature on the subject. According to legend, the Dragonman’s form was known to be so captivating that his victims would fall happily into his grasp, becoming part of his clan—or worse. Jane’s mind couldn’t rest; every recollection and illustration she found kept her awake at night. Were the legends true? Could a creature really be so enchanting that people would willingly give themselves to such a monster? 

One day, she determined that she had to find out for herself.

Now, Jane hiked through the mountains of Edelon in search of the Dragonman, where he was last known to reside. After resting by the creek for a few minutes, Jane gathered her things and continued her trek up the slope. Crickets chirped and birds sang as the afternoon grew into evening. The sun fell towards the horizon and colored the sky a soft coral pink. Based on the sun’s position, Jane guessed that she had a little over an hour before night fell, and when she would have to find shelter—she might be searching for a famously dangerous creature, but that didn’t mean she wanted to run into an angry bear or wolf in the forest.

The adventurer made her way up the mountain, the air becoming lighter in her chest, as twilight swallowed the landscape. An entrance to a cave came into Jane’s view; as if hollowed by hand, the cave’s mouth was wide and lay center in a cliffside covered by moss and cracks in stone. 

While not particularly inviting, it seemed that the maw was Jane’s only option for a protective shelter tonight—she just hoped it didn’t already have an owner.

“God, please let me be alone in here,” Jane huffed as she peered into the cave. Anything contained within it was cloaked by darkness, leaving questions unanswered for the tired woman. A tingle of anxiety rushed through her limbs. As long as she stayed near the mouth, though, she would have the upper hand on any irritated residents that may be living inside of the cliff—a quick escape was her specialty, after all.

Jane tip-toed into the cave, holding her luggage close, trying to silence its noise with her body. Aside from the dripping of water, the cavern was silent, and no glowing eyes or growling throats seemed to be triggered by Jane’s presence, which was a relief. The tension in her shoulders softened slightly. One of her hands made contact with cold stone—one of the walls of the cavern. Here, Jane allowed herself to rest. She found a relatively dry seat on the mossy floor, held her backpack in her lap, and watched the moon’s light blanket distant trees as she nodded off to sleep. 

Jane awoke to the sound of footsteps.

Gasping, she shot up from her seat, gripping her backpack with her dirty knuckles. She blinked the sleep from her eyes and stared into the darkness of the cave, searching for the source of the sound.

Jane held her breath as she listened. No sound met her ears—other than the racing of her heart—and no shadow or light made itself known in the darkness of the cave. Her brow furrowed. I know I heard something, she thought to herself, adrenaline pumping through her body and making her skin grow hot. It would be wise to take off now, but if she were to continue at her regular pace tomorrow, she would need more sleep than the couple of hours she had just gotten—and the wilderness at midnight didn’t sound like an ideal place to rest.

Jane’s body urged her back into her seat against the cold wall of the cavern. While she didn’t like the idea of becoming neighbors with the unknown source of the sound she heard, she knew there was no safer option. She got herself comfortable once more, but before her eyes closed, she saw pebbles tumbling down the wall opposite of her. 

The floor began to tremble. Jane jumped to her feet. She leaped for the entrance, but a large, winged shadow blocked the way. 

Her blood turned to ice.

“Mortal woman,” a low, thundering voice growled. “Explain your presence in my lair!”

As if frozen in time, Jane stood still, eyes wide.

Before her stood the creature himself—the Dragonman, with wings spanning the entire maw of the cave, moonlight filtering through the red flesh of them and smoke pluming from his nostrils. His face was invisible in the darkness of the cave until he spoke again, and the flashing light of fire lit up the shape of his dragon snout.

“Must I repeat myself? Speak!” His voice boomed, bouncing off the cavern walls.

“I-it was an accident!” Jane blurted. She couldn’t find the energy to say anything more—if the stories she read were true, there was nothing that could convince the Dragonman of a simple mistake. No explanation was good enough. 

She was standing in the face of death. 

“Pathetic excuse,” he spat, flames licking out from the sides of his mouth. Rows of sharp, white teeth like icicles lined his jaws, and they glinted in the light of his fire. 

He flapped his wings, and a great rush of wind slammed into Jane, blowing her hair backward and causing her to stumble onto the ground. A yelp escaped her lips.

At least I saw him before the end, she thought, feeling weak and lost in her own mind. Despite it all, she was in awe of the Dragonman’s figure—he stood tall in the cave’s entrance, and his wings eclipsed him many times over, with talons at each end and fluttering flesh like leather lining them. Thick horns grew along his crown, his silhouette looking like a halo of knives, and the smell of his breath stung in Jane’s nose. 

Jane was beginning to understand why the people of the past had agreed to stay with him.

“This is your end, so-called adventurer,” the Dragonman snarled. He stepped closer and his shadow engulfed Jane, whose eyes were fixed on the creature before her, even as she quivered in fear. “I have seen enough like you to know your lies. Enough of it!”

“W-wait!” Jane shouted. “Lies?”

“Yes,” he huffed, puffs of smoke billowing from his face. “Mortals like you are what cost me my queen! You cut her into tapestries, you drank wine from her hollowed horns, and you locked me in this dank mountain for centuries!” Rage spewed from his mouth and shook his body. His wings curled inwards, doming over Jane.

None of the stories ever mentioned this, Jane thought to herself. 

“I had no idea,” Jane whispered. A wave of guilt washed over her body—why did nobody speak of this cruelty? “I am so sorry, Your Majesty.”

The Dragonman’s fury seemed to quiet. His glowing orange eyes shrank for a moment, looking at Jane with contemplation, or maybe curiosity. 

“Interesting,” he bellowed. A large claw rose and scratched at his horned chin. 

What is he thinking? Jane questioned in her mind. 

More importantly, how am I still alive?

The Dragonman hummed to himself. His voice was as low as a lion’s, rumbling from deep within his scaled chest, which was broad and muscled. Jane would be lying to say its appearance was not catching her attention.

“You may leave,” he said after a moment. He receded, and with no warning, he began to exit the cave, wings expanding and preparing for flight.

“Hey! Wait!” Jane called, scrambling to her feet. The Dragonman stopped, and turned his head towards the woman, eyes bright against the dark landscape. “C-come back!”

“Are you truly wishing for death tonight? If you have even a sliver of wisdom in your weak, puny body, you will leave at once and never return!” Birds took flight at the sound of the creature’s voice, his shouting disturbing the peace of the wilderness around him. He flapped his wings and looked towards the sky,

“I—” Jane stammered. “Let me—I will stay with you!”

The silhouette of the dragon stood still. His smoke swirled and faded into the misty night air. Silence followed Jane’s words. Her chest heaved as she panted, watching from the mouth of the cave.

“You... you will stay?” The Dragonman’s voice no longer made the floor tremble. His wings began to fold behind his back, and he turned to look at Jane, his face confused.

“I will,” she answered. “I want... I want to give you a queen,” she said softly. “A return for what my ancestors did to yours.”

The Dragonman stepped forward, and Jane could again smell fire and ash on his breath. He loomed over the woman. The sound of crickets returned in the background as Jane inhaled his scent, eyelashes fluttering. Up close, the creature’s muscles were clearer, his scales shinier, and his presence seemed to distract Jane from the world itself.

“You wish to be my queen?” He spoke, his hot breath coating Jane’s face, making her skin bead with dewy sweat. She gulped.

“Y-yes,” she answered. “It’s only fair, is it not?” Jane hoped this reasoning held up in the Dragonman’s mind. If she were honest with herself, her offer was not just about repairing the past—she had seen the Dragonman now, but she wanted to experience him, too, even if it meant sacrificing the life behind her.

“Hmm,” the Dragonman growled, thinking. One of his taloned hands brushed the hand of Jane, causing her breath to hitch in her throat. “I would agree that this is a fair trade.”

In a flash, the Dragonman grabbed Jane at the small of her back, yanking her towards his towering frame.

“But know that nothing will replace my queen—especially not a human,” he hissed. Jane’s eyes watered from the smoke of his nostrils.

“I understand.” Jane’s voice now matched that of the dragon’s, vibrating low in her lungs, and her eyelids grew heavy. Her senses were flooded by the Dragonman—his scent, his sound, his looks surrounded her, silencing the world that rotated in the background. Now, all she craved was to discover his touch and taste.

With a thick sound, the Dragonman’s red wings opened, the breeze of them cooling Jane’s skin. They encased the woman, blocking the light of the moon, as the Dragonman leaned forward and grabbed Jane by the jaw. 

His tongue was hot and as plump as three of Jane’s. It filled Jane’s mouth, and she gasped, its heat making her lips tingle. The dragon lolled his tongue against Jane’s teeth and laughed low in his chest, gripping her cheek with his talons. Jane melted in his grasp—it was rough, but his grasp was oddly cautious. Maybe he just doesn’t want to damage his new toy, she thought. The idea made a warmth grow in her abdomen.

Jane reached her hands towards the Dragonman’s shoulders, and her palms skated over the many scales and prongs along his flesh. They were smooth and cold, unlike his tongue, which was decorated with small ridges and bumps that made a blush run over her cheeks. She hoped he would use his tongue elsewhere, soon.

As if she thought it into existence, the Dragonman suddenly gripped Jane at the waist and hoisted her into the air, her back slamming into the cold stone wall of the cave. Jane gasped and held on by the Dragonman’s wrists. A few stray rocks trickled downwards beside her. 

“Trust me,” he spoke lowly. “You won’t fall.”

Jane’s face warmed at the creature’s tone. It was oddly caring—is he really the monster the stories described? 

Her train of thought was interrupted by a sudden rush of cold air on her waist. The Dragonman ripped the fabric on her legs with his teeth, exposing her to the night breeze, eliciting a yelp from the woman. 

The chill on her skin was soothed by the warm breath of the dragon. His tongue lapped at his teeth as his eyes met Jane’s cunt. His eyes flashed with a centuries-old hunger. Jane stared down at him, her mouth agape—the look in the Dragonman’s eyes made arousal rush through her body. She was desperate to feel his tongue on her need.

Jane’s voice echoed off the cavern walls as she moaned. The Dragonman dove his face downwards and licked the entire length of his tongue against her folds, wetting them
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