

    
        
          My Lady Dragon

        

        
        
          Lady Dragon: Lesbian Fantasy, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Kira Osbourne

        

        
          Published by Xenia Flame Press, 2025.

        

    


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED.

No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying or recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, except as may be expressly permitted in writing from the publisher. Requests for permission should be addressed to  ariaashbourne066@gmail.com

First edition. April, 2025

Copyright © 2025 Kira Osbourne

Written by Kira Osbourne


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Chapter 29

Chapter 30

Chapter 31

Chapter 32

Chapter 33

Chapter 34

Chapter 35

Chapter 36

Chapter 37

Chapter 38

Chapter 39

Chapter 40

Chapter 41

Chapter 42

Chapter 43

Chapter 44

Chapter 45

Chapter 46

Chapter 47

Chapter 48

Chapter 53

Chapter 54

Chapter 55

Chapter 56

Chapter 57

Chapter 58

Chapter 59

Chapter 60

Chapter 61

Chapter 62

Chapter 63

Chapter 64

Chapter 65

Chapter 66

Chapter 67

Chapter 68

Chapter 69

Sign up for Kira Osbourne's Mailing List

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1

[image: ]


If someone had told me that today I'd wake up in another world, I would have laughed in their face. Seriously. I would have said, "Listen, buddy, I'm thirty-two, and the most fantastical thing that's ever happened to me is accidentally sending my boss a text meant for my best friend." But life, as it turns out, has a twisted sense of humor.

So, let me tell you how it all went down. Settle in, because this story... well, let's just say it's not one you share at a family dinner.

That morning, I woke up to a deafening thunderclap. Classic, right? Like a cheap fantasy novel. But instead of seeing the ceiling of my apartment, I was staring at the sky. Literally the sky – a dark violet canvas streaked with green flashes. And my first thought wasn't, "Oh God, where am I?" but "Jesus, did I fall asleep on the balcony after last night's party?"

But no. A forest stretched around me, and it definitely wasn't any park in Santa Fe. The trees towered like skyscrapers, with indigo-colored leaves, and the air... it smelled like a mix of honey, ash, and something metallic. I sat up, brushed off some strange blue leaves, and examined my body. I was wearing something like a nightgown, but made of a fabric that shimmered with every movement.

"What the hell?" I whispered. My voice sounded different, deeper, as if it resonated with the very air.

And then I saw it. A dragon. Yes, you heard right – a real, honest-to-god dragon. An enormous creature with scales the color of opal hovered over the clearing where I stood. Its wings, like the sails of ancient ships, and its eyes... they were looking directly at me, like two sapphires glowing from within.

Have you ever seen something so beautiful and terrifying at the same time? I stood there, rooted to the spot, unable to scream or run. And you know what's weird? I didn't feel fear. Just... awe.

The dragon slowly descended to the ground, and with every beat of its wings, the air around me trembled. And then... then it began to change. The body contracted, diminished, transforming into the silhouette of a human. And in a moment, there stood a woman. Tall, slender, with hair the color of moonlight and the same opal skin as the dragon's scales. The eyes remained the same – sapphire, inhuman.

"Evelyn," she said in a voice as soft as the rustle of wind through crystals, "you've come at last."

And that's when I did what any normal person would do in my situation. I fainted.

When I came to, I was no longer lying on the soft grass of the clearing, but on a bed covered with the fur of some unknown animal. The bed was soft as down, but as warm as if a fire was burning beneath it.

"Oh, you're back," said a voice, and I raised my head to see the same dragon-woman. She was sitting by the bed, holding a cup with something steaming inside.

"Drink this."

You're probably thinking I started screaming or demanding explanations, but honestly, at that moment, it all seemed like a very realistic dream. So I sat up and took the cup.

"What is it?" I asked, sniffing the drink, which smelled like a mix of mint, cloves, and something else unknown.

"Something to help you adapt," she replied, raising a corner of her lip in a faint smile, "you humans always have such a hard time transitioning between worlds."

I looked at her skeptically, but drank the contents of the cup anyway. The drink was sweet, with a slightly bitter aftertaste, and a warmth spread through my body.

"Who are you?" I asked, returning the empty cup. "And where am I?"

"My name is Lydia," she replied, and again that half-smile. "And you are in Azuiron, the kingdom of dragons."

I laughed. I couldn't help it. "Azuiron? Seriously? Sounds like the name of a medication."

Lydia looked puzzled, and then, surprisingly, she also laughed. And her laugh... it was like bells breaking against stone.

"You're not like the other Chosen ones," she said when she stopped laughing, "usually they cry or refuse to believe."

"Oh, don't worry," I replied, feeling the drink begin to take effect, relaxing my body, "I'll get around to crying and refusing to believe. It's just that my ability to be surprised has been temporarily disabled."

Lydia stood up and walked over to the cave window (yes, we were in a cave, which, oddly enough, was furnished like a luxurious apartment – with furniture, carpets, and even something resembling a television, only instead of a screen there was a pool of glowing liquid).

"You need to rest," she said, "tomorrow... tomorrow I will explain everything. And tonight there will be a Council meeting, and you must be present."

"Council? What Council?" I asked, feeling my eyelids getting heavy.

"The Dragon Council," Lydia replied, her eyes gleaming in the dim light of the cave, "they have been waiting for you for a long time, Evelyn."

She suddenly drew closer, cupped my face in her regal palms, and kissed my forehead, inhaling the faint scent of my hair. Strangely, I liked it, sort of.

You know, I never thought that after ending up in another world with dragons, I'd be meeting a lesbian within the hour. It was, to say the least, a new experience for me. But life, as I said, has a twisted sense of humor.

The last thing I remember before falling asleep again was the feeling of her fingers on my forehead, cool and gentle, and her whisper: "Sleep, Chosen one. Tomorrow your real story begins."

And you know what? I believed her.
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A draft brushed my cheek, tearing my consciousness from semi-oblivion.

The strange drink from before still coursed through my veins, but my mind was slowly clearing. The blue glow of the crystals permeated the cave air, pulsing in unison with some unseen heart.

And then – footsteps. Weightless. Almost ethereal. The silhouette of the dragon queen carved itself into the doorway, framed by a silvery aura from the crystals behind. She paused, studying me, and my cheeks betrayed me with a blush under that piercing gaze.

"You're awake," - not a question, but a statement. Her voice in the darkness took on another quality – deeper, acoustically rich with echoes that bounced off the walls and burrowed under my skin like fine needles.

"Turns out, falling asleep in another world is quite the adventure," I replied, trying to sound nonchalant, despite the drumbeat of my pulse in my temples.

The woman glided into the room. Now I could see her more clearly. A silk dress the color of cosmic void, strewn with patterns that resembled constellations of long-dead stars, cascaded to the floor. A cascade of silver hair streamed to her waist, like liquid moonlight. And the eyes... those eyes in the darkness had transformed into two supercharged stars - sapphire supernovas that glowed with a mysterious inner energy.

"Your heart," this lady purred, drawing nearer, "it dances too fast. Do I inspire fear in you, Evelyn?"

The edge of the bed dipped under the weight of the silvery guest. The scent of jasmine with hints of wild smoke enveloped me, clouding my already bewildered mind.

"Not fear," I lied, feeling the lie burn my tongue. "Just... all of this is a little beyond my usual reality."

The corners of her lips quirked in a smile that didn't reach her eyes – a cold, calculating grimace of a predator.

"A lie," the night visitor whispered softly, raising a hand to my face. The self-preservation instinct made me flinch, but she only brushed a strand of hair from my forehead. Aristocratic fingers – icy, but the trace of their touch blazed on my skin like a fiery tattoo.

"But your fear is natural. The victim always senses the presence of the hunter."

"Are you the hunter?" I asked, feeling my throat dry up, as if covered with desert sand.

Instead of answering, the interrogator leaned closer, and for a split second her face underwent a metamorphosis – human features melted away, giving way to dragon-like ones: pupils elongated, skin took on a scaly texture. But the vision dissolved as quickly as it appeared, and before me once again shone a perfect feminine form.

"We are all predators, little Evelyn," the Dragon Lady whispered, her words soft barbs. "Some of us are just better at wearing masks."

Nimble fingers descended on my wrist – gossamer, weightless; rising and falling along my pulsing vein. Each touch sent electric impulses up my arm, awakening nerve endings I never knew existed.

"Tomorrow at the Unification Ceremony, I will await your choice," the guest continued, tracing the tips of her pearlescent nails across my skin, "but before you choose, there is something I want you to realize."

"What is it?" My voice came out raspy, as if it belonged to someone else.

The silver dragoness leaned even lower, her face now a breath away from mine. That strange breath - a cocktail of cinnamon and stardust - touched my lips.

"There are truths that cannot be squeezed into words," she whispered, "they can only be felt."

Her hand continued its journey over my body, outlining the contours of my elbow, shoulder, collarbone. Each touch was like a miniature lightning strike, piercing my epidermis and penetrating deeper, to the very bones. When her fingers reached my neck, a tremor gripped me from head to toe.

"Do you feel it now?" she asked. Those piercing eyes seemed to dissect me like a surgical scalpel. "The bond. It's already taking root."

"What bond?" The words caught in my throat, like sharp shards of glass.

Instead of explaining, she raised her other hand and, with the leisurely precision of an artist, drew a nail along my cheek, descending to my chin. Sparks danced in her pupils – not reflections of crystals, but something more ancient, more powerful, cosmic.

"The bond between a dragon and her rider," her tone dropped octaves, close to a growl. "It is ancient magic, child of the night. Magic mixed with blood and flame."

Her palm settled on my stomach, and even through the fabric of my nightgown, heat penetrated to my skin, like a red-hot brand. My breathing became ragged, shallow.

"What do you want from me?" I asked, struck by the powerlessness of my own voice.

Lydia's face drew a millimeter closer, her lips almost touching my earlobe as she whispered:

"I want you to choose me, star child. As I have chosen you."

That dominant hand glided higher up my body, stopping an inch from my breasts, and it seemed as if my own heart was trying to break free from its cage of ribs to meet her touch.

"And if I refuse?" A sigh, not words.

Lydia leaned back, and for a moment something ruthless and inhuman flickered in the depths of her eyes – something that remembered, perhaps, the birth of the first stars and watched the demise of galaxies.

"Then you will have your freedom," she said, but the chasm between her words and her intonation hinted that this was only part of the truth.

"But before you reject my offer, allow me to show you what you will be depriving yourself of."

And with those words, the enchanter bent down, pressing her lips to my shoulder – not a kiss, just a touch, light as the wings of a butterfly. But it was enough to send fire coursing through my veins, turning my blood into liquid metal, and my nightgown into damp fabric clinging to my burning skin.

When she raised her head again, her eyes had completely transformed – the pupils had become vertical slits, like those of a predatory reptile, and the color of the irises had become almost luminescent, hypnotic, like the glow of deep-sea creatures.

"This is just the first note of the symphony I can give you," she whispered, sending shivers down my spine, her voice sounding like a mix of a promise of paradise and a threat of hell.

"Consider it until dawn."

With these words, the ancient being in female form rose to her feet, and for a moment it seemed that her silhouette had expanded, taking on the contours of dragon wings. But then she simply turned and headed towards the exit. Her dress rustled against the stone floor, like the whispers of forgotten secrets.

At the threshold, she glanced back one last time:

"Sweet dreams, Evelyn. I have no doubt they will be... memorable. Or perhaps they won't be at all."

And with those words, the dragon queen vanished into the darkness of the corridor, leaving me in the grip of my own sensations — my body still retained the memory of her touch, my lungs were filled with her scent, and my mind was filled with her riddles. Sleep did not visit me until dawn, just as I had predicted.

There was a ticklish-sweet ache low in my belly, and her piercing eyes with vertical pupils seemed to nail me in place.

I’d never felt such pull to someone, anyone, before.

My dears, this is something truly magical.

"You are the chosen one", "the dragon-woman and her rider"... What the hell is all of that really about?

I remember the smell of gas in the kitchen that morning, there must have been a leak... Then came a deafening explosion and the tinkling of breaking glass from the windows of my terrace. I wouldn’t be going to work tomorrow, what would boss even think?

Y’know, sugarplum, as if that steel bunker door had just slammed shut, locking off that path to my past life. If there some one from above had put me in this world and this body, giving it some all that longed desire, then who even gives a damn about the prior self.
Candle fire flickers warm and cozy and the linen feels so smooth and new.
Closing my eyes, I nested a paw to my belly, and down. Waves of delight took me far.

Her hot breath on my face... Her lips press against me... This must the true paradise.
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You know, some mornings you wake up feeling someone’s presence, not coffee or sunlight. A warm, powerful, bone-deep presence.

I didn’t want to open my eyes.

My body still remembered the night.

Silk sheets held the warmth of the night between my thighs, the blanket crumpled, fingers still trembling. You get it.

At night, my hands found their own way. My body arched, lips whispering a name I shouldn’t have. But there she was.

Lydia.

Leaning closer. Breath brushed my neck.

“Even in sleep, you called me.”

A voice warmer than fire, deeper than the abyss.

Pure heat.

I realized: she saw everything. Heard everything.

My face flushed, chest rose and fell, but Lydia only laughed. Quietly, with pleasure, with a note that set my blood ablaze.

Fingers touched my shoulder. Slowly, deliberately, as if deciding whether to offer more.

“You trembled so sweetly. I wanted to come sooner, but... let pleasure be complete.”

Lips near my ear. The whisper crashed over me.

“Is it fair, to keep such pleasure to yourself?”

Fingers slipped lower, from shoulder to collarbone, then to the curve of my chest.

Damn that mocking voice.

The nightgown’s thin fabric felt defenseless.

I wanted to press my legs together, to hold onto the last shred of control, but Lydia’s presence was a commanding force between my thighs.

“I feel...”

I froze.

What did she feel?

The warmth that betrayed me? The tremor that screamed my longing?

Blood surged in my temples, my heart hammered a ragged beat.

“You...”

“The Ceremony is soon.”

Her voice was even, calm, but her eyes gleamed with a predatory spark.

She dragged a finger across my lips. One light movement.

“You didn’t call me. Even when desire tormented you so.”

Fingers touched my wrist, slid down my palm like fire.

“Should such pleasure be kept to oneself?”

Her presence drew closer.

Lydia’s essence between my legs.

Subtle, almost innocent.

Only the whisper of fabric separated our warmth.

My heart skipped a beat.

Eyes closed, fingers clutched the sheets.

Silence.

Long, tense.

She retreated.

Sharply. Coldly. Without warning.

The scent of spices, jasmine, red-hot metal.

Lydia leaned in, fingers brushing my lips, as if memorizing their shape.

“Choose me. And I’ll show you what true pleasure is.”

And vanished.

Only a heated trace on my skin and unquenched desire remained.

Only the scent of spices and ruined pleasure lingered between the sheets.

As soon as the doors closed and air left my lungs, it was time to be what was required.

Jasmine. Spices. Lydia’s ghost. What else to cast out?

Frustrated, I flung off the blanket. The cold stone floor tickled my feet, only intensifying the heat of my skin.

Hand brushed the sheets, still warm from the night. Thought shame would fade. But no.

Seriously, who does that?!

Who’d brazenly come in the morning, press close, whisper, tease to the edge of madness—then disappear?!

I’d understand if it were a dream. But the touch lingered.

Head fell back, I held my breath, trying to exhale her scent from my lungs.

Pointless.

Foolish carvings on the wall, no, this wasn’t Santa Fe, or my morning before the office.

Got up, bent to a small round table, grabbed a cup. Water. Cool, fresh, like raindrops. Gorgeous furniture, royal bed, canopy of red silk.

But only Lydia’s breath made my heart leap in my chest.

God damn.

How to survive until this goddamn ceremony?
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If you think preparing for important events is always something grand, noble, and thrilling, you can relax. Because do you know what happens when they assign you a personal servant for the preparations?

Exactly. Unexpected discoveries.

It started when a girl with large gray eyes burst into my room, radiating energy like an overly excited puppy, and joyfully announced:

“I’ve been tasked with preparing you for the ceremony!”

It seemed like she’d been waiting for this her whole life.

A hetaera.

Elegant, with full lips and a slender neck framed by silvery strands of hair.

“Are you some kind of royal servant?”

“A hetaera, my lady.”

Oh, wonderful. She’s polite, too.

The water in the bath is warm, scented with rose and spices. My body gradually relaxes as delicate fingers gently knead my shoulders.

“What’s your name?”

“Celis.”

“Celis, how long have you been here?”

The hetaera’s gaze sparked with curiosity, but her face retained its usual, polished smile.

There’s truly something special about waking up in the morning after a sleepless night, when your body still burns with unfulfilled pleasure, and your mind is flooded with a heavy, misty desire. And then they tell you a bath awaits. Warm. With servants who are supposed to do everything to help you relax.

Oh, and may lightning strike me if I didn’t imagine, even for a second, how it might unfold.

On the way to the bath, I tried not to think about how the warmth from last night’s fantasies still lingered within me.

Or how my hands still remembered their nocturnal wanderings.

Or how maybe Lydia had heard me last night—why else would she show up in the morning, so tender, so slow, as if to leave me with even more longing?

But thinking about it was hard.

Because Celis was walking beside me.

And Celis was...

How do I put it...

You know, there are women who carry the essence of tender roses, and then there are those who embody tigresses. Well, Celis was neither—she was the kind that makes you wonder if you might mistakenly choose her when you really craved danger.

Her walk—quiet, graceful, like a shadow that always draws the eye.

Her eyes—larger than necessary for her delicate face, silver-gray, as if reflecting something beyond what you can see.

But that wasn’t what quickened my breath.

It was her gaze.

Deep, lingering, studying.

The kind you’d never find in someone who merely tends to your needs.

The thin dress on her body barely concealed the curves of her form.

And when she stopped at the door of the bath and extended her hand, gesturing for me to go first, I nearly lost control.

Black marble walls.

The water in the pool glows from within, warm, almost alive.

And it’s not alone.

Amid the steamy space, between white columns, other women were present.

Hetaerae.

Some lounged at the edge of the bath, playing with each other; others massaged their mistresses’ backs, while some glided smoothly through the water, creating a perfect picture of allure.

Bare shoulders, long necks, droplets of water sliding down soft skin.

Silk robes that veiled only the most sacred places accentuated their forms.

The air was saturated with something sweet, as if the space itself were a temple of pleasure.

And there I was, someone who, just yesterday, lived in a world where desire was private, secret, unspoken, standing in the middle of all this.

Having just woken up, stirred, after a night that should have ended differently.

My body ached for touch it hadn’t received, my mind raced, and Celis stood beside me, her gaze unwavering.

And I asked myself:

Damn, what if I just flirt with her, right here, right now?

And you know the funniest part?

I dared to.

I’ve never been this bold.

But this world isn’t like mine.

Here, there’s no need to hide.

Here, it seems, I can.

And I want to know how far I can go.

“Are you asking if I was born here or came here, like you?”

“You realize I still know nothing about this world, right?”

She laughs. Not loudly, not mockingly, but as if pleased with herself.

“I came here. Like you. Once.”

The water feels hotter. Or maybe it’s just me.

Her fingers glide higher along my neck, lingering at the hairline.

“And now you’re... what?”

Celis leans closer, her lips near my ear, her voice silken.

“A hetaera.”

Her touch brushes my collarbone with the lightness of a feather.

“Trained to serve. To bring pleasure. To be whatever our lady needs.”

A sigh.

The glass of the mirror in the dim light of the candelabras reflects her face. Young, refined, beautiful.

And yes, someone you could definitely flirt with.

“And if someone wanted you? One of the newcomers?”

The hetaera smiles.

“You can choose anyone. But you’ve already been chosen.”

A warm touch of her palm lingers on my shoulder.

“Trust me, it’s dangerous. She—Lydia—won’t allow it.”
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The water caresses my skin like warm silk, enveloping me, urging me to tilt my head back and close my eyes.

The scents of rose, jasmine, and spices. A light mist rises above the water’s surface.

Hands glide over my shoulders with honeyed tenderness, along my spine, easing the last remnants of the night’s tension.

“You’re not the first here.”

Celis’s voice is melodic, insinuating, almost a purr.

Her fingers are skilled, gentle, yet with a hint of strength—they know how to touch, and it makes my head spin slightly.

“What do you mean?”

A barely audible laugh.

“More than one has crossed this threshold before.”

The skin beneath Celis’s fingers warms faster than the water.

“But only women. In this world—only women.”

My eyes snap open.

The gray, almost silvery water, in the candlelight’s reflection, mirrors her face. Beautiful. Young. And with a gaze that reveals... something else.

A familiar gleam.

The kind in the eyes of those who desire.

My lips stretch into a smile of their own accord.

“No one from our world ends up here?”

“Only women. Those this world chooses.”

Her fingers pause at my neck, lingering.

“Like me?”

Celis leans in slightly closer. Thin strands of hair brush my shoulders, tickling, as if her body’s proximity is accidental. 

“Like you.”

A smile.

A challenge.

I lean closer, my lips nearly grazing her ear.

“And what do those chosen by this world do here?”

Her fingers
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