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Dragon-Fucked (Mother of the Fey, #10)

All Maisha had been trying to do in the city was heal someone. She had gone with the centaurs there, because there were rumors of females of their kind. Flint had told her to be careful, but she couldn’t really understand why. 
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The centaurs were in the stables, getting their hooves cleaned, and just outside, there had been a carriage accident. She rushed out, though Flint had warned her against it.
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A broken bone, simple to heal, but strangely the one with the injury had insisted she not do it. That it was too dangerous...
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...not until Maisha felt the yank of a mailed hand did she understand. “We do not allow your magic here, witch.”
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The curl of a lip, the snarl of an angry voice. A soldier, maybe, or a paladin. Before she could say or do anything more the man had dragged her away. Everything afterwards was a blur. Standing before a semicircle of men in white robes, being pronounced a “practitioner of the dark arts.” No matter how much she tried to protest that she worked for the betterment of the people, they wouldn’t hear her out.

––––––––
[image: ]


The same soldier who had hauled her in was the one to haul her out–blindfolded. She didn’t understand, but as she could still discern light from dark she had some idea of what was going on. He took her down a dark staircase, into what she at first assumed would be some kind of dungeon. 
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A door. Water at her feet. Walking, walking, walking.
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“You are sentenced to live out your life in the catacombs of our glorious lady,” the soldier said once they stopped. “Follow me back and your sentence will be death.”
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“But–but how am I to–please–”
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The soldier did not answer her. He took the blindfold off of her, and gave her a shove forward. She fell to her knees, and in her confusion he was able to get away unseen. Not that she would have followed, considering his threat...
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Shaking, Maisha looked around. The water here was ankle deep, and it was dark, save for the torches lining the way the soldier had taken her. She looked back at the light, and then forward, into the darkness.

———————————————————-
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I’ll be alright, I have to be, she thought, as she started walking forward. There was an effort to reach out with her mind, to sense if any others were present here. Life was here, very much here, but it was largely mindless. Rats, mice, other such pests...there was something more, but it was unclear.
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She latched onto something larger, however, and despite the darkness ahead she stumbled forward, eager for someone else. Even if it were a beast of some kind, she wanted contact, speech, or at least some sort of noise!
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She moved along what felt like forever, and received a serious shock when she moved around a corner.
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Before her lay a dragon. He was a flaming scarlet color, and his body was the size of a carriage. He seemed to be tearing into a large rat, and despite never having eaten rats she felt her stomach growling at the sight of meat.
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But the dragon heard her damp footfalls, and looked up.

––––––––
[image: ]


“Someone else,” he said, after he’d swallowed his last bite. “I never thought I would see someone else.”
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“Who–who are you?” she asked, “And why–I’d ask why you’re down here, but I assume it’s for the same reason I was sent down here.”
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“Magic,” the dragon spat like venom, “Those pompous fools fear it, because they cannot control it. And you–I can feel that you are brimming with it.”
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She nodded.
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“I’m a druid...I...I came to the city, not knowing that practicing magic, even to heal, was against the law. And–and they tossed me down here. I was...”
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She wanted to say more, but she didn’t know how far she could trust him. What if he was a spy placed here by the church above?
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“I just want to see the sun again,” Maisha added. “Is there no way out?”
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“Yes, but...I am not sure we could manage it. There is a sewer grate at the other end of the catacombs, but it is sealed with something that...it would require particular skill to disarm. I would make the attempt, but I need to conserve what magic I have for my own survival.”
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Maybe that is how those dead here found their end, Maisha thought, They wasted their magic on escape attempts...and perished.
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“Perhaps I can do something anyway. Please...take me there.”
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“And lose my only potential company?” the dragon asked. “I would not see one so shapely die. What a terrible waste it would be.”
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She blushed, just slightly. It was–almost nice, to have such a concern of modesty, after the weighter problems that lead to her being imprisoned here.

––––––––
[image: ]


“I have more power than you think I do,” Maisha said. “Is there nothing I can offer you in persuasion to show me this...potential escape?”
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The dragon seemed to consider it for a moment, and then nodded. “You will owe me a favor. But I will take you to this grate.”
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“And suppose we managed to escape?” she asked quietly.
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“Let us cross that bridge when we come to it.”

————————————————————————————-
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The red dragon was warm, at least, and Maisha took comfort in that as she sat beside him. There was a second, smaller rat he allowed her to take beside the half-eaten one he’d been chewing out, and she chanced a little magic to roast it.
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“Do you know why they would put us down here?” she asked. “Would it not be a poor idea, to...to put magic users together?”

––––––––
[image: ]


“They do not give food, and the water is less than clean,” the dragon replied with a slight shrug, “And that is enough to
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