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    For Naga di Kandang and his Lady Jalan

      

    


​A dragon dances on the winds. For the first time in over ten years, he has reclaimed his true form and held it. He revels in the wind rushing over his wings, the taste of the high air. In a few days, this brief freedom will be over. Red wings tuck in, he dives from a half mile in the air to splash in the deep mountain lake that fills half the valley he once called home. Bubbles tickle his stomach and as he surfaces, his neck snakes out to grab a trout. The delicate flavor would do better with some butter over a hickory fire. But raw isn’t bad.

His wings shake as he climbs from the water. Only a short flight, but he is exhausted. The elders warned him that he might never fully recover. His eyes refuse to leave the beckoning sky. His feet, more sensible, turn to his cave. Curling up on the sunny ledge, he falls into a light doze.

He wakes to the sound of hoof beats. Far down the valley, a rider approaches. The rider is downwind, but the dragon doesn’t need her scent to know her. Nia. He climbs down from the ledge. It would have been so simple—so easy—to leap into the air and fly the short distance. He walks.

Walking down the valley takes longer than flying, but he has pushed himself already today. His patience is hard pressed when he sees the figure riding towards him. She leans forward and her horse breaks into a canter. Long resists the urge to run, holding to a steady walk and taking the time to soak in the sight of her. Hair pulled back in a warrior braid, quiver and bow hanging from the saddle, she is little changed.

Just before he reaches her, he changes, obedient to a command she laid on him years ago. His body flows into a human male with golden eyes.  He goes to one knee and beams up at her.

She eyes him appreciatively. The magic transformed his body—but didn’t supply any clothes. “It’s been a long time, Long.”

He grins at the old joke. “Too long.” The words stick in his throat, but that doesn’t matter. He basks in her presence.

Nia slides off her horse and grabs Long’s hands, pulling him up into an embrace. “Demons, I’ve missed you!”

He returns the hug, resting his head on her shoulder. “Same. I’m sorry I wasn’t waiting for you. I must have lost track of time.”

“Not your fault. I’m early.”

They remain holding each other for long minutes. Finally, Nia steps back and looks Long over. What does she see? His muscles are returning slowly. His wounds are healed. Does his constant exhaustion show? “Let’s gather your things and hit the trail,” she says. Her voice is cheerful but her brow creased with worry. “There’s several hours of daylight yet, and I passed a good camping spot on my way in.”

Long opens his mouth. Closes it. I don’t want to fail you and I’m still sick battle for space on his tongue.

“I... I can try, Ma’am. I’m afraid I overdid it flying. And—I’m still sleeping large parts of the day.”

​

​Nia is disappointed but understands. She sets up camp at the mouth of the cave where Long made his temporary home. Long makes no effort to help her, lying down to nap instead. A sharp tug on his wrists wakes him.  The sun is down and Nia leans over him, binding his wrists together. Then a tent stake pins his arms above his head.

She opens the laces of his breeches and frees his shaft to reach for the sky. He whimpers as her hands caress him. “Please, Ma’am, let me taste you.” She ignores him, using her hands and mouth to bring him to the edge.

He quivers beneath her and she grins. “Don’t you dare cum.” She takes him in her mouth again, swirling her tongue around his head and playing her fingers up his shaft.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he bites out.

Moments later she releases his shaft and kneels over his head. He strains to keep still. His body craves the touch of her hands. His tongue yearns to reach up and claim her. She reaches down and uses her fingers to pleasure herself. He watches and hungers as she teases her clit and thrusts her fingers deep inside herself.

She comes, long and hard, and collapses on top of him. “Do you still want to taste me?” she whispers in his ear.

“Please, Ma’am.” She allows him to suck on her fingers, slick with her juices. When he finishes, she unties his hands and helps him sit up. They make dinner together, then curl up. Nia’s hands on Long are tentative, brushing his skin rather than holding tight. He drifts asleep to the sound of her breathing.

​

​The next day they set out, Long walking while Nia rides. At first, he keeps up, but as the miles pass his energy sags. By noon he can’t push himself anymore. Nia insists that they make camp early. “And next time tell me before you collapse!”

Long can’t meet her eyes. “Yes, Ma’am.” He falls asleep berating himself for his failure.

The next day, Nia puts him up on the horse. At noon she ties him to the saddle, so won’t fall off.

The next week is difficult. Nia does most of the camp work, taking care of Long instead of Long taking care of her. She asks little of him, never orders. Each careful request cuts more deeply than the last. Worse, too often he must tell her he can’t.

He isn’t used to riding. It uses different muscles than walking but is just as tiring. Nia ties him to the saddle so he can call asleep—and he does, often.

At the first village they come to, Nia purchases a mule. Unlike Nia’s horse, the new beast dragons, and doesn’t take well to Long as a rider. Eventually, Long gets the beast under control and they continue on their way. Long avoids looking at Nia’s purse. It is flat.

A month passes and they find a working routine. Long wakes early and puts a porridge on the fire for breakfast. After they eat, he rests. Nia packs up the camp, saddles the mounts, and gets them ready for the day. They ride out, moving at a slow and easy pace. After traveling half the day, they stop. Long rests again while Nia writes in her journal or carves. If Long is able to, they travel for several more hours after supper, otherwise, they make camp and settle in for the night.

At night, Long sleeps fitfully, aware of Nia watching him. At the first sign of weariness, she makes him stop and rest. She lays down strict rules about what he shouldn’t and shouldn’t do and how hard he should push himself. She takes care of him when he should be taking care of her. 

Long knows he is lucky he survived, lucky that Nia was willing to wait for him, but he is haunted by everything he has lost. Nia would be better off without him. She won’t release him—she is
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