It was almost dawn and Sandy could hear the sounds of maybe four or five creatures off in the distance. It would be another hour before shi had to move again, so shi curled into a ball for warmth, pulling hir legs to hir chest. but as she put hir head between hir legs she could not help but notice what had been a curse on hir life from the day shi was born; a furry sheath bulged out from hir body, below it a small scrotum that -at will- she could fill with hir balls by making them descend from a small body cavity they chouse to reside in most of the time. And below hir quite Male parts there were a full working set of very Female parts, the only visible sign from hir point of view were her labia and hir hooded clit, all just barley covered by fur. Shi tried to snuggle closer to hir self and block out the memories of hir youth as an outcast because of hir 'unique' physiology. But was again reminded of hir identity as a hermaphrodite, when hir breasts pushed against hir legs, when she tried to get in a more comfortable position one of hir testicles descended and was caught under hir leg and pined. Shi stifled a yelp and held back a desperate sob. Shi sat huddled up and tried to rest, but hir mind began to wonder as the time passed. Shi remembered the only other child in hir clan that had ever been nice to hir as a youth, who as they grew was hir only friend and shi had hoped that on his coming of age he would take hir as his mate. But only two days before then, word had gotten around the clan that he might have a serous interest in hir, he did not deny he had feelings for hir. This set of a riot that soon turned into a 'monster hunt' as their clan whipped themselves into a frenzy of hate. The chased Sandy and the boy, Kip, who had stood up for hir since she had been a child, into the forest, hr had drawn them away from hir by going in another direction being sure to make a very followable trail. Shi now feared him dead, killed by the ignorant haters that had made hir life miserable for the last 17 years. The sound of hir pursuers came closer and shi decided it was time to move. Shi pulled on hir, knee length dress and leather 'tank top' and a long sleeve open front shirt that 'he' had given hir, and began running swiftly and quietly through the woods; towards the "Dragon' mountains. The dragon mountains were filled with caves, tunnels, and mines, shi could hide there till hir pursuers gave up and went home, then shi would go and look for the boy that saved hir life and owned hir heart. 

It was early evening and Sandy had found several openings into the mountain. 

The first three turned out to be only shallow caves, but the fourth which was oddly concealed, Sandy would not have noticed it if she had not leaned against a vine covered patch of stone, only to fall trough a curtain of vines. There was some fear in Sandy as shi explored the cave, slowly making hir way towards the dark unknown beyond. Mostly excitement and anticipation, a bit of exhilaration, but shi'd be lying if shi said shi wasn't a little afraid at least. It was impossible for the young herm doe not to have some fear at least, -no matter how irrational-. These mountains were the known home of Dragon's. (A least that’s what every one always said, Sandy had a hard time believing in the tales, that portrayed them (if they even existed) "as a strange and hostile race of giant fire-breathing reptiles, with breath that burned like lava and skin that was ice to the touch, scales that could slice open hir fingertips, guardians of fantastic treasures of gold and silver heaped high, plunder of the kings that were once their masters, kings now long dead with only their treasures and their immortal guardians as their legacies." Frankly, Sally could not believe that such absurdities existed at all. And if dragons themselves did, that they were really anything like that.) 

Inside the cave, it was hot, humid, and steamy. Shi sniffed the air...shi didn't know what a dragon smelled like but was fairly sure shi couldn't smell one right now. The cave dipped downwards into the mountain, around a turn, through a few forks, up a short crawlway, and within about twenty minutes Sandy was utterly lost. Shi bit hir lip, uncertain of what to do. Should shi try to figure a way to get the hell out of here? Or should shi try to find a pool of water and some kind of cave mushrooms, and try to stick it out awhile in here? Would it be moot? Would shi discover sustenance before shi could discover the exit? Shi had no idea.

Air moved past hir face. It was a hot breeze and hir fur was already sparkling with sweat, but any moving air suggested something to move it... so shi headed in the direction of the moving air. The passage widened slightly and shi climbed through a small hole and onto a stone balcony that looked into a chamber twice the size of a cathedral. It was huge. It was magnificent. The air itself echoed in the chamber, making a hush that reminded hir of leaves rustling on trees. Water dripped down from the damp walls. The humidity here was ferocious and white steam hung in the air. Off to the sides shi could see openings in the wall that lead off to other caves. In the center of the room was a beautiful, shimmering pool. The water looked terribly tempting to the overheated herm-doe. Shi was thirsty and shi could use a swim. Hir shirt and tank top clung to hir, hir palms were slippery with sweat, and hir long hair was escaping hir tight ponytail and stuck to hir face. Shi slicked down hir fur, licked hir lips, and started hir way down into the chamber.

Sandy neared the pool, shi could almost taste the water, feel it's soothing caress on hir fur and skin. Shi looked around, there were three openings into other caves, and two of them had red curtains hung across them. 'Someone did or does, live here' Shi though, but there were no signs of recent life, so shi continued towards the pool. Suddenly shi noticed a figure lying on a velvet cushion next to the pool. Sandy crept closer to see if it was only hir mind playing tricks or if there was someone there. Indeed there was a figure near the pool, and as Sandy crept closer shi began seeing more details. It was a Dragon! Asleep near the pool. She was on her belly with one hand propped up on her thigh, sighing and mumbling in her sleep. She was anthro, (walking on hind legs) a little over six feet tall from the soles of her feet to the top of her ears, and she stretched even longer than that when one counted her tail.

She was beautiful; so beautiful that for a moment Sally forgot to be afraid. The dragon was covered with shimmering crimson scales that caught the peculiar light of the huge torches that blazed like bonfires in the corners of the room. Yellow belly scales ran from her throat down her underbelly and down to her tail. And large, broad, crimson wings were folded across her back. Light danced off her; she shone and sparkled even in sleep. Muscle rippled down her chest and back; it twitched in his arms and legs as she slept. A yellow crested fin atop her head and neck, shimmering like gold. She rolled over, scratched her own shoulder with a taloned paw, and was still again.

Sandy wasn't sure what to do. But decided it was best to leave before the dragon woke up and found an intruder in her home. Shi crept around the dragon until shi was standing before the opening to what looked like a way out. Almost to the presumed exit, Sandy tripped on a small rock and fell, with a, "Oowmf." Shi gasped inside hirself and got to hir feet, but the dragon was already awakened. The sleeping dragon female jumped from her cushion like she hadn't even been asleep, and flew into the air, dropping down between Sandy and hir escape route. The dragon was wearing a loincloth and a back-less tunic of sorts, as well as a spiked black leather collar and spiked black leather tail ring, and had a sword strapped across her hip. She unsheathed her sword and swiped it nimbly a couple of times in Sandy's direction, -if that sword caught hir, shi would have been sent sprawling, and probably had hir guts exposed as well-. Shi backed away several steps and was continuing to when hir heel struck something and shi fell with a thud into a pile of bones and all sorts of armor. There was an explosive clatter and an avalanche of bones, armor, and all sorts of other junk, in various states of disrepair or rot, poured down over hir. When the junk stopped falling and Sandy had been silent for nearly a minute, waiting for the sound of movement, shi brushed the refuse off hir face and dug hirself very, very quietly free from hir noisy grave. Shi looked up at the dragon and the dragon was looking at hir, her fingers stroking her chin and an expression of slight amusement on her face. "What are you doing in my lair, doe." she demanded. Sandy couldn't talk. Shi could hardly breathe, hir paw groped for something to use as a weapon in the pile of useless trash.

"Well come on. It's been almost twenty years since I've had someone break in, looking for treasure and glory. You couldn't have stumbled in here by accident, and I doubt you 'exploring' for any scientific purpose." The dragon held up a gold necklace. "Is this the treasure you've come looking for?" Sandy looked to the floor "No... I didn't come here for treasure," shi mumbled. "No? What did you come for? To slay me? To tell tails of you're great victory? Or were you sent here against you're will? A sacrifice for the dragon?" The dragon stretched and licked her lips with her pink, forked, serpent-like tongue, as if she found the idea of devouring Sandy a rather appealing one. "Well, let's get it over with. What is it you are doing here, my incompetent trespasser?" A few moments passed then Sandy found her voice. "I just want to know the way out of here, I was being chased by villagers from my clan and I came here trying to get away." "Oh, really? So if I take you out of here and leave you in the woods you won't mind?" "No!" Cried Sandy. "They're waiting for me. Please don't give me to them. I won't take any of your, treasure, and I'll find my own way out" "I will not have you running around my caves," said the dragon. "You have only two choices; one, I take you out of my cave, and leave you in the cold woods, with psychopathic villagers hunting for you... Or. I will let you stay here as my slave; you will forfeit your name and do what I tell you when I tell you, from now till next spring. It's your choice, stay here and be my slave, or go back out there and be killed..." She sheathed her sword and walked back towards her cushion. Sandy looked to the exit, where she could smell the night air, and back at the dragon, then back at the exit. The dragon nodded knowing what Sandy would say; she stretched and lay back down against her pillow. She looked disappointed somehow. "You smell so afraid," said the Dragon. "I wish I could do something about that. I think you furies are destined to fear and misunderstand me and my kind." Sandy blinked. "You're lonely, aren't you?" "For four hundred years, almost out of the egg, I was guardian of the King of the Clan Ru. I had the company of other guards. Then the Clan destroyed itself with infighting, and splintered, leaving me with a cave full of useless trinkets and the occasional robber or knight errant who wanted to do business or battle." She laughed a little. "I've never even traded this many words with most." Sandy looked down feeling sorry for the lonely dragon "How long have you been alone?" "The company of my own kind I have only known twice. Those I loved were sent away. It has been almost a hundred fifty years since I last felt useful... it has been almost a century since any of you furs condescended to talk to me." She blew out breath. "Just a used Clan guard, already wasting 527 years going on 528, left alone in a cave to rot. Like so many of us before." Sandy could hear the malice in the dragon’s voice. "My people believe you are a formidable foe." Shi said trying to justify the dragon's loneliness to be caused by the fact, she was feared by others. The Dragon lifted her head. "In what way?" "You can breathe fire.." Sandy mumbled. "Start something on fire with your fire breath... go on." "Fiery breath? I'm a cold-blooded creature." She snorted, getting up and walking over to Sandy; she bent down, opened her mouth, and breathed on Sandy. It was a cool breeze, with a force that belayed the dragon's size. Sandy thought it felt wonderful. The dragon had very perfect little fangs. Sandy found hirself actually pushing out hir chest against the breeze, and ran a paw back through hir hair. "That's why we make our homes in hot-springs caves," said the dragon. "We need the heat or our bodies slow down. Great forces deep within the planet push hot water to the surface." She grinned a little ruefully. "Fire breathing. I suppose the scales are supposed to be iron-hard and razor-sharp, too? You see, some of it I'm familiar with." She held out an arm. "Go on. Touch. Feel it. Is that razor-sharp to you?" Sandy touched the Dragon's arm. It wasn't sharp. In fact, it was soft. The scales were smooth, like silk. The skin had some little give to it, like a tensed muscle. It was a thick skin, but a giving skin. Shi stroked the dragon's arm. There was a slight texture where the scales joined, like polished wood. "Will you stay and be my slave?” the dragon asked again, this time quieter, like she was asking instead of demanding. Sandy looked up into the dragon's emerald green, cat-like eyes. "Yes...for awhile. I'll be yours." Shi said. The dragon reached around and put a hand on Sandy's back. But Sandy didn't flinch, not now, not with that wonderful coolness of the dragon's breath and the silky sensation of her smooth, steam-moist scales. "You understand that you'll have no name, no identity other than what I give you, and you'll do anything and everything I say?" Asked the dragon. Sandy gazed into her stunning green eyes, yes miss..." The dragon sat Sandy down on the cushion by the pool. "My dragon name is Drakekhana Redmaw, you may call me Mistress Ness. Now 'Doe' are you sure you want to be here, I can still take you from here." Sandy could feel Drakekhana's coolness near hir, and her desperate loneliness.. "Yes Mistress Ness, I will stay until spring as you're slave after that..." The dragon smiled briefly, but became more detached as a master, instead of a thankful new companion. "You know," said Drakekhana, "when you touched my arm... that was the first contact my skin has had with other skin in almost three hundred years." Sandy cocked hir head to the side slightly, wondering what the she dragon was getting at. Drakekhana stroked Sandy's mane of hair, pulled the hide string out and let hir hair tumble over hir shoulders. She kissed the top of hir head. Sandy put a hand up and touched hir hair, which was damp and slick. The Dragon nuzzled under hir chin. That wonderful coolness. Sandy had to touch that wonderful coolness; shi pushed a little closer. "Ah, No my Doe, you were not given permission. Drakekhana took Sandy firmly but gently by the wrist and lead hir back into one of the curtained off rooms. Inside the dragon fem opened a chest next to a bed, and removed a collar with a chain leash attached. Drakekhana opened the collar and closed it around Sandy's neck. The inside of the collar was padded with a soft material that wouldn't hurt Sandy's neck. Sandy trembled as Drakekhana slipped it on hir neck and locked it. Drakekhana led Sandy back out to the pool and made hir kneel down on the velvet cushion. "Take off you're clothes doe." said Drakekhana. "No! I... please don't make me do that." Sandy pleaded. Drakekhana Frowned. "If you're going to be my slave you must do everything I tell you to." With a thrust of her hands she had Sandy's shirt off and the straps to hir tank top cut, and tossed them both aside. Sandy couldn't help shivering. Then Drakekhana pulled Sandy's skirt off in one move. Sandy cupped hir hands over the bulge of hir sheath. "What’s this?" Drakekhana demanded, pulling Sandy's paws away. "Well answer me, what are you?" Sandy began sobbing. "I-I d-don't know what I AM." Shi cried. A look of pity briefly flashed across Drakekhana's face, but quickly vanished. "YOU SHOULD HAVE TOLD ME," She bellowed, sitting at the edge of the cushion Drakekhana pulled on Sandy's leash till shi was bent over Drakekhana's knees. Sandy sobbed and squirmed trying to get up, but shi was hot, tried, and found that part of hir didn't want to leave this, 'dragon mistress'. Drakekhana brought her hand down hard on Sandy's ass; Sandy yelped but was still unable to get free. "Bad Doe!" said Drakekhana as she brought her hand down again and again, as Sandy whined and yelped below, but hir body was beginning to win... enjoying Drakekhana’s spanking. Drakekhana continued until a glint of moisture on Sandy’s crotch-fur caught her attention. She let Sandy up and stared at hir, her gaze softened a little as she looked upon Sandy's tear soaked face. "Now, don't forget to tell me something important like that again," She said anger still in her voice, but subsiding. "When was the last time you mated Doe? It's been a while for you too, hasn't it my little slave?" Sandy nodded whipping tears from hir eyes. Drakekhana picked Sandy up and put hir on the cushion next to herself. "You're so overheated in here, too," she said. "Come lay with me and I'll try to cool you down." It was not a request, but Drakekhana said it as if it was. Sandy lay against the dragon's chest as her hand stroked over hir back, each stroke like a wave of cool water against hir hot, ruffled fur. "So this is how your kind smells when they sweat," said Drakekhana. "I like it." She sniffed at Sandy's face, then licked at it once, slicking down the fur and sweeping back the hair in hir eyes. Sandy trembled but had stopped crying. "Do you know what you are?" asked Drakekhana, after a few moments quiet. "I'm a freak." Said Sandy quietly; almost breaking into tears again. "No, you are not a freak, you are a hermaphrodite, and it's nothing, nothing, to be ashamed of." Sandy let out a quiet sigh as Drakekhana stroked hir back with her wonderfully cool touch. Suddenly shi looked up into Drakekhana's eyes "How do your kind... mate?"  "We mate with each other," said the dragon mistress, "as do your kind, but we reproduce asexually... we are an androgynous race anatomically but we have a biological gender. Look."

Sandy rolled over and looked down. Drakekhana had spread her legs, revealing a rather long, deep slit just under her tail. As shi watched, this female organ opened and a male one emerged; a huge penis like none Sandy had ever seen. It stretched and stretched and stretched until it was a foot and a half long at least and almost two inches around. Its foreskin shone with the same shimmering scales and glistened with moisture from inside her body. The Herm dragon let out a soft sigh that blew over Sandy's shoulders and back. "I'm a hermaphrodite too." Shi said placing a cool hand comfortingly on Sandy's back. Sandy was enthralled shi moved down the cushion and straddled Drakekhana's belly with hir legs, one on either side, shi looked back and was rewarded by a nod from hir mistress. And shi took it in both paws. The dragon jumped a little, but Sandy stroked those soft scales, nuzzling them with hir muzzle, licking them with hir tongue. Shi got a little more comfortable on Drakekhana's belly and rested the massive organ in hir hands, licking at the head and stroking the shimmering shaft with hir furry paws. Drakekhana's body was growing slick and wet under hir. Sandy leaned past the penis to the dragon's vagina and ran an experimental finger around the edge of the hole. Drakekhana's legs twitched as shi shuddered under hir; Sandy rolled hir rear in hir sweat and repositioned hir self on hir mistresses belly. "More," Ordered Drakekhana. "A little more..." So Sandy embraced the Dragon's penis again, sliding hir paws up and down the shaft, feeling the veins racing under the skin. Shi licked at the head until it shone, until Drakekhana stiffened under hir, something inside hir gave a jolt, and shi came. Shi had been holding it a LONG time. It poured over Sandy's muzzle and face, down hir chest and breasts, like a liter and a half of cool water. It soaked hir down. Shi rolled over started to slip, and slithered up the dragon's belly, to lie by hir. Drakekhana was sprawled across hir velvet cushion with a glazed expression on hir face. Hir emission dripped from Sandy's face. Shi licked hir lips; Drakekhana's cum tasted like wine. Hir face felt a little numb and hir through tingled. Shi crawled back up onto Drakekhana, lying belly-down so they were belly to belly, while Drakekhana got hir wind back. Shi looked down at the slimy dear-herm resting against hir. "Come here," shi said. "Let's get some of that off you." With long, tender licks, shi started to stroke down Sandy's back. Sandy wriggled softly at the treatment as Drakekhana washed hir buttocks and the back of hir legs; shi rolled over and let Drakekhana lap up hir chest and belly. A long forked pink tongue; nearly the length of Sandy's arm rolled between hir legs and Drakekhana started to suck hir. Shi grunted and groaned as the Dragon's long tongue throbbed against hir; head rolling back and forth, long strings of hair stuck to hir chest and face. Drakekhana put both taloned paws between Sandy's legs, holding them apart, while shi put hir whole muzzle in to suck Sandy's smaller member. Drakekhana took hir mouth off Sandy's penis for a moment. "Don't cum." Shi ordered and returned to hir sucking. Sandy felt gusts of cool air over hir pubes, scrotum labia and buttocks whenever Drakekhana breathed out, and that cool wetness throbbing against his penis was too much for hir. Shi came explosively, convulsively, and finally Drakekhana let hir rest, and sat back against hir pillow, licking hir lips. "You taste sweet," shi said. "So do you," whispered Sandy. "Told you NOT to cum." Drakekhana said, in a slightly menacing purr. "I'm sorry, but you felt so go--" Sandy said dreamily. "It does not mater! I said no, and when you disobey me you are going to be punished." The dragoness interrupted hir. Drakekhana sat swiftly up and pulled Sandy onto all fours. "I'm sorry..." Sandy tried to apologize. "Shut up doe, you disobeyed me now you will be punished like I told you." With that Drakekhana grabbed the doe by the hips and plunged violently into Sandy's virgin pussy, hir member already hard by shear will power. Sandy cried out but was silenced by hir mistress's hand as it clamped hir muzzle shut. Drakekhana grabbed Sandy's breast with hir other hand and twisted savagely, tears ran down Sandy's face anew as Drakekhana tweaked hir nipple hard pumping savagely into hir tight vagina. Sandy felt like she was going to pass out, but was surprised as warmth began to spread in hir belly. Suddenly Drakekhana cried out above hir, twisting Sandy's nipple with hir talons till a prick of blood dripped from it. Shi pushed hir massive member all the way into Sandy's tight hole savagely crying out as shi pumped hir seed into the slave-doe brutally. A small shutter ran though the hurting Sandy as shi had a small orgasm of hir own. Drakekhana pulled out with a wet sucking sound and lay down pulling a very used, tired doe with hir. "You weren't suppose to cum then either, but I'll let you go with out punishment... this time. Sleep with me?" Sandy whipped away hir tears and rubbed an aching nipple. "All right."

Sandy or as Drakekhana was calling her: Doe awoke alone on the velvet cushion. It took hir a moment to realize where shi was. Shi was sopping wet. The herm dragon named, Drakekhana was over in the corner, where a huge and rough-hewn table was set up. Sally could smell cooking food. Hir stomach rumbled and growled inside hir. Shi realized that when Drakekhana had cum on hir that, that had been all shi'd had to drink while in here. "How long have I been asleep?" shi called hoarsely. Drakekhana looked over at hir and smiled, but Sandy couldn't make heads nor tails of the emotions behind it. "About five hours. I was exhausted. So were you, come to think of it." Shi gestured towards the table. "There's food if you'd like." Five hours. Perhaps hir pursuers thought hir dead by now? That was just fine by hir. That meant they'd leave hir alone. Shi noticed that Drakekhana had set up two bolls next to the table, and there were no utensils, but shi had given ample portions. Sandy stared awkwardly at the water and food bolls on the floor. "For cumming last night, when I told you not to, you have to eat out of the food bolls." Drakekhana said simply, stating how it was. Sandy sat down on the warm rock floor, to about three pounds of some kind of mush and nearly a gallon of water. Hir boll was placed so that shi had to sit facing away from Drakekhana and within hir reach. Drakekhana stroked Sandy's damp head fur and neck scruff, with hir cool hand, as they ate. "After our meal, you will help me clean up." Stated the shi dragon. Sandy looked up from hir bowl of mush. "Yes Mistress..." she hesitated for a moment then looked Drakekhana in the eyes. "What is this." shi pointed to hir food boll. "I know you don't eat meat, little Doe, so... I had to find something else," Drakekhana looked away. "I'd rather you didn't know what it is..." Sandy looked down confused by the statement and by the mystery. Well whatever it was tasted good, although it lacked substance and was nice and warm. Sandy shoveled more into hir mouth as daintily as shi could, but shoveling mush into one's mouth with one's hands can never be polite. Shi looked up at Drakekhana and smiled, the mush dribbled down hir chin and was all over hir hands. Drakekhana regained hir former mood, and smiled back down at Sandy, petting hir and scratching hir head. Sandy murred happily and ate hir mush and drank hir water, enjoying the feel of Drakekhana's cool hands as they moved over hir hot, sweaty back, neck and head. After their meal, Drakekhana showed Sandy around the kitchen and places in the cave shi would need to go to do errands for hir. In the large room with the pool, Sandy was given a mattress to sleep on when shi wasn't with hir mistress. Drakekhana, drove a steak into the ground, put a twelve-foot leash on it, and hooked it to Sandy's collar. "When ever your alone here, you can go anywhere you want as far as this leash goes, In the pool, to the tale, to the trash pile, and to you're bed." Shi explained, Sandy nodded and looked around. "Now when your with me you'll be on a shorter leash, you can't go anywhere I'm not or you'll be punished," Sandy nodded again, and cringed slightly remembering what punishment meant (though shi felt a small shutter pass though hir that shi couldn't figure out the source of). Drakekhana looked Sandy over for a moment. Sandy's fur was plastered to hir body, and some of Drakekhana's own cum had dried and crusted in Sandy's fur. "First things first, you're going to stay clean while you're here. Come over to the pool; wash some of that smut off your face." Sandy padded over to the pool and let Drakekhana pick hir up and put hir in. The swirling steam and hot water rejuvenated hir, and Drakekhana settled in with hir, pulled some fat-soap out of a chest, and soaked it down. Shi swam over to Sandy and began to massage hir shoulders. Sandy submitted to being bathed, to those wonderfully cool hands rubbing hir shoulders, massaging hir body. Shi ducked under and rose out slowly, rubbing Drakekhana's ample chest, which had gone slick with water and was sparkling like diamonds. Shi ran a hand down Drakekhana's chest and into hir vestigial vagina. Drakekhana groaned as Sandy put hir finger in, further, and pushed hirself forward and hir vagina spread widely taking Sandy's paw inside, and let Sandy touch hir hidden penis. Sandy put hir hand in to the elbow, until shi was massaging the head. Drakekhana sat down on the edge of the pool and spread hir legs, lying back on the floor while Sandy withdrew hir arm and started licking at hir vagina, pressing hir muzzle in. The lips were tight as a trap and Sand really had to push his muzzle in there. Drakekhana groaned. Sandy could feel sweet juice pouring over hir muzzle, running down hir face and chest. The taste drove the senses from hir; shi pushed hir muzzle in almost to hir eyes, and finally got in deep enough to lick that magnificent phallus. It was cool, soft, and sweet in Drakekhana's vagina. Sandy managed to match Drakekhana rising and falling hips, as the dragon thrust desperately towards hir. Hir phallus twitched, and suddenly shi was being drowned. Shi pulled out. Drakekhana was gasping for air. Hir seed floated in the water all around Sandy. "How… in the world… did you learn how to do that?" wheezed Drakekhana. Sandy shrugged and crawled up the dragon's belly, hugging hirself to Drakekhana's coolness. "You're drenched again," said Drakekhana. "You had your whole muzzle in there. I'm surprised you didn't cut off the circulation to your nose." Shi stroked the herm-doe lying against hir belly. "From now on no more of this, you're the slave and I can't have you running ramped." Sandy nodded and cuddled closer, and they soon fell asleep in each other's arms. The End. For now...
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