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Contains F/F Dragon/Nightelf vore and sexual situations. 
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A cold wind blew through Azeroth as Tinuviel ran through the marshes, searching for the lair of Onyxia, broodmother to the black dragon flight. She would get there soon enough, her noble saber cat carrying her swiftly across the land, her intentions being quite simple. Engage the black dragoness in combat, and claim her head as a trophy. She was well aware that entire parties of adventurers had sought this particular prize in the past, and that all had failed, but for some reason she was confident that she would succeed where they had all failed. She didn't know why, but she just felt it. 


Finally, after what felt like hours of riding, Onyxia's lair came into view and without a moment's hesitation to even look around she entered, confident that she would be able to defeat this particular foe with no trouble, and then she would get the fame she so sought. She didn't care how dismal the trip here had been, or how dismal the return would be as she stepped through the swirling portal, determined to claim her trophy. She encountered many powerful young dragons inside, but she was able to dispatch them without too great a difficulty, and soon the woman who was not a woman whom she sought was in sight. “Onyxia, I have come for your head!” She called loudly, pointing her blade at the woman's soft neck. Onyxia just laughed, a pair of wings spreading from her back as she took flight, revealing her true form, as brood mother to the black dragon flight. 


“Foolish little elf, stepping so boldly into my lair to slay me. You would have done better to take me by surprise. Now you will not leave this place alive.” Onyxia taunted, landing once more with a loud thud, causing the floor of her lair to shake, and Tinuviel to fall to the floor, her sword slipping from her hand, making Onyxia laugh evilly. “You foolish girl, you can't even hold on to your weapon. How were you planning on defeating me, by making me laugh to death?” 


“No, dragon, I was thinking of trying something like this,” the elf replied, raising her hands, a brilliant golden bolt falling from the heavens and crashing into the large dragon's skull. Onyxia slumped to the ground, not breathing, seemingly defeated. “Wow, that was certainly... easy,” Tinuviel said to herself, walking over to the dragon she thought she had defeated and rifling through her belongings. Just when her guard was most let down, however, Onyxia opened a single eye, smirking and reaching up with a claw to wrap it around her victim. 


“It was a noble effort, night elf, one worth a reward before I take your life,” The great black dragon said, stripping the elf's armor with a single, deft swipe of her other clawed hand, leaving her naked. Smirking, she slowly parted her claws around the young elf's nethers, her tongue snaking from between her lips to gently tickle along the outer lips of her still innocent sex. It would not remain innocent for long as, with the shivering elf clutched tightly in her claws and now well enough excited for her purposes, Onyxia's tongue began to delve deeper into the young elf, penetrating her completely in one deft movement, sending quick waves of passionate, painful pleasure through the girl. 


Onyxia laughed silently to herself as her new toy quickly climaxed, having taken barely any stimulation at all. Clearly she had been needing release, or else simply enjoyed the treatment, very badly. Either way, her meal's pleasure was now taken care of, so it was her turn. Of course, all she wanted was a meal. 


Slowly, she began to part her massive jaws, the same tongue which had recently violated the elf now slipping out to run along her face, tasting her. Content that this elf was more than edible, Onyxia's jaws gaped wider as she slowly slipped the nude elf past her lips, licking over every inch of her naked flesh, slipping back into her soft folds to pleasure her again, bringing her once more to climax, causing her to yell out in ecstasy from within the dragon's maw, soaked in saliva as she was the experience was increased at least ten fold. 


“Oooooohhmmmmmmmmm,” she moaned loudly,  slowly slipping her fingers into her sex alongside the tongue, bringing herself to orgasm twice more as Onyxia took her time tasting the young elf. Finally, though, with a prompting grumble from her belly, Onyxia felt the need to bring her meal to an end, tilting her head back and slowly letting gravity pull the elf to her throat, and sink down into her belly, where she would soon fall asleep, forever more. 

