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Spellbound

All the hallways looked the same. All were winding. All were dark and dreary and dank. And all of them were riddled with traps.

And worse yet, the two were lost.

Elrod looked up at his mighty ally. Victim of every trap and every pitfall in the gods-forsaken crypt, the once invincible-looking dragon-man dragged his right foot through the ground in a painful-looking limp. What had been mighty and powerful was now a wreck, covered in gaping wounds clumsily bandaged with the contents of the gnome’s backpack. The trail of reptilian blood he left behind stained the dungeon floor a deep red.

Elrod was no physician, but he knew that blood was supposed to stay inside the body. And yet, the dragonborn refused any further help, merely looking down at his dear friend’s staff – the one they had found a while earlier, and the only trace left behind after her disappearance.

Whenever the wizard offered assistance or even asked how he was managing, he got the same seven words over and over again in that deep, sorrowful voice.

“We will find Keldri. She will help.”

The half-elf just didn’t have the heart to disagree.

They meandered for what felt like hours. Every now and then, he could swear he heard something – a rustling, a chittering, imperceptible to his goliath of a companion, but clear to his sensitive elven ears. Deep in his heart, he hoped it’d be Keldri… or Dralaxa.

At this point, even a monster would be a welcome change of pace from bare hallways and traps.

“Be strong, Kruvess. I think we’re almost there,” he said, patting his companion gently on the side, only to regret it when he felt the massive body recoil in pain.

“Hah!” laughed the dragonborn in a futile attempt to brave the pain. It was the most hopeless laugh Elrod had ever heard. “Kruvess the… heh. Kruvess the Bronzed is always strong… urgh!”

Even before he could finish his usual boasting, his strength finally failed him when he shifted his considerable weight to his right leg and found it unable to support him; Elrod could only attempt to soften the blow of the fall, lest he risked finding himself crushed under what amounted to a falling tree.

A thin layer of dust was released from the ceiling when the scaled behemoth collapsed on the floor. Immediately, the façade broke, Kruvess’s features twisting in pain.

“I’m- I’m okay!” he shouted out, almost angrily. A clear lie, but who did he expect to fool - Elrod, or himself? “Let me – no, let go of me, I can manage just fine – let me just shift a little bit… yeah, that’ll do.”

His ‘shifting’ had been little more than a flop that dragged his frame until he was resting on his left side – the side he was bleeding from the least. His massive chest puffed up as he struggled to breathe.

“We need to get you out of here, Kruv-” The dragonborn’s pleading look silenced him mid-word, and he crossed his arms and let out a defeated sigh. “…of course. Keldri. We’ll find Keldri.”

The dragon-man would not budge – physically or otherwise. That much was clear to the poor half-elf, who now found himself in a difficult situation. He had many options, but they were all terrible.

The first option was to leave him behind and look for their companions. He could not drag that body alone, but with the two ladies’ help, it would be possible, if difficult. But that was a gamble in itself. Dralaxa had disappeared as soon as they looked away; who knew if she was even alive? As for Keldri, well… no body or spilled blood had been found anywhere, so she was probably not dead, not yet anyway.

Continuing their wandering was also out of the question. He had seen Kruvess survive a dozen wounds that would have slain lesser men, but the bladed traps had taken their toll in blood; he doubted the dragonborn would have been able to stand even if his wounds were suddenly closed. The labyrinthine walls were hard enough to traverse in good health, let alone with him to worry about.

Thus, only one option remained, risky as it might be.

The wizard wiped the dust off the floor with the edge of his bloodstained robe and sat down next to his friend. He rested a hand on his shoulder, squeezing it gently; so thick was the draconian’s scaled hide, that he couldn’t be sure he could even feel it over the soreness of the wounds. Not that it mattered – the warrior’s beady eyes were fixed on him, and a weak and fangy smile let him know that the gesture was appreciated regardless.

“Try to sleep, Kruvess. I’ll keep watch,” he whispered. “Once you can walk again, we’ll go get Keldri and Dralaxa. We’ll all be back at the Drowned Horse by sundown, you’ll see.”

The dragonborn let out a single, pained laugh that sounded about to devolve into a coughing fit. “You just want to go back so you can have some fun with that Shazi girl.” Each word that crawled out of his throat was clearly causing him pain. Good old Kruvess – ready to tease his friend, even if it killed him.

Elrod just raised his hands in a surrendering mission. “You got me, pal. But first I got to get drunk, and I’m not getting drunk without you by my side.”

He waited for the expected response – some kind of variation on “you’re full of shit, Elrod”, but none came. Though he felt his heart clench, he knew his friend was holding on still, mostly because even in this diminished state, his friend snored like an ox.

The half-elf sat next to his comrade for several minutes, making no sound. Only when he was sure that the slumber was a deep one did he stand up, dust himself off, and offer his unconscious friend a sad smile.

“Sorry, Kruvess. Hold on in there.”

Spellbook in one hand and arcane focus in the other, the wizard began walking back, following the trail of blood and triggered traps that led him halfway through to the exit – or as close to it as he could get.

Towards the exit. Towards the town. Towards help.
____________________________________________________________
 “Such a great haul, today!”

Dralaxa’s usually vaguely annoyed tone sounded strangely giddy as she observed the ring she had just removed from her finger. What a beautiful little thing, and it fit her perfectly, too! It was a loop of pure silver, in the shape of a coiling serpent with little pieces of yellow quartz for eyes. Just one of the many wonders she had found in Randall’s Crypt.

All around her, the once beautiful burial chamber, with its wide engraved walls and tall ceiling held up by massive stone pillars, had been thoroughly ransacked. Ornately painted jars smashed against the floor to reveal their contents, etched graves opened so she could remove all valuables from the brittle bones of the dead. Old rust-covered chests either smashed open or with their locks picked, the beautiful offerings kept inside now rattling inside of the tiefling’s backpack.

And none of her annoying little comrades were there to bother her by trying to claim the loot that was rightfully hers in keeping with the ancient thief’s law of ‘finders-keepers’.

Oh, once she managed to find a buyer for those bad boys, she’d be rich. She’d be so rich, she’d probably never need to adventure again.

“Sorry, boys and girl… nothing personal,” she uttered to herself, not even bothering to hide the sheer contentment in her voice. The hypothetical conversation, in a situation where they couldn’t talk back, was quite cathartic. “It’s just… a girl has needs, alright? And a demon-girl has very… refined needs.”

In a mocking gesture, she waved goodbye to the pile of skulls nearby and left the chamber. As she calmly strode down the long hallway, paying no mind to the dozens of traps she had disabled, she once more slipped the silver serpent ring on her finger.
____________________________________________________________
At first, there was only the smell of sweat, parchment, fear, and pockets full of rare magical reagents. A smell the serpentine figure could almost taste. A smell that hinted at the layered taste of the meal she had chosen for herself.

The small lump in her gut had long stopped writhing about. It was quite disappointing, really. She had hoped that those punches and kicks, even the vibrations of those shouted words through her digestive system, would go on for a while longer. Beyond the satisfaction of consumption, that was her favorite part of any meal – the decrescendo from living and full of energy to lying in defeat, simply waiting to be broken down into goop. The longer it went on, the better. Little did most of her meals know that what for them was a desperate struggle was, for her, an almost orgasmic feeling - a battle between the churning walls of her stomach and the delicious morsel kept within.

A meal without a fight was barely a meal at all.

But no, she supposed there wasn’t much fight to be had in a creature so small… no matter. Certainly, the half-elf would be a struggler.

The contents of her full stomach sloshed about as she slithered down secondary passages and hallways, always tracking her victim, and yet always one step ahead. The smell, that taste in the air only became more intense as she approached. Soon enough, she could hear him as well; he was muttering under his breath in the language of his fairer progenitors. They were words she did not understand but could easily interpret from inflection alone: the half-elf was swearing up a storm, and she knew exactly why when she heard the feeble slamming of fists against a stone surface. It looked like he’d come across another of her little surprises – namely, the main (and to the adventurers’ knowledge, only) entrance having been blocked off by rocks on both sides.

Well then, she’d have to go back there and help.

She grinned, revealing her needle-like fangs, and made her way towards the voice, returning to the main passages of the crypt as soon as she ran out of alternate routes to take. All was well; she had gotten enough use out of the cramped, dank passageways she found herself crawling through, made difficult to traverse by the added mass on her abdomen.

The slithering figure peeked around the corner, pressing her body against the cold stone to better avoid detection. Sure enough, as she looked over the wide entrance area to the crypt, she saw him in his worn old robe – once a pale blue, now covered in blood and dust. She had never seen Elrod so angry or desperate… it was a very interesting sight, to say the least.

She plucked a single auburn hair stuck between her teeth – a memento from the delectable, if unfulfilling, Keldri. And slowly, very slowly, she approached the raging mongrel from behind, who was now busy trying to lift a chunk of rock much too heavy for him.

The poor thing only realized something was off when he felt something breathing down his neck. When he looked over his shoulder, there was a moment’s confusion, and then mounting fear as his eyes moved from her hooded face down to her torso and hips, where the fair skin ended and the red scale began.

“What are you doing… oh, no.”

What little color he had left was drained from his face; in a second, he looked like he’d aged thirty years. First simple shock, then disbelief, then pure and unbridled anger, as he gritted his teeth and glared into the eyes of the one he had thought he could trust. 

“You… you monster.”

He reached into his pocket, ready to produce his arcane focus and blast this vile, murderous beast out of existence. But even as his spidery fingers thrashed about, they could not find the familiar spherical shape of the pearl. Without it, he was little more than a parlor trickster…

The so far silent naga raised an eyebrow, turning her emotionless expression into one of mild curiosity. She opened her mouth, showing him its contents, and relished the look of pure horror she got in return. There it was, the pure white sphere he relied on to channel his magic, slick with saliva, framed by her sharp fangs. It danced around with her surprisingly human-looking tongue, every now and then getting dangerously close to her gullet, sometimes even brushing up against her uvula, but never quite making it past. It was such a distracting sight, equal parts sensual and horrifying, that he didn’t even notice the scales rubbing against his skin, as that powerful tail coiled around his legs…

In his desperation to retrieve his arcane focus, he tried to reach for it, but she simply slammed her mouth shut, leaving her lips curled into a self-satisfied grin.

Gulp.

It was with morbid fascination and Elrod’s terrified eyes followed the round bulge as it slowly slid down the naga’s throat, before disappearing from sight.

“Ahh…”, she let out as she exhaled, before running her tongue over her lips. There was no flavor to the sphere, of course, but she found that rubbing it in a little bit always got a rise out of the more volatile types.

And indeed, as soon as the reality of the situation set in, she felt the body held within her coils struggle and squirm, eliciting a squeeze that was tighter still.

The woman leaned close, running her tongue over the half-elf’s jawline; even in his sorry state, he couldn’t help but feel his cheeks flush at the sensuality of her dancing tongue, at the warm trail of saliva left in its wake.

On his cheek, her tongue caught a tear, and she purred in contentment. “What’s the matter, Elrod? I thought you always wanted to get close to me.”

“D-don’t do this, please… I can… I can…”

She pressed a finger to his lips; that did not silence him, but a sudden and powerful constriction did make his words trail off. He opened his mouth to speak again, and once more, the sounds of scale rustling against scale could be heard. Whenever he tried to speak and plead, anytime he as much as whimpered, she crushed his body further under her coils until, through punishment alone, she had trained her little morsel to not make noise.

He was, after all, little more than a beast.

Once the prey had been primed, it was time for her meal. She opened her mouth wide, wider than any human ever could – and brought his feet towards it. The taste of leather had never been to her liking, with only the blood giving it a slight hint of flavor. The feeding was methodical and snake-like; her coils kept his frightened victim in place and slowly pushed him into her eagerly awaiting maw, while she took him in small, successive bites for which there was no escape but further in. She ran her tongue over his legs, finally getting a proper taste; under her grip, his body shuddered.

“Shazi, please, stop…”

His heartbroken whispers were summarily silenced by the tip of the naga’s tail suddenly being shoved into his mouth. He looked up at the face he had been so infatuated with so long ago, her easy smile replaced by something much darker, her beautiful and rounded features stretched to inhuman proportions in order to take in an entire human-sized body.

Little by little, slowly and mechanically, she devoured the still squirming half-elf. Even as saliva soaked and weighed down his robe, even as that unpleasant yet strangely comfortable warmth surrounded more and more of him, he thrashed about as much as he could – but he knew very well that the coils around him were much too strong. In fact, he knew that she could kill him at any time, crushing him with such force that his life would be snuffed out in but a moment – and he knew that if at any time his efforts became legitimately dangerous, she would end him right there.

By the time only Elrod’s head was left, he had stopped even trying to escape. He had closed his eyes and accepted his fate. The last thing he saw was the vaguely disappointed look in the naga’s yellow eyes as she leaned back and gulped down, sending the rest of him sinking into the dark abyss of her gullet.

The final lock of beautiful blonde hair was finally slurped down, while Shazi moaned in pleasure at the sheer ecstasy of feeding - the satisfying feeling of having that mass of delicious meat sliding down her esophagus was simply too much. Once it made its way down to her lower half, it filled her to the brim, taking up every single inch of stomach space she had left from her previous, gnomish meal. It was titillating.

She ran a finger over her engorged form, over the familiar curves of a human shape surrounded by flesh and scales. She caressed it like she had caressed his face the previous night at the Drowned Horse Inn. She had to admit, she much preferred him as a meal than as a speaker.

Already she could feel his stomach begin to work. Flesh grinding against flesh, churning hard, churning so hard that she could feel it sending ripples through her body, making loud squelching and groaning sounds that a more primitive creature would find embarrassing. The feeling of fullness slowly took her over, and with it came the siren’s call of torpor. The urge to sleep, to lay down and digest, preferably over a warm rock, was great – but Shazi knew better. She’d have to make her way back to one of the secret passages, lest the-

Wait. She smelled something. Something close.

She turned her head and immediately recognized the interloper. It was Dralaxa, the demon-woman, wielding a dagger in each hand and carrying a pack bursting with loot on her back. She had been caught halfway through preparing a backstab; when spotted, she stopped like a startled animal. Her expression was one of absolute and utter disgust. Not terror or anger at the loss of his comrade – just general disgust at the scene she had just witnessed. Her entire body was bent slightly under the weight of her burden, and her tail violently twirled from side to side like an angered cat’s.

Shazi rose to her full weight, her survival instincts helping her delay the call of torpor… at least for now. The considerable bulge on her lower half made her movements sluggish and clumsy and rendered the swift escape – her preferred option – an impossibility. She would have to deal with this through other means.

The two monster women stared each other down, studying each other’s movements carefully, each looking like they could snap at any moment.

Suddenly, the fact that Elrod had gone down without even giving a proper fight didn’t seem so bad in comparison.

