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Kanalor Meadowstep rubbed his index finger along one side of his tapered chin, looking down the darkened forest path ahead of him before turning to his companion with a shake of his head.  “I really suggest we find another way for your trade route to come through this area.  There’s no telling what might be in this forest, whether you believe the rumors or not.”


The man next to him, a tall, mustached human by the name of Jaret Neele, of Neele’s Trading Caravan, looked down to the half-elf before giving his own appraisal of the path before them.  The two were alone at the entrance to the woods, and it was already well into the afternoon.  Kanalor, no stranger to the area, would much have preferred the trader to have gone out in the morning to scout, but the human was stubborn.  He supposed merchants were born that way.


“No, no…this is the fastest way through, and I’m not about to hike up from town and take my people around a damned forest just because the locals have worked themselves up over one forsaken lizardfolk.”  Jaret turned to him, his bushy brows furrowing as he huffed, fluttering the hairs of his equally thick mustache.  “I don’t believe the rumors they spin about it being a monster of a one, either.” He shook his head and looked back to the path before them, crossing his arms over his strong, broad chest.  “No sir, Jaret Neele isn’t about to back down to superstition and fear.”

Kanalor inwardly frowned; this was why he hated humans.  All they ever thought of was business and expanding it, no matter the dangers.  He plucked at the strap that held his quiver to his back, and gripped his hand more tightly about the oaken bow he carried before letting out a frustrated sigh.  “Fine, then.  You hired me as a scout and bodyguard, so that’s what I’ll be.”  He pointed up along the path, which was wide enough for a carriage to go through, much less two men.  “This does go all the way through, I know that for a fact, but it hasn’t been traveled in more than a year.  We’ll walk it, quickly I might add, and you can decide for yourself if this is the quickest route.”


Jaret once more turned to look at him, clearly bristled by the tone of his words, but gave a curt nod and hefted up the small pack he’d taken with him.  Kanalor himself had only a few provisions, but he didn’t plan on being in this place for long – it spooked him.  Keeping his bow out and nocked, he lead the way down the path, which quickly became harder to follow in the growing darkness of the forest’s foliage, even with his keen eyesight.  It became clear that the path in disuse from the villagers or travelers alike.  There were no signs of ruts from caravan wheels or the hoofprints of horses.  Instead, tracks from various game crisscrossed the way as if it weren’t even there, the human-made road having blended into the local scenery over the months.

The half-elf heard his burly companion snort and cough, letting out a deep, blustery breath.  “Gods be damned but it’s getting hot in here.  Feels like a jungle more than a blasted forest.”  Though Kanalor wasn’t nearly as verbal about the growing heat, it was evident to him that, even after only ten minutes or so of hiking, that the scenery had indeed changed.  The deciduous trees were fading off into willows and swampy foliage, and off to the right, meters deep into the thick greenery, he could hear the rising bubbles of gas from a nearby swamp, no doubt filled with heated methane or something of the like.


“We’re going to have to make it quick through here – they say this is where she lives.”


The trader raised an eyebrow and peered around, snorting.  “You’re not talking about that damned lizardfolk, are you?  A female, and just one, out in this place?  Surely if we leave her alone, she won’t try to bother us.  They’re all cowards, they are, and only work up the courage to fight when they’re with their disgusting kin.”  He waved a hand, as if to dismiss the whole thing.


Kanalor frowned to that, making sure to keep his green eyes peeled for any motion, the half-elf brushing a strand of silvery hair back over the point of one ear.  “This one is an exile from her kind, for things that are…best left unsaid.  I just know that she chooses to be here alone, and it’s not safe to linger.”  What was that sound?  The scout drew up and pulled his bowstring tight, aiming off into the undergrowth to the left of the path.

Alarmed by the sudden movement, Jaret pulled up short, his large hands hovering over his chest as if to protect himself from the unseen harm.  “What?  What is it?  Is it her?”  All hints of the man’s previous bravado had faded to be replaced by that instinctual fear of the unknown and hated.  Kanalor squinted into the rising heat and damp foliage, but what hopped out wasn’t a lizardfolk or even a wolf or a crocodile, but a toad.  The fat little creature took another hop from the foliage, peered up dumbly at the two for several seconds, and croaked before hopping on its way.


The half-elf scout relaxed his bow arm as Jaret let out a heavy sigh, wiping his sweating brow.  “Damned slimy thing.  Guess you’re a bit too tense, eeeh-?!”  The human made a muffled gasp and Kanalor turned about, eyes wide and body tensed, to see that thick vines had coiled about his companion’s neck, face, and chest and were wrapping about his legs.  The slithering foliage was coming from the other side of the path, seemingly moving on its own.  Kanalor dropped his nocked arrow and went for the sword at his hip, fearing that it was an assassin vine, when he finally heard the chanting.  It was low and guttural, and coming from behind him.  He barely got the chance to turn back around, still in the motion of pulling his weapon free, when more of the constricting vines flew from the greenery to slither about his slim, lithe frame, their syrupy lengths wrapping especially tight about his chest and neck.


He choked in another breath before the vines squeezed even tighter about his throat, and through squinted eyes he made out a pair of glittering black eyes staring back at him.  Something heavy thumped to the ground behind him with a half-choked groan, and then the spots that were blinding his vision grew to total darkness, and he, too, was carried into that abyss.


When he next opened his eyes, slowly and thickly, the surrounding heat was unbearable, and he was still held tightly by constricting coils, though he saw these were not made of vines, but of thick scale and heavy muscle.  The deepest, most sinister hiss he had ever heard startled him into full alertness, and he looked to his left, where a huge serpent’s head, as big as his own, hovered.  The creature looked at him expressionlessly with its flat, alien eyes before the head moved on out of his sight, the massive reptile’s coils hugging him painfully tight.

The half-elf squirmed and coughed, trying to work some feeling back into his extremities while at the same time getting a better view of his surroundings.  He was in a small wooden hut, it appeared, hardly bigger than the room he was kneeling in.  A slinging, swaying…bed…of some sort had been strung up on the far wall, which the snake, an anaconda he now saw, began to slide its body along.  The rest of the place made his spine tingle: various trinkets hung upon strings on the walls, carved wooden bowls steamed with unidentifiable liquids, and various symbols, both magical and religious, had been gathered about on a crude table.  To the left of this was the single exit and entrance to this place, covered by a mossy drape of some sort, and to the left of that…Jaret.


The trader was still unconscious, showing swollen bruises about his chest and neck, no doubt from the vines.  What he had taken to be an assassin vine must have been plants controlled by the hut’s owner, a druid no doubt, one he felt a growing horror at meeting.  Even as he began to flex his fingers some, feeling his muscles growing less stiff despite the thick coils that held him, the drape across the exit was brushed aside, and she stepped inside.

Kanalor’s eyes grew wide as the lizardfolk padded in, her clawed feet barely making a sound on the hardened dirt floor.  It was not only the realization of who she was that shocked him, but her appearance itself.  She towered over him in his kneeling position, but he estimated she was as tall, if not taller, than Jaret, and built with far more muscle.  Her muzzle was like that of a monitor lizard’s, and even as she stared down at him with those cruel black eyes, her long tongue swept across her scaled lips.  The female’s crest was smaller than that of a male’s, but still swept back over the ridge of her skull and down her back to her crocodilian tail.  She wore no clothing at all, so he could see that she painted, or perhaps tattooed, her entire front black.  The lizardfolk’s body was trim, for her kind, but as she leaned over to inspect him, he couldn’t help but notice the very heavy bosom she bore, each scaled breast as large as his head!  The creature kept an onyx talisman on a chain in her cleavage, and Kanalor quickly looked up from her chest to her eyes, trying to calm himself in such a situation.


Her tongue finished gliding across her lips, and she made a deep-throated ‘mmmm’ at him before standing once more, her chest bouncing lightly.  “You appear far wiser than your compatriot,” she said in a growling, yet feminine voice, “but that shall not spare you from my wrath.”  With a toothy smile, she reached a clawed hand up to stroke at the constrictor’s length as it wound itself about the room.  “I am Sah’rana, and this forest is my home.  No one of your kind is allowed to step foot in it.”  She turned her head and spat upon the dirt before turning with a sway of her hips to lean down over Jaret, grabbing under his chin with claw-tipped fingers.  The trader groaned lightly at her touch and began to gently stir.

Fearing for his companion’s safety, Kanalor spoke up, trying to reason with the reptilian.  “Please, no!  If you let us go, I assure you neither I nor my companion shall set foot in here again.  Surely that would suffice?”  But even as he finished his plea, he felt sure that the human would be killed.  This female was not one with whom to bargain.  As he suspected, she simply let out a hissing laugh and slapped the back of her scaled hand against Jaret’s cheek, the human crying out pitifully and blinking his eyes open in confusion.  “No, I’m afraid that shall not.  I have made explicit shows of mercy in the past, but only to further warn you filth from polluting my home.”  Sah’rana turned about, her smile growing wider still as she flicked her tail.  “Besides, I am quite famished.”


Kanalor’s expression froze on his face, and only the deep hiss of the serpent wound about him broke his stupor, the half-elf turning to stare at the snake before blinking back to its master, who now dropped down to grab at Jaret’s head in her scaled palms, the befuddled man looking on with the same shocked expression he had worn earlier, beginning to struggle up from his position.  Sah’rana chuckled at his foppish movements and simply tugged him up, her jaws gaping wide, massively so, and the trader’s face simply disappeared into the back of her maw.

The half-elf made a choking sound of pain at watching his companion, whom he had not known for very long, begin to cry out muffledly and slap his hands at the lizardfolk’s body, occasionally hitting at her stomach or well-padded chest, but to no avail.  It was if he was a child in her hands, his blows meaning nothing to her as she stuffed his entire head into her gaping maw, the scales on her cheeks spaced out wide against her stretched flesh as she continued to devour him.


Kanalor knew that she was a druid from her manipulative magics and the snake she commanded, and a powerful druid at that, but he had never seen or heard of a spell that allowed what she was doing now.  His jaw dropped as she cruelly tore her clawed fingertips through Jaret’s shirt and skin, fresh blood dribbling from the cuts.  Her muscles flexed as she held the writhing man in her arms and further stretched her jaws down his thick neck to his shoulders, fitting each one past her lips in the same manner a snake might, stretching one side of her unhinged jaws over one and then the other.  The scout forgot all thoughts of struggle against the coils that held him, fascinated and horrified by Sah’rana’s act.


The lizardfolk acted as if this were no more than a daily occurrence, calmly devouring a man as large as she was with a casual effort.  Her teeth dug into his barrel chest, Jaret’s own struggles dying down as more of him slipped into her.  Kanalor watched as the bulge of his head swelled her neck out before disappearing behind her huge bosom, the druidess hugging her prey to it tightly.  Drool and blood spilled from her jaws as she made her way down over his stomach, her neck now swollen massively with the huge mass of his torso.

The girth of her meal didn’t seem to stop her, and Kanalor cringed as he watched her pick up the man by his pants, continuing to stuff him down her gullet with abandon and gluttony.  Her tail lashed behind her, and her own body began to expand outwards, her flat, black-scaled stomach denting outwards with the form of the human’s head.  Wetting his lips and panting dryly, the half-elf squirmed uncomfortably at the sight of her lips stretching, stretching about the trader’s hips, the act of moving them down her throat seeming impossible.  Yet with a heave from her arms and a stretch of her neck, she managed it, and the doomed man slid further down.


Now she settled back down upon her knees, and then upon her rump, the weakly-kicking legs still above her and slowly sliding into her maw.  Her chest was pushed outward hugely, making her bosom seem all the more impressive, and her stomach was still growing in size, as well.  The scales there began to part and reveal the pinkish flesh beneath as more of her meal was packed away, the reptilian female parting her legs to let the mass of meat settle and swell her out.


Kanalor watched, unable to turn away now, as the man’s boots neared her closing jaws, and with a long stretch of her muzzle and neck alike, Sah’rana gaped one last time and slid her long tongue out to curl about his feet and pull them in, boots and all, before she gulped the last of him down.  A sigh exploded out of her as her throat was freed, and she moved her hands down to stroke over the immense mass of her stomach, which more than overfilled her lap.  The human’s form was easily visible, curled up as it was, in her stretched gut, her claws gently caressing the tender flesh.

She turned back to Kanarol, her tongue once more sliding along her lips as she smacked them with a smile, and then a great belch ruffled her lips, the sound deafening in the small hut.  “My, but that was one of the better ones in a while…”  With a cruel, hissing snicker, she slowly rolled to her side, the huge, bloated stomach thumping densely upon the dirt, before somehow clambering back to her clawed feet, grasping at the underside of her belly to hold it up.  Kanarol swallowed what little saliva he could produce, eyes wide and shaking as she approached to lean in close, her breath reeking of meat and decay.


He felt the pressure of her stomach pressing to her serpent’s coils, the anaconda moving its head closer, to loom over its mistress.  Her clawed fingertip reached up to stroke at his cheek, playing with a strand of his wispy hair.  The huge swell of her bosom pressed in close to his face, her form blocking out the rest of the room.  “Mmmm.  Now while I could certainly squeeze you in with your tasty friend, J’raite is in need of a good meal himself, and I couldn’t deny him his proper prey…”


The half-elf furrowed his brows in confusion at her knowing, toothy smile, Sah’rana pulling back with another belch to settle upon her hanging bed.  The lizardfolk female stroked at her serpent’s head as it brushed along her own, and when the anaconda moved on, its coils tightening about his torso and its jaws gaping wide above his head, he realized who J’raite was, and what his end would be like, as well.
The End
