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License Notes

Thank you for downloading this ebook. This book remains the copyrighted property of the author, and may not be redistributed to others for commercial or non-commercial purposes. If you enjoyed this book, please encourage your friends to download their own copy from their favorite authorized retailer. Thank you for your support.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental and beyond the intent of the author.

This book contains graphic descriptions of intimacy and is intended for an adult audience.

About This Book

This book is a Choose Your Pleasure based on the original work, The Dragon’s Gift, by Angora Shade. In this unique compilation, you become the main character, the story design yours to create. In addition to the original story thread, there are multiple new pathways to choose from, five different love interests, and a dozen possible endings. Will you find a happily ever after, a content existence, or a situation that completely surprises you? The choice is yours.
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You hate dragons, but you love Maxine. Not puppy love, but love in the way someone loves their best friend who might have been the love of their life. In an ideal world, you might have, could have, and should have been more. But Maxine, at the age of eighteen, was already busy with half the boys in town. It was obvious then that she probably wouldn’t ever tip your way. Still, after years of friendship, Maxine has stuck with you through thick and thin, broken hearts, and missed opportunities. It’s fair to say you’ve built the kind of friendship that will last no matter what. For you, that’s the definition of real love and friendship; it’s choosing to take on someone else’s shit and living with it, just because.

And shit is what you’re worried you’ll have to sit through—another low budget, poorly written tech college theatre production. You deceive yourself into thinking that doing such things paints you in a good light, further solidifying your undying, never-ending, shatterproof support of Maxine. Although you’re pretty sure Maxine is straight, there’s still a little ball of hope trying to unfold inside your heart, encouraging you to be patient, pushing you to wait for the day Maxine might come around. You can’t help it. Maxine shines the brightest in your world; always has, and undoubtedly always will.

You shift your weight trying to become more comfortable in the ancient, worn out seat, and you find yourself forcing your eyes wide open, trying not to nod off in the relaxing low light of the room. The muted din of other supportive friends and family plays like white noise to your right and left as they chat about the production and examine the flyer everyone was given at the door. Glancing down at your copy, each actor’s goofy mug shot is plastered next to a blurb about their studies, past performances, and role in the current production of The Dragon’s Gift.

The flyer crumples and crunches as you close your fist around it without further examination. Fucking dragons.

Of all the fantastical creatures out there—vampires, werewolves, zombies, shapeshifters—you’re annoyed that Maxine has to play a stupid dragon. It’s not even a mainstream fairytale creature anymore. Maxine might have the lead role, but you’ve seen her costume. It’s terrible. She’ll flow over the stage with a sack of frayed layered fabric trailing behind her like a grotesque rainbowed bridal gown. Atop her shoulders will sit an oversize bobblehead with large painted eyes and feathered eyebrows. And to make things worse, Maxine mentioned the production is silent like ancient Asian cinema. Certainly, the only sound you’ll hear from her will be the jingle she’s told you she’ll make due to the multiple bells attached to her sleeves. You’re horrified by the thought of such a creative mess. All you can visualize happening in this production are overdramatized gestures, a weak interpretation of historical craft, and no one in the audience actually understanding what the hell is going on.

How lame. If only this were a serious show. Surely a more intelligent director would demand proper—if not historically accurate—costumes.

At least there’s hope for more honest fun after the show. You usually tag along with Maxine to the after show cast parties. Sometimes they’re at someone’s house, but usually a club or a bar. There you can drink, dance, and maybe meet some new, interesting people.

You straighten up in your seat as the house lights flash their cue to the audience. A hush falls over the space, and like forced tunnel vision, the stage becomes the center of your universe. The orchestra begins a somber melody of oriental music while the long red curtains open, and an eerie fog blows in thick swirls, billowing off the edge of the stage and out into the aisles. A blanket of white puffy fabric is draped here and there indicating winter, and pale yellow overhead spotlights illuminate daytime.

You exhale loudly and mutter your distaste through your teeth as you think that the set puts “low budget” to shame.

Restless, you’re unable to find a comfortable position in your seat. Part of you wants to get up and leave. There’s only so much that a friend—any friend—can demand of you. Another part of you wants to stay, remaining loyal the way you always have. What will you do? Will you leave or watch the production?

Leave the Theatre (Page 23)

Watch the Production (Page 7)

Watch the Production

You decide you’re better off watching Maxine’s show. After all, you’ve never missed one, and you know Maxine would support you were your roles reversed. Besides, with your schedules both so busy, this might be the only way to spend time with your favorite person, even if you’re only a spectator.

You settle down again into your seat and swallow hard as the production begins. 

A woman’s voice fills the theatre singing high and sorrowful through intermittent tears, while half her form is visible from behind a cardboard wall waving her delicate, pink favor. At the same time, the dragon—your Maxine—with her heavy unstable head and distinct jingle of bells, rushes out center stage, arms spread, appearing angered and distraught.

You want to laugh, but suppress the urge by clearing your throat. Her costume is more awful than you thought. There’s a visible string connecting the dragon’s long tail to Maxine’s wrist, but what’s worse, the luscious curves of your best friend, which you have so often wanted to touch, taste, and explore, are completely consumed by her character. There’s not even a crack of skin visible where her delicately clawed hands and feet meet the rest of her costume as they scuffle in their erratic dance across the floor. Each lunge right and left sends her tail moving like a jump rope and Maxine’s head tipping in the opposite direction from her movement. You visualize a great tangle occurring or her head falling from her shoulders. Comedic accidents would be more entertaining, but you know it would ruin Maxine’s big role. You cross your fingers and pray she holds together.

Cymbals clang, the dragon jumps with a loud tintinnabulation high into the air, and a handful of soldiers rush in stage right with their swords drawn and their gestures wild. The dragon’s hands clench into fists with anger as the music crescendos and the continued onslaught drives him away. The soldiers follow with pats on the back to one another, and the lights dim.

You wish the story wasn’t so predictable. Of course the soldiers are going to drive away the big scary dragon from the beautiful maiden! You curl your legs up onto your seat and rest your chin on your knees, hoping the new position will help keep your ass from falling asleep.

The lights brighten to slower music and the rough cutout of a dark forest. It’s beautiful in its simplicity, but it reminds you of every cliché beast hideaway from childhood stories. A click and a whoosh precede the fog machine kicking on, and soft, thin waves puff over the stage, muting the stale, stationary light around multiple traditional paper lanterns. Defeated and alone, the dragon’s form drags its feet and then collapses in a heap. Its bobblehead shakes like it was flicked by a child’s finger, an emotion you determine as sadness. 

Your feet have suddenly found their way back to the floor as the beautiful maiden floats across the stage, her pink favor from earlier still clutched in her hand. Her hair is free and falls like black silken threads to her slim waist while her costume hugs tightly to her womanly shape. You don’t recognize her as one of Maxine’s friends, but you find yourself suddenly more interested in the production. She’s the physical type you would go for: tall, busty, and glamorous. Filing a mental note, you decide to ask Maxine about her after the show, fantasizing about a possible new date.

You watch with great interest as the maiden spies on the dragon before creeping out of her hiding place. The dragon is startled and takes a defensive stance. You prepare for the maiden’s bloody murder, but suddenly the dragon rushes to her side and embraces the maiden passionately while the accompanying music becomes soft and sweet.

A smile creeps across your face, realizing the production is a love story. Maybe you don’t hate dragons so much after all, so long as they’re not portrayed as the stereotypical demon whose life holds no backstory and whose future is set only to pillage, burn, and roast people alive. That story’s overdone.

Your fascination with the attractive love interest and your best friend escalate as you continue to watch. Maybe Maxine isn’t into girls, but her acting ability has you convinced that the dragon absolutely is. The woman is scooped up into the dragon’s arms and ravished in the most intense PG sex scene you’ve ever seen. The music becomes more hurried, and you feel your heart beating with the same repetitive rhythm of the accompanying timbre drum. Their bodies entwine, their gestures fly in quick unison, and at their exquisite moment of climax, cymbals clang forcefully enough to leave a stinging reverberation inside your skull. You can’t turn away. It’s far too beautiful a thing. Sated with pleasure, the stage lights illuminate their satisfied forms in pale orange light like a physical afterglow while they hold and pet one another.

Wow. You think, Go Maxine!

The music begins to grow louder and alarm builds in the movements of the maiden and her dragon lover. The hair on your arms spikes and you notice the audience is still and on the edge of their seats, as if about to exhale the breath they’ve been holding in unison. Soldiers enter stage right, their weapons drawn. Lights flicker in angry shades of red as the dragon battles them with fire and fists, but the army’s strength in numbers quickly overpowers him. They surround the dragon in a tight circle, and the maiden screams silently and rips at her hair as a soldier runs her lover through. She collapses in anguish, the accompanying music becoming a dull hum. The lovers reach for one another, but make no contact. Darkness falls across the stage, and all goes quiet.

When the lights come back to the stage, it’s clear some time has passed. The while puffy fabric of winter has disappeared and fresh flowers in multiple vases stand in a row across the front of the stage. The maiden enters stage left, singing a high, happy tune, rubbing and cooing at her swollen belly. Fog billows in a great wisp around her as she faces the audience and smiles. The fog follows her as she exits the stage, lights fade to black, and the curtain closes.

You’re shocked. You sit with the audience thinking both bravo and what the fuck? The soldiers might have gotten the best of the dragon and “rescued” the maiden fair, but the dragon really got the best of them all. He said to hell with traditional coupling and followed his desires! You feel thankful for historical theatre and its ability to tell an entertaining story rather than the cliché Disney version. Fucking genius. You think that if more people had grown up with stories like this, society would have fewer issues accepting people for loving however and whomever they choose.

You laugh at yourself. Fuck Prince Charming—or Princess Charming even; give me a passionate reptile!

House lights come on abruptly and the audience stands as a dozen actors take the stage. Holding their hands in unison, the performers bow to genuine applause. You clap with as much enthusiasm as you can, and give your loudest whistle knowing Maxine will know it’s you. You’re so pleased for her. You just wish you could see her face from behind her costume to determine her emotions.

You grab your jacket as the audience breaks. Maxine makes sure to catch your attention before you’ve followed the throng out the main entrance. She points to a side door near the front of the stage, and then disappears behind a curtain. You think you should follow her directions, but then you see the busty maiden fair take the front stage steps down into the audience where she’s greeted with a hug from an elderly woman you assume must be her grandmother. You’re aching to know more about her, and maybe ask her out.
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