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Content Warnings




This book is currently rated CL for Chaotic Lesbians, but also Dark Fantasy for the dark fantasy elements within but it is not a Dark Romance. I want to be clear the darkness rating in this book is due to the fantasy elements that are introduced in this book. As they are not due to the romance or are not perpetuated by the MC's, it felt wrong to label it as Dark Romance. Thus the label for this book is Dark Fantasy Monster Romance. However, that being considered I also want to stress there are mentions/flashbacks/discussions of previous torture in this book. None of the torture within this book is of a sexual nature, but it is/was torture. Not everyone is in the right headspace to read all content, and I want everyone to know it's okay to not be ready to read or have to walk away.  

That being said, the TW's for this book are as follows: Blood, gore, violence, murder, trauma induced ptsd flashbacks, mentions/discussions of physical torture, mental torture, abduction (past/lore, not on page), loss of bodily autonomy (past/lore, not on page to MC- side/minor character mentally controlled), conversations about accidental ingesting of flesh (Biting an ear/finger off during a fight), confronting religious trauma (dnd religion, death of a god), animal/pet death (not belonging to main characters), Minor physical torture of side NPC (MC interrogating them with her fist and threatening his life) confronting parental conflict, claustrophobia, bugs, mold/decay, emesis(act of throwing up), maggots/locust specific infestations, Old Fae (The kind that eat people/trickster gods/ horror fairy), Almost character death, explicit content.








  
  
Dedication




To my survivors- you're not a monster for what you had to do to survive, for who you became because you survived. I see you. And you're worthy of love even if your fingers are bloodied. 

To Grace- Your strength everyday is what made me strong enough to tell this, to put it to words, and continues to inspire me. I hope the Cult of the Whispering Dildos makes you proud. 








  
  
Once upon a Burlesque




Simple; it was supposed to be a simple job. Tahlia immediately regretted accepting the first place to hire her since she retired to King’s Fall.  

The adventuring life was over. It was time to relax. Stop looking over your shoulder and take it easy. The good life. It’s what she was owed, after all. Being the protector, the guardian, the party paladin for twelve years took a toll on her soul. King’s Fall was ideal then, right? It’s what all those bards talked about. King’s Fall is the city everyone calls the adventurer’s home. A magical city of mixed technology and crystals. The skyscrapers are full of electricity and science, but they’re built right next to old-fashioned cabins full of potions and scrolls. They called it a metropolis. However, in order to survive, just like any place, she needed money. To get money, one needs a job. 

And what kind of job can a grumpy, meathead of a Dragos get? Some places wanted her to be a ‘knight’, but that was just adventuring with a 401k. The bank down the road said they had an opening for a vault guard. But she wasn’t looking to be completely bored out of her mind. Security, however, seemed right up her alley. A burlesque club was the first one to call her back. Cloak&Dagger Burlesque, to be exact. 

It was, in theory, just a simple job…until she met Delilah Morningstar.

Tahlia took a deep breath as she looked up at the black square building. The stones were black, the neon sign was a smokey gray except for the red ‘burlesque’ in cute, cursive scrawl. Black curtains, black velvet rope, they even painted the sidewalk in front of the building black. However, as she leaned to the left, she caught the glaze over the paint. A shimmer like stained glass, thin and hardly visible, was painted over the obsidian. It caught the light like an oil slick and she saw an array of swirls and rainbows. Interesting. 

“Can I help you?” A large Orc gentleman poked his head out the massive doors. 

“The name’s Tahlia Bloodsword, I’m here for an interview?” She grimaced. It’s hard for a Dragos to wince, due to the scales, but she sure as hell accomplished it. Her copper scales caught in the direct sunlight, and she had to blink away the pain. The Orc nodded, seemingly pleased with her answer, and waved her inside. She stepped over the velvet rope and climbed the steps. 

“I’m Az.” He offered a massive green hand. Tahlia accepted his shake and gave him a firm return. Her blue claws wrapped around his palm, and she did her best not to catch the spikes at the back of her knuckles on his sleeves. She ducked inside the building and sighed in relief. The sun was gone and she was in a cozy, intimate lighting. Inky velvet walls with thick, shimmering curtains of oil slick color like the outside. There were dancing wisps of lights, enchanted orbs that bobbed in the air. A slender bar wrapped around the western side with a crystal wall full of bottles. The eastern wall was lined with booths of varying size and comforts. The floor near the front doors held spread out seating, while closer to the stage was wide open. Right, it’s a burlesque club. 

A very stylish, expensive club. The bartenders setting up their stations were all in varying suits and ties. The curtains at the stage were decorated with the oil slick rainbow lettering. The floors were a hard, glossy texture that wasn’t scuffed. Everything was pristine. When she looked at the job ad, it said King’s Falls oldest burlesque club…how? She’d been to a few clubs in her time and none of them were this undamaged. Natural wear and tear, tables with scars, floors with scuffs around the edge; it all happened. Heels pulled up gloss, customers had sticky hands, things never stayed this new looking. 

Tahlia turned to Az and caught herself in the mirrored walls above the booths. A six foot three Dragos. She could thank her Orc mother for the protruding fangs and large eyes. She thanked her dragon father for the acid breath weapon. Copper scales with hints of blue and seafoam at the tips, dark blue claws and horns, icy eyes. Her jaw was defined and scaly, leading down to her snout. There was a deep scar leading across the bridge of her snout and around her left eye. A clawed hook that nearly took her vision years ago. There are some wounds even magic can’t fix. But it was hard to see unless someone was looking for it… and she always looked at it-a reminder.

“Boss man is this way.” Az motioned with a muscular arm to the left. 

“Calcifer Morningstar, right, that’s who I think I talked to on the phone?” She cocked a brow.

“Yup, that’s him.” 

Tahlia hummed under her breath as she followed Az toward the western wall. Between a break in the bar, they lifted a panel and stepped through a disguised door. Behind the main area was a normal lit, concrete-colored backroom. First was the storeroom. Steel shelves packed with plates, boxes, liquor, and a grand assortment of glasses. They turned right down a hallway through a curtain and were in a small seating area with a few couches. Two of them were already occupied by a gaggle of people, half in their performance gear. A woman had her back to the ground, her legs in the air, and fighting latex up her bottom half. Two people were on the couches, holding up her ankles to help with the process. Another pair were on the opposite couches eating food wrapped in tin foil. 

“Employee break area, but honestly it’s the only place with leg room so if you gotta squat to get into something, you usually have to come here to get into it,” Az explained, knocking on a door to their right. “You get used to seeing people in every stage of dress here.”

“It won’t bother me,” she nodded, turning from the group. After years in an adventurer’s guild, nothing surprised her anymore.

“Enter!” A voice bounced off the walls as Az cracked the door open. 

“It’s Tahlia, the interview.” Az slipped away from the door and gave her a half-hearted salute before he strode away from the hallway. 

Tahlia ducked through the doorway and stepped into a marble office. The walls were glossy, swirled black and white, the floors were checkered, and the matte black curtains that broke up the view had white tips. At the back was a long desk with a few items on top of it. Some papers, a cup of pens, an abacus, and the hands of a man Tahlia had heard of in stories. Whispered around campfires, gossiping in the halls of her guild, Calcifer Morningstar was a legend. A rogue who could steal the eyes out of a man with them fully open and not get caught. He’d stolen the fire stone out of a sorcerer's staff mid-cast. They say Calcifer once ran with a four-man adventuring party and never lost a single battle. 

The four legends had all retired to King’s Fall, if she wasn’t mistaken. Xena Battlemoar and Minx Mumford, two fighters who made the broadsword look like a paperweight when swung. Calcifer Morningstar, the best rogue in all of the Badlands. And a woman named Flora Mayweather, a healer known for reviving an entire army in one single night. Legends. Myths. Gods amongst mortals.

And yet…he didn’t look anything like she imagined. Calcifer was pale, like someone forgot to put life in his flesh. His eyes were lavender with cracks of pink. A skinny nose with a triangle point, and long ears that extended past his fairy powder colored hair. It was all the pastel colors and none of them at the same time. His skin was painted on sharp bones, even down to the dagger points for fingers. He was in a pointed, velvet suit that gave him a triangle shape. Smiling, he showed off his mouth of shark teeth. All razors, all pointed, all menacing. “Ahh, Tahlia Bloodsword!”

“Calcifer Morningstar,” she bowed her head before striding across the room. It didn’t escape her notice that there was only one chair across from his desk. She squeezed into it as best she could and hoped to the dragons above that she didn’t shatter it. She didn’t want the first impression to be busting ass on his floor. But fancy, trendy seats weren’t made to hold up a sturdy Dragos.

“Why, you are every bit the image of security and strength I had hoped you’d be,” he purred, his voice raspy and light as it floated by her. 

“Thank? You?” She eyed him suspiciously. 

“Can I be frank with you, Tahlia?” He sat back in his chair. 

“Please.” She motioned with a flick of her mighty hand for him to continue. 

“I have a security staff. You met Az, he’s a big boy, not a bad pair of muscles. I’ve got a Goliath sweetheart, her name is Keelie, you’ll meet her if you take the job, and they split the week, every other day during the week, they both work the weekends. Works great for everyone. Except…for the night the club was held up at staffpoint.”

Tahlia’s scaly brows shot up on her head. “Oh? Here?”

“Things like that sometimes happen when you’ve curated the reputation I have. I expected it to happen once. But this was the first time in ten years that someone has gotten past my security measures and got back here, in the backroom. The Enforcers arrived shortly and did take care of things, but it made me realize, I’ve started to draw the eye of people I don’t want to notice me. You can see how that’s uncomfortable for a rogue.” He shrugged, folding his hands against his stomach. Those alarming eyes of his, too milky to be alive, scanned over her before a wicked smirk grew on his lifeless lips. “That’s what I need, a true protector of this club. You would be in charge of upping my security and keeping an eye on the club. Head of my security team. That’s the job.”

Tahlia nodded slowly to herself. That’s simple enough. Head of security? She did her best not to shift in the chair as she returned her attention to his face. “What’s the pay look like?”

His grin grew uncomfortably larger, ear to ear, as he clapped his hands. “That’s what I like to hear, come with me, I’ll break it down and give you a tour.”


      [image: image-placeholder]Delilah sat back at her vanity in the backroom to inspect her work. She was testing out a new number that night.  Beauty and the Beast, but she was both Belle and the beast. It was an ode to self love. Love the beast inside of you. She’d installed the brown wig perfectly with the blue bow at the base of her head. Next would be the facial hair but she would wait to apply that till closer to show time. The last thing she needed was to eat her beard while shoveling her taco bowl into her mouth. She picked up her tin foil container and scooped up more of her lunch into her mouth. Setting it down, she leaned in and worked on her eyeliner next. It needed to be more aggressive. If she could do one side right, she could magic copy it onto the other side. But that meant she couldn’t fuck up the first side. 

“Hey, Dee, the old man’s calling your name.” Sigrid poked her head through the curtain to the makeup back room. Delilah froze before she made a swipe. If she got interrupted, it would dry weird. Putting the brush down but bringing her food with her, she stepped around her stool. Sigrid cocked her head to the side, “What wig is that?”

“I have no idea!” They laughed in unison as Delilah shoveled the last few bites into her open maw. After chewing, she tossed the container in the massive trash can. “I have this trunk full of wigs at home, when I’m trying to be inspired, I just grab one at random.”

“And this one said?” Sigrid inspected her with disbelief. She was a vampire, barely twenty-three when Delilah took her into the crew. They didn’t even let her live a full life before they turned her! Poor thing was freshly spat out of the Badlands with no idea what to do or where to go. Then she ended up in the crowd of the burlesque and did not leave until she got to speak with Delilah. After finding she was eager to learn and saw the sparkle in her eye, Delilah pulled her into a few numbers. Sigrid was the kind of performer who just wanted to dance until she collapsed. The others brought her into the fold and loved her like a baby sister. 

That was the comradery that Delilah had bred in her crew. Calcifer let her have complete control over the burlesque part of the club. That was their deal; she ran the burlesque part, he ran everything else. And so, she cultivated a group of fifteen, including her, that lived, breathed, and bled burlesque. They got paid to show up and give it their all. She’d never been disappointed. 

She turned to show Sigrid the bow, “Belle!”

“From where, the dead and rabid squirrel bin?” Sigrid giggled. 

“Well, I’m also the beast, so yes. Thank you!” Delilah puffed the wig even more. “That’s precisely what I wanted.”

“Oh, well, in that case, love it.” Sigrid kissed Delilah on the cheek before returning to the gaggle of her crew surrounding the massive racks of outfits. It was a Tuesday, so it was either experimentation night or just the classics. Crowd pleasers. But if your experiment failed or got fucked, it’s fine cause Tuesday was never busy. 

Delilah glanced through the skinny hall behind the stage and found her father standing by the curtains. And the most gorgeous Dragos stood beside him. Delilah swooned without even learning their name. Copper? Strike her down and wound her with cupid’s arrow. Beautiful oranges with flecks of blues and seafoam. Their snout was long and slender, two fangs poking out from their top lip. Their little teefies are showing! Adorable! Yet, they were in steamed slacks with a simple white button down and suspenders. Oh, step on me. Delilah skipped her way up to her father. Please be a present for me, please! 

She didn’t ask her father for much. She hadn’t even asked him for the club. But if she were going to ask for something, the Dragos would be nice. 

Calcifer perked up as she approached and beamed. “Delilah, there you—what rat is on your head?”

Delilah snorted, “It’s a wig, and it’s an experimental thing I’m trying for tonight.” 

“Rats in ribbons?” The Dragos raised a scaly brow. 

A hot, girlish blush crawled over her cheeks as she tossed some of the fake hair over her shoulder. “Just wait till you see the beard I have picked out to glue to my face. It’s going to be fabulous.”

“I’m so glad I can’t physically grow facial hair,” The Dragos crossed their arms over their broad chest. And what a broad chest it was. Delilah did her best not to drool over it immediately. 

Calcifer shook his head, “Anyway, Tahlia, this is Delilah, head of the burlesque crew. Any questions you have about the performers, the performances, or the backstage beyond the break area, ask her. She’s queen of this castle.”

Delilah laughed sheepishly, “That’s me. And what do you do?” 

“Tahlia is interested in the head of security.” Calcifer looked past them all to the group of performers. There was an aloof, faraway look in his milky eyes. “Need someone to keep us all safe.”

Delilah tried not to wince. Calcifer missed it as he twisted past the curtains, striding out onto the stage. Tahlia caught it though. There was a moment of confusion and question that quickly went away as she followed Calcifer through the curtains. Delilah sat back before letting out a heavy sigh. Right, safe. Her mind was back there. On the floor, dancing a group number, mid twirl when a staff was set in front of her. A blade poked at her throat and the staff held up as the man screamed over her head. The panic is what kills you. Her hand went to her throat as she had flashes. Not to the club robber, he wasn’t the first person to put a knife against her neck. 

A dark, dank crawl space with moldy air. She could, for a moment, hear them laughing above the concrete. Through the cracks and seams of the floor where they stuffed her, she could hear them mocking her. Her back stung where her wings caught. There were still scars if one looked too close at the filmy skin of her wings. Beautiful, magnificent, stained-glass windows of magic that fluttered behind her. And barely visible were the claw marks where she dragged them through that space. 

“Dee?” Sigrid’s sweet, soft voice floated into her ear. Delilah blinked away the memory and empty feeling in her chest. A brilliant smile exploded onto her face to make up the hollow ache within her. Would Sigrid look at her differently…if she knew there was something missing. Sigrid beamed, cupped her hands around Delilah’s arm. “I want to try something new. What do I do?”

“Oh! Well, first thing, we need a fabulous soundtrack!” Delilah giggled happily, pulling Sigrid close to her chest.

Because despite all the glamor and smiles and fun, she was hollow. Delilah ruffled Sigrid’s flaming red hair and led her to the DJ booth at the edge of the stage. Because no matter how much her father tried, he didn’t get all of his daughter back from that place. Sigrid flipped through a binder, wide eyed and full of wonder. Because no matter how much life she faked, there was still something missing in her chest. 

“What about this one? And I do like, a sexy beaver chewing through wood but like it’s a symbol of my deep desires to feed on my lovers?” Sigrid beamed, jabbing a finger at the song displayed before her. 

Delilah nodded vigorously, clapping, “I think you won’t know till you try.”

Could she ever get that missing piece back? Calcifer could hire all the security he wanted, he could present her with pretty people and buildings and apologize for all of it…but because of him, there was a crucial part of Delilah that she never got out of that concrete crawlspace. And she wasn’t sure Calcifer Morningstar could ever buy or steal it back.








  
  

Chapter One:


Tahlia





Her phone alarm went off at exactly 8 a.m. every morning. She’d done that since she landed in King’s Fall and she would likely never rid herself of that habit. The sun had been diminished with her thick blue curtains.  They really liked the brightness here. Thankfully the apartment she got was relatively peaceful. Not that she liked landlords, but the tiny gnomes that ran this place were strict about the peace and quiet. They told her this was a place for people who had day jobs and needed a good sleep at night. Tahlia appreciated it. She was grumpier, if at all possible, in the mornings. If she hadn’t seen the parking lot full last night, she’d say no one lived here. 

The sounds of paws and nails clicking across the floor played over her head before a front door opened and closed. No barking or talking. She stretched in her bed before rolling out as gracefully as a Dragos could. She needed a bed frame. Climbing up from the floor was hard but the warmth of the room was good on her joints. Stripping the gym shorts off her legs, she hopped in the shower. 

Today was her first day. She didn’t have to be at the club till noon. They didn’t even unlock the doors to staff until then. Calcifer wanted her to go over the staff, get to meet her bouncers, then get a feel for the place. He was…a bit much. She didn’t know that rogues could be so bubbly. Calcifer smiled and laughed, but the jokes never hit. It left a weird feeling under her scales. He felt off. 

But a job was a job and Calcifer was paying her over market value for security. If she was lucky, by next year she could get a house and never worry about apartment living. Dressing in her usual slacks and button down with suspenders, she rolled up the sleeves on her arms. She tucked the pressed folds behind the spike on her elbows. It’s not heavy chainmail and for that, she was thankful. The coffee was hot, the breakfast wasn’t burnt over a campfire, and the job was simple. Something she couldn’t be more thankful for. 

Tahlia usually went for a morning run, but she wanted to be extra ready for work. Stopping in the local shop for a notepad, pen, and an extra sturdy key ring to keep on her belt loop, she paid extra for the rogue-proof enchantment. It would only open for the person who finished the enchantment. She sat on a park bench, bag between her shins, finishing the inscription with her claw. The ring glowed copper with sparks of blue. Typical. It snapped to her side. But worth it. Sitting back, she watched the people of King’s Fall pass her. 

It’s strange. She hadn’t been allowed a moment to sit and people watch for some time. A game she liked to play as a baby Dragos with her siblings was: imagine who they are. Pick a random person and tell their story. Her blue eyes landed on a lanky elf who was pulled in a circle, ring-around-the-rosie style by four girls. They were cheering and laughing, and when they fell to the picnic blanket, he roared like a beast taken down by storybook heroes. She’d bet her whole tail he was a stay-at-home dad. As much as the cuteness of the family was sweet, it was sickening. She only liked other people's kids. 

Tahlia had no interest in crotch goblins. 

The family got up and began a new game and she had to leave. They were too cute. She was too grouchy. Tahlia stopped for another coffee on the way to the club. Extra shot of espresso. No reason to show up to work ready to bite someone’s head off. She sipped it slowly, savoring the rich flavor. Didn’t taste like an unwashed kettle. The club loomed over her as she strode down the sidewalk. A storm cloud over the bright and illuminated city of King’s Fall. At night it was probably a crown jewel. 

Tahlia tossed her empty cup into the trash, tucking the notepad and pen away so she could toss her bag too. As she stepped closer, she found Delilah stepping out of a shimmering black vehicle. The windows were tinted, the rims were matte black, and the license plate was illusioned to be blurry. Tahlia cocked a brow as Calcifer stepped out of the other side and the vehicle drove off. They were speaking in a hushed tone as Calcifer pulled out keys from thin air. 

“And I told you we don’t need it, it was one random wacko,” Delilah sighed, never glancing up from her phone. 

“And I told you that I won’t allow anyone to hurt this club.” Calcifer spoke as if his answer was finite. Oh, they were talking about her…this is embarrassing. Calcifer noticed Tahlia walking up first. He beamed, tossing an arm over Delilah’s shoulder and twisting her to see her. “And there she is! The Dragos of our dream, Tahlia, good morn!” 

Delilah immediately perked up and beamed. She slipped out of Calcifer’s arms and frolicked up to Tahlia. Interesting. In the day, out of performance make-up, Delilah was a dangerous creature. Five-foot tall, bouncy brunette waves, full lashes that fluttered, plump lips and hips, busty and with thighs thick enough to choke on. Tahlia liked someone she could snack on, take a fist full and hold onto. But she’s not on the menu. Dating in the workplace was dangerous, shamelessly fucking even worse. 

Delilah was in a black slip dress, her pixie wings on full display. They fluttered behind her as she flirtily tossed her hair over her shoulder. “Good morning, Tahlia, you ready for your first night? Wednesdays are pretty tame, but I bet I could make it worth your time.”

She was a very dangerous creature. Tahlia let out a low chuckle, raspy and thick in her throat. She noticed the shiver and goosebumps on Delilah’s arms. No! Tahlia cleared her throat, “I bet, however I’m fine with tame. Tame is good, because tame gets everyone home safe.”

“Agreed! Delilah?” Calcifer called from the front door. 

Delilah sighed, “I guess if you want to be boring.” She flashed Tahlia a teasing wink before skipping to the front door. Ducking inside, she disappeared into the inky void of the club.

Tahlia walked to the front where Calcifer waited for her. He motioned her inside before letting the door close behind them. Tahlia stopped mid-step as she caught Calcifer tracing the door frame with one of his pointy fingers. A white, wispy smoke came off the frame and covered the inside of the door with a film. 

“Trespass spell?” Tahlia furrowed her brows.

“A precaution.” He stood up fully, flattened his suit before flipping on the lights. Wisps of air and bulbs of soft light floated out of the walls as the club awoke. Delilah was already climbing the stage steps and dropping her large tote in the center of the stage. Tahlia couldn’t help but stare as she toed off her flats and began to stretch. Calcifer walked past her and the Dragos blinked back to life. He stopped at the bar to answer a text before he spoke again. “All staff are given a small gem to carry on their person to get in, or you can be invited in by the bouncers. Unfortunately, we had to demolish and fill in the back door so now there’s only one exit.”

“Demolish the back door?” Tahlia blurted out.

“Someone stole a gem and came in through the back door while people were getting ready. No one noticed until one of our performers saw someone watching her from behind the clothing rack.” Calcifer shook his head.

Tahlia was flabbergasted but…in the end, not surprised. People sucked. She shook her head in disbelief, “Isn’t that somehow against fire code?”

“It’s a magical burlesque club, Tahlia, fire code and safety laws don’t apply to us when half the staff can teleport up to a hundred feet at a time.” Calcifer glanced at her from over his shoulder before flipping up the secret bar section. Tahlia slid through the opening and waited for him by the door. “Once we get to my office, I’ll give you the key you need to the backroom, or, if in a rush, you can just run up the steps to the stage.”

“Noted.” She spared one last look to Delilah as she was spread on the floor, stretching out her legs into the air. She’s too stretchy, I could twist her into a pretzel. Tahia tore her gaze away from the pixie to the man leading her through the stockroom. Did she bring up Delilah? Did she dare ask ‘hey are you fucking your stage manager’? They both climbed out of the car together and Calcifer seemed too worried about her not to have some tie. 

“Here we go,” Calcifer called from inside his office. Tahlia ducked inside the office. It doesn’t matter, she’s not here to complicate work. She took the keys in Calcifer’s outstretched hands. Do the job, keep the club safe, and keep your scaly mitts off the flirty pixie. Attaching the keys to her ring, she was given a fabric cord with a black gemstone at the bottom. It was engraved with a cloak and dagger. Calcifer put his hands to his waist and exhaled, “That will get you in once the doors are unlocked, and if they are locked your set of keys will get you in. The security system will alert me if you enter before I do, but unless it’s a day off, you won’t beat me. If you lose your gem or it gets broken, let me or Delilah know. She can carve you a new one.”

Don’t. Ask. Tahlia nodded her head and strapped the gem to her throat. It’s none of her business. Though, Delilah was openly flirty with her in front of him. Tahlia shook the thoughts from her skull and reminded herself she had more to worry about. “That won’t be necessary, I don’t let anyone put hands on me.”

Calcifer smirked, “Now that I like to hear. Alright, where would you like to start? Keelie won’t be here for another hour, so you’ve got the whole run of the place. Most of the performers won’t be here till 2 and the bartenders won’t be here till 3. If you need water, the cooler in the storage area is always stocked. Just let me know when you’re heading to lunch and if you’re leaving the facility if you do so.”

He’s…very cautious. She nodded her head, “You got it, boss.”

“And you don’t have to call me boss, Cal or Morningstar are good as well, just not the whole thing. Only Delilah calls me that.” He shrugged before rounding his desk. “Also see me at the end of the night, I want to discuss what you saw and we can work together to up the security.”

Once again, what in the—No! None of her business. She turned on her heel and marched out of the office. Her claws traced the feel of the keys at her side as she pulled out the pocket-sized notebook she bought and began a thorough look through the building. He wanted her to secure the building and keep it that way. That was something Tahlia had been born to do. Find the flaws, the cracks in the buildings, and see where the opening was. Except, now, instead of breaking into the secret vault of the Lich to steal his soulstone, she was looking to fill in those cracks. Find where pressure could be applied and make it impossible. She started in storage. 

And she did her best not to listen to the soft music and groaning coming from the dance floor. 








  
  

Chapter Two:


Delilah





“And so…what’s the story with this one?” Ted, the human bartender, asked as he set up the molds for the gelatin shots. They were cloaks with a dagger holding them up like a coat rack shaped. The club was notorious for everything being themed. They made all the curtains with little hoods and put skulls in them at the top. The tassels had little blunt daggers. Every single glass had a black and red cloak and dagger emblem on it. Nothing went without their mark.  Calcifer was relentless about marketing. 

Delilah cocked a brow at him, holding the large feathered fans behind her head. “That I’m hot and this show is sexy.”

“Oh, so like there’s no hidden meaning behind it?” Ted poured, from a crystal pitcher, a highly potent red gelatin mixture. She’d made the mistake of trying one once. 

“Not all the shows have stories, some are just ‘hey, here’s a bunch of hot people choreographed to music’,” Winston rolled his eyes, lowering his plume of feathers. He leaned into Delilah with a huff, “I swear, there’s nothing behind those eyes but cobwebs and dust mites.”

Delilah snorted, swatting at her dance partner. She bent at the knees and collected her dress from the stage floor. “Everyone, back to one. DJ, rewind the tapes please!” 

Her collected gaggle of dancers recollected their clothing and returned to their base. The sound of zipping and grumbling about stepping on toes filled the air as she zipped her tits back into the corset dress. As she twisted to count them off, she saw a copper snout flash behind the curtains. Her stomach lurched. “Uh, everyone, run through it once without me. You got this, in five, six, seven, eight.” 

Delilah clapped them in tempo as the music faded on. Like the professionals they were, her group snapped into place with their faces ready. She slipped behind the curtain, feathers in tow. Tahlia was crouched, gargoyle style, shifting around steel shelving and looking at the walls pensively. She trotted up to the Dragos, panting lightly, “Hey, what are you doing lurking back here?”

Tahlia glanced up with that cold, uninterested look. Is she always this frosty? She hadn’t been this morning. She rose to her full height. Thankfully, the jazz heels clipped on Delilah’s feet gave her a few inches to even out the difference. Flashing her best smile, feathers on her hips, she tossed her curled hair off her sweaty shoulder. 

“Looking for weaknesses.” Tahlia’s point-blank statement stabbed her deep in the chest. Not even a chuckle like this morning? Come. On. Delilah watched with a mouth hung open as Tahlia turned from her and stalked along the walls. She pressed her massive clawed hands against the walls and pushed. They groaned but didn’t give way. 

“Uh, behind that wall is the makeup room,” Delilah choked on her own tongue. 

“And is there any way to sneak into that room other than the curtain I saw hanging?” Tahlia didn’t even face her as she stepped back from the steel shelving and eyed the other walls. “Calcifer said he demolished a door back here, where was that?”

Delilah mocked her, hands on her hips and goofy yet grumpy face, flapping her lips in unison. Tahlia didn’t catch her and when she did finally turn to see her, Delilah was greeted with a steely expression. Seriously? Not even a smile, not a wink, nothing? She scoffed, “Are you always this pensive?”

“I take security seriously.” Tahlia crossed her arms over her broad chest. It pinched her open-faced button down around her massive shoulders and arms. 

“Yeah, well, it’s fine. We’re fine.” Delilah shook her head, tossing her hands, feathers still attached, out in exasperation. 

“I take it then you don’t agree with Cal about my position?” Tahlia smirked and Delilah scowled. 

“No, that’s not it.” She felt her wings snap open and shut like camera lenses. 

“Look whatever lover’s quarrel you two have over my employment is none of my business, but what is—”

Delilah let out an explosive laugh. What? Tahlia jerked upright, staring at her bewildered. She thinks? Oh no!  Delilah dropped her feathered fans and wrapped her arms around her stomach. “You think—you think he’s my…oh no…ohhhhh nooooo!” 

Tahlia lurched forward as Delilah sank, her strong arms scooping the Pixie by the waist. All her laughter died with a squeak. She was dipped in the warm arms of the Dragos and for the first time in a long time…her heart raced. Tahlia looked genuinely concerned. Delilah blinked, a hand resting against her heart. It took a moment for Tahlia to realize what happened. She immediately straightened, setting Delilah back on her feet, then retreated her hands behind her back. It didn’t diminish the overwhelming smug look on the Pixie’s face. “Alright, my knight in shimmering scales, dip me lower next time, I wanna feel the stretch.”

The look of restraint and flicker of anger that flashed across Tahlia’s face? Priceless. She pinched her snout, jaw tight and clenched. Speaking with a snap of her teeth, Tahlia growled lowly, “If he’s not your lover, then who is he?”

“He’s my dad,” Delilah giggled, clapping her hands once in front of her. 

Tahlia’s face fell as a wash of horror came over her features, “Oh, I apologize I didn’t even consider that.”

She’s adorable. Delilah watched her face fondly. The apologetic with heavy regret playing across Tahlia’s features was charming. Dragos don’t emote well; it's the hard scales and sharp spikes. How nice would that hard snout feel to ride on? Delilah wished she could imagine Tahlia’s face, embarrassed and sex drunk. What a sight to behold. Giving her the reprieve the Dragos had earned, Delilah laughed sweetly.

“It’s okay, I look like my mom anyway. It’s the changeling in him,” she shrugged. “It’s the eyes.”

“They’re very dead and milky and I hate it,” Tahlia confessed with a huff.

Delilah snorted, “Just wait till he finds you in the dark of the club and like does that rogue thing where he sneaks up on you and whispers through the curtains at you, it’s really unsettling.”

“Nightmare fuel,” Tahlia shook her head. “And I’ve fought actual Nightmares on fire.”

Choking on her own spit, Delilah sputtered, “What?”

“Nightmares, some of them, they’re like horses made of bones if the horse was the size of a house, and they’re just flaming.” Tahlia made a pinched, disgusted face as she tried to explain the creature. Delilah’s eyebrows shot up on her forehead. Tahlia shook her head with a sigh, “One of the many reasons I’m glad to be living in King’s Fall.”

“Of course, we’ve got better sights.” Delilah wiggled her eyebrows suggestively. Stepping closer, she made sure to pinch her breasts between her biceps. Tahlia’s gaze stayed glued to her eyes. Impressive. Not even her crew could keep their eyes with hers when the tatas were tata-ing. She dropped the pressure on her corset top and cocked her head to the side. “You think I was upset about you getting hired?”

“You did not seem pleased with him increasing the security measures.” Tahlia stuffed her hands back into her pockets. 

Security measures? The empty ache in her chest returned.

“I think he’s paranoid and ready to lock up the club if one more thing happens but…he can’t stop the bad things from happening. He never could.” Calcifer couldn’t steal the safety back, he couldn’t buy her protection, and that truly infuriated him. Delilah smiled softly up to Tahlia before brushing past her. The music died down and her crew was likely picking up their pieces. She walked up to the farthest wall and pulled a curtain back. The old exit sign was still jammed into the concrete wall. Tahlia furrowed her brows, stepping up to the wall tentatively. She pressed her massive hands to the black paint and shoved. The wall didn’t groan or sway. It was brick and mortar. They filled it in thick. 

Delilah stepped away from the wall, trying to ignore the icky hollow feeling in her chest. The moment had passed. All the flirty feelings left her. She ducked her head and stepped away from Tahlia. There was a show to prepare and get ready. She crouched to pick up her feathers. Fix your face. Her fingers wrapped around the fan handles. As she stood, she jerked to the right at the sudden presence of Tahlia to her left. “Holy dragons above, you move silently.”

“Thank you, high praise from a rogue’s daughter.” Tahlia crossed her arms over her chest again. “It’s nice to finally be able to sneak. Can’t do that in heavy chainmail.”

There it is. That flirty feeling returned but it was genuine this time. Tahlia looked proud. Shoulders back, chest puffed out, hip cocked an inch to the right. It looks good on her. Delilah snorted, “Don’t tempt Cal, he’ll make you put it back on for protection.”

They shared a knowing smirk and warmth flooded her chest. Tahlia’s eyes were glimmering with humor. Her shoulders trembled as she laughed softly, “Noted.”

Delilah swallowed hard over the lump in her throat. Glancing down at her feathers in her hand, she couldn’t tell what washed over her. It was foreign, and it left prickling sensations all over her skin. Her wings fluttered softly behind her. “I should get back to practice, the crew gets rambunctious without me.”

“Of course, thank you for your help, if I have any other questions,” she trailed off, leaving the question unasked and hanging over their heads.

Delilah felt the lump grow ten times its size as she looked up into the sharp features of the Dragos. There was a singular scale along her snout that was more blue than copper. Her hands moved without permission. She booped the scale, giggling at the bewildered look on Tahlia’s face. Delilah winked, “Or if you just want a free show, you know where to find me.” 

She sauntered away from Tahlia, the icky hollow feeling left behind. 








  
  

Chapter Three:


Tahlia





The first night was  something. Tahlia wasn’t sure what she expected. It was a burlesque club and they’d been at this for some time. The crew was stunning. Their costumes were stitched to perfection and functionable. Tahlia caught one of the flashy pairs of sequence panties tossed into the crowd. She’d been doing her rounds when something came flying at her. Of course she caught it! She’s Tahlia Bloodsword! However, when she looked down at the blue fabric in her hands, flipping it in her palm, she realized what they were. Tearaway, convenient. She glanced up to the stage and saw Delilah’s playful smirk aimed at her as she slid into a split. 

Don’t, no, bad Dragos. And yet, Tahlia raised a brow at her and stuffed the fabric into her pocket. Delilah narrowed her eyes. When the music switched, she flipped back to that performance mask she wore. It was flirty and loud and stunning. Tahlia stepped back into the shadows of the room, lingering next to the bar. Shamelessly, she watched the whole performance with ravenous curiosity. 

Delilah Morningstar was dangerous. Her hips were a weapon. Her smile was a lure. Her eyes were soul-stealing gemstones. She worked the room, dancing with nimble feet from one side to the next. In only a wiry piece of fabric that kept her nipples covered and the very minimal of her sex. She took hold of the cane she’d started the number with and slid into a split with it. The crowd erupted in applause and Tahlia couldn’t help clapping with them. It was going to be hard working here when she looked that tasty. 

The performances, one after the next, were an array of delight. From funny and raunchy to sweet and alluring, there were even a few that Tahlia was simply impressed by. She’d been to taverns where drunk adventurers danced on the tables and bar. There was that one hotel in the Badlands where each table had someone gyrating on it. Yet, it was at Cloak&Dagger Burlesque that she grew an appreciation for the performances. 

“Hey boss, mind switching out with me for my lunch?” Keelie spoke into the walkie-talkie, waking Tahlia up. 

She clicked on the mic of her earpiece, “Copy, be right there.” 

Twisting on her boot heel, Tahlia physically restrained herself from punching the man behind the counter who seemingly came out of nowhere. She let out a long, extended breath, put both hands to her hips, and glared at Calcifer Morningstar. He grinned, his milky eyes glowing in the dark. Tahlia inhaled sharply, plumes of smoke rising out of her nostrils. “Sir.”

“I appreciate you not punching me, it would hurt.” He leaned his chin on his palms as he stared up at her with a shit eating grin. “How is it going? Any issues?”

“None, sir, I’m about to go relieve Keelie for her lunch, then I’m going to be doing rounds again.”

“Perfection, I knew you were a grand idea.” He jabbed a finger up into the air. “Keep up the fantastic work and come see me after Keelie’s lunch.”

Tahlia eyed him suspiciously as he whirled on his heel and frolicked behind the bartenders. He disappeared into the inky back of the house. What in the dragon fuck? She caught Ted, the bartender, who shrugged at her and went back to shaking up a drink. Tahlia stared at the spot where her boss turned into smoke before trudging to the front door. No one has snuck up on her like that in 12 years. Dragos have excellent perception and hearing. 

She pushed open the front door and nodded to Keelie. The gray-skinned woman with swirling tattoos and sharp lines running down her muscular body, bowed her head to Tahlia. “I’ll be in the lounge area if you need me with my walkie on.”

“Thanks. Hey, quick question,” Tahlia stuck up a finger. Keelie raised both her hairless brows. “Does everyone stay in the building for their breaks?”

Keelie let out a whistle of a laugh, “Oh yeah, Cal gets sketchy if you leave the building to go to lunch then come back. Basically interrogates you. So, we all just pack a lunch or have it delivered, though delivery is like leaving the building so, best to pack it.”

“Alright, then second question—” Tahlia scowled. Keelie stopped, halfway through the door, watching her boss. Tahlia shook her head with a sigh, “You know what, never mind.”

“You sure?” Keelie chuckled. She handed over the hand stamper and number clicker for keeping track of how many were inside.

“Yeah, it’s best I just don’t know or even better if I don’t ask. Pretty sure I don’t want the answer.” Tahlia stepped aside to let Keelie into the building fully. After her bouncer was gone into the back of the house, Tahlia shut the door behind her. Leaning into the crook of the door, stamp in her pocket, her claw caught on a piece of sequin. She plucked the panties from her pockets and stared at them absentmindedly. 

The boss’s daughter, that could be messier than the boss’s mistress. She clenched the fabric into her scaly palm. Especially a boss as paranoid and protective as Calcifer Morningstar. It was hard not to replay the image of Delilah tossing her hair to the music. Her skin slick with sweat. Glitter shimmered from her cheeks and arms, her wings fluttering behind her. Tahlia stared into those devilishly alluring eyes, knowing Delilah was trouble. But Oathbreakers are known to do bad things. Her stomach lurched as she heard the crackle of magic to her left, ripping her from her thoughts. 

As if she’d summoned her completely by her thoughts, Delilah slithered out of the door without making a sound. When she glanced up, she frowned at Tahlia staring at her directly. “How did you even hear me?”

“Your magic is loud.” Tahlia raised a brow as she twisted to face the pixie. “Shouldn’t you be inside?”

“I came to retrieve my work uniform.” Delilah stepped out into the night air wearing a black, satin robe with the club’s logo on the front right pocket. She extended a palm to Tahlia and cocked her head. “My panties, ma’am.”

Tahlia snorted, raising them above her head where Delilah couldn’t snatch them. “These?”

“Yes those, what are you? Ten? Give them to me.” Delilah wiggled her grabby fingers at Tahlia with a stern look on her face.

Tahlia lowered her arm and instantly tucked them into her pockets before Delilah could snatch them. The pixie gasped, scowling hard. She stomped her foot and jutted her hand out again. “Tahlia Bloodsword, you give me those panties right now.”

“Oh, I’m starting to want you to make me?” Tahlia cocked her head, a wicked smirk growing on her face. Fuck if she doesn’t look delicious like this. Delilah was red in the face, one hand on her waist, the robe falling open. Tahlia raked her eyes down her body, relishing every inch. She was still in her ‘final form’ the last few inches from being naked. Breasts covered by blue, sequin fabric plastered to her skin, a strappy thong that hardly covered an inch of her cunt. Tahlia roamed up her body and settled on her eyes. Delilah wiggled her grabby fingers a second time. Tahlia flashed a toothy grin, “I caught them fair and square.”

A flash of something mischievous came over Delilah. She snapped two perfectly nimble fingers. An adorable black cloud poofed into existence and then there was a pair of black satin panties dangling from her forefinger. “Fine, then at least trade me.”

Tahlia eyed the fabric suspiciously, bewildered and befuddled. She pulled out the blue underwear with knitted brows. “What are those?”

“My real panties!” Delilah snatched the blue ones from Tahlia’s claws and stuffed the black ones into her hands. “You did catch them fair and square, but these are an expensive work outfit. If you wanted my panties, at least hoard the non-company property ones.”

She immediately stepped into the blue underwear and snapped them into place over her thong. With a brilliant, smug smile, she tossed her hair off her shoulder. Delilah winked as she brushed past the Dragos into the doorway. 

“Whoa, hold on one second,” Tahlia snatched her by the bicep. Instant regret seeped into her as Delilah twisted to look up at her. Her face, her alluring eyes, the sweet curl of her lips. Tahlia was going to eat the dragon loving fuck out of this woman. Heart racing and insides clenching, Tahlia raised a challenging brow to the deliciously bratty pixie in her grip. “I’m not hoarding your panties.”

“Not with that attitude you won’t,” Delilah giggled, slipping from her weakened grasp. 

Tahlia let the door click shut behind her and a rumble in her torso told her she was in deep trouble. She hit every fantasy. Delilah Morningstar was exactly Tahlia Bloodsword’s type. Feisty, funny, quick wit, flirty, and delectable. It would be a miracle if the Dragos didn’t end up in her bed by the end of the month. Or sooner. Weak will, and all, or whatever her previous deity called her. She’s an Oathbreaker after all…breaking rules was her calling card. And Tahlia was about to break her rule about not fucking coworkers. 

She sank back against the door, stuffing the fabric into her pants pocket. Her gaze lingered on the people of King’s Fall bustling from building to building. People made the air warm with their conversations and laughter. Tahlia pulled out the stamp from her pocket and twirled it between her fingers. Click, click, it tapped between her scaly fingers. The wooden handle repeated the sound over and over, click, click, click. 

In a flash, she wasn’t in King’s Fall. She was in the Badlands, outside a massive estate, staring at the dusty grounds. Staff were bustling back and forth. Everyone avoided her gaze as she tapped her claws against the handle of her sword. Click, click, click. 

“Tahlia, please, relax, everything’s going to be fine,” Jeros, the parties sorcerer, smiled up at her from the other side of the door. “It’s a simple escort mission. The guild’s just paying us a lot because it’s an important person.”

But there were so many things wrong with the plan. Click, click, click. She didn’t like it. Click, click, click. She stared daggers at Jeros, understanding that it wasn’t going to be fine. Click, click, click. She wrapped her hard fingers around her blade to stop the sound. 

“Traitor…Oathbreaker…Fool of a Paladin.” The hushed whisper of her deity returned as Tahlia blinked away the memory. 

Oathbreakers are rule breakers. She scowled as she put the stamp into her other pocket, away from the satin fabric. Arms crossed, she waited for her bouncer to return so she could prowl the building again. 
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