(Session 1.  20 minute timer) 
Writing.  My way home is through the tunnel of whatever.  Through the mountain I go through this tunnel with no name.  It was a mine at one point, dug by the kobolds or some other long-lost race.  Back when magic ruled and tech was basically a stone axe.  I walk through the tunnel.  There's a mine cart, rusted and old, but with a faint hint of magic left on it.  I climb in and pull the lever to release the brake.  For a moment, it does nothing.  Then the wheels squeal as they struggle to turn.  The cart lurches and starts to roll.  Slowly, at first.  I ride along at a speed less than a walk.  The wheels screeching and wailing.  Soon the noise starts to lessen and the speed picks up.  First to a walking speed, then to a trot.  Not fast, but moving in a direction along the tracks.  Easier than walking so I can lean back and enjoy the ride.  I have a flashlight that I shine ahead of me.  It lights the way.  If any barrier or collapse in the mine had occurred, I'll jump out before hitting it.  "I wonder how far it is to the other side?"  I muse to myself aloud.  "Pretty far," the cart suddenly pipes up.  I'm a bit surprised.  "A talking cart?"  The cart chuckles.  "Of course, how else could I follow orders if I couldn't communicate?"  I suppose that makes sense.  How long had the cart been down here?  I ask it.  "Oh, I don't know.  A long, long time.  My joints are pretty rusty."  The cart says.  "But moving is helping me feel better.  I haven't had a job to do in forever."  I figure it must be lonely down here.  "I'm glad you're still willing to work,"  I say.  "Working gives me purpose," the cart replies.  "I was getting rather tired of sitting around and being lazy.  It was okay for a while, but it gets pretty dull."  We continue on, deeper and deeper.  "What is your name?"  I ask the cart.  "I don't have a name, I'm just a cart," it replies.  "I'll call you Cardi," I offer.  "Sounds good to me," Cardi replies.  We get to a spot where the cave ends into a wide cavern, and in it there's a sleeping dragon.  "I hope my squeaky wheels don't wake her," Cardi says.  "Me too!" I reply with a hushed voice.  "I didn't know there still were dragons!"  I eye the giant lizard warily as we pass.  It doesn't move, but unfortunately its long tail is across the track, so Cardi is forced to stop.  "Do you think it'll move?"  I ask.  Cardi shudders as he comes to a stop.  "I don't know.  They sleep for a very long time.  She might not even twitch for a hundred years."  I get out of the cart.  I suppose I could step over the tail and continue on my own, but I rather liked riding so far.  So I try to move the tail.  It's as heavy as a tree trunk and as solid as iron.  I managed to slide it a bit along the track, but not much.  I try prying with a long pole I find, moving it bit by bit. I'm so caught up in the task I don't notice that the dragon's breathing has changed.  There is a grumble and the tail flicks.  The dragon's head lifts up and the long neck snakes around to glare at me.  "Oops, sorry!"  I say.  "I wasn't trying to wake you up, ma'am!"   

(Session 2.  I sorta ignored the timer when it went off and kept going)
The dragon's snout pushes close to me and there is a snort through her nostrils.  It blows back my hair.  "Did you touch my tail, mortal?"  The dragon's booming voice asks.  I stammer and sputter.  "I'm sorry, ma'am, I was just trying to move it!"  She glares at me with eyes of sparkling silver.  "So I'm in your way?"  She hisses.  Again, I'm rather flustered.  "No, I just---"  She huffs again in my face, her breath hot and acidic.  "Do you know what it is to touch a dragon's tail?" she asks.  "Do you know what you've done?"  "I assure you, ma'am, I do not!"  Her tail flicks in irritation.  "A dragon's tail is sensitive and it is an erotic gesture to touch it!"  she says as she stretches wearily.  "Look, what you've done to me while I sleep!"  She rolls to her side and exposes her belly to me with her legs spread.  The scales of her underside are a shimmering glean of polished brass.  And down at the base of her tail is a slit.  A wet slit all puffed and glistening.  The purple bean is poking from the top corner.  A clit nearly the size of my head.  "Now I'm all bothered!" she complained.  "What am I to do?  My claws are too sharp to touch myself down there and my tongue too rough!"  She eyes me with a sinister narrowing of eyes.  "But you are soft, aren't you?"  She says.  I stand quite surprised at this.  "Do you want me to..?"  Her wings beat the air with a single flap that sends a gust through the cavern.  "Do not make me speak it!" she roars.  "Just do it!"  I expect that wasn't a request I could turn down, so I approach her.  Her tail slides across the ground and boxes me in close to her groin, assuring I cannot escape.  I suppose, I don't have much choice.  I don't have much experience here, and certainly none with a dragon.  I reach forward and touch the swollen lips of her cloaca.  She sighed out a rough growl and lounges, her head resting on the ground to watch.  I rub her around the slit.  It's soft and warm.  Unlike her iron tail, it's lush and pliable.  I run my palms over it and clear fluid gushes, spilling at my feet.  I slather the fluid on my hands and start to massage.  "Do be firm!" she mutters.  Okay, slow and steady isn't the way.  I pry the lips open and run my slick hands over her clit, her legs twitch in response.  Her tail moves in, pushing against my backside and shoving me face-first into her wet gash.  I guess I'm in too deep to back out.  I lick the gigantic bean, it taste like copper and the scent is something like warm swamp water mixed with honey.  I push my hand into the slit, finding the entrance.  I shove my arm in all the way to the shoulder, arching up to where I suppose a g-spot should be.  Her tail pushing me eagerly signals I've done something right.  I pull out and shove in again with my fist closed.  My other hand stroking the huge clit next to my head.  I start fist-fucking, punching up into the g-spot with each thrust.  She sighs and her legs threaten to clamp down on me, smashing me like a walnut in a vice, but she remembers how fragile I am and holds back.  I continue, feeling her muscles contract firmly around my arm, sometimes so tightly that I get stuck even with all the lubrication soaking my shirt.  While I'm doing it I wonder how long does it take for a dragon to get off?  They sleep for centuries, so do they fuck for years?  I might be old and grey by the time she's satisfied.  But there's nothing to be done about that now, I'm in for the long haul.  I continue fucking her with my fist.  Her body writhes and her wings expand.  She huffs and blows out a plume of smoke.  This all seems like I'm getting somewhere.  I continue.  I can step it up.  I open my hand and instead of punching into her, I trace fingers through her vaginal wall.  "Ooh..." she moans.  "I may keep you here forever!"  Well, that's either good or bad.  I suppose if I don't want to die, I need to make her happy.  The heat inside her is intense, and it was growing.  I suppose dragon's body heat lowers when they sleep, and she's starting to come around completely.  She rolls onto her back, and with my arm stuck in her, I get dragged with her.  I find myself straddling her tail.  I suppose this is more comfortable.  I switch arms to give one of them a break.  I'm shoved into her so far my cheek is smashed against the clit.  It throbs so hard I can hear it.  Like a beating drum.  I rub my face into it, licking and bunting like a cat.  My cock is so fucking hard right now!  But I can't bang her.  She wouldn't even notice my cock.  Not that I'm small down there, but compared to her...   Maybe she'll let me blow my load on her when she's satisfied?  I donno.  I keep thrusting and pushing in while pleasuring her clit.  I push the hood back, exposing it fully.  Her hips rise and she grasps both her feet with her claws, and I nearly fall right into her.  I switch my position and get off her tail and lay across her mons.  I take a moment to throw off my shirt before shoving my arm in while rubbing the clit.  She's squirming now.  Her breath is heavy and smoke blows from her maw.  Her wings curl up like a canopy over us.  Her tail lashes so much that Cardi decides to back way off for his own protection.  I have to be getting close now.  I get to my knees and lean into her, pushing my arm in as deeply as possible.  Her insides are a quivering wreck, flexing and suckling my arm.  So shockingly soft and hot inside of her!  I bend my elbow and shove in, pressing into the wall where her spot is.  She makes a rather undragonlike mewing noise before a gush of fluids slams me square in the face.  Her body twitches with severe convulsions, nearly bucking me off, but I hang on, shoving my arm in a few more times for good measure.  She suddenly grabs me in her claws, yanking me away just before her thighs crush closed.  I find myself clutched to the bosom of an orgasmic dragon.  She gasped and squirmed as she rode out my mighty efforts.   
