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Birth of the
Dragonborn

 


F’narth looked at his human companion,
trying hard to keep the loathing from his eloquent visage. Humans
were evolving, slowly, but what Trin had just suggested was
impossible. “Trin, you can’t be serious!” he said aloud in her
mind.

“But master, your kind are
so few….and we know from history that the race of dragons was born
of humans!” Trin replied.

F’narth knew the history well, but he
wasn’t sure it was true…he could imagine his kind being born of
humans, despite his attraction to the young woman who served him. A
new dragon had not been born in more than five centuries, and the
origins had been erased by Trin’s own kind. “We don’t know that
with certainty child. I’ve walked this earth for centuries, and
this one bit of lore we seem to have stumbled on may not be true at
all” he said. Dragons that he had known were few, being very
solitary, and not prone to share with one another what each learned
in their very long lives.

As dragons went, F’narth was young, not
more than eight centuries old, and but he knew the ancient puzzle.
Not one female dragon had ever been seen in all the histories of
the world, yet, for millennia dragons were born of something, and
this book suggested that they were born of a woman. It made little
sense considering that what he had been taught by his mentor was
that humans were disgusting filthy things that a dragon was better
without.

Trin had come to him as a youngling. He
had caught her asleep in his lair, laying beside a mound of his
horde, and had nearly roasted her on the spot, thinking she was
there to rob him. At the time she had been a half-starved wraith of
a girl, and when she had awoken, more interested in the towering
creature before her than his gold and jewels, he had wondered at
her nature. Looking back, perhaps it was more than curiosity and a
chance to study a human in person, but he could never have
predicted that he would come to feel affectionate for the smelly
thing.

Trin was always capricious and having
grown fit and better fed than most of her species due to the
prowess of her dragon mentor. She’d long since become a woman and
the desires of that condition had grown alongside her. With only
F’narth as a companion, she had not had an outlet, or so she’d
thought, until they found the ancient horde in this mountaintop
lair. The book she had found there was authored by a dragon so old
that he had expired of old age it seemed. When she came upon the
passages about the origin of dragon-kind she had felt a sudden pang
of realization and with it came a hunger for her mentor unlike
anything she had known before.

That had been a fortnight ago, and
still, he just shook his head when she brought it up. They had ever
shared their every thought, the psychic link they shared made it
pointless to hide anything anyway. Sometimes he made her speak,
noting that if they ever needed to communicate with her kind, it
would be best if she remembered how, but usually, they could
communicate with absolutely clarity.

It was most unsettling for her, as he
seemed to be shielding his actual thoughts on the matter, merely
stating that they didn’t know if it were even possible. She
couldn’t help but wonder if he were hiding something, and that
upset her, as it had never happened in the years they had traveled
together. “Milord, what would be the harm in trying?” she said,
finally ready to broach the subject again.

F’narth looked at her, his pallid eyes
revealing nothing of what was behind them. “I’ve no memory of my
mother, nor has any dragon I’ve ever heard of. If what you believe
is true, who are their no mothers to remember?” he asked
calmly.

Trin hadn’t really considered that he
had no such memory. It was disconcerting. “Why do you suppose that
is?” she asked, musing to herself as much as him.

“I do not know” he
answered, his own curiosity piqued. “Perhaps we will discover it
when we visit the lairs known to this dragon.”

This brightened Trin’s state of mind.
“We are going?” she asked, her excitement rising.

F’narth chuckled. “This very night if
you are rested” he said, turning to allow her to mount, already
sensing her answer. As they launched into the coming darkness, he
set out for the closest of the lairs that they had found among the
ancient one’s records. He could feel her warm body pressed against
his back, her firm grip on him as she held on with one arm and one
leg hooked in the spines along his back ridge, and wondered how
long he could resist the urge to mate her. He had to find out what
fate that would bring to her, before allowing the lust that burned
within to consume them.

It was nearing morning when they
landed. Something was amiss, but F’narth followed the ancient
custom, announcing their presence politely, and awaiting a
response. Sometimes it could take days, but to his utter shock, the
old one who lived here sent a response in moments. Keeping Trin on
his back, F’narth ducked into the cavern to be greeted by one of
the oldest dragons he had ever met.

“Greetings to you and your
consort. I am K’jar the Blue” the old one said into F’narth’s
mind.

“Greetings to you lord. I’m
F’narth the Brown, and this is Trin” he said, as Trin slid from his
back bowing before the elderly dragon.

“I’m well aware of who you
are my son” K’jar replied.

The familiarity with which K’jar
addressed him was unusual, and it put F’narth on edge. “You know of
me?” he asked, wondering at the breach of protocol.

The peel of laughter that followed was
utterly out of character for a first meeting. “I sired you, I
should say I know you well!” K’jar replied.

It was unthinkable! K’jar had only ever
spoken to one dragon other than his mentor, and that had been
hundreds of years. To the best of his knowledge, no dragon knew his
father any more than his mother. “How is this?” he asked. For a
dragon to lie was unthinkable, but this didn’t fit with what he
understood of his own kind.

K’jar shook his great head. “I have
much to tell you son, and I’m glad you survived, but I assume sense
you are here, that R’gar the Ancient has past finally, and our kind
can pick up the pieces” he said.

For the next hours he listened in
growing surprise, as he learned of R’gar the Golden, and his reign
of terror. It had begun with the bond of dragons, a psychic link
between all dragons and their progeny. R’gar was the eldest dragon
living and had worked hard to assure that only his progeny
survived. He had slipped over the edge into insanity through the
ages, and hunted all other dragons who dared to sire their own
children, destroying them, taking their mates and molesting them
before hurling from his mountain lair, and most heinous of all,
taking their offspring and fostering them. First, he took them all
on himself, then fostering them to others he had fostered, in his
madness leaving them devoid of their heritage and taught to believe
a great falsehood.

“How is it you came to know
of all this if he covered up the history so well” F’narth asked as
the tale came to a close.

“Because I’m the last not
of his line” K’jar replied. “He tried to kill me on more than one
occasion but was never quite the warrior he fancied himself. Alas,
he did get to you and your mother before I could save either of
you, and though I hunted him he was the elder and could shield his
mind from me, even as I could never quite keep him from knowing the
details of my own mind.”

F’narth knew this was the truth of
their kind and was relieved as K’jar opened his own mind to his
son, allowing him to see the truth of his story. When it was over,
F’narth was stunned. “What do I do now?” he asked, uncertain. K’jar
was not long for this world, his own body warn down by dozens of
centuries and the battles he had fought to bring justice to his own
species.

“Take this lovely nymph and
give her what she wants and more. Find more, spread our kind across
the mountain tops of the world again, but first, her. She desires
you and is strong enough to be the queen of our kind!” K’jar said
with a chuckle. “Perhaps if you hurry, I will meet my
grandkids.”

They left soon after, he and Trin. She
asked where they were going and why the rush, but he would not
answer her, not until they were back in their home, among the
heated pools which he had chosen as the perfect lair. By the time
they landed, Trin was asleep, and F’narth gently pulled her down
and carried her to one of the warm pools. K’jar had shown him
everything he needed to know, and as he lay her at the edge of the
pool he slowly sank into the warm water.

Trin was barely conscious, and the warm
water lapping about her feet was pleasant reminding her that she
was home and safe. She’d barely slept for days and now in the
comfort of their cavern she was almost too tired to keep her eyes
open, so she didn’t try. She knew she was safe, and that F’narth
would protect her. She wanted to understand his unusual behavior
but knew he would tell her in time.

When his long probing tongue delved
between her legs, it woke Trin up suddenly. She almost bolted
upright in surprise, but it felt so good she didn’t want it to ever
stop. As the long pointed tongue probed between the folds of her
sex, he flooded her mind with images, given him my K’jar, and
Trin’s head rolled back overwhelmed by the flood of his urges and
the information he was imparting all as one seething mass. She
might have passed out in earnest, but even as her mind reeled, her
body reacted to the suppressed needs that her mind had worked so
diligently to control.

“Oh yes!” she moaned aloud
as her mind gave him permission for everything, all his longings.
Her body his to control as his tongue probed deeper. He could feel
the pleasure in her own mind, and it gave him knowledge of exactly
what to do to please her most.

F’narth knew that while their bodies
were compatible, it would not be easy the first time, and worked
hard to prepare her, knowing that she would accept the discomfort
anyway. He wanted her to feel as much pleasure as was
possible.

Trin was swept away in her ecstasy her
body convulsing with pleasures she had never experienced. She was
no longer in control of herself when she rolled over, sliding into
the pool and presenting herself to him. “Take me my lord” she
begged, her need for him overwhelming. She had seen his bifurcated
penis in the images he projected and knew that she would be
skewered and held fast until his white-hot seed filled
her.

F’narth could wait not longer, his need
affecting even his steadfast mental control. Better to have her
now, while there was still some hope that he could stop himself if
she discovered it was just too much. Grasping her nubile hips with
his powerful foreclaws. He pressed his pelvic girdle tight to her
own, instinctively aligning his cloaca perfectly with the pulsing
orifices he meant to so crudely fill.

“Yes!” Trin wailed. “Have
me my lord!”

With that plaintiff cry his cock sprang
forth, thrusting deep into her cunt and ass at the same time,
filling her with prongs as thick as her wrist, that felt like a
punch in the gut as they penetrated her more deeply than she could
have imagined. The pain was like liquid fire filling her, and out
of reflex she tried to lunge away, but the edge of the pool held
her fast, and F’narth was beyond himself, lost in his pleasure and
her pain.

Trin had not the strength to struggle,
and in reaction her body just went limp. The inferno of sensation
that F’narth was experiencing swept over her, through her. On and
on he rutted within her until his pleasure and her pain
intermingled into one sensation that left her feeling almost as if
she had no mind of her own.

F’narth’s lust built and built until
finally, with a grunt, he felt his body convulse, and hot jets of
dragon seed burst from his cock, filling her body with his essence.
Some moments later, as his lusts cooled, he realized he could not
feel her in
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