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Iris never grew tired of mating with
Lord Koros. His power and majesty was undeniable, and he could mate
many times in a day, keeping Iris well satisfied. Her son Karos was
growing well, and a second son was now growing in her womb. Her
worship of him was apparently returned in that he never left her
wanting for anything. That he was a dragon and she a woman seemed
as normal to her now just two short years since her first mating as
any other thing she could imagine.

“Iris, come” she heard him
say from outside the small hut that he had constructed for her
comfort. For her own sake she would have just slept with him, but
the baby had required some other form of shelter.

“Yes my lord” she said,
hoping that he had come to mate with her again.

As she stepped outside she was shocked
to see two terrified young women cringing before her king. “My
lord, what is this?”

“If you can convince them of
the wonder of it all, they could become the mothers of the wizards
who support Karos in his bid to take over the land of Koros” he
said.

As frightened as these women were, Iris
felt a pang of jealousy, though she knew this would likely happen
sooner or later. The dragons who took human women as lovers often
had more than one. “My lord, are you sure these are the ones? They
don’t seem much like the mothers of great wizards” she
said.

“Do you doubt me?” he asked,
an edge of irritation in his voice. It was clear to her that he
understood her reluctance all to well. “Don’t think for a second
that your position as my queen will ever change. Consider these my
concubines if you will.”

“No my lord, I will do your
will” she said, resolved to please him.

“Very good” he said,
bunching himself to launch. “I will return this evening to pleasure
you, and show them what could be their own pleasure if they choose
the path I offer.”

“Yes my lord!” Iris shouted
up at his rapidly shrinking form.

Looking at the two women, she realized
they were just come of age, but each was fit and might have been
Queen’s Guard were it not for the simple sack dresses each wore.
That’s when it dawned upon her. Koros had literally saved these
women from the “giving”, the mass rape of would-be Queen’s Guard
that failed to achieve a position. They had often spoke of this,
and many other things concerning the culture in which she had been
raised, and she had come to realize how wrong that culture was, and
how it needed to change. She was growing more and more certain that
waiting until Karos and his brothers came of age to begin changing
the culture was unacceptable.

“You may not be certain yet,
but you appear to have gotten about as lucky as two girls can get”
she said to the wild eyed ladies. “Come, let me feed you, and you
can meet my son.” Without looking back she turned and walked into
the house leaving the door open.

Inside Karos was doing something that
always amazed Iris, but she had gotten used to it. He was playing
with the books his father had provided him, by levitating them and
making them move in bizarre geometric patterns all around him where
he sat in the floor. The gasp behind her told her the two women had
followed her, whether to hear what she had to say, or to be out
from beneath the sky which could suddenly materialize a
dragon.

“It’s ok, I’m told wizards
are like that” Iris said, not bothering to look back. “It will all
make sense when Lord Koros shows you the true history of our
world.”

“What do you mean?” one of
the women asked.

Iris turned to them now, and smiled.
“What we have been taught is utterly false. Dragons were not a
scourge, they were our gods, and we worshipped them. Their
offspring with human women were wizards, like young Karos there.
They became jealous, and created the system we have now, then died
out as they didn’t live forever like the dragons, which is what
caused the rift.”

“That sounds insane” the
darker skinned woman said.

Iris smirked. “Yes, and the more so
because it is true. Lord Koros will offer to prove it to you if you
will accept his offer. If not, you will be returned where you came
from.”

This caused the young woman to blanch.
It was clear that she understood well what would have happened had
the dragon not appeared. I was hard to grasp that his appearance
was not worse, but in the hours since her “capture” she had not
been harmed, but had she not been, she most assuredly would have
been host to the seed of several dozen warriors.

“Forgive me, I do not
understand. I do not know how it is that you have not been eaten”
the woman said. “My name is Jarka, and this is Suez” she
added.

Iris laughed gently. “Welcome to my
home Jarka, and you Suez” she said. “You will find that your fear
is folly, but come, let us eat and we can discuss these things over
a nice meal, and then we can go for a bath in the hot
spring.”

Throughout the day as they talked on
and on, it became clear to Iris that the women were to terrified to
accept that her proposal was not some form of insanity. Finally,
she said “Will you at least have the courage to stand with me when
he appears? Let me show you that no harm will come to
you?”

Finally, where reason had failed, a
challenge of honor served the purpose. These women had trained
their whole lives as warriors, and crazy or not they would not back
down and dishonor themselves. After a long look at each other Suez
turned to Iris. “We will stand with you” she said.

It was not very long until Iris heard
the distinctive sound of Koros’ approach. “It is time” Iris said,
and ignoring her robe, stepped from the hot spring to greet him in
all her naked glory. She hoped the other two would follow suit, but
it hardly mattered either way. “Lord Koros” she greeted as he
settled in just a meter or so from her. Extending his long neck he
allowed her to embrace him just behind the head.

“What of our guests?” Koros
said without pause.

 

Iris released him, turning to face the
women. “They are hesitant to abandon what they have been taught
since the day of their birth. It is a human failing sire” she
said.

Koros looked them over carefully. They
had followed her as naked as she was, so he had his first look at
them disrobed. “They are, I suppose, of the best breeding stock, so
perhaps we will have to show them the truth of things” he replied.
Locking eyes with first one of them and then the other, Koros put
his mind into the two young women. Iris saw their bodies tense and
then relax and remembered all the times she had enjoyed this method
of teaching. In a matter of minutes the history of the world could
be etched into memories that would never fade.

When it was over the two, somewhat
shaken took a knee and bowed their heads. “Lord, forgive us” they
pleaded in union.

“Come to me” he said,
quietly. Iris knew that he meant more than merely approach, but
they quickly stepped forward, almost right up to his big
snout.

He looked back at Iris who nodded, and
stepped between them so that all three were directly before him.
The warm welcome of his breath enveloped them in a cloud of mist
and the temperature on the mountain grew several degrees. Even
after all this time, the breath of the great dragon was an
irresistible pull, and she felt strongly compelled to steal the
young ladies’ moment by slipping under him, and taking him, but she
knew he would
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