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Heart of the Dragon

 


“The town appreciates your sacrifice,
Sebastian,” said the mayor, puffing through his mustache. The steep
climb to the cave had left him winded; no surprise since his normal
exercise consisted of nothing more strenuous than patting himself
on the back.

“Yes,” the alderman added quickly. He was
tall and thin to the mayor’s short plumpness. “It won’t be
forgotten. We’ll put up a plaque. Maybe not in the town square, but
somewhere nice.”

“Very nice,” the mayor added, nodding
rapidly. “Well, then. We should probably leave. Before, er, you
know.”

Sebastian leaned against the heavy wooden
post at his back; the manacles around his wrists clanked loudly.
“Before the dragon comes, you mean.”

The mayor and alderman both blanched, as if
the word alone would be enough to summon the beast. Glancing
fearfully at the sky, they scurried back down the steep, winding
path leading away from the old mine on the hill. The mine which was
now the lair of a dragon.

Once they were gone, Sebastian pulled harder
on his manacles. Perhaps the blacksmith had overestimated the width
of his slender hands? The rough edges scraped his skin, but stayed
stubbornly fixed around his wrists.

Damn it.

With a frustrated sob, Sebastian slumped back
against the post. Knight Protector Conner would never have let this
happen. Handsome Conner, with his wavy brown hair and broad
shoulders, featuring prominently in most of Sebastian’s dreams of
late, would have insisted on finding some other way. But he’d been
off on his yearly visit to the king’s court, and no one knew when
he’d return.

Maybe it was just as well. Conner would
probably have tried to fight the dragon. Which was what knights
did, of course, in all the old stories. In reality, they mainly
kept the peace in sleepy little villages, which hardly seemed
adequate preparation for dragon-slaying.

No, it was better this way. Better Sebastian
die than Conner.

The wind on his face brought his attention
back to his current circumstances. Was that a black speck on the
horizon?

Just a bird, no doubt. A crow or something.
An eagle. A condor?

As the dot grew larger and larger, it became
impossible to lie to himself any more. The dragon returned with the
setting of the sun.

It circled once, as if the sight of Sebastian
chained in front of its lair gave it pause. Even terrified as he
was, Sebastian couldn’t help but admire the creature. It was huge,
big enough to pick up an entire ox and carry it away. Its scales
were every shade of purple, from lavender to plum, gleaming and
beautiful. Ivory horns crowned its proud head, and the sunlight
through its membranous wings cast lilac shadows on the ground.

He would have admired it more if it hadn’t
been about to eat him.

With a neat twist of its wings, the dragon
landed a short distance away. This was it. The end. Sebastian
forced his back straight and stared at the creature with defiance,
even though what he really wanted to do was cry and beg it not to
devour him.

The dragon cocked its head to one side.
Gorgeous purple eyes regarded him with what seemed almost a curious
expression. Tucking its wings into its sides, it drew closer. The
massive head stretched out, and its nostrils flared. So close, he
could feel its heat, as if the creature carried a furnace in its
belly.

Was it going to roast him first?

“What in the name of the first egg is this
all about?” the dragon asked.

* * *

Sebastian blinked. The dragon was…talking to
him?

Maybe he’d fainted. Maybe this was a
hallucination. But the dragon’s heat and the scent of cedar and
burning sage rising from its scales certainly seemed real. Not to
mention the heavy manacles on his wrists.

“I’m your virgin,” Sebastian said by way of
explanation.

“My what?”

“Virgin sacrifice.” Sebastian wetted his lips
nervously. “So you won’t attack the town, or eat all the cattle,
or…anyone else.”

The dragon snorted. It settled down, belly
against the ground, its forepaws folded neatly under its chin. “I
see. So, in return for not harming your town, I get to…what
exactly? Devour you?”

“Well…yes.”

“One lean young man, in exchange for herds of
fat cattle? That doesn’t seem like much of a trade. Even if I did
eat people, which, just to clarify, I don’t.”

“You don’t?” Sebastian sagged against his
manacles in relief. “Oh, thank the gods! Then you won’t harm the
town?”

The dragon’s tail twitched. “Well, that
depends. Did you volunteer for this?”

Heat crept up Sebastian’s face. Now that he
wasn’t afraid of being eaten at any moment, he wished he had a
heroic backstory to give the dragon. “Um, no. There’s a bit of a
virgin shortage, you see.”

“I’m sure there is,” the dragon said dryly.
“So let me get this straight. They dressed you up—the silk shirt is
very nice, by the way, quite fetching—dragged you here, and chained
you to this post. Which they planted in my doorway, thank
you very much—with the expectation I would eat you. And this is
supposed to make me less upset? Is logic a foreign concept
to you people?”

Sebastian felt he should stand up for his
hometown, but he couldn’t really think of a compelling reason at
the moment.

The dragon sighed, and a few curls of smoke
gusted out of its nostrils and trailed over Sebastian. The warmth
felt good; with the setting sun, it was getting rather cold on the
cliff. His nipples poked the thin silk of his shirt, and he started
to shiver.

The dragon noticed. “It’s going to be dark
soon. Let’s get you free, shall we?”

It rose to its feet, tail lashing. Violet
light suddenly swirled around it, like ephemeral fire. To
Sebastian’s shock, the dragon began to change. It grew smaller and
smaller, its wings and tail absorbed into its body while the muzzle
shortened and horns vanished. The lovely scales gave way to golden
skin some shades darker than his own. Sebastian watched as the
dragon’s eyes took on an almond shape, but their color remained the
same. Except now they were set in the face of a very handsome
man.

He stood taller than average, with a chiseled
jaw, full lips, and a cascade of thick, black hair which tumbled to
his shoulders. As for the rest of him…well, Sebastian could see
quite clearly, since he was completely naked. Sebastian was most
impressed with the broad chest and narrow hips, and lean, firm
muscles rippling with every movement. A magnificent cock, perfectly
suited to the rest of him, nestled between his thighs.

If this was a hallucination, Sebastian didn’t
want it to end. His rod hardened, pressing against his tight
breeches, and his nipples ached from something other than the
cold.

The dragon smiled, his purple eyes fixed on
the bulge in Sebastian’s trousers. “My name is Kai,” he said,
sauntering closer. The muscles in his thighs flexed, and his big
cock twitched and swelled as he drew near.

He pressed his body against Sebastian’s.
Kai’s skin felt hot as the dragon’s breath. Sebastian let out a
little whimper and his hips instinctively pushed forward, aching to
grind his erection against Kai’s thigh.

Kai reached around and grasped the manacles.
There came a flash of heat, and the iron cuffs fell free.

The dragon stepped back, watching with lidded
eyes while Sebastian rubbed his aching wrists. “Th-thank you,”
Sebastian said, trying not to stare at Kai’s naked body. “I’m
Sebastian.”

“A pleasure, Sebastian,” Kai said, shaping
his name as if he were savoring its flavor.

Sebastian glanced at the trail leading back
to town, which he could barely see now twilight had deepened. What
would the mayor and alderman say when he showed up alive? “I’ll
probably break my neck in the dark, before I can even get back,” he
muttered.

The dragon heard, and a heated smile slid
over his full lips. “Well, then. You’ll just have to spend the
night with me.”

* * *

Kai led the way to the cave, giving Sebastian
a wonderful view of his naked ass, the flex of muscle hypnotic. The
ground in front of the old mine was rough, and Sebastian tripped
over the broken rock. A moment later, Kai’s large, strong hand
closed around his upper arm, steadying him. “Let me assist
you.”

“Oh, um, thank you,” Sebastian said. His cock
had started to soften, but the touch of the dragon’s hand made him
hard again. What would those long, hot fingers feel like on his
skin? His nipples? In his ass?

He shouldn’t be thinking like this. The
dragon hadn’t turned out to be what he’d expected—obviously, since
he hadn’t been devoured—but just because Kai could shift into a man
didn’t mean he wanted to have anything to do with Sebastian. No
more than Knight Protector Conner had, the afternoon Sebastian
accidentally-on-purpose caught him bathing in the stream outside
town.

Sebastian had stripped down and joined him in
the cool water…at which point Conner turned bright red, snatched up
his clothes, and fled. Leaving Sebastian with plenty of material
for his fantasies from the glimpses he’d caught, but otherwise
frustrated. And still a virgin, which led to his current
predicament.

They paused at the entrance to the mine, and
Kai removed a torch from the rough-cut timber shoring. He took a
deep breath—then loosed a thin stream of fire from his mouth. The
torch burst into flame.

“Here we are. Better?” he said. The
flickering light burnished his golden skin and cast highlights
across every plane of muscle. Trying not to drool, Sebastian looked
at the mine instead.

There wasn’t much to see except rough stone
walls and an uneven floor. “Aren’t dragons supposed to hoard
treasure?” he asked, then winced. “Um, sorry, I didn’t mean to be
impolite.”

Kai chuckled, the sound sending a delicious
tingle across Sebastian’s skin. “Some do. But I am a bit of a
wanderer. The only thing I take from one place to the next is
knowledge…so far.”

“I see,” Sebastian said. It spoke well of the
dragon, he supposed, although at the moment a pile of gold coins to
burrow into might at least keep him warm.

It would be a cold, damp night all right…but
he was alive to see it. “I’d rather sleep here with a boulder for a
pillow than go back to town.”

Kai chuckled again. “I don’t blame you. But
don’t get too set on having a boulder pillow just yet.”

He led the way deeper into the mine.
Sebastian followed, trying to concentrate on his footing instead of
ogling the dragon’s ass and failing miserably.

A rock fall blocked the path only a short
distance into the mine. “Did the roof collapse?” he asked, eyeing
the tunnel ceiling. Having avoided being eaten by a dragon, he
wasn’t keen on getting crushed by a rock fall instead.

“Not at all.” Kai handed him the torch, then
walked to the tumbled rocks. “Although it’s meant to look that way
to the untrained eye.”

The dragon placed his hand on a particularly
large boulder. As Sebastian watched in wonder, a violet glow spread
from Kai’s hand, tracing whorls and loops across the stone, until
it formed the outline of a door. A bright flash, and the stone door
sank inward and slid out of the way.

“Welcome to my lair,” Kai said with an
alluring smile.

His heart beating rapidly, Sebastian followed
the dragon uncertainly inside. The stone walls here seemed smoother
and more finished than elsewhere in the mine—from the use of magic,
perhaps? A huge fireplace, currently burned down to glowing coals,
warmed the space and made it cozy. Thick carpets covered much of
the floor, and Sebastian saw a long oak table and chairs off to one
side. A bookcase stood against one of the curving walls, filled
with leather-bound tomes. On the other side of the room he noticed
a very large bed, covered in thick furs and plump pillows.

Sebastian stared around in amazement.
“It’s…not what I expected.”

“You like it, then?” Oddly, the dragon seemed
to want his approval.

“It’s quite nice, in a rustic sort of
way.”

“There’s a bathing room as well, with a pool
and a natural hot spring. You may use it, if you wish. Or perhaps
you…hunger?”

Sebastian swallowed against a tightness in
his throat. He walked to the fireplace and stared into it. “Why do
you need a hearth? That is, you’re a dragon. Surely you don’t get
cold.”

Kai’s laughter was a deep rumble just behind
him. “Not as you do, perhaps. But I love the heat. And I hoped I
might eventually have someone here who did need it.”

“Oh,” he squeaked. “You did?”

The dragon’s hands settled to his shoulders,
long fingers hot through the thin silken shirt. Something else long
and hot pressed against his back. “So
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