
        
            
                
            
        

    
	 

	The Second Generation

	 

	Enukara Book Five

	 

	 

	Nina R Schluntz

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	This is a work of fiction. The characters depicted in this story are completely fictitious, and any similarities to actual events, locations or people, living or dead, are entirely coincidental.

	 

	No part of this publication may be reproduced, in whole or in part, without written permission from the publisher, except for the brief quotations in reviews.

	 

	The Second Generation

	Enukara Book Five

	Copyright © 2019 Nina R. Schluntz

	All rights reserved

	 

	Cover Art by John Molinero

	 

	Issued 2019

	 


Over a hundred years ago, dragons came to earth seeking to evolve their kind by merging their genes with those of humans. The first generation advanced quickly and created colonies in Canada and Australia. Viewing themselves as immortal and superior, they discontinued contact with their dragon descendants.

	The fifth generation of dragons gained the ability to create Enukaras with the humans by a mere touch of flesh. The bond turns the dragon into a protector of the human, who then gains the ability to heal others. Taking an Enukara’s life would grant immortality to the murderer. Greed from both humans and dragon led to the slaughter of all Enukaras.

	One dragon stepped up, after taking the life of his own Enukara, and became the king of all dragons. A fragile peace now exists as both humans and dragons fear the dragon king, who has no emotions and who has taken the lives of thousands of Enukaras. He murders any new Enukara that is created. Humans and dragons coexist in strict isolation to keep the Enukara blessing from occurring.

	A new generation of dragon, one that threatens both the dragon king and first generation, has evolved. The seventh generation, known as elemental dragons, are blessed with the ability to create dragon mages. To prevent their existence, the first generation has worked to keep the dragons from evolving past the fifth generation. Their control has faded as the dragon king gains influence. Seventh generation dragons now exist and actively seek their human mages.

	 


The Second Generation 

	Enukara Book 5

	PART I: MEETING DESTINY

	CHAPTER one - RETIRED

	CHAPTER two - THE CIRCLE OF ALLIES

	CHAPTER three - MEETING DESTINY

	CHAPTER four – A MINER’S LIFE

	PART II: AVOIDING DESTINY

	CHAPTER one – A LABORIOUS PLAN

	CHAPTER two – GREEN DRAGON SUMMONS

	CHAPTER three – A NEW PROPOSAL

	CHAPTER four – FIRST PREGNANCY

	PART III: CONFRONTING DESTINY

	CHAPTER one – SEVERANCE PACKAGE

	CHAPTER two – CONDITIONAL SOBRIETY

	CHAPTER three – SIZZLED DESIRES

	CHAPTER four – EXPERIMENTAL PROCEDURE

	PART IV: ACCEPTING DESTINY

	CHAPTER one – AN UNWELCOME RETURN

	CHAPTER two – MAKING AMENDS

	CHAPTER three – FIRST ASSAULT

	CHAPTER four – DEVIATING FROM PREDICTION

	DESTINY’S CONCLUSION

	CONCLUSION

	ABOUT THE AUTHOR

	OTHER BOOKS BY NINA R SCHLUNTZ

	

	 


PART I: MEETING DESTINY

	 


CHAPTER one - RETIRED

	 

	W


	ilbur had the television on but, if asked, had no idea what program currently aired. First his thoughts had distracted him, and now the first nips of sleep fluttered his eyes closed. The whiskey and Vicodin had also helped. He never abused the stuff; he’d sworn from the start that he wouldn’t. He’d seen what it had done to Jeremiah. But here he was, seventeen years after his crippling wounds, still taking the narcotics. 

	He rubbed the scar under his shirt. It still ached — it always ached — and the pain meds only took the edge off. He’d grown used to it, and even gone bouts here and there with only a few Motrin to get him by. But he was starting to realize the pain was never going to go away and, as an immortal, that was a daunting thought. 

	The great dragon king’s brother had cut him from his left collarbone to his right hip bone, literally gutting him. He hadn’t been treated for the wound professionally for days, allowing it to fester. That hurt, yes, but not nearly as much as his arm. 

	As a first generation dragon, his body’s skeletal structure was black bones, an alien substance that could move in an almost fluid-like manner to protect whatever part of his body was threatened. They could also be defensive, sprouting into blades that protruded from his flesh. Three knives had easily extended from his forearm, but one had been ripped off and used against him to gut him. He’d never even thought it was possible to break one of his bones. But the hatchling who had done it had done it so easily, like his bones were nothing but cheap plastic. 

	She would be seventeen now, nearly an adult. And he feared her; just like everyone feared her. And the first generation of dragons, the invading force to Earth, didn’t fear much, but their soldiers, which made up the second generation, them, they feared. It was why, after the second generation did their job of eradicating the abundance of humans so the dragons could become the ruling force on Earth, the first generation exterminated them all. And they forbid the creation of more. 

	The great dragon king had other ideas. He made his own rules, and the first generation had yet to halt his seemingly endless progression of power. 

	Wilbur had quit his job for the government and now ran a small security business that supported several local companies. He didn’t travel. He avoided anything to do with the dragon king and those associated with him. His new lifestyle enabled him to self-medicate with little effect on his job. There was rarely crime in Canada, the country the first generation colonized as their own. 

	Still, sleep didn’t come easy. His days as an assassin for his government haunted him and, worse, so did thoughts of the demon child the dragon king was raising. Destiny, they’d named the hatchling, Destiny. It made one wonder whose destiny she would most alter. He feared it was something that would affect them all. 

	Before his mind fully submerged into the drug-induced darkness, he heard a sharp rapping on his door. He ignored it at first, not wanting to get up, but the knock quickly turned to a loud pounding, followed by a voice he knew all too well. 

	“I know you’re in there!” Jeremiah shouted. There was a slur to his speech that meant his most recent bout of sobriety had ended. Wilbur didn’t blame him. If he’d been forced by the government to be a liaison to the dragon king, he would ensure his state was one of constant narcotic bliss as well. 

	That didn’t mean he wanted a visit from Jeremiah. They’d dated off and on for decades, in what had to be the unhealthiest relationship Wilbur had ever encountered. He’d never treated anyone like he had Jeremiah. He never told Wilbur to stop — sometimes he’d even asked for more — but as Wilbur fed Jeremiah’s self-destructive nature, it turned him into a villain, and he was done with it. Did he miss the high from the role of dominance he played? Yes, but he was done with it. Did the fact Jeremiah was dating the dragon king have something to do with it? 

	Yes. Very much so.

	All the same, it was obvious his ex wasn’t about to be deterred. Wilbur was going to have to answer the door. He groaned, more so from his already-hardening cock than from the twang of pain that rippled through his abdomen. A midnight visit from Jeremiah meant he was horny and eager for a harsh fuck, possibly one that left him bloody and bruised. Wilbur’s dick didn’t understand that Jeremiah was off limits, so when he opened the door, he did so with the chain still in place, and his erection hidden behind the door to avoid sending conflicting messages. 

	“I knew you were here,” Jeremiah said. He leaned into the small crack and, despite his haggard appearance, he smelled freshly bathed. He had taken time to prepare for this visit. 

	“What do you want?” Wilbur said, conveying his most unfriendly tone, which sent most scurrying on their way. He was nearly six-foot-six and built like a professional bodybuilder; despite his years of recovery, he’d gotten most of his muscle mass back. 

	“Your dick,” Jeremiah said, not bothering to hide his intentions.

	“Not for sale,” Wilbur said. 

	Jeremiah’s response was a loud groan, one like a dog would make. Wilbur’s dick throbbed. 

	“You have a boyfriend. Go use his dick.”

	“Yours is bigger.”

	“That sounds like a problem for you to sort out. Use a dildo.”

	“I want yours.” Jeremiah reached through the crack and pawed at Wilbur. He stepped back out of his reach.

	“You’re drunk and high. You’re not thinking straight. Go home.”

	“Let me come in and sleep it off?” Jeremiah asked. 

	They both knew that wouldn’t happen if he opened the door. 

	“Does Zackariah know you’re here?” Wilbur asked. He rarely spoke the dragon king’s name and, even as fucked up as Jeremiah was, he knew it.

	“No,” Jeremiah said, his tone softer. 

	“You two fighting?”

	“Let me in and I’ll tell you about it.” 

	It might be a ploy, but there was something in his eyes that said otherwise. Jeremiah was high for a reason and he wasn’t here to relive the good old days.

	“What happened?”

	“It’s not what happened, it’s what will happen.” Jeremiah stepped back and shrugged. “Let me in, fuck me, and I’ll tell you.”

	Wilbur rolled his eyes. Of course, that caveat would be added. 

	 

	§§§

	 

	Jeremiah’s head pulsed with the telltale sign of dehydration. These days he expected to wake with a hangover nearly every day. It was hard to stay hydrated with the massive amounts of drugs and alcohol he consumed regularly. What he didn’t feel was a sore anus. Or a sore anything, for that matter. He’d wanted to awaken barely able to walk or move, perhaps crippled to the point of being bedridden for a few days… months, if he was lucky. 

	He’d failed. 

	To punish himself he directly sat up and opened his eyes as wide as they’d go. The movement combined with a sudden rush of light was nearly enough to make him vomit. The impulse faded as he found himself face to face with his ex. Wilbur hadn’t aged, the first generation didn’t, but his face looked more weathered than he remembered it. More sober and aware, and if it were possible for him to age, Jeremiah would have said he’d aged far more in the last twenty years than normally possible. 

	He stood in front of him, muscled arms crossed, firm glare on his face. It was getting harder to believe Jeremiah had failed in his attempt to get his ex to beat the shit out of him. 

	“Morning,” Jeremiah said, barely able to get the word out with his dry, useless tongue. He surveyed the room and found he was in Wilbur’s loft, a small one-bedroom apartment. So he’d spent the night, but not had sex? His currently seated position and Wilbur’s standing, glaring one put Wilbur’s crotch precariously close to Jeremiah’s face. 

	He was in absolutely no condition to give Wilbur a blow job, but maybe, just maybe, he could salvage things if he managed to work up enough spit to get the job done. 

	“I know what you’re thinking and don’t.” The growing size of his crotch confirmed Wilbur knew his thoughts. Wilbur stepped back and shoved a glass of water and two small pills in front of Jeremiah’s face. 

	He took both and swallowed the pills with the entire contents of the water. He didn’t bother to ask what the pills were. He’d put any drug in his system that was offered at this point. He tapped his side pocket and found the bottle of uppers currently missing. He should have some meth tucked neatly in folded paper in his back pocket, but before he could reach to check, Wilbur spoke again.

	“Don’t bother, I took it all from you. I did a thorough pat-down. And those pills were generic over-the-counter pain relievers.”

	“I’ll go into withdrawals,” Jeremiah complained. 

	“Then I’ll be checking you into a rehab before breakfast,” Wilbur said. 

	Rehab. He was a frequent customer at those and would start using again as soon as they released him. Which was only a week. They would only hold him against his will for a week, or rather, his government employers would only tolerate him being in one for a week. He had a job to do and they needed him to go do it, sober or not. He’d already tried the stunt of staying in rehab for months, saying he needed it, and everyone agreed on two things: he did need it, and no amount of time in rehab would ever keep him from digressing once he was released. So one week, to get him clean and back on his feet, then he was released to repeat the cycle.

	“I’d rather get high and enjoy that lavish dick of yours,” Jeremiah said.

	“About that,” Wilbur said, unfazed by his brashness. He sat across from him on a lounge chair that looked worn, yet Jeremiah didn’t remember ever seeing it before. Was Wilbur buying his furniture used or beating on them to vent his anger? Jeremiah glanced at the couch he was seated on and noted it, too, seemed a bit more tattered than it should. 

	“Looks like I should ask your ottoman for some tips on how to get a good beating out of you these days,” Jeremiah said. Wilbur looked confused for a moment before he narrowed his eyes.

	“Why did you come here last night?”

	“I think I’ve made that very clear.” Jeremiah stood, or rather tried to, but quickly sat back down as the room spun. “I miss your dick and want a good fuck.”

	“You have a boyfriend,” Wilbur reminded him.

	“He’s not here, you are.”

	“I’m not helping you cheat on the dragon king.”

	Shit. As his status with Zackariah became more known, it was getting harder to find someone willing to stick their dick in places the infamous dragon king had. 

	“He’s not the jealous type. It’s fine.”

	“Why don’t you explain why you want my dick. Did you break up with him? Have a fight? I tried to get an answer out of you last night but you weren’t talking.”

	“And you think I’m more likely to talk now? Sober and cranky?”

	“I have your drugs. You want them back, talk.”

	“I’ll settle for a fuck and rehab, then I’ll talk.”

	“You’re not getting my dick.” Wilbur held up the bottle of prescription meds. “You want these, tell me what’s going on.”

	Maybe if Jeremiah put up a struggle Wilbur would rough him up. But the scuffle was unlikely to result in anything requiring hospitalization. Wilbur was very good at controlling his punches and would only break bones if he wanted to. And this Wilbur in front of him seemed very in control of his temper. 

	“Half a pill to take the edge off, and I’ll talk. Final offer.”

	He waited silently as Wilbur considered. Wilbur reached into his own pocket, pulled out one of the white pills, and used his teeth to break it in half. He swallowed half and tossed the remaining bit across the coffee table to Jeremiah. He caught it in both hands and greedily swallowed it.

	“I didn’t know you were using,” Jeremiah said.

	“I have an actual diagnosed medical condition for them, and a prescription.” 

	Still, it’d been almost twenty years since Wilbur had acquired the wounds. If he’d been taking Vicodin for that long, he would have formed a dependency that might rival Jeremiah’s own addiction. 

	“You and I could sure have some fun if we wanted,” Jeremiah said. “I know a combination that will make you feel nothing but the pulse of your dick as you—”

	“We had a deal,” Wilbur said, pawing at his crotch to adjust himself. 

	“Just let me suck you off first; it’s obvious we’ll both feel better afterwards. When was the last time someone—”

	“Talk.”

	“Make me.”

	Wilbur glared at him so hard Jeremiah thought he might have gone too far. He rose from his seat and kicked the coffee table out of the way. He expected to be grabbed and shoved out the door as Wilbur reached for him. Instead, Wilbur’s hands went to Jeremiah’s own fly and his warm, thick fingers wrapped around Jeremiah’s own eager and wanting erection. 

	He put his lips to the rim and sucked. Jeremiah bucked, the action so unexpected and so hot he nearly came right there. Wilbur teased the tip with his tongue and worked the shaft with one hand, while fondling his balls with the other. Jeremiah’s eyelids fluttered and he groaned. 

	“I’m supposed to-to fuck you,” Jeremiah stuttered. Wilbur pulled off as Jeremiah climaxed, sending white jets of come cascading onto Wilbur’s fisted hand. Wilbur wiped his hands off on Jeremiah’s jeans.

	“Just a taste,” Wilbur said. For a moment, Jeremiah thought the reference was to the sexual act Wilbur had done to him. But then, Wilbur’s bulging cock, bigger than any Jeremiah had encountered on anyone else (and he had looked) was in front of his face, looking as pristine as he remembered. 

	Instinct took over and Jeremiah took the dick in his mouth, easily sliding it down his throat, an act that always brought tears to his eyes, but he relished the rawness it make him feel for days afterward.

	“F-fuck,” Wilbur said. Old habits came back for Wilbur too and he began thrusting, violently fucking Jeremiah’s mouth. It hurt, and he pulled away slightly. Wilbur grabbed the back of Jeremiah’s head and dug his fingers into his hair, twisting to the point of pain and forcing Jeremiah to stay still as all nine inches of Wilbur’s dick was shoved down his throat over and over. Slobber ran down his chin and his tears wetted his face as he struggled to not pass out. He couldn’t breathe and, just as the first dots of darkness appeared in his vision, Wilbur pulled out.

	Jeremiah erupted in a fit of coughs and gasps. His throat, lungs, and pretty much everything seemed to burn. Wilbur’s dick wasn’t only long, it was thick, too thick for most to put in their mouth, let alone down their throat.

	“Been a long time since someone did that,” Wilbur said. “And even then, you’re the only one who could ever take more than the tip. Fuck, I’ve missed you.”

	His hand caressed Jeremiah’s cheek, and Wilbur’s dick, still hard because he hadn’t come, pressed against the other cheek. 

	“Missed fucking you until you passed you, and then still fucking you.” The tip of Wilbur’s dick pressed against the corner of Jeremiah’s mouth as if asking if it could come back inside. “You’re toxic to me, Jeremy.”

	“I’m the one who keeps coming back,” Jeremiah said, finally able to speak again, though his voice was still rough. Instead of a dick, a finger was shoved into Jeremiah’s mouth. His tongue noticed it wasn’t the only intruder, two small pills came with it. Jeremiah swallowed. 

	“You’re gonna need these for what I’m going to do to you, baby,” Wilbur said. 

	Yes. Jeremiah’s body immediately relaxed. He was going to get what he wanted. His dick was already hard again, perk of being a dragon, with a female laying multiple eggs in one laying, a male dragon could ejaculate multiple times in a short time.

	 

	§§§

	 

	This time when Jeremiah woke, his ass did hurt. Hurt like someone had put their fist up it, which Wilbur had done to him in the past, but he hadn’t this time. He woke, lying on his side on Wilbur’s bed, the sheets of which smelled like they hadn’t been laundered in months. 

	The tip of Wilbur’s dick pushed deeper inside Jeremiah. The fresh pain as Wilbur’s dick entered him on an already-sore rear woke him completely. They’d already been fucking for hours, and at some point Jeremiah had passed out. If he recalled properly, Wilbur had mouth-fucked him until he lost consciousness. There had also been more Vicodin and meth involved. 

	His dick only went in a few inches, then out, then in, in a very lazy manner, like Wilbur was exhausted, but still didn’t want to stop. What Jeremiah didn’t feel was any injuries. No broken bones, nothing that would hinder his ability to travel south, which meant he had succeeded in getting a few hours, perhaps even a day, of blissful distraction, but he had ultimately failed at delaying his trip to Zackariah. 

	Wilbur changed his angle and the adjustment sent a ripple through Jeremiah as his dick brushed against his prostate. He cried out and clutched the crumpled bedsheet in front of him.

	“Thought that might wake you up,” Wilbur said. The dick was gone from his ass and Wilbur rolled him over to face him. He was naked and the scar, courtesy of Zackariah’s brother, was on full display for him.

	“Shit.” Jeremiah reached out to touch it, then stopped, remembering that even the gentlest touch could cause pain in a scar caused from a first generation dragon bone.

	“I gave you what you wanted,” Wilbur said. “Now you owe me an explanation.”

	“A what?”

	“What’s going with you? Why did you come here and beg me to beat and fuck you?”

	Jeremiah noticed one of his eyes was harder to open than the other. He touched his eyebrow gingerly and found it swollen. So there had been some punches thrown. Jeremiah remembered little of it. He wasn’t feeling much either, which made him wonder how many pills he’d taken. 

	He was surprised he hadn’t already confessed things, and he had a hunch he wouldn’t remember this moment very well anyway. 

	“Fuck me more after I tell you?” Jeremiah asked. And medicate me more, much more. Maybe he could overdose. That would be perfect. 

	There was a pause, as if Wilbur could sense his unspoken thoughts. His voice sounded unsteady as he spoke. “Yeah, sure.”

	“Destiny turns eighteen in one year. Fourteen months to be exact. It will be her first breeding season. Our government wants full breeding rights to her. I’m supposed to go inform Zackariah, and get Destiny’s parents on board. She’s to have arranged breedings with first generation dragons that are selected by our government. They’re already taking applications.” Jeremiah closed his eyes. “If Destiny doesn’t agree, then Canada is forfeiting their alliance with Zackariah. Our colony is going to join forces with Australia and remove Zackariah from power, eliminating all of his closest allies, to include Destiny and the elemental dragons.” He opened his eyes and looked into Wilbur’s, who, although glazed from the drugs, seemed to show an undertone of fear. “He’s growing too powerful. Our leaders want him gone, and this is the last chance he gets to show them he can be reasonable.”

	“They’ll never agree to it… arranged breeding?” Wilbur shook his head. “I can’t see any of them agreeing to it.”

	“If they don’t, it’s over. Do you know how many dragons and humans will die if the first generation colonies declare war on Zackariah?”

	“War was declared over ten years ago, after Zackariah led an attack on the military training facility in Australia. Australia has yet to do anything, even though both sides have declared war. What makes this different? It’s all talk; no one has the guts to actually take Zackariah on,” Wilbur said. He rolled into a sitting position and rubbed his forehead.

	“They haven’t done any forceful attacks, but they have taken action,” Jeremiah said. “They’ve been using biological warfare.”

	“What does that mean?”

	“It means dragons are done evolving. The coming generations are going to devolve until they are nothing but animals.”

	“A devolution,” Wilbur said. “Our people are going to force that to happen?”

	“Yes. And anyone standing in the way of that has to be stopped, like Zackariah.”

	“Shit.” 

	“So you can see why I’m not thrilled to be the bearer of this news.”

	“How much are you going to tell Zackariah?”

	“If I tell him what’s being planned, it will just make the war happen sooner. I’m going to try to convince him to agree to the breeding arrangement. It will at least keep the war from happening.”

	“But the devolution?”

	“Already happening, but it will appear to occur naturally, over time. No one will know.”

	“When are you supposed to speak with Zackariah?”

	“Two weeks ago, I think. I’m not sure what today is.”

	Wilbur nodded firmly. “I’m going with you.”

	“Huh?” Jeremiah sat up this time; the room spun a bit at the action and he felt bruises he’d been unware of until now.

	“This is a big deal. It needs to be done right. I’m going with you to make sure that happens.”

	“But you don’t work for our government anymore. You quit. I wasn’t even supposed to tell you any of this.”

	“I’m not going with you in an official capacity. I’m going as your friend.” Wilbur got out of the bed. “Let’s get you sobered up enough for this.”

	No one ever offered to go with him, not after what happened to Wilbur. The first generation feared not only Zackariah but his circle of friends. Which was why the war was going to be so ugly. The loss of life would be great, and it would mostly be on the side which opposed Zackariah. 

	“The last time you went south, you nearly died.”

	“Time to face my demons, I suppose. I’m going. And so are you… no more stalling.”

	 

	
CHAPTER two - THE CIRCLE OF ALLIES

	 

	W


	ilbur landed in his dragon form on the ledge of a mountainside. His skeletal form was bulkier than Jeremiah’s but still just intertwined blackness that looked like neither bones or flesh, only a fluid form somewhere in between. The glinting material made the sharpness of his body unmistakable. Holds were in parts of his body that logically should have been filled with marrow, organs, or fat, but instead his body subtly shifted, as if his very flesh were alive and unsure about where to settle. The first generation of dragons were alien to this planet, and only the later generations, like the fifth, looked like dragons that belonged here. They resembled overgrown winged lizards instead of looking like an asteroid that had come to life. 

	Jeremiah shifted and Wilbur shifted in reaction. When one dragon morphed, the other usually did so instinctively. The upside was, as a first generation, he could usually control the shifting when around later generations, unless the someone was an abomination, like Zackariah. He defied all the rules and it unsettled nearly everyone. 

	“Are you sure we should be here?” Wilbur asked. He leerily glanced at the cave entrance.

	The first generation had fully embraced the living style of the humans and improved upon technology to the point where most of Canada was artificial, and even the outdoor air was filtered. But their descendants were less… civilized. They lived in the wild, often in caves that they created tunnels in, living like ants. They wore the skins of those they killed, and doing so enabled the attire to shift with them when in dragon form, or rather the garments vanished when they shifted into a dragon and reappeared when they shifted human. The first generation had used technology to create such clothing. 

	“Dragons are very territorial of their hives,” Wilbur said. And it was nearly fall, which meant breeding season was nearly upon them. The dragons would be even more protective of their home than normal.

	“This is where Zackariah lives. If we want to talk to him first, which we should, then we stop here. It’s okay, I come here all the time, the dragons here know me.” Jeremiah gave him a warm smile, but Wilbur wasn’t buying it. 
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