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   She opened her eyes to the dimly lit cave, or cleft. Her breath catching in her chest even as 

she tried to calm her own panic. Her mind racing at images she only half remembered. She 

struggled with those images, trying to force them away, the horror of what little she remembered 

making her dread remembering more. She listened intently as she managed to regain control of 

her own mind. Listening for any sign that those who had chased her up into these mountains 

were nearby. 

   Slowly, she climbed to her feet, bending over so that she did not hit her head on the angled 

wall of the cleft. She had run hard. Harder than she had ever run in her life. Her panic so 

complete, that she had run for four days, and three nights, without stopping. Her pursuit had 

fallen behind on the second evening, but she had not slowed, continuing up into the treacherous 

mountains and snow filled valleys for two more days. She had not really thought of a plan, or 

where she was going, she had just run, hard, in the only direction she hoped they could not 

follow. The dry hot desert was far below, those chasing her would not be prepared for snow and 

cold. 

   She eased to the entrance of the cleft, and then stood for nearly an hour, watching, and 

listening. Her trail, was still visible through the powdery snow, but would fill in by the days end, 

as the wind filled her tracks with newly falling snow. 

   She could see deer below her position, winding through the trees on their daily migration to 

feed, or bed down. That sign was enough to calm her racing heart. If her pursuers were still there, 

still on her trail, the animals would not be moving about freely. 

   She moved out of the cleft into the open, and squatted, looking around, taking in her 

surroundings. Her mind was trying to go back, but the pain of the memories was still too great. 
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She concentrated on filling her thoughts, with here, and now. She was knee deep in powdered 

snow, the wind was below freezing. Yet, she was wearing leather pants and boots, and the cold 

did not seem to bother her, despite a night with no fire in a small cave. She wore a sleeveless 

cotton shirt, and a leather vest. She had a cloak, it was the fashion to wear a cloak, they were 

handy to use to block the sun, or wrap around your head to block the dust from a sand storm, but 

they were not made for warmth, yet her bare arms did not feel cold, or even uncomfortable. Her 

breath came out in a cloud of vapor, that floated away and dissipated. She should not be 

comfortable here. She plunged her arm into the powdery snow, and lifted a handful of it. Water 

trickled through her fingers as the snow melted, and steam rose from her hand and arm. She felt 

the cold, she knew the snow was cold. She could feel the chill of the water dripping from her 

hand and arm in the freezing wind, yet it did not penetrate beyond that simple feeling on the 

surface of her skin. 

   She had known the heat of the desert, and the cold of the desert nights. Though she did not 

sweat as much as those around her, she had been uncomfortable in that heat on occasion. Though 

she did not shiver in the freezing temperatures of the desert nights, she had often found that cold 

to be uncomfortable.  Something had changed on that night. She was not sure what it was, but 

the affect it had on her was profound. Her vision was better, her sense of smell was heightened,  

Even her unconscious perceptions of the world around her were deeper, more informative. 

   Through four days of solid running, she should be sore, tired, and most of all, hungry. Yes, 

she was hungry, but no more so than if she had missed her meal the night before. She was not 

tired, in fact, she felt so.. ALIVE that she wanted to scream. 

    Shayen took stock of her situation. She had her sword, her dagger and her bow, with twelve 

arrows. She had on her person, only the things of her trade. Some heavy cord, a bottle of poison 
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in her inner vest pocket, and her lock picks. In her belt pouch, she had a flint and steel, and her 

sharpening stone. It did not seem like much, if she was to survive out here, yet... She felt it was 

enough. Despite the horror of what she had woken to find, despite the terror of the chase, despite 

the long hard run and climb, she felt almost giddy with elation. 

   She took another look at her back trail. Six men had chased, and followed her for two days, 

but by all appearances, she had lost them. If they were still after her, they better be fast, because 

her trail would be totally covered soon. She shrugged, and turned to look deeper into the 

mountains. It was a good plan, if she could find meat, and a haven of sorts somewhere deeper in 

the mountains, it would give her time. Time to figure out what had happened, and why. She 

could not venture back among people again, until she knew that it would never happen again. 

   She was a trained thief. One of the best in RanGrael in fact. She was also a journeyman 

assassin. Death, and killing did not bother her, unless it was the death of a friend. Killing 

someone for pay, was just a way of life, but when she had woken, there were those around her, 

that HAD been friends. She was not willing to endanger a friend again. So she turned, and began 

plowing through the powdery snow, climbing higher into the mountains. The trek was not easy, 

her breath exploding into the frigid air so thickly that she often lost sight of where she was going, 

and had to wait for the wind to dissipate the steam. She moved to the top of the ridgeline, so she 

could see more clearly, and was rewarded almost instantly by a rabbit bounding away from her. 

It stopped twenty paces away, and looked at her. Shay un cased her bow, and strung it. She 

knocked an arrow, and aimed carefully. All the while, the rabbit sat looking at her.  

   The arrow took the rabbit squarely just below the head. She skinned and gutted it, then hung it 

over her shoulder with a piece of cord. It would be frozen solid soon enough. She did not want to 

risk a fire yet, she would cook it later tonight, if she found a decent camp site. She continued to 
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climb Following the ridge lines ever deeper into the mountains. She paused constantly, watching 

her back trail, often standing for an hour at a time to make sure she was not being followed. By 

the time darkness fell, she was confident that any pursuit had been lost completely on that second 

day. She moved down into a valley, and used some fallen pines as a windbreak. She scooped 

away the snow, and built a small fire. Using branches and sticks to make a spit for the rabbit. 

   Shayen sat, staring into the fire. Occasionally feeding it with more branches as needed, and 

turning the rabbit also as needed. Her mind, was on things of the distant past, or the near future. 

She avoided that night, to the best of her ability. She concentrated, on what little information she 

had, on the death of her parents. Merchants, up and coming in importance and wealth. Her father, 

was a smart man when it came to numbers, or, had been. She remembered him, and her mother. 

The memories were fleeting, but those she had were strong, filled with love. Her contacts had 

gotten some information, but not enough. Even from the time she found herself on the streets of 

RanGrael, she had also felt, that the fire was not an accident. They were only feelings, but like 

the love she had always known, they were also strong. Bribes, and favors, had revealed that there 

had indeed been problems within the merchants association. There had been disagreements, and 

that her parents, were not the only ones to die suspiciously. As it turned out, there were a few, 

that fervently disagreed with policies and rules. Those few, had either died, or suddenly changed 

their views and opinions radically and suddenly. She needed to know more. She couldn’t just 

start killing every member of the merchants association. She needed to know, where the orders 

originated, and who carried them out. Through her contacts in both the thieves guild, and the 

assassins guild, she knew, that no one had hired the assassins. That in itself was enough to get 

the assassins guild on her side. They did not like it when amateurs took money out of their 
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pockets. The trail had ended there, with the night of horror. One piece of unfinished business, 

that she knew would eventually get settled. 

   She turned the rabbit again, the smell of the roasting meat making her stomach grumble 

loudly. It was taking the meat time to thaw, and then cook, but, she was in no real hurry, other 

than the hurry her stomach was in. She added more branches, and leaned her back against a tree 

trunk. Despite being comfortable in the cold, the heat was welcome. The glowing coals 

mesmerizing and hypnotic. She realized, as she stared into the coals, that despite everything, she 

felt... content to be here. There was a sort of freedom out here, alone, that she had never known. 

Her life had always been filled with jobs, and contracts. Early on, just the pressure to cut enough 

purse strings to keep her in the good graces of the thieves guild, after that, the pressure to do 

each job well, leaving no evidence, and no trail. Here, there was no pressure to make anyone 

happy, except herself.  That feeling of freedom filled an empty place within her chest that she 

had not known was there until now. The feeling of confidence and freedom, only marred by the 

lack of understanding, and fear, that had sent her here. 

   Eventually, the rabbit was cooked. She used her dagger to cut it apart, and eat it, wishing only 

for a little salt to go with it. She ate snow, letting it melt in her mouth to wash it down. 

Eventually, she fell asleep, staring into the coals of the fire. 

   The next day, she continued deeper into the mountains. She knew, that to be safe, she needed 

to get further in than anyone would want to travel naturally. There were those that hunted meat, 

or hides that traveled these mountains, but they would go no deeper than they needed to. Beyond 

these mountains, were badlands that stretched for many miles. The pass through the mountains 

was far to the south, so, if she could get far enough away to prevent any random encounters, she 

would be safe to live, and search within herself for the answers to what had happened. 
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   Day by day she traveled. She realized early in those travels, that she did not need to eat as 

often as she was used to. She did not need to sleep as often either. Her eyes had always been 

good at piercing the darkness, but now, they seemed to be even better. Walking at night, was in 

truth, easier than walking during the day, the sun was blindingly bright reflecting from the snow, 

at night, the moon and stars gave her enough light, without being harsh. She moved, three days at 

a time, on the third day, she hunted, ate, and slept. She traveled in this manner for two weeks. it 

seemed like a long time, but the twisted maze of mountains and valleys slowed her progress. She 

was only about ten miles from where she had slept that first night in the mountains. She traveled 

for another two weeks, gaining another ten miles, but here, the mountains became even steeper, 

more jagged, and harder to navigate. the snow coming at times to above her waist, forcing her to 

stay in the lee side or on the windswept ridges. It also became more difficult to find game. 

Rabbits, and birds seemed to be denned up. She had been without food for five days, when she 

spotted an elk below the ridge she was following. He was paying attention to the wind coming up 

at him from the valley, and seldom looked above himself. Bow in hand, she moved down toward 

him, struggling to remain quiet, and behind the trees, so he would not spook before she was in 

range. She ran out of cover, still sixty paces from him. It was a long shot for her bow, and it was 

steeply downhill. She aimed only slightly high, at the top of his shoulder, and released. Her 

stomach almost screamed in desperation when the arrow went over his back. The Elk jumped, 

but rather than looking toward her, he was staring intently at where the arrow had disappeared 

into the snow below him. With shaking fingers, she knocked another arrow, her aim much lower 

this time. She felt a strange feeling in her forehead, and attributed it to hunger as she released the 

arrow. The feeling vanished, but left in its wake, a feeling of pressure, as if she was about to get 

a headache. More surprising, was the flash of blue when the arrow hit the Elk squarely where she 
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had wanted it to, just behind the shoulder. The arrow, despite the distance, also hit the animal 

with enough force to completely penetrate its body. Piercing both lungs and heart in its path. 

Blood sprayed across the pristine whiteness, the Elk jumped into the air, and fell in a crumpled 

heap. Shayen leaned against the tree she had used for cover, rubbing her temples. Not sure what 

had happened, she attributed it to going so long without food. She moved down the mountainside 

to the fallen animal, and began butchering it. She knew there was more meat here than she could 

carry, so she cut out the best portions, the back straps, tenderloins and hind quarters. She tied her 

cord to the cuts, and then stretched them out in the snow to freeze. She cut a large piece from the 

front shoulder, and looked around for a place to start a fire. Her stomach demanded attention, so 

she bit into the raw, still warm meat, tearing a piece off, and chewing. Her mind rebelled, but her 

taste buds and stomach were in a state of euphoria. She ate what she had cut away from the front 

quarter, and then cut the meat from the other side, and ate about half of that. Her stomach 

bulging and uncomfortable, she lay back with a sigh, her eyelids closed, and within moments, 

she fell into a contented sleep beside the carcass of the Elk. 

    Something prodded her out of her sleep in the darkness. She was on her feet in an instant, the 

sleep fleeing her mind and eyes as she came to her feet, her sword drawn. She stood, listening, 

her heart pounding in the darkness. Movement caught her eye, and she watched the shadow she 

had seen move with tense determination. Relief flooded her when she realized, it was a wolf, 

probably drawn by the smell of the blood and meat. The feeling of relief left her as she saw more 

movement. There were at least a dozen wolves closing in on the smell. She grabbed the now 

frozen meat, and slung it over her shoulder, backing away from the carcass. She was less than a 

hundred yards away when they tore into the remains of the elk. She used the diversion to 

increase her pace, and put some distance between herself and the hungry wolves. If they could 
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still smell the meat she carried when they were finished, they would follow her to the very ends 

of the earth. 

   She moved uphill, so that the wind blowing up the face of the hillside would carry her sent, 

and the scent of the meat away. She moved rapidly until the sun began to lift over the valley, 

then slowed her pace to a more comfortable stride. She had enough meat to sustain her for a 

couple months, though the cords cut into her shoulder, it was a pain she was willing to deal with 

to be well fed. Another three weeks of travel brought her into the very heart of the range. As she 

walked, she began to look for a habitable spot, preferably, a cave, that could be defended from 

wolves and bears.  Her path began to zigzag back and forth, no longer from necessity, but in 

search. She found several promising looking locations, only to discover that they were only 

hollows in the rock or overhangs with no depth rather than a cave, one place looked to be ready 

to collapse, so she continued searching. She finished the last of her meat, and also began 

watching for game. Rock slides, and slopes too steep to climb now barred her way, forcing her to 

go around them, either climbing above them, or going below. The game above the tree line was 

non existent, so even if it seemed a longer path, she usually chose to go below, and stay down 

where the trees were thicker. It proved to be a good strategy. In the valley below her, was a 

rather large herd of deer, they were yarded up in the deep snow. Tracks surrounded the animals, 

and she could see carcasses poking through the snow in several places. Taking one of these 

animals would be a risk, even greater than when she took the Elk. The wolves here, were closer, 

probably living off the deer that they did not have to chase far. She also noticed other tracks, 

tracks she did not recognize. They appeared to be four clawed, with a heavy dew claw. The soft 

snow was not an easy medium to decipher. She set it aside as a bear, and worked out a strategy. 

She had recovered the arrows she had used to take game, but had lost the one that missed the elk, 
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leaving her eleven arrows, two of them slightly damaged, but usable. In order to take one of 

these deer, she needed to push it as far as she could from the herd before she killed it, in the 

direction she wanted to go. Then she could butcher it, and hightail it away, hoping that the 

wolves would congregate on the carcass long enough or her to escape as she had with the elk. 

   Putting her plan into motion, she ran at the herd, separating a large doe. She pushed the doe 

into the deep snow, up the hillside. It was a struggle to keep her from turning back at first. As the 

animal became tired, and winded, it was easier to force her in a straight line. It reached the point, 

that the panting doe would not budge unless she smacked it with the side of her sword, putting 

enough panic into it that it would leap away another three or four bounds, then it would stop 

again. Panting. When the deer did nothing more than flinch when she smacked it, she used her 

sword, and beheaded it with a single stroke. Shay instantly went to work butchering and cutting 

out the best cuts. Within only a few minutes, she had the meat tied and was moving further up 

the ridge, but this time, the wolves were right behind her. She paused to watch them tearing at 

the carcass, and was amazed by the sheer number of them. She realized, she had made an error, 

that might cost her dearly. There were forty to fifty wolves tearing and fighting over the carcass. 

It would last no more than a few moments. She stared for only a moment more, at the trail of 

blood dripping from the freshly cut meat hanging from her shoulder, then she turned, and ran. 

She made the top of the ridge, and followed its windswept contour, happy to be out of the deep 

snow. She had not gone far, when that prickle of warning ran up her spine. A glance, told her, 

that her time had run out. She turned to a shale slide, with a sheer drop off beside it, and put her 

back to the shale She dropped the meat, drawing her bow and stringing it, in almost the same 

motion. They came on, hungry, and eager. They had no fear of her, and she grinned. She had 

every intention of changing how they felt about her. As the first wolf came in range, she drew, 
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and again felt that strange pressure. This time, paying attention to it as she released. The arrow 

struck true, and there was an unmistakable flash of blue. She did not have time to think about it, 

the other wolves paused only a moment, some to tear at their mortally wounded pack mate, the 

rest coming on in a rush. She drew, and released in a fluid continuation of motion, the feeling in 

her head growing, as wolf after wolf fell. She had but one arrow left when they stopped. At least 

twenty of them sniffing the air, and whining less than thirty paces away. Though they may have 

felt safe at that range, she proved them wrong, releasing the last arrow. It also struck true, and the 

wolf yelped, screamed, kicked a few times, and then lay still. The remaining wolves ran back a 

few paces, but did not go far. She drew her sword, and squared her stance. She had practiced 

often against men. She was good, even if she could not match the brute strength of the men, her 

saber was long, and slim, allowing her to strike and retreat, moving faster than they did. It was a 

good weapon against a wolf, or against two or three wolves, but if they came against her in a 

rush, she would be overwhelmed by sheer weight and volume. 

   Despite her predicament, she found herself grinning. She waved the saber at them, and yelled 

for them to come on! When they did not take her up on the challenge, she yelled as loud as she 

could, at least, it was her intent to yell, the sound that issued forth, was anything but the high 

pitched girlish yell she thought to hear. 

   The deep roar of anger, echoed across the valley, startling her, as much as it did the wolves. 

Even more startling, was that the roar, was answered, and that answer was not so far away. Fear 

loomed in her heart, because that answer, was the scream of a horse. In pain, or just because her 

roar had startled it, she was not sure. The strange part of it, was that the answer seemed to affect 

the wolves even more than her roar had. They instantly turned their heads toward the sound. 

Their pacing and whining stopped, their ears up. Their noses testing the wind. In the distance she 
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saw them, flashing through the trees, sending up a spray of powder. Now fear did grip her. She 

was not sure, why. The fear of being torn apart by wolves, was not as bad as being cut down by 

men, or filled with their arrows, somehow, the fear was different. She steeled herself to meet 

them, determined to go down fighting. How they had gotten this far into the mountains, was 

beyond her imagining. The wolves turned, and disappeared into the trees. Bounding through the 

snow in great leaps. In the distance, she heard a wolf scream. A scream of pain, a scream of 

death. Moments later, another screamed, then the air was filled with the cries of pain and death, 

standing her hair on end in superstitious dread. She was trying to reason out, how men could kill 

so many wolves, when she saw the horses again. They were coming toward her, and she realized, 

that there were no riders. The relief she felt, was tempered, by the confusion. If there were no 

men, no riders, then what had killed the wolves? 

   As they came nearer, she was able to make them out more clearly. Their coats black as night, 

but their mane, and tails a silvery white that reflected the sunlight in a myriad of colors, making 

even the pristine snow dull by comparison. They moved, with an unnatural grace and confidence. 

The lead horse slid to a stop at the first wolf she had killed. Shock ran through her as he reached 

down, and grabbed the dead wolf, lifting it clear of the ground, shaking it violently, and tossing it 

aside. The horse lifted its head, its lips curled back, its muzzle covered with blood. The teeth 

within, were not those of a horse, the canines were long, and pointed. These, were not horses, as 

she knew horses, they were predators, and they ate meat. A new dread filled her as they came 

forward, each of them tossing the corpses of the dead wolves around, making sure they were 

dead.  They stopped, where she had shot the last wolf. What she assumed was the lead stallion, 

tossed the wolf aside, and then centered his gaze on her. The fear fled to somewhere back in her 

mind, where it no longer concerned her. She lifted her saber, and roared again, this time 
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expecting it. She was not disappointed. Rather than answer her challenge again, the stallion 

almost instantly lowered its head, and took a step back. He paused for a moment, and then 

stepped forward slowly. His head down, slowly moving back and forth. It was a sign, of 

supplication. How did she know that? 

   The feathery light touch on her mind, brought her back from trying to figure it out. This thing, 

was reaching out to her! It felt, normal, natural, even though, she KNEW she had never 

experienced anything of the sort in her lifetime, it just felt... right. The images, and intentions it 

was giving her, passing over to her, were images of friendship, of cooperation, of mutual 

assistance and existence. Some of the things he was showing her, she did not understand. She 

knew Dragons were extinct, had been extinct since long before she was born. Yet, he was 

showing her images of Dragons, among the images, were images of men riding these.... horses, 

of them fighting in battles together. She tried to respond to him, not sure exactly what, or how 

she did it, she managed to make contact. His head came up, and he reared in the air. His scream, 

was not a threat, but a scream, of joy. She continued to try, to tell him, that she did not 

understand exactly what he wanted from her. 

   The reply, was clearer. Images of someone riding one of these animals, and images, of a fat 

cow falling from the sky, dozens of these horses, running to, and devouring that cow. She 

puzzled out, that if she would help feed him, he would allow her to ride on his back. Though it 

seemed a long shot, she tossed one of the pieces of meat she had cut from the doe to him. He 

nodded his head, again curling his lips. Then he lifted a hoof to hold the meat while he used the 

nasty teeth to tear it apart, and eat it. The “hoof” was not a hoof, there were toes, that carried four 

long hard claws. She recognized these tracks, but the dew claw, as she had thought of it, was 

more like a thumb. This.. animal, was actually holding the meat in those claws, rather than just 
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standing on it. When it had finished eating, it tossed its head up and down and came toward her. 

the muzzle extended, it used the upper lip, as a person would use a hand, caressing the side of her 

face. Also, covering the side of her face with blood from what it had just eaten, then it lowered 

its head, and bent its legs, lowering its front half. An open invitation to climb on. 

   She hesitated, still confused and unsure exactly what was happening. The stallion again 

bobbed its head, showing her the image of riding. She took a deep breath, and slid her saber back 

in its sheath. She picked up the meat, slung it over her shoulder, then with her free hand, grabbed 

a handful of silver mane, swinging herself onto his back. 

   The stallion reared, gently, and screamed again, then they were racing though the snow at 

impossible speed. These animals ran down slopes as easily as they ran up slopes. Using that fifth 

claw, like a thumb, grasping rocks or roots. She was a good rider, always had been a good rider, 

but bareback, and at the angles, not to mention speed, that they now moved, would have seen her 

on the ground with a normal horse. This animal, seemed to know where her balance was, and 

when she was seated firmly. If she slipped, he moved, and she was firmly seated and centered 

again. he took it as a matter of personal pride, or honor, that she remained on his back, as if, it 

was HIS job to keep her there, rather than her own to try to stay seated. As they ran, he showed 

her images of a cave, and of a green valley, filled with lakes. Conveying to her, that this was 

their destination. 

   He showed her images, of hundreds of others like himself, that lived in these mountains. Now 

that she had “returned” he was going to bring them together again, and they would again live in 

glory to battle for their “friends”? 

   Eventually, he ran without flooding her thoughts, allowing her to think. So many things, had 

happened recently, that she was feeling more than a little confused and disoriented. She struggled 
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with that confusion, trying to focus on the things she needed to figure out. What was the feeling 

in her forehead? Why did it feel like burning ice as it roared through her, and leave her with a 

feeling of pressure in her head? Why did her arrows never miss when she had this feeling? What 

was the flash when the arrow hit? How was she able to make such a massive sound when she 

yelled? On top of this, WHY, was she not frozen solid where she had fallen asleep that first 

night? How could she survive such cold? She concentrated on that first, it seemed, the most 

mundane of the things that were happening to her. She knew, that people froze to death, and that 

people died from heat exposure. She had seen both. She herself, had felt... cold, even though her 

friend or friends sitting right beside her was shivering, their teeth chattering uncontrollably. 

Now, she knew, that since... THAT night, she had an even greater resistance, if not an outright 

immunity to the cold. Is this how someone knew they were a mage? Was that the feeling in her 

head? Kaylee had once shown her, that she had the ability to use magery, even though she was 

terrified of anyone finding out, she had trusted Shay with her secret. Shayen, had at that time, felt 

pity for Kay, if the mages of Shardshaven ever found out, they would cart her away despite any 

protest she might make. Now, it seemed, that she herself had some of this power that Kaylee had 

shown her. When they reached this cave, she was going to have to figure it all out. Of course, she 

also had to figure out how to feed this thing she was riding, and herself. 

   For the first time, it hit her, that he was going to gather the entire herd, hundreds of others like 

himself. He expected HER to feed them all. How in the name of the three was she supposed to 

do that? 

   Shayen found herself laughing at the absurdity of it all. It was absurd, absurd that any of this 

had happened at all. A few weeks ago, she would have said it was impossible, now she was 

riding through the mountains on the back of a carnivorous horse to a destination only he knew. A 
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few weeks ago, her greatest goal in life, was to advance in the assassin’s guild to the rank of 

master, and perhaps, one day, become the guildmaster of the local thieves guild. To some people, 

those goals would have seemed, absurd, perhaps foolish, but to Shayen, the people in those 

guilds, represented family. They were hard people, they were people that would have killed her if 

payed to do it, but they were her family, and somehow, she had accepted them, at face value. 

Thieves, and killers. They each, had their own code of ethics, and some would even call it honor. 

Their rules, and codes, were basic, and easy to understand, cross the line, and you payed the 

price with your life. Her life, had been torn apart, and re assembled by the thieves’ guild, they 

had taken her in, and trained her. Yes, they had ulterior motives for doing so, at the time, it did 

not matter to her. She knew, that normal people held only contempt for thieves, and usually 

outright hatred for payed assassins and killers. She also knew, that those people kept their 

mouths shut, because opening them at the wrong time, would inevitably end up in them waking 

up to find all of their valuables gone, or, not waking up at all. So, despite their feelings, views 

and opinions, there was a respect buried deep in their hearts and minds for both organizations. 

that respect, appealed to Shayen, for reasons even she did not understand. Resulting in the goals 

she had set for herself. Now, those goals seemed far away, her future, uncertain, and somehow, 

diminished. 

   She realized, that her mount, was racing toward what looked like a sheer rock face that 

climbed endlessly up into the clouds. Looking around, she could see only two other mountains 

tall enough for their peaks to be hidden by the clouds. This animal’s agility, dexterity and power 

impressed her beyond belief, but she somehow doubted his ability to climb the face of the cliff 

that was fast approaching. She looked behind, at the two dozen other animals following them. 

They too seemed intent on climbing straight up the rock face. As they came to it, she realized, 
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that there was a trail, that went up the side, narrow enough that even a mountain goat would have 

thought twice about trying it. Her mount, did not hesitate. He turned, and raced up the narrow 

protrusion as if it was the most natural thing in the world to do. She wanted to close her eyes, but 

feared she might miss something, a leap, or a turn, and fall from his back. On this tiny ledge, he 

would not be able to shift his position, to keep her on his back. She wrapped her hands in the 

flowing silver mane, and gritted her teeth as he climbed. He placed his feet, paws? unerringly, 

and soon, they arrived at a fissure. The stallion twisted impossibly, barely slowing. this was why 

she had to keep her eyes open. she leaned into the twist. It felt decidedly strange and foreign, but 

without an issue, the stallion was now climbing a slightly wider ledge back in the other direction. 

Though wider, this ledge had gaps, where the ledge had broken away. He simply jumped over 

the missing spots and ran on at a speed that continued to stand her hair on end. This ledge 

brought them into the clouds. Visibility dropped to a few feet, making the ride even more hair 

raising, if that were possible. Almost without warning, he turned again. Shay found herself riding 

upon a surging lunging animal climbing up a cleft filled with loose shale. His clawed hand like 

feet gripped and pulled, often sending a cavalcade of loose rock and shale down the cleft behind 

them. She wanted to look back, to see how this was affecting those following, but was afraid to 

turn. She simply held on for her very life. Within moments, the stallion again turned. This time, 

the ledge was wide enough she felt she could have walked on it herself. It also brought them up 

out of the clouds. She gasped with amazement at the scene that unfolded as they came out of the 

clouds. The tops of the other two mountains came into view, floating on a sea of clouds, it 

looked as if she could walk on those clouds all the way to the other peaks. The view stretched on 

endlessly, the breathtaking beauty filling her with awe as her mount continued climbing. When 

she looked away from the scene below, she realized that they were nearing the top. The stallion 
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jumped up the last few feet to the precipice and halted, staring down at a sight she could never 

have imagined. 

   The valley, or bowl, below them, was miles and miles across. The entire top of this mountain 

was gone, in its place, was a bowl where it had been, lakes dotted the bottom of the bowl, 

grasslands from edge to edge filled that bowl. Steam rose from a few of the lakes. Those that 

bubbled and boiled sent off clouds of steam that dissipated high above them, the other small 

lakes were surrounded by cattail and lily pads. Herds of deer and elk grazed on the valley floor, 

birds flew lazily in the up drafts over the heated lakes. The view, was even more spectacular than 

the clouds now behind her. No clouds covered the valley, the lip of the mountain rim forming a 

barrier, even to the clouds. Even here, on top of the rim, she could feel the warmth emanating 

from the valley. The stallion began the descent, which was no less hair raising then the ascent 

had been. Again, the path down zigzagged back and forth along a series of ledges and fissures all 

the way to the bottom. She breathed an audible sigh of relief when they reached the grasslands, 

and he started across them as fast as he could go. She looked up through the tears created by the 

wind in her eyes, and saw the cave he had shown her. It was high on the far wall of the valley. 

She felt his thoughts intruding again, showing her images of Dragons launching from the ledge 

in front of the cave. A new fear filled her. What if, Dragons were not extinct? if there was any 

place that might still harbor a live Dragon, it would be this place. Was the purpose of these 

animals to bring the Dragon its next meal? She pushed that thought aside, realizing, that the 

animals grazing on the valley floor would provide plenty of food for a Dragon. His thoughts, 

indicated that what she was seeing, was from a time passed down to him through many 

generations. As he ran, she was startled to see flames issue from his nostrils. Before now, they 

had been in the icy air of the mountains, but here in the valley, it was warm, beyond warm, 
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almost hot, but it was a humid heat, unlike the heat of the desert. Even as her curiosity about the 

flames built, it was doused by the fear of climbing again. She regained her grip on his mane as he 

began to climb the valley wall to the cave. This trail looked less used, and as he turned, she 

realized the others were no longer following. he was excited though, and images of dragons 

filled his thoughts. He was excited, because once again, dragons would fly over the valley. The 

images confused her, so she concentrated on keeping her seat until they reached the ledge. He 

turned when they arrived, so she could dismount, on the side facing the cave, opposed to the side 

with the drop off. Despite his ability to keep her in place on his back, her legs were stiff, and it 

was painful making them work again. He stood patiently beside her while she forced her legs to 

work again. The effort of using every ounce of strength she possessed to hold her seat during the 

climb and descent had robbed them of the strength to stand. Slowly she forced the blood back 

into the contracted muscles, feeling the pinpricks of pain igniting like a million ants biting her 

legs. When she finally untangled her hands from his mane, her fingers also flared with the pains. 

The stallion then bounded down the side of the cliff like a playful puppy. She watched him for a 

moment, terrified by the risks he was taking, and thankful he hadn’t done that when she was on 

his back. 

   She turned, and looked into the darkness of the cave. The walls were as smooth as glass, but 

the floors were scarred and rough. Even the ledge she was standing on was scarred and torn, the 

edge of the ledge had great gouges in the very rock. The image of a dragon taking flight from 

this ledge filled her mind. She watched the sparks flash from its claws as it leapt from the ledge, 

adding to her already healthy respect for a creature with such power and size. If their claws were 

strong enough to cut into stone, they were as hard, or harder than the best steel known to man.  
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   Shayen took one last look down the side of the wall at the trail, and wondered for the first 

time, how she was to manage getting supplies up here. She stepped into the cave, and blinked as 

her eyes adjusted to the darkness.  Her eyes always gave her an advantage in darkness that her 

friends often commented on. That advantage let her see deep into the cave. Near the edge of her 

vision, she could see a gargantuan hole in the side of the cave. She walked toward that hole, and 

was amazed to find a large chamber, its floor lined with sand. She continued into the cave, 

finding more of these chambers spaced evenly along the walls. Each of them filled with sand. 

Then she turned into a chamber, and stifled a scream. Staring right at her, was the skull of a 

Dragon. The skull was larger than her entire body. Behind it, the Dragons bones lay about the 

chamber, littered around those bones, were hundreds of scales. Each the color of fire, with a dark 

edge, that was either deep blue, or black. Unwilling to disturb the last resting place of this 

Dragon, she backed away, and continued into the cave. it slowly curved to the right, eventually 

blocking the view of the entrance, and pushing the limits of even her superb vision. She counted 

one hundred and three chambers, and then she came across something she did not expect. Doors. 

There were dozens of Doors carved into the walls of this cave. Doors, the size a human would 

use. The wood had fallen away, leaving only a rotting door frame. Within these rooms, she was 

also amazed to find beds, tables, desks and books. Chests for storing things and cabinets for 

clothing. She continued on, peeking into each room, sometimes pulling open, or apart doors that 

were closed. Near the end of the cave, she found another door, but this one was a metal door, and 

looked as if it could have been placed here only moments ago. the metal un tarnished and 

gleaming softly in the darkness. Supernatural dread filled her, and she had to struggle to keep it 

under control. She also had to force her hand to the handle. The dread seemed nearly 

overwhelming, and she choked back a scream as she yanked her hand away from the handle. 
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Nothing had happened, she had not touched it, but, she felt, that there was something wrong. She 

should not feel such dread here. The prickle of fear wiggled across her spine as she stared at the 

door. She knew the feeling, and used it often when looking for traps, and deactivating them. 

Closer examination of the door revealed nothing. It fit so well in the frame, that there would be 

no sliding a dagger in to lift the latch. She examined the wear pattern on the floor, and felt the 

prickle of fear justified. This door did not open in the direction the handle indicated. She drew 

her sword, and stood against the wall, as far from the door as she could. She pushed the tip of the 

blade against the doors edge opposite the handle. The door clicked, and opened inward. No traps 

were set off, but the feeling if impending doom faded. She pushed the door open wider. When 

nothing happened, she stepped forward, and peered into the room. The darkness inside was so 

complete, that she could just barely make out chairs and tables. She leaned in further, and 

jumped back as the room began to light up.  

   She waited a few moments, and when nothing else happened, again stuck her head in, 

examining the door jamb for any sign of a trap. When she found none, she looked again into the 

room. There were tables and chairs, there were also desks and benches covered with alchemy 

equipment. Dozens of shelves with books and scrolls. There were barrels and chests along the far 

wall as well as shelves of cups and glasses. Beside the door, were large bars of steel, obviously 

meant to drop into place to keep the door from being opened from the outside. She stepped into 

the room, and stared . If this had been a place of Dragons, then why were there rooms, for 

humans, why were there human things here like books? She looked up to the ceiling now, 

wondering where the light had come from, and why it had illuminated the room when she looked 

in. She could see no visible source for the light, yet it lit every nook and cranny without blinding. 

More questions, on top of the dozens she already had. She stepped further into the room, looking 
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for openings of any type that may hide a trap.  Slowly, she crossed the room to the chests lining 

the back wall. She carefully set her hand on the lid of the first, to see if her inner warning was 

triggered. When she felt nothing, she gently lifted the lid. She yanked her hand away with a gasp. 

The lid fell the rest of the way open, banging on the wall. She stared in total disbelief at the 

contents. Here, before her, was more wealth than any but a king may ever possess. The chest was 

filled to the top with gold coins. Still in a state of disbelief, she picked up a handful of those 

coins. They were from every realm, every kingdom, and every one of them, was pure gold. She 

dropped them back in the chest, and with a bit of carelessness, she opened the lid of the next 

chest. This one, was filled with silver coins. In itself, more money than she would have ever seen 

in her entire life. She walked down the line of chests, opening them all. Each contained gold, 

silver, or precious gems and fine jewelry. More wealth than any five kingdoms combined would 

ever have. 

   She staggered back, against one of the barrels, staring at the open chests in disbelief.  All 

moisture gone from her lips, she spun and tapped on the barrel. It sounded full. With trembling 

hands, she took a cup from the shelf, and blew the dust from it, and placed it under the spigot. 

She thought, for a moment that it was going to break off in her hand, but the internal valve 

popped loose, and a rich red wine poured into the cup. She paused as she lifted it to her lips, 

realizing, that this cup, was made of silver. This cup alone, would have made her comfortable for 

at least a month back in RanGrael. She lifted the cup, and tasted the wine. Alert for poisons. if 

this wine was poisoned, it was a poison that she was not trained to recognize. She downed the 

wine, finer than any she had ever tasted, and refilled her cup. Twice more she drained it. After 

refilling it again, she backed to one of the tables and sat heavily in a chair. The thought occurred 

to her, even as she sat, that it might not be strong enough to support her weight. The blink of an 
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eye later, she knew her fears were unfounded. the chair was as strong as the day it was made. She 

simply sat, staring at the chests in front of her, as if at any moment, they were going to disappear. 

She glanced at the shelves of books, expecting that they too would be brittle and aged. She set 

her cup down on the table, and went to the shelves. She pulled the first book off the shelf, and 

found them to be as well preserved as the chair, the wine, and even the metal door guarding this 

place. More questions, always more questions. Abruptly, she realized, that the book in her hand 

was hand written, not printed. It appeared to be a journal, or log. before she had read the first 

page, she was forced to sit down again. It was a log, of the day to day happenings in this lair. She 

read it, from front to back, even more disbelief filled her as she read. This book, was written, by 

a Dragon, or more exactly, a DragonLord.  She knew of them only by legend and story. 

Fantastic stories, that she had always believed to be pure fantasy. DragonLords, unlike Dragons, 

were a being that could not be proven. The legends about them, passed down from person to 

person. Holding a Dragon scale in your hand, or, seeing the skeleton of a Dragon, quickly 

proved, that long ago, Dragons really did exist, but there was no way to hold proof of a 

DragonLord in your hand, except, that she was right now doing exactly that. 

   She jumped up, and went to the shelves again. She returned the book she had read, and pulled 

several more down, setting them on the table beside her wine. Within moments, she was reading 

of a time, that even her great grandmother had thought to be mythical. The implications of what 

she was reading tried to worm their way into an already battered and confused brain. If, as these 

books seemed to prove, the DragonLords were real, then too, the gods must be real. If she 

remembered her legends correctly, the entire purpose of a DragonLord, was to protect humanity 

from Dragons, and Dragons from Humanity. A DragonLord, was Mostly Dragon, and a little 

human, created by the god Nacen with part of each, to give them reason to protect both races. 
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This book claimed that DragonLords were mostly Dragon with some Elven blood. Shayen 

dropped the book she was reading on the table, and downed the remaining wine in her cup. Her 

head was already spinning with questions and complications she did not understand, she did not 

need more questions, she needed answers. She refilled her cup again, and returned to the shelves. 

Answers, where was she going to get answers.   

   She began selecting books that explained magery. There were three, and there were 

spellbooks here, levels one through five, and a level seven. Her suspicions, that she had 

somehow suddenly become capable of using magery could be answered, by these books, it was a 

good place to start. 

   The entire first two chapters of the level one spellbook explained magery, and how to use it. It 

seemed easy enough. She needed to learn to access the void, or, her own personal space within 

the void. Beginning mages were encouraged to focus on an object they knew well. A trinket of 

their own, a flower, pool of water, or another familiar object. When within the void, all other 

sensation is lost, nothing can enter the void, no sound, or sensation. A beginning mage will know 

they have managed to enter the void when all external sensation is gone. 

   It seemed pretty simple, until she tried it. She tried picturing a flower, in exact detail, 

concentrating on that flower until the world around her faded away. Within moments, the flower 

had thorns, each pedal was a different color, it was in a garden of flowers each of a different 

type....   She sighed, exasperated by the adventurous nature of her own mind. She tried the pool 

of water. No banks, or edges, just the water floating in the void. Water should be simple... The 

pool became a sea filled with waves, and even a pirate ship. She wiped the image away, and tried 

again. The pool of water, just the water, nothing but the water surrounded by swamp, mossy trees 

with snakes and frogs... 



24 

   She stood up, feeling betrayed by her own mind. She paced back and forth for several 

minutes. She settled on her dagger. It was the first dagger she ever had. She knew every nick and 

scratch in its blade, She knew every inch of that dagger, She had slept with it the night she 

received it, cutting herself several times and she had used it to kill her first man. She set those 

thoughts aside, and sat herself back at the table. She imagined the dagger. No background, 

nothing, just the dagger floating in a sea of blackness. It was difficult. Perhaps, one of the hardest 

things she ever did. There was a constant stream of memories, and thoughts attempting to slide 

into the void with the dagger. She struggled for hours, and realized, suddenly, that she was there. 

The moment she realized it, the void, and the dagger were gone. She blinked, disappointed, 

realizing she had a huge headache. She downed the rest of the wine, and went to find a bed. 

 

   A good nights rest did wonders for her concentration. She struggled to the void repeatedly, 

each time losing it for one reason or another. She was amazed at how easy it was to get 

distracted. A fly out in the hallway became incredibly loud and annoying. Even the frogs peeping 

to each other at one of the nearby ponds was enough to break her concentration. Determined, she 

kept working at it. The struggle became, not one of getting to the void, but one of maintaining it 

once she arrived. Slowly, she began to get control. Each attempt, lasting a little longer. 

Eventually, she felt confident of her ability to remain within the void. Her next task, was to 

remove the dagger, leaving only the void. This was also a struggle, but not as great as the 

original struggle. When she could enter the void without the dagger, and remain there, she 

returned to the lessen in the book. The ultimate purpose of the void, was as a receptacle for the 

power of will. Once capable of entering, and maintaining the void, she had to feel, the world 



25 

around her, feel it as it really was, a place of power. Everything in the world, was made up of 

that power. Her job, was to open herself to it, and let it flow into the void. 

   This did not sound easy, but when she entered the void, and tried to think of letting power 

flow into it, it happened, and she lost the void. She struggled with it for only a few minutes, and 

was successful much sooner than she had imagined. Filling her void with the power of will 

quickly became very easy. Yet, it also raised another question in her mind. This was not how she 

had used the power of will. It had simply come to her, when she desperately needed it. When 

using her bow. It had the same stretchy feeling in her head, but it did not roar through her like 

burning ice. She had come this far, she might as well continue with it to see where it took her.  

   Once she had the void filled, her first lessen was to create a ball of mageglow. It was a simple 

ability. Willing the ball of energy to form over her extended hand, providing illumination when 

needed. She could adjust the amount of light it gave off, by simply willing it to get brighter. 

   She opened her hand, and extended it, willing the ball into existence. It surprised her when the 

ball actually appeared, exactly how she had imagined it. It floated over her hand, shedding light 

around her. She willed it to get brighter, and then returned it to the dull glow. She noticed, that 

this ball of energy was colorless, clear, like a ball of glass floating over her hand. Yet, she 

remembered, that when she had used magery before, it had a blue glow, or flash. She was even 

more convinced, that this was not the power she had used. Still, she was excited by her success. 

Now the book wanted her to try forming multiple balls of energy, and hold them as long as she 

could, then refill the void, and do it again, until she could hold at least ten balls for as many 

minutes. She needed to be capable of holding this many, for that long, to proceed to the next 

lessen. 
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   She struggled for several minutes, trying to form the second ball, and then maintain it. Once 

she had, forming more was much easier. Within moments she had ten, fifteen, twenty balls 

floating over her open hand. She felt, as if she could handle more, but she also needed to hold 

them for ten minutes, so she stopped at twenty. She counted away the minutes, and could only 

guess, but was sure that she held twenty balls for at least fifteen minutes. When they all vanished 

suddenly, she knew that the void was empty. She refilled it, but was frustrated. This was not 

what she had done before. She tried to recreate the scene in her mind. Her need had been great, 

and it had just happened. Being careful to stay away from the void, she concentrated on forming 

the ball over her hand. Concentrated, as she had when she knew her life depended on it. Slowly, 

she felt the buildup in her forehead. The feeling of burning ice roared through her mind, and the 

ball formed over her hand. It’s color, was blue. Elated, she then tried to form a ball using the 

void. Within moments, a blue ball, and a clear ball were hovering in mid air over her 

outstretched hand. 

   Rather than answering her questions, this exercise had only added another question. If the 

clear ball was magery, then what was the blue ball? 

   Determined to answer, rather than make new questions, she again went to the shelves. Books 

drew her attention by the score, but she refused to touch them. Not yet. One by one she read the 

titles, looking for one that could answer even just a single one of her questions. 

   “The limitations and differences in the use of will” was the one she found, and took to the 

table.  

   She took a deep breath, and opened the book. 

   From the earliest days of magery, those who are mages have been kept in the dark as to the 

abilities of the DragonLords. They simply believe, that we have the ability to mask our use of 
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will from them. They have spent countless years on studying ways that this might be 

accomplished, and have never found the answer. Their answer, would lie, not in the direction of 

study they pursue, but in knowing the right questions to ask. Though it is now written in this 

book, they will never know the question to ask, if they do find it, it will be because we no longer 

exist, and by that time, neither question, or answer will matter. The Mages of Shardshaven use 

what they call, the void, as a receptacle for the power of will. They have often been amazed that 

the DragonLords are capable of maintaining their use of will, beyond what even their greatest 

mage can store within the void.  

   Our use of will, is not stored, our use of will is drawn directly through our mind, and released 

by thought, desire, need, or as the name implies, will. 

   She slammed the book closed. She was on her feet, but still staring at the book, as the 

implications ran through her mind. Somewhere, in the jumble of thoughts, she realized, she had 

failed. This book, had brought up more questions. She stepped away from it. Backing away, 

shaking her head. It just was not possible. It could not be possible. DragonLords, were myths, 

well, maybe they weren’t, but they were gone, long gone, gone, by at least a couple hundred 

years. There had to be another explanation, another way. Once again, she filled her cup with 

wine. She walked slowly around the room. Her parents were merchants. Neither of them 

possessed the ability to use magery, so how was it possible? 

   She continued pacing, and trying to find some way to deny what she now knew, because of an 

ability that she could use. Her heart, slowly returned to a somewhat normal tempo, and she 

returned to the table, and stared at the book for several minutes. She gritted her teeth, and opened 

it again. 
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   The ability to use direct, or free will, is possessed only by those of very strong blood. The 

ability to increase the amount of will that can be flowed has, as of the time of this writing, never 

been fully explored. Some feel, that too much of an increase, may put the wielder in danger. We 

will only know, when someone does it, and reaches a limit, or destroys themselves searching for 

that limit.  Those who are purest of blood, can use both indirect, and free will, they can also 

sense the use of both. What follows, is a lesson in exercise, and use of free will. Many of the 

principles, and abilities, are identical to the training the Mages of Shardshaven offer. In fact, the 

casting and use of free will can exactly match that of indirect will, the difference being obvious, 

in that the user will not run out of power when the void is empty. 

   The Mages of ShardsHaven, do not train to gain strength. As far as this writer knows, they do 

not mention the ability to increase the use of will at all, and they base their rank structure on the 

amount of will, with a tie breaker being the ability to flow will. 

   Flowing, is like having two gallons of water, in equal sized jugs. One jug has a small opening, 

the other jug has a large opening. The jug with the large opening, will allow the water within it, 

to “flow” out MUCH faster, than the one with the small opening. In the use of indirect will, 

having the ability to flow a large amount, is not as important to those of us that use Direct will. 

With a mage, it may mean that he, or she can use very powerful spells, but it also means, that 

they will empty the void very quickly, and thus, they will be powerless. 

   Flow, to a Dragonlord, is much more important. It not only means how much power of will 

can be released, but how much power can be drawn. Released, and drawn, are used together with 

direct will. Forming a ball of mage glow using direct flow, will allow you to feel the amount of 

power coming in, and the amount of power going out. Forming more balls of mageglow, will 

increase this feeling. Knowing your limit, is important. You may be able to hold thirty balls of 
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mageglow, but, at thirty, you will know you have reached your limit, you will feel it, and 

instinctively know, that if you attempt one more ball, that they will all wink out. From that point, 

it will take a few minutes for you to reestablish the link that allows the use of direct will. 

   However, it has been proven, that pushing the limits of the use of Direct will, can, and has, 

increased the amount of mage glow balls an individual can maintain.  ChortranDrian’Mar, tested 

this on himself, at great personal risk. His limit, was eighteen balls of mageglow. For six days, he 

struggled to hold those eighteen balls every waking minute. By the end of the sixth day, he 

found, that he was capable of holding twenty balls. He reported headaches, and that he had 

begun seeing flashes of light where there were none, so take it as a warning, that there may be 

consequences involved. 

   Now, enough of my rambling, let us go to the first lesson. 

 

   She set the book aside again, trying to digest what she had read. She formed the ball of 

mageglow again, just to prove to herself that she was not dreaming it. She formed the ball of 

clear mage glow beside the blue one. She let them both wink out, and again stood, to go to the 

book shelf. 

   “The Blood and the will” came with her back to the table. This one looked to be informative, 

having several chapters with names she now knew, she would need to read. At this moment, she 

turned to the chapter that told how to determine the strength of ones blood. 

   The spell, was simple. She retrieved a clean cup, and using her dagger, cut the palm of her 

hand, letting the blood dribble into the cup. She wrapped her hand, and then held up the cup, 

focusing her will upon the contents. She let the desire for knowledge move to the forefront of her 



30 

mind. The desire to know the “ratio” of her blood. The rush of freezing hot flames surged, and 

the blood in the cup flashed to steam, forming two fractions, one above the other. 

   She dropped the cup as those fractions faded. Once again shocked and filled with disbelief. 

With that test, her world turned upside down. The two people, she had loved most, simply could 

not be her parents. Once again, rather than answering her questions, she had only succeeded in 

bringing up more questions. Who were they, why were they raising her, who were her real 

parents, how had she come to live with those she knew of as her parents? If the DragonLords 

were indeed, extinct as legend said, then how had she come to be born, only fifteen years ago? 

   She put her head down into her hands, pressing the palms into her eyes, trying to relieve the 

headache that seemed to be building behind those eyes. No matter how hard she pushed or 

rubbed, the two fractions continued to remain, as if burned into her very eyelids. Her father, was 

9/10 Dragon. This in itself, was an unbelievable impossibility. Everyone KNEW that Dragons 

were extinct. Which, made the fraction for her mother an even greater problem. That fraction, 

had been 1/1, her mother, was not part dragon, her mother had been a trueblood. Now, it seemed, 

with every thing she did, her world was collapsing further and further. With every attempt to 

answer questions, she was dredging up more and more. She was almost afraid of what she was 

going to find out next. Her table was slowly filling up with books, but she wanted to read them, 

all of them, so putting them back would be pointless.. She retrieved even more books, books 

taking her back to the beginning. 

 

   There remain, truebloods among us, but the time is coming, that they will be no more. 

Unknown to Nacen or his tame DragonLords, those of us living in the lairs, are smarter, stronger 

and faster than we once were. Our blood, is theirs. Our ability to think, to learn, and to adapt is 
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far greater than that of the trueblood. The effect of our transition, has been to weaken the 

DragonLords own hold over Eden. They come to fight us, to take away a female, and find, that 

they cannot win, cannot defeat us any longer. They do not know it, but we, are their brothers and 

sisters. 

   When a clutch of eggs hatches, there are usually both human infants, and dragonettes that tear 

their way from the eggs. The DragonLords take the infants born human, as their own, the 

dragonettes, they feed, and raise until they can fly, then they shoo them away, running them off. 

Over the years, these young dragons have returned to the lairs. As more years pass, these young 

dragons become adults, their desire to learn, insatiable. One step at a time, these outcast 

DragonLords, have come to learn, what they are. In truth, they are DragonLords, just as those 

children born from their eggs in human form. We have slowly become the dominant members of 

the lair. We have taken over, and thrived, while the true DragonLords, have only waned in power 

and strength. At the time of this writing, there are fewer than two hundred standing ready at 

DragonLord Keep. Where they once were over five thousand. Unknown to them, unknown to 

humanity, there are over five thousand of us. The Feral DragonLords. We keep our secret, and 

live our lives, free! 

   In the following series of books, we will be taking you on a journey through our history, our 

evolution, coming of age and so much more. 

   Shayen skipped ahead, almost in a state of panic to answer a question, any question... 

 

    When a female Dragon wanted to mate, she released pheromones, that would drive the male 

dragons crazy, causing a massive battle, that only the strongest would win. As the blood was 

diluted, and the females had enough intelligence to pick and choose their mates, they would 
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often go away with them, to be alone before releasing those pheromones, avoiding the battles 

and subsequent injuries that arose. 

   When a female dragon, or female DragonLord came of age, she would experience an 

involuntary release of pheromones, that they could not control, and she would go just as crazy as 

the males around her, often remembering little of what transpired. After that first cycle, there 

would never again be an involuntary one, but only those she herself triggered. 

    Again, as the intelligence of the dragons increased, they could tell when a female was about 

to come of age, and separate them from the rest of the lair to avoid the fighting. 

   Shay felt a growing dread as she continued to read. 

   A female Dragon, or DragonLord that came of age, surrounded by humans, would have the 

exact same effect on human men as it did on Male Dragons. The difference was, the Humans 

could not sustain the massively increased heart rate, and after a time, simply died of heart failure. 

 

   She shut the book, and placed her forehead on the cool wood of the table. The flashes of 

memory coming back to her. That morning waking up, and finding a dozen men laying around 

her, all of them dead. Two of them very good friends. She had enough time to grab her clothes, 

and the equipment she had with her, and run, as the bodies were discovered. Taking a few deep 

breaths, and trying to calm her heart, she turned back a few pages, wanting to read it all. 

 

      When a DragonLord mated a female dragon, she would lay her eggs anytime from a few 

weeks to a few months after. She used her bodies great heat to incubate those eggs. The 

DragonLord Infants, would tear their way out of the eggs, those born human, the Dragonlords 
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raised as their own. Those born Dragon, were raised the few months it took them until they could 

fly, and then they were chased off to fend for themselves. 

   Unknown to the DragonLords, was that those born Dragon, and eventually chased away, were 

no different than the infants that were born human, in that they too could shift and become 

human. 

   The TrueBlood Dragons, were an intelligent creature, as far as creatures went. They had a 

base language that consisted of a few words, though most of their communication was done 

mentally. They were driven by instinct more than intelligence. The Young Dragons chased away 

by the DragonLords, carried great intelligence, usually even greater than that of the smartest 

humans in that their capacity to learn was voracious. These Dragons quickly became the 

dominant Dragons of the lairs, and mated with others of their kind. It wasn't long, before the 

discovery was made by them of the powers they had. They shifted, and infiltrated human 

habitations, and learned everything they could, which they took back to the lairs with them. 

These secrets, they guarded jealously. 

   This also had the effect, that they were harder to defeat when the Real DragonLords came 

calling to try to win a mate. So, while the reign of the DragonLords waned, the strength of the 

lairs grew. 

   When a female Dragon wanted to mate, she released pheromones, that would drive the male 

dragons crazy, causing a massive battle, that only the strongest would win. As the blood was 

diluted, and the females had enough intelligence to pick and choose their mates, they would 

often go away with them, to be alone before releasing those pheromones, avoiding the battles 

and subsequent injuries that arose. 
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   When a female dragon or DragonLord came of age, she would experience an Involuntary heat 

cycle, that they could not control, and she would go just as crazy as the males around her, often 

remembering little of what transpired. After that first cycle, there would never again be an 

involuntary one, but only those she herself triggered. 

    Again, as the intelligence of the dragons increased, they could tell when a female was about 

to come of age, and separate them from the rest of the lair to avoid the fighting. 

     A female Dragon, or DragonLord that came of age, surrounded by humans, would have the 

exact same effect on human men as it did on Male Dragons. The difference was, the Humans 

could not sustain the massively increased heart rate, and after a time, simply died of heart failure. 

 

   Now she knew what had happened, and why. She also knew it wouldn't happen again, which 

was one of the many things that had worried her. What she didn't know yet, was how she had 

come about, with both of her parents being normal mortals. 

   Not sure, if she would ever know the answer to that, she just began reading, knowing, that she 

would need to know... everything. 

    DragonBorn were what they were called, if delivered with hardened claws on the ends of 

their fingertips. Being born as a dragon, they had what was called an egg tooth on the tip of their 

nose, that they used to beak free of the egg, human children had instead, hardened claws instead 

of fingernails, that they used for the same purpose. These claws, just like the egg tooth of the 

dragon, would fall off after a few days. 

   The difficulty with this, was that if a human woman carried a DragonBorn, the child would 

attempt to break out of the egg, and since they were within the womb of a woman, would 

literally tear her apart from the inside. The safety line for bearing a child of the blood was 
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somewhere between 1/16th and 1/8th. Any stronger blood than that, and it would virtually 

guarantee the mother died horribly. The child could often be saved, but there was no hope for the 

mother. 

  A female DragonLord didn't have that problem, in that her eggs were delivered whatever shape 

she was in. The only real difficulty, was that the eggs each weighed just over ten pounds, and she 

could be carrying as many as five. Delivering a perfectly round egg that weighed ten pounds was 

.... stretching things....  ( sorry )   

  So delivering the eggs was universally done as Dragon. 

   Even the smallest trace of Dragon Heritage gave the person a greater longevity, as well as the 

ability to use what was called Magery to a certain extent. It was the blood, and solely the blood, 

and its dilution that determined the strength of that Magery. It is now, unclear where the line is 

drawn, between simply being capable of using Magery, and being a DragonLord. 

   As we understand the definition, A DragonLord, is one, that can become Dragon, or human as 

it were. The ability to be both, the ability to care for, and defend both, from each other, as a 

sacred duty. While a mage, can use the power of will, they do not have the incredible resistance 

to the elements, hot and cold, earth, wind and fire. It is believed, that the reason DragonLords are 

so resistant to magery, is because Magery IS the elements. Though advanced forms of magery 

may use all of the elements, woven into a fabric finer than the finest silks, that fabric, is still 

woven of the same elements. We have the ability to block them out, keep them at bay. We will 

not freeze on the coldest night, we will not die of heat on the hottest day. We can swim in the 

open water of nearly frozen lakes, and we can handle glowing hot steel taken from a forge in our 

bare hands. 



36 

   We have the ability, to use fire. Fire, not from will, but from self, from body. Using the fire, is 

not like using the will. As a Dragon, two fluids are expelled through tubes in the throat, using the 

breath to force it forward out of the mouth. When the two fluids come together, they ignite 

violently and explosively. This burning fluid can reach temperatures hot enough to melt rock. 

This, is how we have always carved our lairs out of the mountains. Melting, and scraping away 

the molten rock. In human form, we do not have the fluids in our body, or the tubes in our 

throats, yet somehow, we retain the ability to use that same fire through the use of will. Though 

similar to free will, or indirect will, it does not pull from the same source of power, and it cannot 

easily be woven into other elements. The advantage of this is that it does not deplete the will 

stored in the void, nor does it have the same limits that the use of either will type has. The fire, is 

as hot as that produced by the fluids combining explosively, and can be directed, when in human 

form to distant objects, that could not be reached when in Dragon Form. This effectively gives 

those of strong blood a third alternative to their already powerful arsenal of weapons. 

 

   Shayen read for many hours, one by one, the questions in her mind being answered, even if 

those answers were not what she expected, or beyond her capability to accept, or believe at the 

current time. 

   Many of the things, that she KNEW to be correct, that she KNEW to be facts were turned 

over as she read. Beliefs that the age of the Dragon, and DragonLord, were long sense ended, 

and relegated to the anal’s of history, myth and legend conflicted with what she now learned, 

about the past, and her growing understanding, of what she might be. Despite the impossibility of 

it all, her mind was slowly accepting these things as she read, and began to understand. The 

acceptance of what had started her on this journey, did not lessen the horror of it. Though she 
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now knew what had happened, it was still a hard thing to accept as natural. Sex, had always been 

something whispered about, something hidden and private. Her own desires, had always been, 

abnormal to her, she had talked to other female friends, and found that while they were 

interested, and curious, they were not driven by those desires. Understanding, that her desires 

were natural for one of her blood, was a relief, if only in the knowledge. Her struggle to restrain 

herself had always been great, and she could not see that struggle lessening, humans just would 

not understand, and now, if she was ever to fulfill those desires, she would have to struggle even 

harder, simply to keep from killing whoever she chose for a partner. It took much of the pleasure 

away because of the lack of freedom in the act. 

   Her reading had revealed, that dominant males often “bonded” up to a dozen females. The 

purpose, beyond passing on their blood, and strengthening the lair, was because the males 

aggression was directly related to how often they mated. A male that mated often was a lot less 

aggressive than one who did not. The sad part was, that as far as she knew, there were no other 

of the blood strong enough to become Dragon. She consoled herself with the thought, that 

somehow, somewhere, there might be others. A few hours ago, she had known, that Dragons 

were extinct, as were DragonLords, yet she now knew, that there was at least one left in the 

world. 

   As she read, she itched to try things, learn more about individual traits and abilities, but she 

forced herself to remain at the table, continuing to learn. Time blurred, and vanished as she 

absorbed the information. Eventually, she started to get jumpy, and knew that she had to move, 

she had to begin working on the things she learned. She looked at the books stacked all over the 

table, benches and floor, and then at the books remaining on the shelves. There were enough 

books, to keep her busy for years. 
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   She had moved one of the beds into this room, but as nightfall approached, she left the room, 

and entered the nearest chamber that was lined with warm sand. She stood in the very center of 

the chamber and closed her eyes. Her heart hammered in her chest. She struggled to control her 

breathing, and was not sure if the thought of becoming a Dragon was more exciting and thrilling 

than the hope that she would not be able to do it. The hope, that all of this had somehow been a 

mistake, an illusion, and that she would find that she was just a simple human. Part of her, 

wanted it to happen, wanted the transition to work, while another part of her feared it. Everything 

that had happened, pointed to the impossibility of what she thought she was. This test, would 

yank the blocks out from under the wagon wheels. If it worked, the wagon was going to start a 

careening dangerous journey down the mountainside. She imagined herself as the wagon, and 

wondered if it would be possible for such a journey to have a good ending. 

   She had not opened her eyes. Keeping them closed, and her heart under control, she knelt in 

the sand, and began to picture the Dragon in her mind. She pictured the Dragon the stallion had 

shown her, launching from the ledge. His colors, his size, the massive wings... When she had the 

image fixed within her mind, she began drawing the power, letting it flow into the image, just as 

she would have filled the void, now she filled the image of the Dragon. Within moments, she 

felt, that the image was as full as it could get. She released the hold she had over that image... 

She blinked, feeling slightly depressed. Nothing grand had happened. She had felt... nothing. She 

looked down, and the hammering of her heart started all over again. All she could do was stare, 

frozen in place, afraid to move. The sand seemed so far away, as if she was now floating near the 

ceiling.  The greatest difference though, was the claws she could make out, half buried in the 

sand. Those claws, were attached to feet. The feet, to legs, covered with deep blue scales, that 

were edged in black. When she was no longer hyper ventilating, she managed to close her eyes 
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again, for only a moment. When she opened them, she stared at those claws, and flexed one. If 

her vocal chords would have allowed it, she would have screamed when that claw moved. 

Instead, it came out as a grunting cough. She closed her eyes, and calmed herself again. It looked 

as if, the transition had worked. She opened her eyes, and slowly lifted the left front... foot? from 

the sand, and examined it. She experimentally flexed the claws, one at a time, then placed the 

foot back in the sand. She turned her head, and looked back at the large body behind her. Wings 

folded comfortably across her shoulders and back. She flexed a wing, and opened it as far as the 

wall would allow. The color was spectacular. One piece at a time she examined herself, and then 

forced the huge legs to move, lifting her bulk from the sand, down the hallway, and out onto the 

ledge. The sun had set behind the lip of the valley, but still provided plenty of light. Now, in the 

open, she reared up on her hind legs, and spread her wings. The roar that echoed across the 

valley, was unmistakable. The answering call from the stallion sent a chill up her back. Could 

dragons get goose bumps or was it just a mental thing?  

   She squeezed the muscles in her chest, and felt the fluids roaring through the tubes. She 

breathed outward as the fluids sprayed forth. The white hot inferno of fire startled her. Clear 

membranes instinctively lowered to protect her eyes, but retracted as soon as the fire stopped. 

She practiced with the flames, finding that by simply changing how she held her mouth, and lips 

she could regulate the pattern of those flames. She flapped the big wings, feeling the lift they 

created when they came down. The urge to simply jump off the ledge was strong, but her mind 

told her, that would not be wise. She had watched young birds standing on the edge of their 

nests, flapping their wings, eventually gripping the edge of the nest to hold them down while 

they built their strength. She too decided to flap her wings, and quickly realized, that her muscles 
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were unprepared. Her shoulders and back were burning from the strain within moments. Shayen 

stood on the ledge, resting, and flapping, alternating back and forth until well after dark. 

   Eventually she returned to the chamber, and curled up in the sand. The comfort it provided 

surprised her. This was much preferable to a ratty sheet and blanket that were slowly 

disintegrating from age. She closed her eyes, amused at the contented rumble that issued from 

somewhere deep in her chest. 

   The following morning found her clinging to the ledge, flapping furiously. When she felt she 

could not keep it up any longer, she returned to the back of the lair. Now, she had to return to 

herself, to her human form. To her relief, she found it just as easy as becoming Dragon. The shift 

was just as fast, and just as painless. She spent several more hours reading, and then returned to 

the ledge. She was hungry. She hadn’t eaten for several days. Her arrows were gone, so that left 

her only one way to get food. She shifted, and stood looking out over the grasslands below her. 

All she could do, was hope that the grass was as soft as it looked. 

   In her mind, flying seemed just a matter of coordination. Wings go down body goes up, wings 

open wide you glide. She opened her wings, and leaned forward. She shoved with her hind legs, 

and brought her wings down hard. Her fear, had been, that when her wings reached the bottom of 

their stroke, she would plummet like a rock. Instead, she found that the thrust of bringing her 

wings down, caused her body to rise, sort of floating for a moment before it started to fall. That 

time allowed her to get her wings back up, slightly folding them as they rose so that they did not 

trap air. Then she brought them down again. the process repeated, as she concentrated all of her 

attention on keeping herself in the air. She was also concentrating on balance, keeping herself 

upright, and level. When she looked back, she heard that grunting cough again. She was high 

above the ledge, and still climbing. She struggled with spreading her wings, and just holding 
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them there. Trying to tilt her body, yet remain balanced. Slowly, she wobbled around in a circle. 

Abruptly, she felt an updraft, that lifted her even higher, and almost just as fast, the updraft was 

gone, and she was falling, despite the fact that her wings were opened. She flapped frantically, 

and managed to regain control. When she felt she could again breath, she turned back, wondering 

why that had happened. Flying in over one of the heated ponds, reproduced the effect, but this 

time, she turned, trying to stay above the pond. To her delight, she continued to climb. Gritting 

her teeth, she straightened the turn, and came out of the rising warm air. This time she was ready 

for it, and compensated with much less panic. However, now her back and shoulders were on 

FIRE from the effort. She turned back to the lair, and tried to glide most of the way, only 

flapping when she had to. As she came in, another realization hit her. She had no real idea how 

to land. She had seen birds land, tilting their body back, and bringing their wings down at the 

moment of touchdown. It seemed easy enough, but the ledge was coming at her fast, very fast. 

As she tried to slow down, she realized another mistake. this body was heavy, and she no longer 

had the strength to bring those wings down when they were filled with wind. The thought, to turn 

and land in the grass crossed her mind, about the same time her talons hit the granite. She did 

manage to bring the wings down, and forward, but there was not enough power in it. Her talons 

dug into the rock with a shower of sparks, then she was hurtling into the cave, upside down. She 

wrapped the leathery wings around herself protectively, praying that nothing broke as she 

bounced off the wall. Her scales making a screeching noise as she slid and spiraled down the 

corridor. Bouncing twisting and spinning, she eventually came to rest near the back of the lair, 

still upside down. She tenderly righted herself, and flexed one muscle at a time. Satisfied that 

nothing was broken, she shook herself, and looked back toward the entrance. She was 

momentarily glad no one had witnessed such a wonderful landing. Shifting back to human form, 
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she learned something else. Dragons had a much higher tolerance for pain. She felt battered and 

bruised from head to toe. Even as she moaned, she felt the thrill of realization hit her. She had 

done it! She had flown! Perhaps not far, but she knew she would get better. She had to get better, 

and fast. She needed to eat, and it wasn’t going to happen unless she could catch something. 

   The next flight, was a short one. With each flight, she landed better, and stayed up longer. She 

found, that she had to rest about two hours between flights. She read, and flew, read some more, 

and flew again. Two more days she spent doing this, and felt comfortable enough to climb above 

the ridge. She landed on that ridge, staring down at the deer and elk wandering about the valley. 

She needed one of them, but doubted her ability to catch one when they were in a full out 

terrified race to get away. Another thought hit her, and she smiled. She turned her attention away 

from the valley. Out there, beyond the badlands were farms. A lot of farms. What better way to 

strengthen her wings and hone her skills? 

   Flying high, she crossed the badlands in less than three hours. She found a likely spot to land 

in the darkness, and waited, letting the tired muscles rebuild. When she was ready, she took off 

again, and winged her way out over the farms and fields. Spotting a cow in the darkness was 

easy. There were a dozen cows, she only wanted one. Her dive was clumsy, the snag was even 

worse, but within minutes, she was again high above the farm, the cow clutched firmly in her 

claws, lowing mornfully. 

  That had been messy, and noisy. She could see a lantern bobbing around. They knew 

something had happened, with any luck, they would not be able to guess what it was. Now, she 

had to get back to her valley, with several hundred pounds of cow. Every time she tried to land, 

or take off, the cow struggled in desperation. Eventually she gave up on getting it back alive. She 
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killed it, and ate her fill. Less than half of it remained when she dropped it to the stallion and his 

band. 

   Each night, she ranged out, and found a farm she had not yet visited, and stole a cow. She 

returned with them to the valley, still alive. She released them there, and night after night, the 

herd of cows grew, right along with her strength. She mourned the ability to get cows of all the 

same type. She had black ones, and white ones, cows with stripes and cows with spots, cows 

with horns and cows without horns. She shrugged. There was not much she could do about it. 

She needed a source of food, that would replenish itself. The grass in the valley was never 

covered with snow, it always grew, and there was always water. She knew that each cow would 

have only a single offspring each year, which meant, that with a thousand cows, the stallion 

could easily eat ten cows a week, splitting them up with his herd. This would leave enough for 

her, and some to spare. Of course, he couldn’t start taking the cows until the following year. To 

supplement this, she used her newfound strength to begin hunting. Sometimes, her strikes killed 

the elk, and deer, when they did not, she returned them alive to the valley. The large valley 

supported all of the grazing animals easily with room to spare. Between the cows, deer and elk, 

there would be enough to support them all for a very long time. 

   She never stopped reading, and learning. With the basics of magery understood, she also 

practiced this skill, using all three of her abilities. Understanding how the mages wanted specific 

spells cast, weaving the powers of different elements together was a trial and error thing. One 

small step at a time, Shayen mastered the lessens in the skill books. When she had mastered all 

of the lessons in the books provided, she continued to work, on improving her ability, in flow, 

and amount. The mages had perfected a means of silencing another mage, simply by blocking 

him from the power he could draw in. While this would not stop a mage from using the power in 
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the void, it would stop him from bringing any more power into it. In the case of free will, it 

would instantly block a dragon from any use of will at all, but there was nothing a mage could 

do, to block a dragon from his, or her fire. Eventually, it began to tickle her mind, that these feral 

DragonLords thought of mages as enemies. Many of their studies, and their tactics were geared 

toward defeating mages. While that was fine with her, she often wondered why. Her questions, 

were silenced, when she found, within one of the journals, a folded piece of paper, detailing the 

locations of several other lairs. The importance of other lairs hit her immediately as she looked 

around the room. it was a complete mess. there were books everywhere, cups, and even the 

remains of meals. her attention so focused on learning, that she seldom took time to pick up. that 

needed to change, as soon as she found these lairs. 

   She waited until full dark before heading out across the mountains. the first lair she wanted to 

find was to the north. all the rest were south. She flew north all night, finding a sheltered spot to 

land during the day. The risk of being seen up this high in the mountains was minimal, but not 

worth taking the chance. She tried to sleep, but mostly fidgeted and fretted until dark. She flew 

the rest of the way to the lair, and located it easily from the air. Her disappointment was 

profound when she found nothing within the lair, no books, nothing. It was empty. her return 

flight, took her right past her own lair. She was determined to find them. The knowledge she 

stood to gain if there were any others like the one she lived in was great. It took her four nights 

of flying to reach the next lair. It was nearly as large as her own, and to her relief, also contained 

rooms for human occupation. The library in this lair was as extensive as her own. Now, 

something else occurred to her. How was she to get all of this back? Like her own lair, there 

were dozens of shelves filled with books and scrolls. More chests of gold silver and valuable 

gems. There were even weapons here on racks.  
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   Shayen stared at the room, knowing she had to find a way. An idea, she had thought of before 

came to her. When she became Dragon, the clothing, armor and weapons she wore, simply 

vanished, yet when she returned to human form, she was dressed, and wearing her weapons. She 

filled a bag with books, and carried them out of the room, and shifted to dragon. The bag 

remained in her claws. She changed back, and filled a second bag. She tied them together, and 

hung them over her shoulders. This time, when she shifted, the bags disappeared. While she was 

elated with the discovery, she knew, that she could still not carry all of it. It would take a 

hundred trips to move all of this stuff. The only answer she could think of, was to take only what 

she desperately needed. Perhaps it was just because of her past, but the thought, of leaving all the 

gold and other valuables caused an almost physical pain in her chest. Seeing no way around it, 

she sat down to study, and learn what she could. She found the missing spellbook to her set, as 

well as higher versions all the way to level nine. She had no way to know, if there was a ten, or 

even more. She set the spellbooks on the pile she wanted to take. She also found several journals 

filled with research and experiments. She scanned over some of the research, like the struggle to 

turn lead into gold, and within moments, found the answer to her problem. Just as she had 

wondered where her clothing went, the Dragonlord who wrote this journal had also wondered, 

and had struggled to figure it out.  

   Where did your clothing go? it is obvious that you are no longer wearing it, is it simply 

waiting somewhere in the void? Is it even removed from your body? Perhaps your body is also 

waiting in the void. The idea that you actually had two bodies, one Dragon, and one human is a 

matter of debate, many feel that... 

   She skipped down several paragraphs, and smiled. 
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   i am sure, beyond any doubt, that where I have been storing items, is not the same location 

where the items you are wearing go when you change forms. When an item is stored, you have a 

sort of knowledge, or awareness, that the item is there, yet when you change forms, you have no 

such awareness about the items you are wearing. Further, I can have a lit torch strapped to me, 

and change forms, when I return to human form, the torch has been snuffed out. When I store a 

torch, that is alight, it does not matter if I bring it back in a moment, or wait several days, when I 

bring it from storage, it is still alight, and has not burned down. I have stored a plate of hot food 

for a week, when returned, the food is still hot, steaming and ready to eat. To continue this 

experiment to the next level, I started storing animals, a rabbit, and a hawk. When I returned the 

rabbit, it hopped away, as if nothing had happened. When I returned the Hawk, it seemed 

momentarily startled. I am not sure, if this is because the updraft it was riding was gone, or if 

perhaps the position in which I returned it was not exact. In either case, the Hawk was startled, 

but within moments had found another updraft, and was again circling, watching for prey. From 

here, I went to the City of RakChall, several miles south of AgNor. I waited until mid day, when 

few were walking the streets. I stored a human male. I waited one full week, and at the same time 

of day, returned him to his exact position. While he paused, and scratched his head, he then 

continued on his way, apparently completely unaware that an entire week had passed. My 

findings indicate, that where I store things intentionally, there is no time. Time does not exist. 

The ability to store, as far as I can tell, a limitless amount, and weight of items will benefit us all. 

So far as I know, this ability has either never been discovered by the mages, or they are unable to 

use it. It may be that since they cannot change forms, the possibility has never occurred to them. 

The ability to carry everything one might .... 
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    She moved back up, to find out how he did it. The explanation seemed easy enough, and was 

not much different than changing form. You concentrated on the item you wanted to store, 

imagining it being stored. the author had imagined it being in the void, so that is what Shay did. 

She released her will, more or less filling the thought itself with power, and releasing it. 

   The book she was staring at vanished. Just as the author had said, she did have a limited 

awareness, that the book was there, as if, just out of her sight, around a corner. She retrieved the 

book, and patted it fondly. She returned the books to their respective shelves, and concentrated 

on storing the entire shelf. Within moments, the room was empty. She did a little dance around 

the room, and trotted out to the ledge.  

   When she returned, her first job was to begin cleaning up the mess. She was amazed it had 

gotten so far out of hand in such a short time. that made her pause. In truth, it had not been such 

a short time. Spring was slowly warming the mountains. men would already be moving into 

them, hunting and trapping. She felt, somewhat secure here. But there was always that slim 

chance of discovery. She set it aside, and struggled for several days to organize what she had 

brought back. this took a considerable amount of time. Simply organizing would not have taken 

so long, but she could not help, but stop, and read a particular book that interested her. Among 

the items and books, she found another list of lairs. This list contained three lairs that her original 

list did not have. She fiddled for three days trying to organize her library, but since finding the 

list, her enthusiasm for organization had been sidetracked. By the end of the third day, she gave 

up, and headed south again. She searched two lairs, that had nothing in them, and had no human 

habitation incorporated. The third lair, though small, had a library. She forced herself to store 

what she found, without reading anything. There were also the chests of gold, and several kegs 

of wine. 
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   She searched three more lairs, finishing her original list, then headed even further south, in 

search of the remaining lairs. Each of these southern lairs had librarys. The first two, were small, 

the third, was even larger and more well organized than her own had been. it was here, that she 

found the list of lairs, that included the location of DragonLord Keep. 

   Below the location of the keep, were two added notes. The first, was that the keep was now 

under water and inaccessible. This fit in with the legends. Everything she had ever heard about 

the keep, was that it had been flooded in the darkness, killing the DragonLords and all that lived 

there. 

Under that, it said, “I have reports, that the Keep is not under water, it once sat near the peak of a 

mountain, and that peak is now reported to be an island among an entire string of islands. Must 

follow up on this! 

   The thought, that the legendary keep actually existed was thrilling, but she had within her 

hands, the directions to get to that keep. The distance was three days, and it would take her 

across the Osrian plains. The directions were not clear, they had been amended, and from what 

she could tell, it was the Osrian plains that no longer existed? It was worth any amount of trouble 

if the keep was above the water line. They would have better records of everything, including 

their abilities. 

 

The Plains of Osrian were now indeed an ocean. It seemed that much of the landmass that had 

once been was now under water. She climbed higher and continued out over the water. Watching 

for what she hoped would be an island. Even at her great height it took another day of flying to 

spot it. She was on the verge of giving up, her muscles beginning to fatigue when she spotted the 

string of dots far out in the ocean. She adjusted her course, and headed toward them. Using the 
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directions she had, she could tell that these islands were the tops of the mountains, and 

eventually came to the Keep itself. It sat well above the water line. She was surprised to see that 

the island was not completely overgrown. It was easily ten times as large as her little valley. The 

water crashing against the steep sides of the island easily several hundred paces from the edge of 

the island straight down to the water. Despite being tired, she flew around the island, and quickly 

saw, that there was no way to get onto the island from the water without making a very 

hazardous climb. She spiraled in toward the keep. It looked to be in very good condition. The 

roof of the keep was set up for launching and landing, so she lined up, and for the first time in 

several hundred years, a dragons claws scored the stones, sending out a shower of sparks. 

   She had already done a search, and found no people here, nor even animals larger than birds. 

   She turned and looked over the compound. It was so well preserved that she felt a tingle of 

fear. She shook that off, and searched with her mind, and solved the riddle quickly. There were 

many spells of preservation upon the place. The DragonLords had gone to great pains to make 

sure their home never decayed. She found spells that would drive out vermin, even spells to keep 

birds and bats out of the buildings and chimneys. 

   She shifted, and turned back to the keep. The roof was very large, and paved with large 

stones. Even the mortar between the stones looked as if it could have been set last week. On one 

side of the roof, was an immense structure with a huge doorway to one side, and a small door on 

the other side. She went here first, opening the small door and looking within. She felt a sense of 

horror and dread fill her, as she looked upon the bones of a Dragon, Massive chains still held the 

bones to the wall of the building. Shay approached the remains of the Dragon, and stared at them 

helplessly. It had been a very long time since SHE had died. There were the remains of two eggs 

in her nest. Shay reverently moved some of the bones to look at the shattered eggs, and saw the 
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tiny bones of human infants among the fragments. She picked up a scale, its blue black color still 

as vibrant as when this old lady had worn them. 

   This roost contained well over one hundred nests, but only these bones remained chained to 

the walls. She left the roost, feeling depressed, and somewhat angered at the Dragonlords for 

chaining the old lady to the wall. 

   There was another room, that served no purpose except to perhaps act as a greeting place, a 

set of marble stairs at the back of the room spiraled down to the next level. The railing was of 

some very dark wood, polished and inlaid with gold and silver scrollwork. Every step, was also 

engraved with designs of Dragons, and what she took to be DragonLords in Armor riding the 

animals like her stallion. Mages holding their staves aloft, and many other scenes too numerous 

to tell of. 

   At the base of the stairs, was a great room a hundred paces square. Windows of stained glass 

set high in the walls , also depicting scenes like those engraved and inlaid upon each of the 

marble steps. 

   Heavy wooden tables encircled the room. Carved and embellished with silver and gold as 

well. Each table large enough to seat a dozen people, the chairs around the tables high backed, 

and well padded with rich red cloth. The arms scrolled into the seat, the legs scrolled into the 

frame. Each and every chair, a piece of artwork in itself. The center of the room was empty, the 

polished marble floor reflecting the light from the stained glass windows. At the back of the 

room, boarding the empty area of the floor, a raised platform, also of marble, and railed with 

more of the dark wood. This had been for the performers, and or musicians. Without even trying, 

she could hear the music from the past, and see the ghostly forms of bygone Dragonlords 

dancing on this floor. Entertaining nobles, Kings and Queens. To one side of the room was a 
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doorway, set in an arch and framed with more marble and polished wood. Windows in the 

massive doors of stained glass. She opened the doors and stepped into the hallway. Tapestries, 

murals and paintings hung on the walls between each of the doors. More stained glass windows 

were mounted high in the walls. Shay opened the first doorway to her right and peered in. This, 

was a kitchen, obviously to prepare food for the hall she had just left. Fireplaces and large stone 

ovens lined the walls. Pots and pans hung from their hooks, spices filled racks and Great kettles 

hung awaiting the next meal to be cooked within them. She backed out of the kitchen, and went 

to the room across the hall. This was an apartment. The first room, a greeting room, with 

comfortable chairs and a central fireplace. Two doors opened from this room. The first opened 

into an office, with a wooden desk, and chairs. The second door opened into the bedroom. The 

Bed a massive canopied affair, the mattress made from the finest down, satin and silk. The floors 

carpeted with furs, the walls hung with tapestries, the back of the room another door set between 

more stained glass windows. The door itself set with stained glass. She opened the door, and 

stepped out onto a substantial balcony overlooking the courtyard. The sheer opulence of this 

place astounded her. She could never, in her wildest dreams, have imagined a place of such 

luxury and wealth. Even the treasure she had found in the lairs paled in comparison to wealth 

displayed here in breathtaking profusion. 

   Each of the rooms boarding the long wide hallway was identical. At the end of the hallway, 

another set of Marble Spiral stairs leading down. Another hallway boarded by more rooms 

identical and indistinguishable from those above. At the end of this hallway a large room similar 

to the one above, but it had rows of chairs facing the dais. Upon it five chairs behind another 

ornate table. This appeared to be an audience chamber, or maybe a court room where judgment 

was passed. 
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   She returned to the spiral staircase and continued down to the second level. On this level, she 

found offices, and a library the size of which couldn't worm its way through her head. Ladders 

on rollers hung from the overhead balustrade, allowing access to books on the uppermost 

shelves. The entire wall was lined with shelves of books. To either side of the room, a set of 

stairs went up to a second level, where more shelves lined the walls, complete with more ladders. 

The center of the floor filled with chairs and tables for reading or studying. 

   Shay forced herself to leave the room. There would be time later. She continued on her tour, 

going down the spiral stairs to ground level. 

   This hallway was shorter, ending in a set of doors as fancy as every thing else in this place. A 

few doors opened to either side, which she found to be more offices, with small living quarters 

attached to them. The doors at the end of the hall, opened into what she knew was called the 

great room. where guests were greeted, marriages held, or any other gathering too large for the 

rooms above. As everything else in this keep, it was lavish with paintings and tapestries, chairs 

and booths extravagantly carved and padded in expensive materials. 

   Across the room, another set of doors. These, without any type of stained glass in them. They 

were solid and heavy. As she opened them, she saw why. These were the rooms of the ruler of 

the Keep. The doors were thicker than her hand, and there were six sets of very heavy hinges per 

door. Two iron bars stood beside each door with brackets for them to fit in when the doors were 

closed. These doors would not be easy to breach. 

   Within the room, a formal greeting area with padded couches and a center table for 

refreshments. Surrounding the walls more shelves and books with a massive fire place at the 

back of the room. A door was set in the wall to either side of this room. These doors were as 

heavy as the entrance doors. To the right, an extensive set of rooms, a dining room, an office, a 
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dressing and bathing area and a bedroom. On the other side of the formal room, another set of 

rooms, a kitchen, and two small apartments obviously for servants. 

 Shay exited these rooms and went to the tall doors at the end of the great room. She swung them 

open and stepped into another hallway. This hallway was only twenty paces long. Two rooms to 

either side were obviously bunk rooms for guards. At the end of this hallway, another pair of 

heavily embellished doors that opened to the courtyard. 

   Surrounding the courtyard, were many shops. A smithy, and armorer, a cooper, a furniture 

shop, a stable and many others lined the high walls of the compound. Near the front gate, and 

beside the stable, a storage room that held armor, for DragonLords and she assumed the horses 

like her stallion. Hitching posts lined the front of this building as well.  

   Unwilling to test the great drawbridge, she shifted to dragon, and hopped over the inner wall. 

On the other side, were more shops, and housing, as well as massive warehouses she found to 

still contain many things, like bags of grain and barrels of salted fish and pork. Crates of spices, 

salt and even sugar. All untouched by time, as if placed here only moments ago. 

   The houses within the walls, looked to be hastily abandoned. The signs of hurried packing 

were evident everywhere. Half prepared meals dried to the pots and  pans where they had been 

in the middle of preparation. Clothing laid out to wear, and left untouched for hundreds of years. 

   These people had packed wagons with their belongings, even furniture and drove away. At 

that time there had been no water around this mountain. 

  Shay shifted again, and hopped to the top of the battlement. Outside the main walls, everything 

was different. No spell preserved the buildings, and all that remained of what looked to have 

been a substantial village, was mounds of rotten timber and slate, as well as the foundation 

stones. The pathways still showed some cobblestones here and there, but were mostly 
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overgrown. She launched into the air, and climbed ponderously. Again flying around the island. 

The top of the mountain had worn down, but still showed signs of rock in many places along the 

southern edge. Trees lined the outer edge of the island mostly hardwood. A spring bubbled from 

a jumble of rock near the center of the island and wound its way to the ocean falling from the 

escarpment in a waterfall that made rainbows in the sunlight. She climbed higher and higher, 

searching the horizon for ships, but saw none. This island was far enough from the mainland that 

even from her great height she could not see it. 

  She returned to the keep, her decision made. She slept that night in the most comfortable bed 

she had ever known, it was even more delicious than the heated sand of her lair. Early the next 

morning she started the journey back. She did not try to organize, she simply stored everything. 

The bed, some of the benches, and the floor coverings and carpets she left, she simply had no 

need of them at the keep. She flew down into the bowl, and stored the animals, the Cows, Deer 

and Elk. She sent her thoughts to the herd stallion, and told him what she was doing. He took off 

down the valley calling to the herd. They ran from all directions to answer his call. When they 

had gathered, she was amazed at how many of them there were. She stored them as well, and 

without hesitation, she turned back toward the keep. 

   The flight, was uneventful, but after so many days of flying, she was bone weary. She flew 

straight to the keep itself, and wobbled her way to the closest bed. When she again opened her 

eyes, it took her a moment to remember, exactly where she was. She thought to jump up 

immediately, but the luxury of the bed drew her in. She moaned in pleasure and stretched. She 

glanced toward the stained glass window, and decided it was too early to get up. When she 

opened her eyes again, the sun was up, and looked to have been up for at least an hour. She felt a 

little guilty, but not enough to actually make her regret sleeping in. 
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   She returned to the roof of the keep, and flew out over the grasslands. Her Stallion trumpeted 

his acceptance to her as she flew on further to release the rest of the animals. 

   She returned to the keep, wondering where to start. She decided, that she needed to finish 

exploring. She had checked all of the upper and ground levels, now she continued down into the 

lower levels of the keep. The first level below ground was the servants level, the kitchens and 

living quarters. Below that, were many secure rooms, apparently for storage or clandestine 

meetings. this level, also had a set of doors that resisted her lockpicks. They could not however, 

resist both her lockpicks, AND her newfound abilities. The intricate and heavy locks clicked 

open, and she stood back as she pushed the heavy oaken doors open. She knew instantly, that this 

was the DragonLords Treasury. Everything here, was neat, and well cared for. Along the walls of 

the hallway, were cases, filled with trophys, mostly ornate weapons and armor. Plaques hung on 

the walls, plaques from rulers and nobles, mostly thanking them for helping with this or that.. at 

the rear of the hallway, were a series of rooms, each room, was for a specific type of wealth. 

Bags boxes chests and cabinets were filled with gems and jewels. In another room, it was gold, 

in another silver. There were seven rooms in total, each filled to overflowing. One room, was 

different, in that the wealth it contained, did not seem so neatly ordered. Stacks of copper and 

bronze coins mixed in with gold and silver, even some paper money was bundled and stacked. 

This was where she put all the chests she had taken from the lairs. When she had them stacked, 

she looked through the boxes and crates. There were even several crates, of simple polished 

stones. their use beyond her, unless it was a form of currency for some tribe that still lived on the 

egde of civilization. Shayen backed away from these rooms. Anything, she wanted. 

ANYTHING, was now within her reach. What did she want? That stumped her. All of her life, 

she had wanted things, many things, yet now, those things seemed so... trivial. She closed the big 
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doors, and reset the locks. Her mind in turmoil over the discovery that there was nothing she 

really wanted, that money could buy. 

   Further down the hallway, she found the wine cellar, and added the casks of wine she had 

brought with her. Below this, was a narrow passageway, barred in a dozen locations by iron 

grates. Each set of steps leading down also had an iron gate. at the bottom, she found the prison. 

Why they needed a prison, she was not sure. Apparently, they had needed it, because there were 

skeletons in at least six of the cells. These people had left so fast, they had not even taken the 

prisoners with them. She turned away and went back up into the keep, her mind racing with 

reasons why this keep would have been so suddenly abandoned, and everything in it left, 

untouched. 

   She found herself standing in the door to the library, and shook the thoughts away. She 

removed several of the side tables, to make room for the shelves of books. Tightly packed, she 

managed to get them all placed, but it made the Library look disorganized. At the front of the 

library, was a card file. Every book in the library had a card, tellign what it was, and where it 

was. She knew, that she would need to add cards for all of the new books as well. She shook her 

head. One step at a time. There was so much to do, and only her to do it. 

   Shay set about the task, in a roundabout way. She used organizing the mess in the library, as 

an excuse to go through the books already there. When she took books to their new homes on the 

shelves she looked over the books already there. Doing it this way, took a lot of time, but it also 

allowed her to learn. Images and pictures of DragonLords fighting from the backs of horses like 

her stallion, led her to the knowledge that they were called Drian’Hess. It translated to Dragon 

Horse. 
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   The Drian Hess, like Dragons, were semi intelligent.  They were born with the knowledge of 

their ancestors. They knew that they were meant, to serve the DragonLords. A young 

DragonLord, when his training reached a certain point, would approach the herd of Drian’Hess, 

and one of them, would choose him. There was no breaking involved. The Hess would leave the 

herd, and approach the DragonLord, bowing his or her head. The Dragonlord mounted, and 

returned to have the Hess’s new armor fitted. From then on, they trained together, and fought 

together. 

   The Hess, like Dragons layed eggs. Usually four eggs at a time. Their young, nursed for two 

weeks, before switching to an omnivorous diet. They preferred meat, but could often be found 

grazing like any horse. They had a hierarchy among themselves, that was similar to a normal 

horse, the lead stallion controlled the herd and its movements, and did the large majority of the 

breeding. Horses, seldom killed one another, but when the hess fought for position, the battle 

was deadly, about a third of the time resulting in the death of both stallions. 

   A hess, in battle, was a fearsome thing. It used teeth and claws to fight. If a hess’s rider was 

killed, it would continue to fight, either to its own death, or until there were no more enemy to 

kill. If its rider died, it would return to the herd, and eventually choose another rider.  They 

carried, within them, an inborn pride, a sense of honor to match any Dragon. They prided 

themselves on defending their rider, and friend, they prided themselves on keeping him seated. 

Their mental link, allowed a hess to be guided with no reigns, allowing the rider to fight, or 

defend with both hands. The rider could simply ask his or her hess, to do many things, marching 

for example. The simple desire for them to march in unison, and in step, would make the hess 

WANT to march in step. though they did not see it, they felt the pride from their riders, and 

could also feel the impressions from those watching, adding to their pride, and desire to please. 
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They did not kill prey animals indiscriminately, preferring to take only what they needed, and 

they defended their source of food diligently. If they could catch wolves or bears, they killed 

them. 

   As she had already discovered, the hess were capable of breathing fire. Unlike a dragon, this 

was not a weapon in itself, though it was intimidating. The more practical purpose, was to rid 

their bodies of heat. A normal war horse wearing armor, was layered with insulating leather, to 

keep the armor from chafing, this built up heat under the armor, limiting the time the horse could 

fight. The hess, simply expelled the excess heat as flames from their nostrils, they did not sweat, 

and were as immune to the elements as their DragonLord riders. 

   As her understanding of the Hess grew, Shay worked with the stallion, and fitted him with his 

own armor. She then, had to ride him around, fully armored in front of his herd to show off. Like 

a group of children, the herd gathered to watch, nodding their heads and trumpeting 

encouragement. If she had not been so wrapped up in his pride, she would have probably found it 

humorous.   

   Shay quickly found, that the mental link, was more than a simple thought. When she trained 

from his back, the Stallion tailored his movements, to compensate for hers. He somehow knew, 

what her target was, and kept his head, and legs out of the way of her blade. She was a skilled 

rider, but was not skilled in fighting from the back of a horse, but with his aid, she felt she would 

be the match for any mortal man. 

   She also worked with her magery skills, learning each of the lessons in the new spellbooks 

and working with those lessons, until her control of these more intricate spells was mastered. 

Day by day, she organized the keep, and the library. Eventually, just as before, she became 

bored. She found not only a list of lairs, but a detailed map of the lairs. Used by the DragonLords 
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when they needed to find a mate. She compared this map, to the list she had, and found four lairs 

she did not know about. Though her library was probably the most complete in the world, she 

still wanted to search those lairs, and bring what she found back. She still had questions, what 

had happened to these DragonLords? They had obviously not been killed by a flood, yet 

something had taken them away from this keep, and they had never returned. Whatever that 

something was, it had also caused the people here to flee, leaving behind their homes, and many 

valuables. 

   She knew, that the answer was here somewhere within the offices, and books in the library. 

To find that answer, she just needed to look for it, and hadn’t taken the time to do so yet. She 

vowed, that she would do exactly that, when she returned. 

   The first lair she found, filled her with hope, and with fear. It, like the others, was high in the 

mountains, the difference was that the big pines that grew in front of this lairs entrance, had been 

trimmed. The tops of the trees, were burned away, leaving the entrance clear. Time, and rain, 

will eventually wash away much of the ash from a piece of wood. It may remain black, but the 

soft ash would be gone. The tops of these trees, had been burned away, less than a month ago. 

Within the lair, she found signs of recent occupation. It was a small lair, but it contained a vast 

assortment of books and scrolls. It also contained a sort of Diary, written by a Dragonlord, 

named Garaen. 

   She sat down, and began reading his journals. A lot of his writing, was self suffering, Garaen 

berated himself often, for not being there. She dug deeper, and deeper into those journals, 

looking for when, and where, THERE was. 

   She assumed, that Garaen meant being there when the DragonLords disappeared, but she soon 

found, that it was not the DragonLords he was upset about, but the Feral DragonLords. The 
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Mages of Shardshaven had mounted an attack on them, not long after the battle at Shardshaven. 

Their obvious intention was to destroy every living Dragon. Piece by piece, she put the puzzles 

together. Between Garaens journal, and older journals written by other Dragons, the pieces 

eventually clicked into place. 

   The Mages of Shardshaven, believed in a prophecy, centuries old. In those prophecies, it was 

stated, that the children of the dragon, would be the downfall of the tower. The Mages, believed, 

that if they could rid the world of Dragons, the tower would stand forever. In order to bring the 

downfall of all Dragons to reality, they did something that was dangerous, and horrific. Six 

hundred mages, linking their power, had caused the very earth to tilt on its axis, only a few 

degrees. The total tilt was little, but it was enough, to bring climate change to Eden. Truebloods, 

hibernated through cold spells, sleeping away the months of lean hunting. Though a dragon 

could hibernate for a very long time, the thing that brought them out of that hibernation, was a 

change in the weather. When the weather changed, and began to warm the air around them, they 

woke, and continued with their lives. However, when the warmth did not come, the truebloods 

did not wake. They continued to hibernate, until they simply died of starvation in their sleep.  

The mages, in order to try to save their own blood, and their own abilities, did not just kill all of 

the truebloods, as the world tilted, they also began a massive campaign to capture, and imprison 

as many truebloods as they could, before they all died off. The success of their plan, was 

complete, however, the devastation to the worlds people, their crops and animals was also very 

substantial. None, but the mages themselves knew what had been done. However, after one 

hundred years, the six hundred mages again linked, and re tilted the world, back to its original 

position. This time, their effort did not go unnoticed. The tilt, combined with the escalated 

attacks against the DragonLords themselves, made those DragonLords begin to ask questions. 
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When they found the answers, they had no choice, but to attack Shardshaven. It was their sworn 

duty, to protect both dragon, and man. Here before them, they had irrefutable proof, that 

Shardshaven, had been instrumental in the deaths of hundreds of dragons, and the deaths of 

thousands of humans. Their tilting of the world to return it to its original position, once again 

uprooted thousands of people, people who’s grandparents had moved when their fields remained 

covered in ice. Moved to an area where they could again, live, raise their animals and crops. 

Now, with the re tilt, those people were again faced with starvation, they had to return to the 

homes of their ancestors, or die. Thousands remained, thinking that the cold would end, that 

summer would eventually come and they could plant their crops in the fields they had always 

farmed. For those that stayed, realization, that summer was not going to return, came too late. 

Again, thousands died, all because the mages wanted to make sure an ancient prophecy did not 

come true. 

   The dilution of the blood of the truebloods, by the blood of the DragonLords, had thinned the 

number of DragonLords dramatically. When they realized what had happened, and what WAS 

happening, they flew to Shardshaven, every last one of them. One hundred and twelve 

DragonLords descended on Shardshaven to exact retribution for the mages actions. Twenty three 

hundred mages stood ready to meet them. When the battle was done, Every DragonLord was 

dead. Less than three hundred mages survived. 

   Their plan, was costly, but to those who survived, it had been a success. The world, was now 

free of Dragons, and DragonLords. The only Dragons that remained, were several hundred 

truebloods, that were securely locked within great iron chains, in the very top of the tower at 

Shardshaven. The mages intended to use these dragons, to somehow keep their own alive, to 

somehow learn the secrets of the blood, and how it allowed them to use Magery. 
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   The world changed again. The ice caps had shifted, melting much of them in the initial shift. 

The shift to return Eden to its original position, melted the ice caps that had begun to reform. 

Vast areas of the land were inundated with flood water. Though it happened slowly, it was just as 

devastating to the people of Eden. It took generations for the people to begin to recover, and 

forget. The horrific weather, and great floods, were slowly relegated to legend. Though remains 

of Dragons could often be found in caves, there were no remains of the DragonLords. Dragons 

also passed into history and legend, but the DragonLords passed into myth. 

 

   Shayen now knew, that if she was discovered by the mages, they would kill her. They would 

scour the very bowels of earth and sea to find her. It was not a comfortable feeling, to know such 

a powerful enemy waited for her. All of her life, she had heard stories of ShardsHaven. The 

mages tested children wherever they found them. Looking for those capable of using magery. 

Usually, when they found a child that was capable, they told that child, that they were not strong 

enough. Once in a while, they did find a child they wanted. Despite anything the parents could 

do to stop them, they took that child. Becoming a mage, was not so bad, they had the freedom to 

write to family, and eventually, to return to that family when their training was complete. 

However, more often, the child simply vanished. No letters were sent, or returned, and they were 

never heard from again. 

   Shayens thoughts turned to Kaylee. She did have the ability. Yet, somehow, she had been 

overlooked by the mages. Kay lived in mortal terror of the mages, her greatest fear, that 

someday, she would be discovered. That someday, she would walk too close to one of them, and 

they would feel within her, the ability to use magery. Shay had never carried that fear, because 

she had never been able to use it. She realized, her fear, should have been even greater than 
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Kay’s. She set the books down, and looked around the room. This DragonLord, gave no 

indication, of where he was, or could be found. Given the information she had just learned, that 

was probably wise. Shay used a charcoal pencil, and scrawled a note, telling Garaen to come to 

her, to find her at DragonLord Keep. Then, she stored all of his things, every book and piece of 

gold. She flew to the next lair on her list, and found it deserted. At the third lair, she sensed 

people, long before she arrived. It was well into the wee hours of the morning, so she flew in 

close. This lair, was in the foothills of the badlands. Below the mouth of the lair, was a camp. 

She could smell the smoke, and see the glowing coals of banked fires. There were a dozen tents, 

camels, and horses. She did not fear these humans, but the horses, and camels would wake up the 

entire camp if she got close enough for them to smell her. 

   She landed some distance away, and walked to the mouth of the lair. A single man sat, with 

his back against the wall, his eyes closed in sleep. Though she had not tested her new abilities, 

she trusted in them. Using only her will, she transfered a single drop of poison, from the vial in 

her pocket, to the mans lips. He licked his lips, and wiped them with the back of his hand. A 

moment later, he sighed softly, and his breathing stopped. She walked to the back of the cave, 

and found the usual doorway that indicated a library. She could feel the presence of two men 

inside. Like the one she had killed, they were dirty. Perhaps not overly dirty as far as being 

unwashed, but their minds, were unscrupulous, completely lacking in morality of any type. They 

were murderers and bandits. She may have had some forgiveness, had they been guild members, 

but these men followed no code except their own. It was men like these, that tarnished the 

reputation of the guilds she cared so much about. The door did not squeak when she pushed it 

open. Both men lay amidst piles of rugs and carpets, sleeping soundly. She closed the door, to 

limit any noise that may escape, and drew her dagger. They were not worth wasting more of her 
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valuable poison on. She leaned over the first one, and drove her dagger through his closed eye 

socket. His feet kicked as she twisted the dagger. Warm blood gushed over her hand as she held 

him down to keep him quiet. The second man stirred, but did not fully wake. When the trembling 

under her hand subsided, she moved over to him, and repeated the move. She lifted a ball of 

mageglow, and stared in dismay about the room. They had been using the books, to burn, and the 

pages to wipe their asses. They had been here for quite some time, as most of the books, were 

destroyed. She stored the few that remained, her anger building. The gold and silver was long 

gone, as was the wine. These men had sold everything here, or destroyed it. Her anger was 

complete as she stormed down the hallway. She launched from the ledge without trying to be 

quiet. Even as she dove toward the camp, a horse screamed. Then another. Men ran from their 

tents as she flared her wings to slow down. The roaring of wind over scales alerted them, and 

some few had time to look up, before the flames took them. 

   Flames so hot, that bone itself turned to ash, and the sand to glass. When she was through, her 

temper began to calm. She was angry at herself as she looked at the results of her former fury. 

Anyone that came here, would know that this was no ordinary fire. In order to cover her 

destruction, she brought one of the small kegs of oil she had gotten from Garaens lair. She used 

her will, to keep it full, even as it poured over the ashes below her. The oil poured forth for many 

minutes, filling low spots and making puddles even in the sand. When she was satisfied, she 

dropped the cask, and ignited the oil. it was a poor cover up, but when faced with the 

improbable, humans usually grasped at the first probable option they had. They would smell the 

burnt oil, and assume the camp had been burned by that oil. it was the best she could do. She 

turned, leaving the blaze behind her, and headed for the final lair. 
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   This lair, was empty, the bones of four dragons telling the tale of the mages treachery. She 

turned back toward the keep. The entire journey her mind raced with thoughts of retribution and 

anger. She had never thought of herself, as a particularly good person because of what she did, 

but what the mages had done, surpassed any definition of pure evil. Their actions, proved that 

they would stop at nothing to see her dead, no matter the cost. She thought of Garaen, and could 

only hope he would find her note, but then, he knew. He KNEW what had happened, so he 

would keep his distance from any mage. He had lived this long under the threat, he would live 

long enough to find her. Her plans, had never been etched in stone. From the morning she had set 

out running hard, her future had become uncertain, until now, she had always planned, to return 

to the world of men, to the world she knew of. Now, she was not so sure that was a good idea. 

 

   She did not put GaraenDrians books with those in the library, nor did she add his gold to the 

treasury. She put all of his things into a private room, so they would be ready for him when he 

arrived. She occupied herself with continued reading and learning. She continued to work on her 

skills, the best she could without any help, and no one to train against. There was a high 

probability, that she could live here, for a very long time without being discovered, barring of 

course, the return of Garaen. The fact that she was now facing, was that she was.. lonely. 

Reading, learning and training, organizing and dreaming could only take a person so far. There 

were things, she wanted to do, and things she needed to do. There was a trail straight to the door 

of the merchants guild, that she needed to follow. There were also some dead men, who had died 

because of her, who’s families needed compensated. From there, she wanted to put her skills to 

the test. She wanted to know, just how effective she could be against a mage, if she used all of 

the abilities at her command. Almost before the thought had crossed her mind, her decision was 
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made. She had some preparations to make first. She had to change from the ratty unkempt girl 

that had run away, to the woman that was returning. 

   In one of the books she had read, she learned of the ability to alter certain crystalline gems, 

allowing them to store the power of will, in a manner similar to using the void. When she had 

read it, she had remembered seeing chests filled with gems matching the description. Now she 

went to the treasury, and found those chests. These were indeed the gems that the book spoke of. 

She gathered several of them, and returned to the library. According to the book, the difficulty of 

altering these gems, lay in the fact, that it took the power of free will, to alter a gem enough to 

allow it to store indirect power of will. As strange as it sounded, as soon as she tried it on one of 

the smaller stones, she knew it had worked. one by one, she bent over each stone, applying the 

power of free will to the stones. One by one, they became capable of storing the power of will. 

When she was finished altering them, she began filling them. To say that she was astonished by 

the amount of power they could hold was an understatement. 

   The largest stone, was highly polished, reflecting light from its rounded surface in an array of 

colors almost as dazzling as the colors reflected from the mane and tail of the Drian’Hess. Once 

again, she went to the treasury, and took several pounds of silver coins. She then went to the 

armory, and found a well made ironwood staff. She returned yet again to the library, and piled 

the coins on the table beside the staff and stone. Using her will, she removed the iron band 

around one end of the staff. She concentrated on the silver, and quickly melted it into a floating 

shimmering ball. She formed the silver into the groove left by the metal band on the staff, and 

then, formed the molten silver into an exact likeness of a dragons claws. She set the stone within 

the grasp of those claws, and closed them around the top of the stone. She swirled the silver 

down the shaft of the staff to add grace and beauty to it. She etched minute detail into the silver, 
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giving it the effect of being scaled. She continued the pattern right into the wood. The scaled 

effect also added to a secure grip. She examined the staff with approval, and stored it. Next, she 

moved about the shops and stores, even the warehouse, to find leather and chain mail.  

   She had never excelled at tailoring, but had always managed to get by. Now, using her will, 

she began crafting clothing for herself. Black leather pants, with sheaths for a pair of long 

daggers sewn right into each outside calf. With more silver, she formed plates to cover the front 

of the thighs, and the sides. Each piece was sewn and riveted to the leather for strength. She tried 

the pants on several times, making adjustments to the way they fit. Snug across her butt, but 

loose around her lower legs and feet. She fashioned the buttons for the fly from silver as well as 

the loops for a belt. She made a vest next, with plates over each breast, fully curved for 

emphasis, but slightly smaller than they needed to be, pushing her breasts up and together. 

   She made silver plates for the tops of the shoulders, and using the chain mail as a flexible 

connection, she made another set of silver plates to go over the top of her arm where it connected 

to her shoulder. The chain allowed her to lift her arm, and the plate without binding or limiting 

her movement. Each piece was formed to the contour of her body, so it would fit snugly, yet 

move freely if it needed to. She made two plates for the back of the vest as well, an upper and 

lower piece, so that she could still bend easily. Within the plates on the shoulder of the vest, she 

mounted two stones. One on each shoulder. She crafted the belt, using a dozen smaller stones, 

each completely encased within the belt, so no one would know they were there. She pulled these 

pieces on, adjusting and tying them in place. The effect was, dramatic. She went to the armory, 

and found daggers for the sheaths on her lower legs, then she traded in her sword. It had served 

her well, but it was not a quality weapon. She found another saber, of similar weight and length, 

that was of incredible quality. She removed the iron pommel weight, and replaced it with one of 
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her own stones, fixing it in place with more silver to correct the balance of the blade. She then 

also added a pair of similar stones to the pommel of each dagger. Last, she made a silver 

necklace, and a tiara, each adorned by another of the stones. 

   Shayen then looked at herself in the mirror, and made a face. Her hair, was a rats nest. Dirt 

smudged her face, despite the fancy outfit, she looked like a mess. 

   She searched through the private quarters, gathering a brush, and several different types of 

makeup. She spent some time bathing, and then started working on her hair. Un tangling it was 

no easy task. it had grown several inches, normally she kept it cut to just a little longer than 

shoulder length, longer than that, it could get in her way. She refrained from cutting it now, and 

eventually managed to get the tangles out. She brushed it until it was dry, and then sat down in 

front of a mirror. Her experience with makeup was limited to her and Kay putting it on each 

other for fun and laughs. When they were in a position to steal it, they usually did. Now she 

struggled with it, and eventually decided she wasn’t helping how she looked. She sat back with a 

new thought, and concentrated on her lashes, using only her will. Within moments, her lashes 

grew out to where she wanted them. She batted her eyes at her own reflection and nodded to 

herself. She did apply a small amount of lipstick, and then put the tiara back on. She stood up, 

and backed away from the mirror. She had grown in more ways than one during her exile. The 

reflection she saw, was not the one she knew as herself.  

   In the desert towns, the outfit would not be overly dramatic, but would draw a certain amount 

of attention. Mostly from young men, and men who would want to rob a wealthy noble woman 

given the chance. She found a cloak. Black and silver to match her outfit, and tied it around her 

neck. She turned back and forth, looking at the reflection with approval. The outfit made her feel, 
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sexy, but more than that, it gave her an appearance of allure, teasing, daring, yet also very 

dangerous. The daggers and sword would not be mistaken for ornaments. 

   The change in the way she viewed herself was one that took a bit of getting used to. The 

outright beauty of her reflection in the mirror, contrasted sharply with the image in her head. 

There was a time, that she had felt, almost grateful for the attentions of a male, any male, but 

now, she knew, that she could choose. The knowledge of what would very likely happen to that 

male brought her out of the happy speculation and back to reality. 

   With the discovery of so much wealth, she had realized that her skills as a thief, would be 

mostly useless, though there were aspects of the skills that would be handy, she no longer needed 

to steal to survive. her skills as an assassin, would always be useful, especially now. She knew 

how to kill, swiftly and silently. She knew poisons, how to make them, modify them, apply them, 

and even detect them. She had spent countless hours, sick, retching and vomiting from 

swallowing small doses of certain poisons, to build her immunity to them. She could throw a 

dagger, a knife, or several other shaped blades with pinpoint accuracy, and she was good with 

her sword. She knew she could not block a blow from a heavy sword, axe, mace or hammer with 

her saber, but it was light and quick. She could dance out of the way, nicking an opponent time 

and again while he grew weary of wielding his heavy weapon, she would inflict a dozen minor 

wounds, each one weakening him further, until he made a critical mistake. Now, with the 

abilities she had been training, she knew there were few that could face her and hope to win. To 

think she was better than any, was something she had done away with long ago. No matter how 

good you were, there was always someone better, or sneakier, there was always a trick you had 

yet to learn, so her confidence was not absolute. Still, combining the things she knew, with the 
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things she had recently learned, made her a very formidable opponent, and if all else failed, she 

could always turn an opponent to a pile of ash. 

   She had spent a lot of time, training, and learning. She had gathered more wealth than any 

king would ever see in his lifetime. She ruled an entire keep filled with luxury, but what good 

was any of it. Before she had known about the mages, she had been happier, more secure, now 

that she knew of them, she felt, compelled to act.  She knew, that there were those like Kaylee in 

the world. People, that were filled with fear of discovery. She had something to offer them now. 

An option that did not involve the tower, yet, it was an option that may well be filled with as 

much pain, and even greater solitude. She wanted friends, someone to share what she had found, 

and gathered, someone to share what she had learned with. At the same time, she wanted friends, 

who would stand with her, fight beside her, if they were ever discovered. She could not pick, just 

any friends. They had to be people, with the ability yes, but also people who had no, or very slim 

ties to the outside world. If they came here, they would not be able to leave again, unless she 

took them off the island. They could not know, where the island was. The only security it 

offered, was its remoteness, its distance from the rest of humanity. Once the knowledge of the 

islands location got out, it would no longer be secure. Though, a ship approaching the island, 

would be easy to spot, and even easier to sink.  

    This Island, could support several thousand people, if they were farmers and ranchers. 

Smiths and merchants. However, that would also mean they needed a way to come and go from 

the island, and that would eventually lead to its discovery, even if she was the only one to ever 

take them to and from it. No, she had a better idea. The Mages had started this entire mess, and 

would eventually try to kill her, if they learned of her. They Would learn of her eventually, 

unless she wanted to keep herself bottled up here forever. She needed to know, if they had 
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learned of the fiasco of her coming of age. She had lost a couple of good friends on that night, 

and felt responsible. She had the means, if not to bring them back, at least to see that their 

families were compensated. 

   She knew, she wanted to offer Kaylee the chance to come here, after that, she would have to 

search out others, in one way or another, determine if they were good candidates to join her. She 

was not entirely sure how she was going to manage that, but knew she had to try. Her reasons to 

return to RanGrael were many. To see what had come of the mess she had created, to 

compensate the families of those that had died. To see where the trail to the merchant’s guild led 

her, and to explain to The guildmaster what had happened and make amends, and to find friends 

who had a lot to gain by joining her, and giving her their loyalty. 

 

   Her flight took her slightly south of where she wanted to go. The desert town she had grown 

up in had always seemed large to her, but she knew it was not as large as the one thirty miles 

south. The larger the town, the less people remembered strangers. It was to the southern town of 

AgNor that she flew. She landed in the darkness far enough out in the desert to avoid anyone 

seeing, then started walking. The Desert was Cold at night, usually below freezing, so she 

wrapped her cloak around her as she neared the gates of the town, and shivered as she 

approached to complete the effect she wanted the guards to see. 

   The guard at the gate was quite surprised to see her, especially noting she was obviously a 

woman. 

   "How did you get here?" 
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   "I rode, with a bodyguard most of the way, but they were killed, along with my horse about 

six miles south, I've had to walk from there, and I am in no mood for foolishness, so admit me or 

arrest me, either way I get water, warmth and a place to rest." 

   "Have you the means to support yourself? We don't need any more beggars." 

   She pulled a silver coin from her pouch and tossed it to him. "Keep it, I'm not a beggar, I need 

to buy a horse and an escort to continue my journey." 

   He smiled and banged on the gate. "Open up, admit one." 

   Shay wandered the streets until people began to emerge from their houses. This was the 

desert, people rose early to get the days business done before the heat became oppressive. She 

found a tavern and ordered food. She didn't need to eat, but a paying customer would get more 

information than someone looking for free answers. The ham and fresh baked bread were quite 

good though. The tavern keeper filled her in on the local gossip, none of which interested her, 

which was good. He directed her to a stable that usually had good quality horses for sale, and 

told her to speak with the owner, named Kelden. He explained that the man was relatively 

honest, and wouldn't try to cheat her as badly as some of the others. 

   She worked her way to the man’s stable, and leaned on the fence examining the horses. One 

of them caught her eye immediately. He was a desert bred Gelding, and appeared young and full 

of himself. There were other horses that she figured might do for a simple trip of thirty miles or 

so, but she wanted the Gelding. It wasn't long before she was noticed, and a man came over and 

offered his name. It was Kelden. She told him the tavern keeper had sent her to him, and then 

specifically requested the gelding. 
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   "I'm not so sure that’s the horse for ye me lady, he's young and not well broke yet, I'll not 

refuse yer coin for him, but I don't want ye to end up stranded and on foot because he decides he 

wants to be somewhere ye aint." 

   She did take a moment to examine the other horses then, but shook her head in the end. "No, 

He's the one I prefer, I will take my chances, what’s his price? I need a saddle, bridle and 

saddlebags, as well as a couple canteens if you can provide them." 

   The man rubbed his jaw, and gave her a price. She argued with him for a good fifteen minutes 

before they settled that price. She knew he was happy with the final outcome, she hadn't argued 

that hard after all, but the argument was enough so that after a few days he would be hard 

pressed to remember her. No one bought something without haggling over the price. Haggling 

had become an art form, and many people looked forward to it as much as they did actually 

selling something. 

  There was only minor trouble saddling the gelding, and he was soon led out to her. She 

touched his mind, calming and reassuring him as she stepped up into the saddle. He still pranced 

sideways down the street some ways as she heeled him and headed off. 

  Once out of sight of the stable she touched his mind again, and came to an agreement with 

him. If he treated her well she wouldn't abuse him, or leave him in the desert for the vultures to 

pick clean. He seemed to understand, and quieted considerably. 

   They left AgNor and headed out on the road to her home town of RanGrael. The road 

between the towns was not a busy one, but she could see a wagon ahead of her a mile or so, and 

slowly caught up to it. It appeared to be heavily laden with kegs and sacks. The driver was well 

settled in for the ride, and had seen her behind him, so was not surprised when she finally caught 

up with him. To her surprise, he was a young man that looked to be barely into his teens, and she 
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could tell he was of the blood. He did not glow or sparkle, but something about his aura yelled 

ability. She was not sure how she knew, but she did, there was no doubt in her mind. The ability 

to spot someone who had the ability to use magery would make her task so much easier. 

  He tipped his hat to her. "Good day to you lady." 

   "Good day to you as well Sir. you look to be heavily laden." 

   "Yes, a long day it will be before reaching our destination, but we have made the trip many 

times." 

   "If you would tell me of the local gossip and news, Perhaps I will ride with you a while to 

ease the boredom." 

   "Twould be my pleasure Lady, though I am unworthy of such noble company." 

   "Noble is perhaps a bit presumptuous but I will let it pass if you agree to continue your 

flattery kind sir, I am Shayen." 

   He smiled and again lifted his hat. "I am Mitch, and it is my pleasure to meet you Shayen, 

what gossip would you like to hear? The long road gives me plenty of time to think on all that I 

have heard." 

   "Well then, start with the boring gossip and work your way up to the good stuff, as it will 

make the journey more exciting as we go." 

    "Truly Shayen, hmm, let me see. Local gossip from AgNor then as we have only just left the 

gates of that fine upstanding city. As I have heard, the local Earl is having some difficulty with 

the Thieves guild, their agreement has passed and they want more leniency within his walls, He 

has refused them, and so their people have begun stealing from the upper class establishments 

and homes, this of course has them screaming at the Earl to do something about it, I think he will 

be signing their agreement before the week is done." 
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   "Aye, it would be wise if he were to do so, it will be that, or hire more guards." 

   "Oh, I think he will be making a pact soon, anything that takes money from his treasury sends 

him into seizures. What else now. The Merchants guild has a new council member, a young man 

as I understand it, and he has the local merchants talking. He has only been with the association 

for two and a half years, and is already a council member." 

   "That is fast, any reason why they have promoted one so young?" 

   "He is a very shrewd man, as I have heard, he has vastly increased his wealth in only a few 

years time, and has bought out many merchants, increasing their trade and improving his own 

lot. I think they were afraid of this man, so rather than having him working outside the 

association, they have brought him into the fold so to speak to keep an eye on him, though, if he 

is as ambitious as they say, it may have been a mistake to do so." 

   "You think this man is too ambitious?" 

   "I don't know about too ambitious, but I think he is ambitious enough that he will use 

whatever means necessary to gain the primary council seat before another two years has passed." 

   "Whatever means necessary?" 

   "Two of the merchants he wanted to buy out, that refused to sell, turned up dead, and the 

assassin’s guild says they had no part in it." 

   "Really, if this man had them killed, and the assassin’s guild was not involved, he may have 

made some very bad enemies." 

   "Too true, and if I were him, I would next employ the assassin’s guild to un ruffle their 

feathers." 

   "You are wise beyond your years Mitch." 

   "Nay good lady, I simply have much time to think as I travel from town to town." 



76 

   "What of Ran'Grael, it has been a long time since I was there, is anything of import 

happening?" 

   "Nothing in the last few months, though before that, there was a mass murder." 

   "Mass murder?" 

   "Aye, the rumors of it are still flying about wildly. No one can determine a reason or motive 

for what happened, and beyond that, there was not a mark on the bodies." 

   "Not a mark? Poison?" 

   "Nay, the assassin’s guild sent one of their best people to help investigate, he says no poison 

was involved, and suggested that perhaps a Mage had been involved." 

   "A Mage, really, who was it that was killed?" 

   "A dozen men, local men, men from different caste, one was a slave, several were local's, 

craftsmen,. merchants, one a renown member of the thieves guild, and even a guardsman. 

Nothing can be found linking these men, except that they were usually in that area of town. I 

have even heard talk of demons, though we all know that to be nonsense, the happening of it was 

too strange, and has people thinking of things rational people normally don't think of." 

   "What would make them think it stranger than a Mage killing them?" 

   "Because... it is difficult for me to talk of it in mixed company, but I will come out and say it, 

though I do not mean to offend you, because, many of the men wore no clothing, and had 

obviously been involved in.. certain acts when they died, of these men many were married, and 

known to have never cheated on their wives, one of them was about to be married, so to find 

them in such a state, as I said, has people scared and nervous." 

   "Mercy, and they have no clues at all?" 
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   "They have none, they chased off a local girl from the area, and still seek her for questioning, 

but she eluded them in the mountains. They think she just happened to be in the wrong place at 

the wrong time, and hope she will return so they can question her, other than that, they are 

completely baffled. They even contacted the Mages of ShardsHaven to see if any of their mages 

were in the area, and might have committed this act." 

   "I am wondering if going back there at this time is a wise decision." 

   "I have been and gone almost weekly, and have not seen or experienced any problems, so I 

doubt you will either." 

   "Are the Mages there? I would feel much safer knowing they were around." 

   Mitch made a face. "Yes, two Mages arrived only days after it happened. they asked a lot of 

people questions, many were not happy with them, including the assassin’s guild." 

   "Why was the assassin’s guild upset with them?" 

   "They pressed a few people very hard for answers to questions about the girl that was run off, 

even though most knew she was not the one that killed them, could not have been the one. The 

assassin’s guild told the Mages to stop asking questions about one of their members unless they 

could provide more evidence against her. The Mages refused, there was a fight, and two high 

ranking members of the guild were killed. Shortly after, both Mages were found dead. A dozen 

more arrived only a few weeks ago, and already two of those have died. I don't think it was a 

good idea for them to have messed with the guild." 

   "No, they are the last ones I would want after me, so this investigation has come down to 

nothing more than a fight between the Mages and the assassin’s guild, it seems strange to me that 

the Mages have taken such an interest." 
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   "Yes, many have said the same, but they are not talking about their reasons, and now Mages 

wander the streets in twos and threes questioning anyone they want. As I have said, I have had 

no problems, and most I know there have had no problems. I think they are only still there 

because they want the guild to know they are not afraid." 

   "I shall endeavor to stay out of there way then. So no other news? Nothing of prices for the 

steel from the mines or the..........." 

    She prattled on with him the entire journey, eventually getting his entire life story. She had 

the news she wanted, and was quite surprised that the guild had involved itself. Even as she 

talked local gossip, her mind was working. This might be a way for her to ... "Play" a little. She 

knew the local guild leader personally, her risk was minimal if she went to see him, an unspoken 

code, that members of the guild would not be harmed within the walls of guild houses, no matter 

their crimes or arguments. Once they stepped outside however, that was a different story. 

Members had been known to keel over dead with a dozen arrows in them, and half as many 

daggers no more than a single step from the door. 

   When they arrived at the gates of Ran'Grael, he said his goodbyes, and she thanked him for 

the company. These streets she knew well, and avoided any that had Mages. She didn't think they 

had any way to know her, but being cautious wouldn't hurt. Behind a certain tavern, she slid off 

the geldings back, and looked around. No one was nearby, so she stored the Gelding. She then 

climbed the latus around the back porch, and let herself into the attic. She found herself facing a 

pair of very poisoned daggers. 

   "I don't know who you are, but unless you want to die horribly, you'll go back the same way 

you just came in." 

   "Kaylee, is that any way to greet an old friend?" 
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   The young woman stepped forward, into the light coming through the window from the street 

lamps and frowned at her. "Do I know you?" 

   "Only a few months ago, you were the best friend I ever had." 

   "Shay?" 

   "Yes, I've come back to get you." 

   Kaylee carefully put her daggers away before she let her excitement overcome her. They 

hugged and Kaylee turned her around. "Look at you!" 

   "I've found some money, and I want to share it with you, but not here." 

   "Where? Tell me what happened? The last I heard of you, you were headed for the mountains 

and not looking back, do you know what happened to those men?" 

   "When I found them, I tried to get out, and was seen, I was so horrified and scared I wasn't as 

careful as I should have been, but I got away, Listen Kay, I want to take you away from here, I 

have money now, and a place to go, but only if you’re willing." 

   "Of course I am willing, there is nothing here for me, we talked all the time about getting out 

of here, you know exactly how glad I would be to shake the dust of this place off my shoes. 

Especially since the mages came. I live in mortal terror I will be discovered." 

   "Good, then don't ask any more questions, your about to get a very, very big surprise, when 

you do, talk to me, and I will be there to explain everything." 

   She stored Kaylee then, before she could say anything, or ask another question. Shay went to 

a chest, and opened it, she found her extra throwing knives and took off her cloak and vest. She 

slid the harness over her shoulders and situated the throwing knives between her shoulder blades, 

then put her vest and cloak back on. She strapped a set of throwing knives on each leg, and 

tucked them down into her boots, then pulled her pant legs back down over the tops of the boots. 
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  She stored everything in the room, just in case Kay wanted any of it, and climbed back down 

the way she had come up. 

   She walked the four blocks to the guild house, and peeked around a corner at the front door. 

She didn't see anyone, so she did a quick search with her mind, and found four Mages in the 

upstairs room of the house across the street. A more detailed search revealed no more Mages 

nearby. She backed away from the corner, and went to the back of the house. There were several 

crates and boxes stacked in the alley. She went to one of them, and flipped the secret latch that 

held the lid shut. She quietly lifted it and climbed in, closing the lid and resetting the latch behind 

her. She climbed down the ladder to the bottom, then followed a tunnel to a door. She tapped on 

the door five times and waited, counting to twenty, then she tapped on the door again, one single 

tap. 

   The door opened to a dimly lit room. Two men stood with crossbows trained on her, the third, 

had opened the door, and he held a poisoned dagger. 

   "State your name and business here." 

   "Shayen is my name, and I think Ben would be very happy to talk with me about now." 

   One of the men with the crossbows stepped forward, squinting at her in the dim light. "Close 

the door and turn up the light." 

   The man with the dagger closed the door and latched it, then ran to the table and turned up the 

wick on the lantern. The room flooded with light. 

   The Crossbowman grunted. "Wow, you’ve changed since I last saw you, and your right, 

Bendar is dying to have a little talk with you." He motioned toward the stairs. Shay climbed the 

stairs into a small room, and opened the door into a larger room. She stepped out and waited. The 
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crossbow wielding guard went up another set of stairs. She heard him knock on a door, there was 

a brief quiet conversation, then he returned to the top of the stairs and motioned her to come up. 

   Bendar got a shock when she stepped into his room, and it showed in his eyes. 

   "Shay? Is that really you?" 

   "It's me Ben, I've heard you have had a bit of trouble with Mages while I've been gone." 

   "A lot of trouble actually, what do you know of the murders? what happened to you? Where 

have you been?" 

   "Where do you want me to start?" 

   "At the beginning if you please." 

   She nodded, and braced herself to tell the story for the first time." I was working the back of 

Jacobsons shop, I had worked my way in, and was just waiting for him to lock up and go home, 

when something happened to me I didn't expect. I came of age." 

   "What is that supposed to mean?" 

   "I am a DragonLord Ben, have you heard the story's about them?" 

   He folded his arms across his chest with a skeptical look.  “Legends and tales from the 

distant past. You expect me to believe, after all these years that a DragonLord just pops up out of 

nowhere and it happens to be you?" 

   "What do you require of me as proof." 

   "You could kill the four Mages in the house across the street from here, that would be a good 

start." 

   She nodded. He expected her to leave, or DO something.. instead, she nodded her head with a 

vacant look in her eyes, for only a moment. 

 "They are dead." 
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   He blinked at her, suddenly less sure of himself. He nodded to the man holding the crossbow, 

and he left. 

   "While we wait for him to verify that, would you explain to me what coming of age means?" 

   "When a female DragonLord comes of age, she involuntarily releases pheromones that drive 

males of any race crazy, it also increases their heart rate to a level that in humans, is fatal. I don't 

remember much of it, when I woke up, they were laying all around me, already dead. As I 

dressed, I heard someone come in, and I was forced to run." 

   "So... you actually, I mean, with.... them, never mind. Why didn't you just kill the witness as 

well?" 

   "I didn't think of it, something I didn't understand had just happened to me, and I woke up 

with naked dead men all around me, I was somewhat confused and very horrified. I ran." 

   "I guess that is understandable under the circumstances." 

   Footsteps came pounding up the stairs, and the crossbowman stuck his head into the room. 

"They were dead, I put a poisoned dagger into each of their hearts. That should stir things up a 

bit." 

   "Yes, let the mages try to figure out how an assassin was able to sneak up close enough to kill 

all of them, good work." He turned back to Shay. "Why are you here?" 

   "I want permission to kill them all. I also want to know, if the trail from my parents deaths has 

led your people anywhere?" 

   That brought a smile to his face. "If, you are what you say, which I do believe by the way, 

why, would you ask my permission to kill them?" 

   "Because I respect you, you treated me well, and trained me, the mess you are in, is because 

of me, and I would like to make up for it if that is possible." 
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   "Why do they want you?" 

   "Because of what I am, their religious beliefs, tell them that the DragonLords will be the 

Downfall of ShardsHaven, they have spent several hundred or so years trying to destroy those 

like me. They will hunt me with religious fervor, and stop at nothing to see me dead." 

   "That explains much, but what they have done, is also declare war on the guild. When they 

attacked us, it went beyond you, it went beyond what started it. Once they commit to fighting us, 

their assault will be unstoppable, but we fight from the shadows, they will kill some of us, but 

they cannot kill us all. Soon, they will fear to eat or drink, they will fear to walk down the street, 

I think they know this, and it is why they have not yet moved against us openly, but I think they 

will soon. They cannot take the slap in the face we have given them and let it go unpunished. 

May I ask you, a favor?" 

   "It is yours for the asking." 

   "Make it look like it was us that did it. Everywhere you go, every mage you kill, I ask that it 

be made to look like it was our people." 

   "I am your people, so I will do as you ask." 

   “Good, then as far as your parents are concerned, there are three candidates. Unfortunately, 

the man who set the fire, is dead. He died while he was being questioned, but he answered 

several questions. While he did not KNOW the name of the man who told him to set that fire, he 

knew the location, and the time. Her also KNEW it was a man, and not a woman. This 

information narrowed the choices down to three, Location, time, and gender, means that there 

can only be three men who COULD have given that order. 

   He nodded, then turned to write on a piece of paper. He blew on it to dry the ink, then folded 

the paper, and dribbled wax on it, and pressed his signet ring into the paper. Then he wrote on 
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another piece of paper, and folded it, but did not seal it. He handed both to her. "The sealed note 

will gain you assistance from any guild house, anywhere in the world. Do not let it fall into the 

wrong hands. The other, carries the names of the three. What you do with it, is entirely up to 

you." 

  Shay stored both, without taking them from his hand. "If I die, they will die with me." 

   "Go Shay, and be well!" 

   "There is something else, on the order of a favor, but I am willing to pay for the service." 

   "Speak it." 

   Shay brought a chest of gold from storage, and opened the lid. His eyes grew very large. 

   "I want, the families of the men I killed, to receive half of this gold." 

   "The other half?" 

   "It is for the guild." 

   "There, is a lot of gold there, more, than a lot actually." 

   "Use it well when the Mages come for you." 

   His grin was genuine. “You really do care about the guild. Your dedication will not go 

unnoticed.” 

    

   She searched the city with her mind, placing the Mages. She could kill them all where they 

were, but that would not fit in with her agreement. She went to a house where two more of them 

stayed. One slept, one stood watch by the window eating. Perfect. She needed to be able to see 

them. Patience, caution and care, eventually had her across the street, on the flat roof of a shop, 

looking directly down into the room with the mages. She took a vial of poison, normally reserved 

for her daggers and throwing blades from storage using the dragons power, so the mages would 
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not detect it, then transferred a single drop of the poison to his drink.  Rather than waiting and 

watching, she was already moving, not away, but straight to their door. The commotion started 

within moments, and she felt the mage within using his will trying to cure the poison even as she 

closed the distance. The mage that had been asleep was bent over the one that had drunk as she 

stepped through the door. Her knives were ready. He had time to begin standing, already twisting 

toward her, his power of will opening, his hand extending for use when the knife took him in the 

throat. His look of anger, confidence and determination faded as he tried to raise both of his 

hands to his throat. She was surprised, to feel what he felt. Shock, astonishment, and respect. She 

had never felt what one of her victims felt, She was not sure it was a good thing. This one, died 

bravely, impressed that she had been able to get to them. He died, with no remorse. Her ability to 

feel those of the blood, along with those who could use indirect will, somehow also let her see 

within their hearts. Staring down at them now, she knew, that neither of these men, were truly 

evil. They followed their teachings, and believed, that what they were doing, was the right thing. 

She took a deep breath, knowing there would be more like them. Many more. In war, it did not 

matter, you did what you had to do, to survive, and to win. She retrieved the knives, and slit the 

throat of the mage that was dying from the poison, just to make sure. That left four. Two were in 

a tavern not far away, the other two were in the room she had once occupied, obviously hoping 

she would return. Again, she had to SEE them, their drinks. Stopping their hearts, she could do 

from anywhere, but to put the poison in their drinks, she had to see them. It took some time for 

her to find a way. With this outfit, if she walked in the door, everyone in the room would notice 

her. She climbed up to the second story and entered through a window. Cracking open the door 

to the balcony, she could see down into the main level. Again, She used her will to poison the 

wine the two in the tavern were drinking and waited. They had already drunk much. They made 
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the tavern keeper taste each cup before they would drink, so they made a toast, and drank 

heartily, unafraid. They knocked the table over, and died choking and kicking as their eyes 

bulged from their heads. That left two. 

   A man who had been standing near them, ran from the tavern, and headed straight to the two 

in her old room. She climbed down and positioned herself to be behind them, and drew her 

daggers. Within moments, they came around the corner at a run. They followed the man from her 

rooms toward the tavern. They were opened to the power of will, and prepared for anything, they 

thought. Shay used the dragon power, and sent both daggers to bury themselves in the back of 

their heads. The man leading them heard them fall, and turned around, he staggered to a stop, 

and went back to look at them, not comprehending what had just happened. He straightened 

slowly and backed away from them several steps, his head swiveling, his eyes searching as he 

backed away. Then turned and ran. 

   That should get some stories circulating. The assassin had killed them in the open, and had 

not been seen, even by a man only a few steps away. 

   She again used her innate powers to retrieve her daggers, and wiped them clean, then brought 

her gelding from storage. 

 

   Ben looked up as a man poked his head in the door. "It is done." 

    "Already? Did she make it look like it was the guild?" 

   "She did, a new fear has spread through the city, and word travels even as we speak, of the 

swift and silent assassins. They all died so fast, that the people believe, the guild organized a 

simultaneous strike against the Mages." 

   Bendar grinned "I love that girl! That’s it then, let’s get packed, it’s time to disappear." 
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   The first man on the list given to her by Bendar, was sleeping soundly when she climbed 

through his window. He had no ability to use his will. He was a simple man. Though he was 

filled with pride because of his position within the guild, he harbored no evil, no greed strong 

enough to force him to murder. She climbed back out the way she entered. The streets of AgNor 

were not busy, but some few still moved about in the cold of the desert night. She was in no great 

hurry. Time was on her side. These men did not know they were being hunted. The house of the 

second man on the list, was larger, more opulent, and he had two guards walking about his yard. 

Searching with only her mind, she found two occupants within the house. A man, and woman, 

sharing the same bed. Within the heart of the man, she found, what she was looking for. Greed, 

deceit and the willingness to kill for personal gain.  

   She studied the movements of the guards for several minutes. She knew, that when someone 

stood duty for long periods of time, they became complacent. A human could only stand watch 

so long, with absolutely nothing happening, before they began to believe, that nothing WOULD 

happen. She used this to her advantage. They stopped, and talked often, shivering in their armor, 

shuffling their feet and rubbing their hands together. She waited for them to stop and talk, at the 

far end of the yard, then simply walked across the yard to the house. She did not try the door to 

the lower level, she jumped up, catching the railing of the balcony outside the mans bedroom. 

She pulled herself up and gained a solid footing, then turned, and waited, watching the guards. 

They continued their conversation unaware. Now she turned to the glass doors that opened onto 

the balcony. It was latched from the inside. The man inside, had the ability to use his will, so she 

carefully used free will to lift the latch, gently, and slowly. She silently, and smoothly stepped 

into the room, and closed the door. She stepped away from the door and the light that would 
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reveal her silhouette into the dark corner. If either of them woke, they would most likely not see 

her. She stood still, and silent for several moments, and then stepped over to the bed. The 

woman, or, in this case girl, was a local girl, and she was here, for the money. Shay opened 

another bottle, this one was a poison that would not kill, instead, making the victim sleep 

soundly. She applied a very small amount to the tip of her dagger, and then held the dagger over 

the slightly parted lips of the girl. The small drop fell between her lips, and she licked her lips, 

and swallowed.  Shayen waited for her breathing to deepen further. Assured that she would not 

wake for at least three hours. She once again searched the heart of the man that lay beside her 

sleeping. The guilt was buried deeply. Layered and covered to hide it, conceal it and remove its 

affects. He was a man, that would do what he had to do, no matter who got in his way. Satisfied, 

that he was not an innocent, she drew her dagger. With one swift move, she covered his mouth 

firmly with one hand, and drove the dagger into his heart with the other. He lurched, and tried to 

sit up. He had time to open his eyes wide, and see her face. His hands came up, grasping her 

wrist, then his body relaxed, his hands fell away. She reached up and closed his eyes. She 

searched the house, one room at a time. His office, was filled with incriminating evidence. His 

confidence so great, that he did not even try to hide the crumpled notes from would be assassins. 

Drafts of letters to those assassins, that he apparently did not like, still laying on his desk, and 

most damning of all, his ledger. Written into the median, were the notes that closed her case 

against him. He had died, because he was not a good person, she would have been happy with 

that, but here, beside his numbers, were notes that sealed his doom to the nine hells. 

   “Once Doogan and his wife are gone, this balance will begin to rise by 10%.” 

   “Riley Next.” 

   A few lines later; 
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   “Rileys shop Income transferred to my account.” 

   She scrolled back through the pages, amazed, both by this mans business sense, and by his 

stupidity. He had struggled, for YEARS with a plan to make him both wealthy, and give him the 

power of control over the merchants guild.  She worked the lock on the small safe, and opened 

it. Contained within the safe, were a dozen bags of gold, stacks of paper money, deeds to shops 

and businesses, and a journal. She read the journal, leaning back comfortably in the chair. Within 

this journal, were the details of his plan, and his dreams. Within the journal, she found the entry, 

where he ordered her house burned down, the payment was to be twenty gold. 

   For twenty gold coins, her parents had died. She knew now they were not her parents, but that 

did not change the love she carried for them. Below the entry, was a name. and a place. 

   Contact Covias Fallon.    Bulls Balls Bar. 

   She slammed the journal shut as the fury filled her. This was not the man that Bendar had 

killed. She carefully pushed it aside, and gathered up the notes, ledger and journal. She did not 

try to sneak away, she walked down the stairs, and opened the door. Both guards turned to face 

her. Realizing she was not who they expected, they both drew their weapons. 

   “He is already dead, come ahead if you wish to join him, otherwise, walk away, and live.” 

   They looked at each other, they both charged forward. She stepped ahead through the falling 

ash and clanking weapons as they fell to the ground. Sparks from molten metal splattered 

outward around her feet. She walked down the street, looking for someone to tell her where this 

bar was. The city watch seemed surprised to see her.  

   “Where is the Bulls Balls bar?” 

   “That, is not a place for you good Lady, it is on the wharf. It is a rowdy nasty place, you 

would not be well served there.” 
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   She handed him the notes, ledger and journal. “See that this is delivered to someone who can 

see that reparations are made, justice has already been served.” She turned and headed toward 

the docks, the guard behind her watched her go, frowning, trying to understand what she meant. 

By the time he began reading, and understanding, she was gone. 

   She walked into the bar, dimly lit with candles and a single lantern. Every person in the room 

looked up, some came to their feet, some whistled, some began making bets. 

   She stepped over to the leering bartender. “Where is Covias Fallon?” 

   “Never heard of him, why do you ask?” 

   “Lets just say I need to pay a debt for services received.” 

   “Oh, you hired him?" The mans entire attitude toward her changed. “He usually sits in the 

back, not sure if he’s gone to bed yet or not, check with Marlee.” 

   Shay turned and worked her way to the back of the room. It was a large room, and despite the 

hour, it was still occupied by two score patrons. One of them stood as she approached leering at 

her. He grabbed her ass, so she stopped and turned to smile at him. Encouraged he stepped 

closer. Her forearm caught him across the jaw. The crack was audible from one end of the room 

to the other. He fell instantly, both hands going to his face, he tried to roll over, and moaned in 

pain. Shay turned her back on him, and continued toward the back. A waitress, wearing little 

more than a tattered rag across her breasts, and a towel around her hips was moving about, 

picking up glasses. As Shay approached her, she turned. Her attire, and the fitness of her body 

did not match the haggard look on her face. Her eyes drooped, and her lips appeared to have a 

permanent frown burned into them. Her face was that of an eighty year old hag. Shay pulled a 

pouch from her belt, but did not open it. She handed it to the woman. 
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   “Take this, and get out of this place, Buy a home, and some nice clothes. Before you go, can 

you tell me where to find Covias Fallon?” 

   The woman sighed and nodded, opening the pouch. She stared within for a moment, her eyes 

widening, then the pouch disappeared. Shay was not sure where she put it, and with her lack of 

clothing was not sure she wanted to know. 

   “Good lady, the man you seek is at the third table from the left, there are two others with him, 

that work for him.” With that, the woman turned, and slowly meandered back through the tables. 

She put her tray on the bar, said something to the bartender, and walked out the front doors. Shay 

smiled momentarily, then turned, and focused on the table with Covias Fallon and his flunkies. 

   She walked up to the table, taking a chair from another table, spinning it around and sitting 

down. 

   Only her appearance kept them from killing her on the spot, she could still feel the 

disapproval emanating from them, that, and lust. 

   “Covius, we have something to discuss.” 

   He pushed a bottle out of the way so he could see her clearly. “You have work?” 

   “Something of that nature, yes, I am from the assassin’s guild.” 

   “The, Guild wants to hire me?” 

   “Not exactly, you see, you completed a job, several years ago, that got their attention. It 

involved a pair of merchants, and their house burned down. Payment for that job was never 

completed, and if there is something the guild hates, its loose ends.” 

   He was obviously confused now. “What is it exactly you want from me?” 
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   “Patience Covius, patience. While the guild, does not like people doing their jobs for them, 

they usually do not concern themselves overly much when it happens, but in this case, there was 

a survivor from that fire, and this is where the issue lies.” 

   “You want to hire me to kill the survivor?” 

   “Not at all, you see, the survivor was a little girl, her parents were the merchants that died, 

and the little girl became a top notch assassin. She is highly skilled, and highly motivated, to find 

the man that killed her parents, and make him scream for hours.” 

   Covias Fallon sat back in his chair, the implications trying to work themselves into cohesion 

in his head, but he still did not get it.” 

   “You are here to warn me? I do not understand.” 

   “No, I am here to make you scream, I am that little girl.” 

   The man to her left grabbed for his sword, and staggered back, both hands going to the dagger 

hilt protruding from under his chin. He fell, still holding the dagger, his feet kicking. The two 

men to the right of Fallon, both stood slowly, their hands out to their sides. They backed away 

from the table several steps, then turned and ran, knocking over tables and chairs in their haste to 

escape. 

   Fallon was staring at the man on the floor, a look of.... irritation, on his face. “I did a job that I 

was payed to do. If you are an assassin, then you too do jobs for money, if you want retribution, 

you should go after the man that payed me.” 

   “He is already dead. If you were a member of the guild, I would not now be here to kill you, 

but since you are not, I have more than one reason to kill you. We do not take kindly to amatures 

stealing the money from our pockets, and from a personal standpoint, I do not take kindly to 

being thrown into the streets to grow up.  Your payment, for that job was never completed. 
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Every guild member knows, and accepts, that if they screw up, their payment will mirror the 

screw up. She lifted her hand as he opened his mouth. He was lifted from his chair, and slammed 

against the wall. She started at his feet, the flames crawling their way up his legs. His scream 

brought everyone in the place to their feet. 

   The people in the bulls balls were used to fights, killings and all manner of mischief and evil. 

They saw it daily, and learned to live with it. The scream they heard, was beyond all of it. 

Standing their hair on end. Some, few, may have thought to go to his aid, then he screamed 

again. Any thoughts of aid ended as they began to exit the bar in a rush. 

   He screamed, until he could scream no more.  

   She walked down the street, as alarm bells began ringing. the flames from the Bulls Balls 

illuminating the street, the wharf, and the mucky sewer contaminated water beyond. The part of 

her, that had been raised as a human girl, was horrified, crying and screaming inside of her head, 

but the part of her, that was Dragon, felt, content. Vengeance had been fulfilled, her parents 

could rest in peace. The conflict within her mind, would never do. She could not continue this 

way. If she gave in to the whimpering whining thing inside of her, she would be dead within 

weeks. It may have been how she was raised, but it was not what she had learned to become. 

Though the thieves guild had never worked to harden her, the assassins guild had. She had 

thrived on it, despite the conflict in her mind. She knew, that it had fit her, because of her blood. 

Shayen paused, and turned to look back at the roaring inferno of flames behind her. As she did, 

she also reached within, somehow. She did not rip the little girl out by the roots, this little girl, 

was part of her, part of who she was, and had been, she wanted the little girl, but she also wanted 

the little girl to shut up. She stood, watching men handle the pump, pumping the smelly water 

through hoses onto a fire they had no hope of putting out. She struggled within herself, if the 
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little girl had been real, she would have been slapping her silly until she stopped screaming. 

Something similar was happening within her own mind. Slowly, the screaming girl subsided. 

Shayen worked hard, at merging what she had been, with who she was. The future she intended 

to follow, would be a dangerous one, and it would involve killing. 

   She was not sure how long she stood watching. Slowly, reluctantly, the conflict in her mind 

was resolved. The weight it lifted from her shoulders was greater than she had known she was 

carrying. That little girl, represented what was good within her. Shay somehow knew, that 

without her, she would be no better than someone like Covius Fallon. So she had struggled to 

keep that little girl, and she had won. She would now, and always do, what she HAD to do, so 

long as there was justification in her own mind that did not involve personal gain or greed. 

Vengeance, did not fit into either of those categories. Vengeance, was something that came with 

the blood of Dragons. Though Dragons worshiped no gods, they did believe, that without 

vengeance, the spirits of the dead would not rest. She took a deep breath, and then continued her 

journey. She had much to do before she returned to the keep. 

 

  She waited on the road, knowing he would be by not long after the sun came up with a 

wagonload of merchandise. He was, in fact the was the first person down the road this morning. 

   He drew his team to a stop and looked at her, questions in his eyes, but he was too polite to 

ask, so she told him. 

   "Yes, it was me, and I have waited here, to see if you desired a new life, one filled with 

dangers, but one where you will never again be so hot you cannot breathe, nor will you be so 

cold your body shakes. It will be a life of respect, and friendship, you will always be well fed, 

and well clothed, and you will be free often to do as you wish, be it learning the sword, or 



95 

continuing your education as a smith, though I think you may prefer to learn to use the powers 

you so carefully hide." 

   He looked at the reigns in his hands, then out across the desert as waves of heat radiated from 

the sand, and a dust devil started not so far away. "I knew, when we met on the road, that there 

was something special about you. I knew, when those mages died, that it was you. I do not know 

how, but I knew. I felt drawn to you then, and I feel drawn to you now. Tell me, my chances for 

your heart would be?" 

   "Slim." 

  "Slim, but not impossible. Is it because of my standings, my lowly status?" 

   "It is because, you will grow old and die, while I am still young, and were I to take you to my 

bed, it may very well kill you. My status, is no greater than yours, only my blood is stronger” 

   "So, despite risk, and danger, there is a small, spark of hope?" 

   She smiled and laughed softly. “A small spark, perhaps.” 

   “A small spark it is then, I accept your offer, what would you have me do? Where do we go? 

Is your name Shayen as I was told?” 

   "My name, is Shayen, My complete name, is ShayenDrian’Mar. From here, we go to my 

keep, we learn, and we train. There will be others training with us. What is about to happen to 

you will surprise, and shock you, know, that it was meant to happen, and when it does, ask me 

any question you would, and I will answer it truthfully." 

   Mitch nodded his head. "Okay?" 

   Shay stored him, leaving the horses and wagon abandoned on the road. She tied the reigns to 

the seat rail, and slapped the horses on the rump. They leaned into the load, and continued on 

their way. They had made the trip so many times, they knew where they were going. 
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   Now, she sent her mind in search, a wide-ranging search. She expanded that search in circles 

until she found another, far to the north. 

 

   Somehow, this wasn't how he had ever thought his life would turn out. Walking behind a 

plow horse, day after day. It kept him fed, and he had a roof over his head, beyond that, he didn't 

have much good to say about it. He had always dreamed noble dreams, it had taken growing up 

to realize you had to be born a noble to be one. He had tried to join a mercenary outfit, but they 

demanded he have and maintain his own equipment and horse. Even leather armor was so far 

beyond anything he could afford that he had instantly given up on that idea.  He knew, he could 

never make it as a thief. Though he felt, that he could kill, when in battle, taking things from 

people that had never harmed him did not sit well in his mind. So, he was a farm hand. He even 

had to borrow a bow to hunt meat for the table. 

   He knew, he shouldn't complain, he was alive, and healthy, the Farmer he worked for now, 

was respectful, if not wealthy. He glanced at the road and then lifted his eyes to stare. Someone 

was sitting a horse watching him. Probably someone lost. He let the horse pull the plow up even 

with them, and whoaed her. She was always grateful for a break. He squinted into the sun trying 

to make out the riders face or features. Finally he walked over to them, and looked up, quite 

surprised at the vision of beauty that greeted him. 

   "How may I help you Ma'am?" 

   "I am recruiting, and it has come to my attention that you may have ability's that others do 

not." 

   His face lost a little color, but he gave no other outward sign of his shock. "I am sorry to 

disappoint you, but I am just a simple farm hand." 
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   The Woman smiled and folded her arms across the saddle horn leaning forward. "If you desire 

to stay here, I will respect that, and leave you in peace, however, if you desire to learn more 

about the ability you have, learn to use it, and control it, then I can teach you. If you desire to 

learn the sword, that can be arranged as well, you will be respected, befriended, and kept hale, as 

well as supplied with arms and armor, or robes and stave as you choose, as long as you are 

willing to declare your loyalty, and friendship to me. 

   "You can teach me? Show me what you can teach me." His face blanched when he realized 

what he had just blurted out, but her soft laughter calmed him. “Fear not, if you choose to go, or 

stay, your secret is safe with me.” 

   Shay formed a ball of mageglow over her hand. This in itself was enough to impress him, but 

then she threw the ball, it sailed across the road and struck a large oak, and exploded shattering 

the trunk into splinters. Then she waved her hand, and the field he had been plowing, was 

finished, as though he hadn't just started plowing it this morning. 

   He swallowed, more than a little nervous now. "You, are from ShardsHaven?" 

   "Nay, In fact, the Mages of ShardsHaven are my mortal enemies." 

   "This, is why you are recruiting? To fight them?" 

   "In part, though they are my enemy, they do not yet know I am alive, if they did, they would 

come after me with every mage they had. There, now you know my secret, proving to you, that 

your own secret is safe. I am recruiting mostly, because I want company, friends around me, 

people to talk to, Someone to share my wealth with, and if push comes to shove, to stand at my 

back." 

   He grinned a little shyly at her. "I would be proud to stand at your back good Lady." 
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   "My name, is Shayen, you are about to get a bit of a shock, but know that everything is Okay, 

you may ask me any question you wish then, and I will answer you truthfully." 

   She stored him. 

   She spent nearly a week searching for them, and recruiting them. At the end of that week, she 

had seven women and five men stored, as she flew back to the Keep. Each of them young, each 

of them desiring a better life, and each of them capable of using Magery. 

   She set down in front of the keep, and for the first time, lowered both the inner and outer draw 

bridges. It was a picturesque setting. The banners of the DragonLords flying over the keep, just 

as they had done since they were placed there hundreds of years ago, and still they snapped and 

furled in the breeze, untouched by wear and unfaded by the sun. 

   She brought Kay back first. As expected Kay had a panic attack. Spinning in a circle, her 

poisoned daggers drawn. 

   “Be calm Kay, we are at my home now.” 

   “How, how, did we get here? One moment I am in my room, the next, we are here!” 

   “I used my abilities to do something called storing, I stored you when we were there, and I 

unstored you when we returned here, to my home.” 

   “Abilities? You can do it too?” 

   “I can, and have spent much time learning HOW to do it, I can teach you, so you will never 

have to fear the Mages of the Tower again.” 

   She was standing straighter, looking around in wonder. “I would like that, but, where are 

we?” 

   “On an island, a long way from anywhere, no people, no threats, no worries, this, is 

DragonLord Keep.” 
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   “DragonLord? I have heard myths, and legends about DragonLords, but, they were not real!” 

   “They were real, in fact, they ARE real Kaylee, because I am one.” 

   “Shay? Your confusing me, and scaring me! What are you talking about?” 

   “Somehow, I have the blood of the DragonLords, the merchants, that raised me, were not my 

natural parents, they could not have been, or a fire would never have killed them. After I left 

RanGrael, I found a place, far up in the mountains, in that place, I learned what I was, I learned 

to use abilities beyond even a mage. Kay, I learned that somehow, I carry the blood of Dragons, 

and I can become a Dragon.” 

   Kay sheathed her daggers with a scowl on her face. “Is this some kind of colossal joke 

Shayen? Whatever game you’re playing I do not appreciate it!” 

   Shay just smiled. “Come, walk with me. Ask your questions, one at a time.” 

   She started for the keep, and a moment later Kay followed. 

   “How did we get here truthfully?” 

   “I stored you, if you are capable, I will be showing you how to do it as well. I have several 

other people stored as well, each of them, like you, can use magery, I want to teach them how, 

just like I want to teach you.” 

   “Stored, your saying you are carrying several people around stored.. where? In your head?” 

   “No, I do not know the exact location, but I believe, it is somewhere within the void. A place 

without time.” 

   “Then bring them forth, prove it to me!” 

   “I will, but not until you are convinced, and ready to help me calm them down, and explain to 

them, what I am explaining to you. Let us set this aside for a bit, what other questions do you 

have?” 
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   “Okay, This place, DragonLord Keep, how did you find it?” 

   “The place, the Lair I found, up in the mountains, had a list of other lairs, places where 

Dragons Lived, in searching out those places, I found the location of this place. I came here, and 

found that the DragonLords, had placed enchantments on it, keeping it from decaying, within the 

walls, nothing decays, outside of the walls, all of the houses and buildings have long since fallen 

down. I decided that this was where I wanted to go, where I wanted to bring you, to teach you 

how to use, what you fear so greatly.” 

   “There are no other people here? how is it that you found this place, and no one else has?” 

   “Few believe the DragonLords to be more than myth, any that might think otherwise, believe 

that the keep was lost beneath the seas when the plains of Osrian were flooded. It is far from any 

lanes of travel, and there are hundreds of islands here, if they were to find the islands, they would 

then have to find the single island that the keep sits upon, beyond that, they would then have to 

scale sheer cliff walls a hundred feet straight up to get onto the island. No one has been here 

since the plains were flooded, if anyone ever does come, they will never return. I alone could 

defend this island against a hundred ships, even if any of them made it to the island, I could stop 

any from climbing onto it. We are safe here.” 

 Kay said nothing as Shay led her across the drawbridge into the outer grounds. 

   “These houses are perfectly preserved, and have stood empty since the flood.” She continued 

up the street and crossed the inner draw bridge. The moat surrounding the inner walls perfectly 

clean and unchanged by time. Shay led her across this bridge and stopped. Kay stared in wonder 

at the keep itself. The massive structure towering into the sky, its stained glass windows 

reflecting the sunlight, and the pennants blowing in the breeze. 

   “It, is huge, larger than even the castle of King Rhonsard!” 
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   “Long ago, thousands lived within these walls, they died through the treachery of the mages 

of Shardshaven. None have lived here after. It is ours, to do with as we please.” Shay took a 

pouch of gold from storage, and poured it into Kay’s hands. In the treasury below this keep, are 

dozens of chests filled with gold, dozens more contain silver and valuable gems. There is more 

wealth here than Rhonsard has ever seen, more wealth than any King could ever hope to see in a 

lifetime. It is all ours. There are beds filled with down, and covered by sheets of satin and silk. A 

single table within the hall, has more silver and gold inlaid within the carved and engraved wood 

than either of us ever hoped to see in our lifetimes. Pitchers and goblets of pure silver still sit 

upon the tables. Kay, even the utensils, pots and pans from one of the kitchens would have seen 

both of us living comfortably the rest of our lives.” 

   Kay slowly shook her head, and turned to Shay, lifting her hands. “What’s the catch?” 

   Shay laughed, but nodded. “The catch, is that someday, hopefully very far in the future, the 

mages will find out about us, and they will come to kill us. Me, because of what I am, you, 

because you have learned their secrets, you were trained, outside the tower.” 

   “But, you said, they cannot get onto the island?” 

   “Even a mage, must take a ship to cross the water. Ships burn with frightening intensity. Sails 

can be shredded from afar. If they were to make it to the cliffs of this island, they would have to 

somehow scale those cliffs, while we, in our simplest mode of defense, could drop rocks, and 

burning oil on their heads, or fill them with arrows from above, but we will be capable of so 

much more. Rather than rocks, or oil, we will hurl spells, as great as their greatest mages can 

muster, and blast them from the walls. Our risk, will not be here, it will be, when we have need 

to return, to gather supplies, or more people to train, more people to join our ranks.” 
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   “But, why? What is the purpose of training people? I understand having friends, but what is 

the ultimate goal, what is your plan?” 

   The Mages believe, in prophecy hundreds of years old. They believe, that the children of the 

dragon, will be the downfall of the tower. Because of that, they have spent millennium trying to 

destroy the Dragons, and the DragonLords, they have come very close to succeeding. It is my 

ultimate goal, to see the tower fall. Then, those, like you, and I will be able to walk the face of 

earth free to live life, and enjoy it, without fear of discovery. So long as the tower stands, they 

will seek out those like you, and force them to join their ranks, or kill them. I intend to offer 

something less harsh. Train those willing and capable, allow them to fight for their own 

freedom.” 

   Kay said nothing, trying to imagine the scope of the plan she had just heard. Shay continued 

into the Keep, showing it to Kay, pointing things out as they walked. Kay was only half paying 

attention. Her mind was trying to encompass what she had heard.  Trying to make the things she 

had always known were myth and fantasy, into something real. It all came together in her head, 

when Shay led her to a large structure on the roof, and motioned for her to enter. 

   Kay stepped in, and gasped aloud. 

   “Look under the bones, at the remains of the eggs, and tell me what you see within those 

shattered eggs.” 

   “Kay looked, and gasped yet again, backing away hastily. “By the three! they are human 

babies!” 

   “Had they not died, they would have grown, to become DragonLords. Their mother, a real 

Dragon.” 

   “But, but, if, they are real...” 
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   “If they are real, then the legend of the gods is also real. Nacen created the DragonLords, to 

protect both man, and Dragon from one another. Never to rule over mankind, never to lead the 

dragons, but to defend them both.” 

   “But, they failed, the dragons are gone, killed by the mages. If Nacen is real, if Xaverin, and 

Andrel are real, why would they allow this to happen?” 

   “I do not know Kaylee, it may be, that the Dragons are not gone. I had to come from 

somewhere. Somewhere in this world, I have to have real parents. One of them, a Trueblood 

dragon, the other, a DragonLord.” 

   “Show me Shay, I want to believe you, but, this story seems so fantastic it cannot be real!” 

   Shay turned and walked to the center of the roof, and Kay braced herself. Knowing it was 

impossible. She had expected an excuse, a reason why Shay could not show her, instead, she 

walked to the center of the roof, and closed her eyes. A moment later, Kay fell to her knees, 

staring up at the dragon. It lifted its head, and roared. An ear shattering sound that she felt 

reverberate through her entire body. Then the flames shot into the sky as she reared up and 

opened her wings. When the flames stopped, the dragon lowered itself back to the stones, 

lowering its head further, it looked into her eyes, and she heard the words from within her own 

mind. 

   “Do you believe now Kaylee?” 

   Kay just closed her eyes tightly for a moment. She took several deep breaths, and then opened 

her eyes again. “It is you isn’t it?” 

   “Yes, it is me, your friend and companion of many years.” 

   Kay forced herself to get up. She moved over beside the massive head, still looking at her. 

She put her hand on the cool diamond hard scales. She walked around the Dragon, trailing her 
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hand across the scales, examining her, somehow trying to pierce the illusion. You could not 

touch an illusion. you could see it, and it would look real, but you could not touch it. 

   “Stop! that tickles!” 

   Kay jerked her hand back, and then started giggling. “The mighty dragon can be defeated! We 

can tickle her to death!” 

   Shayen shifted, and smiled at her friend. “I brought you here, to share what I have found. I 

want a friend, many friends. Of all those I have brought with me, I would trust you to tell no one 

of what you have learned. If you do not want to be here, I will take you back to RanGrael. I will 

give you gold, so that you can live happily ever after, just because you are my friend.” 

   Kay turned and looked out over the island. The roof of the keep taller than the walls and the 

houses, allowing her to see a long way. “I have nothing in RanGrael I want to go back for, no 

one who will miss me overly much.” She turned to look at Shay. “Teach me! I want to stay here 

with you!” 

   “Good, you just made me happier than I have been in months, perhaps years. I am going to 

bring someone out of storage, his name is Mitchell. I do not know his last name, but like you, he 

has it within himself to use the ability. I met him on the road to RanGrael, from AgNor. I think 

you will like him, but, like you, he is going to be startled.” 

   “I am ready, let’s do this!” 

   Startled was an understatement. He carried only a shortsword for protection, but he had it 

drawn in the blink of an eye. He stared around himself wildly, backing away from them. 

   “What in the Nine hells!” 

   “Relax Mitch, I told you something was going to happen, remember?” 
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   He swallowed, and straightened up, still looking around. “I did not expect, this.. I do not 

know what I expected, but, this, how did I get here?” 

   Kay stepped toward him. “She did the same thing to me, scared me out of my wits. She can 

use her will, like a mage, she stored us, sort of hid us away while she traveled here, then when 

she arrived, she popped us out, so we did not have to endure the journey. One moment we were 

there, the next we are here. No time passed for us, but she made the entire journey here, carrying 

us with her.” 

   “You can teach us this Shayen?” 

   “I believe so, if you have the strength to learn it.” 

   “Where are we?” 

   “On an island, far from the mainland, this is my home, this, is DragonLord Keep.” 

   He sheathed his sword, and ran a hand through his hair. “I thought, when you said Keep, that 

you were exaggerating, I expected a wood shack with a wooden wall around it.” He waved his 

hand taking in the view. “This exceeds spectacular!” He turned to face her again. “What is it you 

want from me? You could have anything, any one you wanted, why me?” 

   “You fit the key criteria. First, you carry the blood of Dragons in your veins, you were 

unhappy with your current situation, and wanted change, and you were not attached or married, 

and had no family to go back to.” 

   “Heh, so the entire conversation on the way to RanGrael was your way of finding these things 

out?” 

   “Some of them, yes. I also find you, interesting. Interesting enough for a spark.” 

   “But just a spark?” 

   “Just a spark.” 
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   He turned and started off toward the stairs. 

   “Where are you going?” 

   “To find an axe, a saw, and a splitting wedge.” 

   “For?” 

   “To make a pile of kindling the size of a house, something that will catch a spark, and turn it 

into lots of HUGE flames.” 

  Kaylee giggled. Shay pointed to the roof in front of her. “That will have to wait, you have 

questions, I need to answer them, there are others that I need to bring forth, I need your help to 

keep them calm.” 

   He sighed, and walked over to the spot she was pointing, and came to attention. “As you 

command!” 

   “I can eat you or fry you, which do you prefer?” 

   “Oh definitely eat me!” 

   Kay giggled again as he smiled. 

   She spent several minutes answering his questions, then began bringing the others out of 

storage one at a time. It went well, and by nightfall they were all exploring and learning their 

new home. Each of them, happy and excited, glad to be away from their previous lives. 

 

   Shay stood on the roof of the keep, leaning against one of the stone battlements, watching the 

sun set over the island. 

   Mitch stepped up beside her, leaning on the next battlement over. Crossing his arms, and 

resting his chin on his arms. “I used to think the desert was peaceful and quiet, but somehow, this 

transcends that peace. The distant sound of waves crashing against the cliffs, far enough away 
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that it isn’t annoying, yet loud enough, with a rhythm of its own that brings a sort of harmony to 

the beauty of the island. The sun setting in the red, pink and lavender sky, and you. What man 

could ask for more?” 

   “You, should know a bit about me, before you begin this romantic and poetic campaign, and 

about the risks.” 

   He turned his head, a slight smile on his face. “Then tell me about you. You have managed to 

drag my entire life story from me, but I know so little about you.” 

   “What you learn, may change how you feel about me.” 

   “I doubt it, but tell me anyway.” 

   “The people, I thought were my parents, and raised me to the tender age of nine, died in a fire, 

our house burned, and with no one to turn to, I ended up on the streets of RanGrael. A man 

caught me trying to steal his coin purse, but rather than turning me in, he was amused. He took 

me under his wing so to speak. That man was the thieves guild guildmaster. He fed me, and he 

taught me how to be a good thief. Being young, and a girl, made my job easier, few suspected 

me. One day, I tried to lift the coin pouch from a wealthy looking man in blue robes. How he 

knew, I still do not know. He grabbed me, and lifted me off the ground. He carried me into a 

nearby alley, and slammed my back against a wall. I saw stars, and felt that this man was going 

to kill me. I do not remember pulling my dagger, I do not even remember stabbing him with it. I 

do remember the look of surprise on his face, even after he was laying in the alley dead. His face 

carried the same expression. 

   I was later to find out, that the man was a mage. The guildmaster moved my work area to the 

other end of the city after that. I did not work for three days, on the fourth day, in my new area, 

another man approached me. He made me an offer, that I thought was terrible. Yet, that offer, 
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appealed to something deep inside of me. A week after the offer, I found him, and told him I 

wanted to learn. 

  By day, I worked the streets, by night, I learned how to kill silently. I am ranked as a Master 

theif, and a journeyman Assassin. I am ready for my test to ascend to master. I am a thief, and an 

assassin. I have killed for pay, I have stolen items of great value, also for pay. Because of my 

blood, when passion overwhelmed me, I sated that passion, with whoever I thought might be 

interested in an ugly grubby orphan. You told me once, of a girl that ran away from RanGrael, 

because she was spotted at the scene of a crime, where a dozen men lay dead, naked, they had 

obviously been engaged in sexual activity when they died. That was me, it was the night I came 

of age, the pheromones I released, drove them insane with sexual desire, just as insane as I was 

driven. The danger I pose to you, is that if I do not remain in complete control at all times, I may 

release those pheromones again. If your heart is not strong enough, it will kill you. More 

recently, I have killed the men responsible for killing my parents. A high ranking member of the 

Merchants guild, and a mercenary hired by him to set the fire. I am no Lady, I will never be a 

Lady. I am a thief, and a murderer, I am, a DragonLord.” 

   Mitch nodded his head, a slight frown on his face. “Were, any of those men that died in 

RanGrael, of the blood? Were any of them capable of using magery?” 

   “I, do not know, why would it matter?” 

   “I wanted to know, because, I am of the blood, I carry the same blood you do, I think, it is 

why I feel so attracted to you. When you are not near me, I hunger for your presence. I came up 

here tonight, because I could not stand being so far away from you. It is almost a physical pain 

that knows no relief, except when I am near you. I believe, that my heart will not burst, because 

of the blood I carry. It may not be strong, but it will be enough. If, for some reason, I come to 
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find that it is not enough, then, I will die, with you in my arms, I will die happy, I will die 

willingly. I cannot continue to live, without somehow remaining near you.” 

   “I do not know the limit, where the line is drawn, but we can find out how concentrated your 

blood is. Come.” 

   He followed her back down into the keep. “Is this the test that the mages perform?” 

   “No, they do not draw blood.” 

   “Oh, then this is going to be painful and messy.” 

   “No, a simple cut will do, enough to cover the bottom of a cup with your blood.” 

   She led him to the room she had set up as a laboratory. She took a glass from a cabinet and 

drew her dagger. “Hold out your hand.” 

   He held it out, and did not even grunt when she cut his palm. She let the blood drip into the 

glass for a few moments, then nodded, handing him a clean cloth to wrap his hand. She 

performed the test she had once done on herself. The blood flashed to ash and steam, and the 

fractions formed over the glass. 

  She frowned and lifted an eyebrow at him. “Did you know your parents?” 

   “No, I was raised by distant relatives not far from AgNor.” 

   “Your mother was over one third Dragon, your father nearly half. I find it difficult to believe, 

that after so long, there are still people with blood this strong.” 

   “Maybe, they felt, like I do right now.” 

   “Meaning?” 

   “Maybe, they are drawn to each other, like a moth is drawn to a flame. Over time, would this 

not strengthen the blood?” 

   She shook her head. “I, do not know.” 
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   “So, what does it mean?” 

  She spoke, without looking up at him. “It means, that you may well live to be five hundred 

years of age, it means, that you MAY be strong enough to become Dragon, and it means, that 

there is a good chance, that your heart, will not burst.” 

   “So, does that help the spark any at all?” 

   She took a deep breath and let the smile cross her face as she looked up into his eyes. “Yes!” 

She wrapped herself around him and they went down, knocking chairs and tables over as they 

rolled over, locked in each other’s embrace. 

 

   Some time later, she pulled him down the hallway, his face crimson. She had not even 

allowed him to finish dressing, so he was carrying as many clothes as she was. The late hour, and 

the days events, had the others well situated in their beds, so they were not observed as she led 

him back to her room. He was sure, she wouldn’t have cared if they had been observed. In fact, 

he was sure she would not have stopped while they lay on the floor of the lab if all of the others 

had walked in such was the heat of her passion. No sooner had she closed the door to her room, 

and she was wrapped around him again. He could not even begin to express his joy. She was 

perfect, in every way for him, his blood may not be as strong as hers, but his passion was a 

match. 

   He had always thought, nights were too long while riding the wagon between the cities of the 

desert, but now, he learned that nights were much too short. To his astonishment, she was not 

shy, or embarrassed about anything, when the knock came that morning, she opened the door, 

and Told Kay that she was busy, and planned to be busy most of the day. Kay had grinned and 

winked. “I will make sure everyone is taken care of.” 
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   Shayen returned to his side, and took up right where they had left off. She seemed to be sated 

by the time the sun was directly overhead, and allowed him to get out of bed. Truthfully, he felt, 

refreshed. 

   “It has been so long. Humans are so fast to be done and gone.” 

   “They did not have a true interest, in you, as I do.” 

   “Can you keep this up? I mean, later? Tonight?” 

   “I can, I will, Is it tonight yet?” 

   She bounced out of the bed and kissed him, intent on getting dressed, but, the kiss was longer 

than it should have been. 

 

   Kay organized them, learned their names, and had them go find a house. With so many 

available, they might as well have their own place rather than sleeping in the Keep. Shay was 

busy, but they all knew exactly why she was busy. Rather than being upset, they seemed to be 

happy about it, finding it humorous. Some were embarrassed, but, unlike if they had been among 

other humans, other people, they did not pretend it was not happening, did not try to hide it, skirt 

around it or ignore it. This, was exactly how they themselves felt, and given the chance, would 

do exactly the same thing. The realization, that here, they were free, to be what they were slowly 

took hold. By the time Shay and Mitch finally appeared late that afternoon, it was Only Kay and 

one other woman left of the group. Realizing that her students were indisposed, Shay shrugged 

happily and disappeared with Mitch again. The next morning, they were all assembled and ready 

for her, most, more relaxed and prepared than they had ever been in their lives. 
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   I am happy, that you have already begun to realize, that we, are not totally human. Our blood, 

draws, and drives us to things, humans try to avoid. If they cannot avoid these things, they deny 

them, or ignore them. Here, together, on this island, we are of the blood. This island will always 

be for those, of the blood. All of my life, I have been driven by desires that I did not understand. 

Because of my upbringing, I could not act on those desires, be it the desire to fight, or the desire 

to love. Together, we are going to learn about those desires, and we are going to learn skills. 

Skills, that will bring us above the mages of the Tower. By the time any of you leave this place. 

You will be confident, and proud of who, and what you are. Now, to the first lesson. It must be 

completed, before you can move on, so listen well! 

   Within each of you, there is a void. This Void, is what you will fill with power. For now, you 

must each find this void, in your own way. As the book says, some think of a flame, some think 

of a flower. For me, I started, thinking of my dagger, my first dagger, I was very fond of it, and I 

knew the details of it intimately. Whatever you choose to focus upon, you must eliminate 

everything else from your thoughts. It is not easy to do, I know. Go apart, find a place you can 

concentrate, undisturbed, and work on the Void. Only when you have accomplished this, can you 

move forward. Some of you will find it in only a few hours, for others, it may take days, or 

weeks. Do not get frustrated. If you find yourself doing so, set it aside for a time, and try again 

later." 

   They all went their separate ways, except Kay. 

  "I have already done this, though, in a little different way than you described. My father, used 

the void, but he used it to be able to concentrate when drawing his bow, he was an archer for the 

King you know, anyhow, he taught me about the void when I was very young. I didn't know it, 

until you just spoke of it, but, that is the only time I've ever been able to use this power, after I 
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had been to the void. I don't think I ever consciously tried to fill it with the power, I think, I only 

used what was drawn there unknowingly." 

   "Try it then Kay, see if you can fill the void." 

   Shay felt her trying, it was a bit jerky at first, the flow smoothed out after she got the hang of 

it. She opened her eyes in triumph.  

   "It worked! I can feel it there!" 

   Shay smiled at her, and formed a ball of mageglow. Now, think about the first lesson, and 

how it tells you to form the Mageglow. 

   Kay concentrated, staring at the spot above her hand. The ball formed, and she squeaked as 

the ball disappeared. 

   "That felt very strange." She tried again, and again the ball formed, she held it for a few 

moments, and then it disappeared again. Kay rubbed her temples. 

   "It feels like there's pressure in my head." 

   "Yes, that will get better as you practice, eventually, you won’t notice it anymore. For now, 

just practice drawing the power, and forming the ball, when you feel up to it, try forming two 

balls and see how long you can hold them." 

   One by one, they came to her, and she took them to the next step, stressing to all of them, that 

they needed to practice with the balls of MageGlow. 

  From there, they progressed rapidly. When she felt they had all mastered the first level spells, 

she presented them with Staves similar to her own. Each with a stone altered with the Dragon 

power to store the Mage power. Then she more or less gave them the level two spellbook, and let 

them learn the spells and practice with them, answering what questions she could as they arose. 
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   Once they learned the first book, they knew how to use the power, the rest of the books were 

just training in more complex thought, to use the power in more ways. Like weaving cloth. 

Simple cloth could be made with a ball of yarn and a pair of needles, but thinner more tightly 

woven cloth could be made on a loom. Advancing to the next level spells, was like weaving a 

finer cloth. The same power, just woven more intricately, so more could be done with it. 

   A first level spell, could be a fireball of immense power, or a spark to ignite a handful of 

tinder to start a fire to cook on. Higher level spells, could combine, say Fire, and Ice, or Kinetic 

Energy with Lightning. That same Fireball that was used in the level one spell, laced with 

Lightning and Kinetic energy, would be harder to defend against, and it would contain three 

times the kick when it hit. By the time they were learning the high level spells, they would be 

capable of using earth, wind, fire, ice, lightning, and water, to weave incredibly complex spells 

of all damage types, including kinetic, Piercing, slashing and bludgeoning damage, in a single 

go, just to name a few. There were spells to create a ring of fire that expanded from the bearer. 

Lacing it with Earth allowed it to travel under the ground and pop up where needed. Lacing it 

with Air allowed it to travel through the air much further. Adding water allowed the ring of fire 

to travel through the water and so on. The combinations were limited only by the users 

imagination. The spell books were just to train them to think broader, and to use more elements 

of the power. Causing the earth to erupt under an enemy's feet was a nasty surprise that might 

throw him into the air, adding Ice to it so it formed sharp spikes sticking out of the ground made 

for a harsh landing, adding fire to it would make him look like a falling star, and possibly catch 

anyone near him on fire as well. 

   Sending a blast of air to burst a mans head could be blocked with a shield of air, if it also had 

earth and fire in it, that man also had to shield with earth and fire, or his head would burst. 
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   From what she had read, Fire, earth, air and lightning were the favorites of the Mages, but that 

would leave a person open to a lot of other damage types if that was all they blocked against. 

Shay wanted her Mages to learn, and use, All the elements and damage types, she also wanted 

them to Block with all, even if they KNEW only a spell of air was coming at them. It would be 

difficult, and take time, but with practice, she knew they could do it, because she could do it. 

   She was in the courtyard with Mitch, helping him with a level three spell, when she felt 

someone she did not know approaching. She stared into the sky for several minutes, and then 

turned to Mitch. 

   "Gather the others, prepare the staves, and fill the void, someone is coming." 

   "A Mage?" 

   "No, I think, it is a DragonLord, and I do not expect trouble, but if trouble arrives, I want 

everyone as ready as they can be to assist me in dealing with it. Go, get everyone to the roof of 

the keep as quickly as possible!" 

   He turned and ran, already yelling. Shay dressed in her leather, and grabbed her staff, filling 

the stones with power as she climbed the steps. 

 Mitch got everyone to the roof, and arrayed them in a semicircle behind Shay, their staves in 

hand. 

   She stood before him, her blue black hair shifting in the wind, her staff held ready. He 

carefully pushed the emotions down and tried not to look at her tight fitting pants. Despite all 

they had done, and the amount of time they had spent doing it, he wanted more. All he had to do 

was look at her and his heart began to beat faster in his chest. 

   He looked up as she also raised her head, and could make out a Dragon coming in very high. 

It didn't circle, it came in directly, gliding most of the way. 
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   "All of you, He's VERY Old, and his strength is gone, help me cushion his landing!" 

   It stood his hair on end as she sprinted to the edge of the roof and dove off, shifting in mid air, 

her wings ripping the air as she pounded for altitude, climbing to meet the Old Dragon. She spun 

as she got above him and gripped his shoulders with her claws, adding her own strength to keep 

him airborne. 

   "Think of Air! A cushion of Air! Don't let him hit the stone!" 

   He felt their surge of power as Shay gave a final surge of lift, clearing the edge of the roof. 

They all grunted as he hit their cushion. His strength so far gone that he could not even try to 

land upright. Mitch drew on everything he had, forming a pillow of air around the old Dragon as 

he slid across the roof, finally coming to a stop not far from them.  

   Mitch gasped, and sagged to his knees as Shay circled and came in behind him. She shifted as 

her feet hit the rooftop and was running. 

   She laid her hand on the old Dragons nose, and let her power flow into him strengthening him 

as he lay gasping for air. Finally, he blinked and raised his head. He shifted, and was a man, 

kneeling on the roof, one hand on his chest, the other hand also on the roof supporting him. 

   Shay knelt beside him, and when he was ready, helped him to his feet. 

   His hair, and beard, were snowy white. His leathery face wrinkled with age. He took one of 

her hands in his, lifting it, kissing the back of her hand. "I thank you, it has been long since I 

have tried to fly this far. Without your help, It would have been my last flight." He then turned to 

look at the rest of them. "I thank all of you, I am in your debt." 

   As one, they bowed to the Old DragonLord. 

   "I am Shayen, you are Garaen?" 

   "Aye, I am." 
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   "I am sorry, had I known, your Age, I would not have..." 

   "Nonsense, I would have come, or tried to come, even if I knew I would have ended up in the 

drink, where do you come from Girl? How is it possible that you are alive?" 

   "I, do not know, I only know what I have learned by reading, I was raised by people, that I 

think, did not know what I was either." 

   "You were raised, by Humans?" 

   "Yes." 

   "Oh dear, I am sorry, I would imagine that was very painful and messy when you came of 

age, you escaped obviously, how did you come here, and how did you find my lair, how did you 

learn to shift? So many questions, Oh, if I was but a little younger, we would fill the skies with 

dragons once again, alas, I am old, so very old." 

   He looked around then. "It has been so long since last I was here." He turned, and with the aid 

of a staff that appeared in his hand, tottered toward the roost. Shay right beside him like a 

protective mother. He opened the door and moved inside. He bowed to the ancient bones of the 

Dragon still chained to the wall. 

   "Still here Mitakan? You poor old girl, had I been but a few years earlier to search for this 

place, I might have saved you." He turned and explained to Shay. " I was off on my own, when 

the DragonLords fought the Mages, and did not even know of it for many years. When I returned 

to my Lair, the others were gone. I return there now, every few months, for no other reason I 

guess than sentimentality. I am glad I returned this time though, for I have met you, and it is 

good to know, I am not the last DragonLord." He moved closer to the nest containing the bones. 

   "What has happened to your Eggs Mitakan?" 

   "I would guess they burst from pressure as they rotted on the inside." 
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   "No, Her other eggs, she had Five the last time I was here. They were as frozen then as her 

Corpse." 

   "Someone took frozen eggs? Would they still hatch?" 

   "I would rather doubt it, which is why I did not take them." The old man paused and started to 

bend, then straightened. "Young lady, would you hand me one of those scales?" 

   Shay picked up a scale and handed it to him. He held it up beside her hair and grunted. Then 

turned and carried it outside. 

   Her Mages had gathered together and stood quietly watching, and waiting to see if they were 

again needed. 

   "Shift." 

  "You want me to become Dragon?" 

   "Yes please." 

   She moved away from him and shifted. He moved over to her, his staff tapping on the stones. 

He reached up and began pulling on her scales one at a time until he found a loose one. He 

pulled it free with a yank, accompanied by a dragonly yelp. 

   "You can shift back now." 

   She resumed human form, and stared at the two scales as he held them up. She felt him draw 

on the Dragon power, something she had never felt anyone else do before now. The scales, that 

could have come from the same Dragon by their color twirled in front of him, spinning faster and 

faster, and then, with a flash, they merged. A single scale fell to the stones and clattered for a 

moment before laying still. His face held a very surprised look as he stared at the single scale. 

   "What does it mean?" 
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  "I had thought, maybe you were an ancient descendant from Mitakan, but you are not a 

descendant of a distant past, you are in fact, one of the missing eggs, you are her daughter." 

   Shay blinked at the scale laying on the stones, then bent and picked it up. "How, is that 

possible?" 

   "I do not know, but I have just proven it beyond a doubt, you are, in fact, the daughter of 

Mitakan." 

   Shay turned and ran back into the roost, and knelt before the massive skull, laying her hand on 

it. She carefully put the scale down, adding it to the others that lay about the nest. 

    This had been her mother, a Trueblood. Knowing that, she could now go into the records, 

and find out who her father had been. What remained, was how she had gone from being a 

frozen egg, to being in the care of a merchant and his wife. 

   She released power she had not known she had drawn. The chains ripped themselves free of 

the wall, and were flung through the large door, blasting splinters across the rooftop as the chains 

flew out across the ocean to land with a splash, and disappear into the depths. 

   "When the snows have melted, I will carry you from here, back to the mountains, so that you 

can rest in peace." 

   She stood and turned, to find Garaen leaning heavily against the doorframe.  

   "She would have liked that, it is fitting." 

   "Will you teach me?" 

  "What will you do with what I teach you? Will you teach it to your mages and use it against 

ShardsHaven?" 

  "Does that matter?" 

   “Yes. To me it matters very much.” 
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     “Sooner, or later, we will come into conflict with the mages of ShardsHaven. I have already 

killed several, I intend to kill more, if they come after me, us, then I will kill them all, or die 

trying.” 

   “That is clear enough even for one of my advanced age to understand. If that is your intention, 

then....  I will train you, with every ounce of my strength and knowledge.” 

  She smiled at him. “If I had said no? I did not intend to kill them?” 

    “Then I would still have trained you, but with much less enthusiasm.” 

   Her laughter echoed across the top of the keep. Garaen turned and tottered back out to the 

others who were by now, all on their feet, and gathered, waiting for an introduction. The old 

Dragon did not wait for Shay to introduce him though. “I, am GaraenDrian’Mar, I thank you, 

each and every one of you, without your aid, this would have been my last day, my last flight. I 

owe each of you a debt that will be hard to repay.” 

   Shay took over the speech. “Garaen, is a true DragonLord, He has agreed to train me, and in 

turn, I will train you, I would ask, that each of you defer to him, even as you do me.” 

   One by one they came to him, and introduced themselves. When they had met him, and filed 

back down the stairs, he turned to Shay. “You have chosen well, I feel, in each of them much 

strength. What do you intend to do once you have trained them to the best of your ability?” 

   “I will bring more like them here, many more, and have these, train the new ones. I have 

found, that there are more with the blood, than I could have ever imagined. Many of them, I 

think, do not even know. Or they pretend they do not know. How can a woman of the blood 

come of age without knowing? How can a male survive the aggression when he comes of age?” 

   “Those, that carry weaker blood, did not have the same strength of affect that you did. There 

are females, that became very amorous and males that became aggressive. They have learned to 
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deal with these things, or they did not survive them. A woman may be known as loose, by 

humans, the reason may simply be, that she is strong in the blood, and unable to control her 

desires. A male, will be easy to anger, and quick to fight. Those who can control it, may not 

understand that they are different in such a profound way, thinking only, that they have 

overactive hormones, or a bad temper. You found, that it was easier to find women than men?” 

   “Yes, exactly, I returned with more women than men, why?” 

   “A woman that is.. loose, by human standards, is not killed, though some may dislike her, 

while a male that is aggressive, will eventually get himself in trouble, and he will die, or end up 

in prison.” 

   “Is it possible, to strengthen the blood? Bringing those of weaker blood together?” 

   “No, If you bring a male that is one quarter Dragon, together with a female that carries one 

quarter blood, it does not add up to one half, their children, will be the same as their parents, and 

have one quarter blood. A male with one quarter, and a female with half, will produce a child 

with one third. They will be less than half, but more than one quarter. The only way to increase 

the blood, would be to find a trueblood.” 

   “What percentage, makes a DragonLord?” 

   “That, has long been a subject of debate, but with us, if you could become Dragon, you were 

welcome among us.” 

   “So, to test someone, you just told them to become Dragon? If they failed you sent them 

away?” 

   Garaen scratched his beard. “Truthfully, I have never seen a test like that performed. Those 

born among us, knew how to become Dragon from a very young age. Our numbers grew, for a 

long time. They did not grow dramatically, because the females only raised a few young at a 
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time. The long winter, brought on by the mages, killed so many of us, before we realized what 

was happening. Those of us that had been living as human longer, found it easier to adapt, and 

move. We, assumed, that all of our kind was doing the same. It was not until the re tilt of Eden, 

that we learned the cause of the long winter, and the flooding. We checked on the other lairs, but, 

all we found were empty lairs, or bones. Our hope, was that the occupants had simply left, to find 

a new place to go. I went off alone after the death of my bondmate, to work, to study, to learn, 

and to mourn her loss. Time, has a way of slipping away when you do not pay attention. My 

home was comfortable, and I made friends, most of them thought I was rather eccentric. When 

they began to die, of old age, I realized, I had been away too long. I returned, to empty lairs. I 

have hunted, and searched, to no avail. You, are the first of our kind I have seen in a very long 

time.” 

   She motioned him to follow, and started for the stairs. “So how is it, that there are now, so 

many of the blood, yet their blood is weak?  How is it, that Mitchell, has such strong blood, but, 

is not a Dragonlord? How is it that he has even come to be, if our kind has been gone for so 

long?” 

   He struggled a bit going down the steps, using banister and cane. He followed her to the upper 

study, and sighed with contentment as he sank into a well padded chair. 

   “Let us examine the questions one at a time. I am sure, you know, just how, passionate we can 

be. The Dragonlords, were not discriminate when it came to a night of enjoyment, and in fact, 

this was looked upon with great favor by Xaverin herself. The goddess of passion encourages 

love, for a night, or for a lifetime. I myself was not celibate all of the years I lived in Winter 

Harbor, so there may even be my own blood, my own children walking about the earth. 

However, since I am not a trueblood, my blood, mixed with a human of no Ancient blood, they 
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would not be strong. Less than half. having less than half blood, would make the baby, human 

enough to be born by a human woman. More than half, it would rip a human womans womb 

apart every time it moved within her. A DragonLord Female, could conceive, from a human 

male, but again, the childs blood, would be weak. Most DragonLords, were three quarter blood, 

or more. A female with three quarter blood, mating with a human male would produce a child 

with one third or less ancient blood. When we began to move from our lairs, I am sure that some 

moved to places where humans lived. There is also the longevity of our blood that needs to be 

considered. The stronger our blood, the longer we live. Even three hundred years after the long 

winter, there would have been those very strong in the blood still alive, still reproducing. While 

the Purebloods may be gone, and the DragonLords dead, there are still many of the blood. We 

attract one another on sight. If two, a male and female that carry our blood are to meet, they will 

instinctively want to be together, even if they do not understand why. This too, will keep our 

blood alive. Mitchell, is strong, because his parents were strong. The attraction I spoke of 

brought them together. While there may be many that carry our blood, those, like Mitchell, will 

be exceedingly rare, because they have lost the knowledge of who, and what they are. They will 

be killed because of their aggressive tendencies.” He shrugged, and turned his staff between his 

fingers. “What you have begun, can be successful, because there are so many that carry the 

blood. Pick them, as you have already, for their strength. They may be able to use the power of 

free will, or the fire that rests within our hearts, even if they cannot, the training you give them, 

will make them better than the mages of Shardshaven.” 

   “Why will it make them better?” 

   “I have spent a lot of time, studying Shardshaven. The tower denies the heritage of the blood. 

They teach their mages that they are human. They struggle to contain the emotions and desires 
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that this blood brings to them. Their human training, and morality, limits them, constricts their 

minds. A Female mage, learns to control her desires and passions, and she fights those desires. 

By locking them away, she locks away the freedom of her mind and soul. It is hard to explain. 

But essentially, the conflict and denial of what she is, also limits her potential. A male, is taught 

to control his aggression, to fight the desire to fight. While I do not deny, that there are very 

powerful mages within the tower, none of them, can release themselves, none of them can fight 

with joyous abandon. The strict discipline, will be conflicting his, or her mind when the time 

comes that they should be opening up, and fighting with every thing they have.” He paused and 

took a deep breath. “Take two males. One, a mage, one, trained by you. Both of them, carry the 

same amount of ancient blood, each has the same ability. Each of them trained to use that ability. 

When they face one another, what will they feel? The mage, while he may be confident, will feel 

fear, as a human would. His attack and defense will be orchestrated by his training, and limited 

by that training. A Mage trained by you, will feel his blood race, he will take joy in the fight. He 

will not be limited by fear, because he is not afraid to die. He will not be constricted and 

harassed by emotions he has been trained, were wrong. He will use those emotions, and relish 

them. His attack, and defense, will be governed, only by total ability. It will not be constricted, 

because he knows what he is, and is proud of it. The mage trained by you, will be free within his 

own mind to act. Does this make any sense to you at all?” 

   “Yes, it makes a lot of sense, my people will not be weighed down with a lot of extra 

baggage.” 

   Garaen frowned at her. “Well, that is oversimplifying it a bit, but is the general idea. What is 

your plan to train them?” 
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   “I have already gotten them well into their magery lessons, I intend to train them to the best of 

my ability in magery and swords, those with the aptitude I will also train them in the arts of the 

assassin.” 

   “It is only a suggestion, but, I think you should test them, all of them, to see if they can 

become Dragon, those that can, you should also teach to use free will, teach them to fight from 

the air, and teach them to use their fire.” 

   “But, I mean, even Mitch, do you think he will be strong enough?” 

   “They each have the blood, it may be, that mitch is not strong enough, but someone who is 

even weaker in the blood may be capable. Show them how Shayen, give them the knowledge, 

then let it be up to them to try. 

   “Do you think, any of them can do it Garaen? None have more than half, most one third or 

less of the ancient blood.” 

   “I do not know Matriarch, I have a feeling is all, nothing more.” 

   “Then let us find out.” 

   She yelled, for Mitch as she led Garaen back to the roof of the keep. A moment later Mitchell 

came trotting up the stairs. 

   “How did you know I was still here?” 

   “You never go more than a few steps away from me if you can help it dear heart. There is 

something I want you to do for me.” 

   “Name it.” 

   “I am going to show you, how to become Dragon. I want you to pay attention. When I step 

away, I want you to see, if you can do it.” 

   “But, my blood is not...” 
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   “I think it is.” 

   “I will try!” 

   She touched his mind, with her own. Showing him the way, giving him the information, how 

it worked, and how it felt when it was right. She retreated from his mind, and stepped away. 

Garaen had moved even further back. Mitch closed his eyes, seeing in his own mind what she 

had shown him. It seemed, so simple now that he knew the way. Just as he saw it in her mind, he 

filled the image of the dragon with the power. His elation at even being able to do that, was so 

great, that it took him a moment to realize, he was not using power from the void. The discovery 

tore the image away from him and he blinked at her stunned. 

    “You cannot do it?” 

    “No! I mean, No, that is not it at all, there is another power, I am not using the power from 

the void, I do not know where it is coming from!” 

   She tried to make her face remain calm. She smiled knowingly. Yes, there is another power, I 

can use it, and so can you, for now, concentrate, on the image, if it works, you will need to 

struggle to remain calm. Simply change, or shift, and then shift back. Make it short the first 

time!” 

   He closed his eyes again, and focused his concentration, feeding the power into the image. 

   Several steps away, GaraenDrian’Mar watched. Hope filling his heart. He blinked suddenly, 

and felt his aged heart begin to beat faster as the Dragon Roared. He spoke only to himself. 

    “And thus, the age of the DragonLord, is reborn.” 
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Thallen 

 

    Somehow, he had come to like the boy more than he should have. He constantly found 

himself bristling with anger when his mage sneered and put down the boys accomplishments. In 

fact, his personal respect for the boy was such, that he began to dislike his own mage.  Dethain 

had been with him for over five years now, he too had watched the boy grow, yet his attitude 

toward the youngster seemed only to grow worse with each passing year. That attitude, had crept 

up on Aldan Drukkar slowly as well, to the point that it was a shock to find himself making 

excuses not to go near the mage. Once the realization hit him, he had to do something about it. 

He had the mage summoned, and waited in his office. 

   The Man from ShardsHaven was a decent enough sort. He seldom smiled, but was always 

willing to aid him routing bandits or just giving advice on political matters. He looked up when 

the man entered his office, again feeling the bite of distaste in his heart and mind. 

   “Have a seat Dethane, I need to talk to you.” 

   The mage bowed his head and sat across from Aldan. “What is it my Lord?” 

   “I need, your advice once again. I have found, that I have begun building a certain dislike for 

an individual that is important to me, and to my estate, I wish to find a way, to fix the situation.” 

   “I am not the best to consult on a matter such as this, but I will do what I can to aid you 

Barron Drukkar.” 
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   “What it comes down to, is that there is a certain warrior in training, that I have raised myself 

within these walls from a babe, I have become quite fond of him, and his ability to learn, work, 

and fight, but this individual always seems to go out of his way to discredit this young mans 

every accomplishment. I would like to know why?” 

   The mage narrowed his eyes, but played along. 

   “Would it not be best to speak to this individual yourself my Lord?” 

   “Yes, Yes, it would, which is why I have asked you here today.” 

    “Me? I am the one of whom you speak?” 

   Aldun leaned back in his seat and slid his fingers together in his lap. “Don’t play games 

Dethain, I could see in your eyes that you knew exactly what I was talking about. I want to know 

why you have such a hatred for him? He works harder, than any young man in this compound, 

his abilities grow by leaps and bounds each day. When he is not fighting, he is in the smithy 

hammering steel, making weapons and repairing armor. He does not drink, He does not spend 

countless hours mooning after this young woman or that one. He has taken those who train with 

him, and made them his friends to the point that they have all begun to look up to him. I want to 

know what it is about him that you find so, distasteful.” 

   “Sire, I did not realize it was obvious, I can only say, that this one, is capable of much more, 

than what he actually does. I should take him to the Tower, he should be training as a mage, 

rather than wasting his time training to fight with mundane weapons.” 

   Aldun blinked in surprise. “A Mage? He has the ability to be a mage then?” 

   “He does, only your fondness for him, has kept us from taking him away to train, we do not 

wish to anger you. If my feelings are so obvious, then I must work at changing them, I just feel, 

that the potential is being wasted. With each day that passes, he comes to rely more and more on 
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the steel he trains with, rather than his own mind. The tower has told me not to interfere with this 

one. I just find it difficult to watch, or be a part of. I will endeavor to refrain from further 

criticism of his training or accomplishments.” 

   “I see. I was considering having the tower replace you, but you have been an asset to me in all 

other matters. Your aid and cooperation, make it hard to justify having you replaced. Now that I 

understand a little better the motivation behind your prejudice, I would ask you to not only try to 

refrain from further criticism, I would ask you to see, what he is accomplishing, I would ask, that 

you see the man he is becoming. I think, like everyone else here, that you will come to like him 

if you do that. My fondness for him is such, that I would indeed be angered if he were to be 

taken to the tower. While I would not try to stop you, I would make a trip to see my friend 

Ardenne Rhonsard and file a complaint with him.  Making the situation known to the King, 

would not guarantee Thallen’s return, but it would create a political firestorm that your superiors 

would have to deal with, every day, for the rest of my life. Do you comprehend where I stand on 

this matter?” 

   The mage had taken on a glow of anger, but he spoke softly, with no hint of that anger in his 

voice. “I do Sire. You will not be troubled by my attitude again.” 

   “Thank you Dethain, that is all I wanted, and hoped for. You may go.” 

   The mage stood, and bowed his head again. He left quietly, and closed the door softly. Aldun 

was himself, of the blood. It gave him certain abilities, one of them, the ability to feel the 

emotions of another person that stood near him. Though his blood was not strong, it was strong 

enough to know, that this little conversation had greatly angered the mage. Up to this point, he 

had believed the mage was here, to do the job required of him in managing the estate. Now, he 

was not so sure. The mage was angry, not only because of the situation with Thallen, but even by 
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the simple permission to leave his presence. The mage, felt that he was better, than even the king 

himself, and that HE should be the one giving the permission to leave a room. This troubled 

Aldun greatly. His threat to speak with Rhonsard, had not even caused a small bubble of 

concern, in fact, the threat had calmed the swirling emotions within the mage for a moment. 

    Every ruler, Every King, Baron, Earl and Lord had a mage at their elbow. The information, 

and assistance of a mage was paramount in maintaining an estate. When there was trouble, a 

mage could find out things a normal man could not. If it came to a fight, a mage could often save 

lives that would normally be lost. Their wisdom in the ways of the world often giving a ruler a 

different perspective. Yet now, he had to wonder if there was an ulterior motive behind it. While 

it would be difficult for a mage to control him, because of his blood, Rhonsard was not of the 

blood. 

   Aldun stood, shaking his head. His suspicions would be less, if Rhonsard had not begun 

removing those of the blood from his forces. Ardenne Rhonsard, had always valued those of the 

blood, their abilities to fight were unmatched. It was not his place to question his King, all he 

could do, was wait, and watch. Eventually something would happen that would either prove his 

suspicions, or set them aside. He knew little of the abilities of those who carried the blood, his 

knowledge centered around fighting with steel. He trained warriors, many of them taking their 

place at the kings side because of their skill. He did know some small uses for magery, and used 

them when he had to, but those times were rare. The mages did not take kindly to those outside 

of the tower learning the use of magery. They had in the past defied even the strongest of kings 

to kill someone learning, or even on two occasions, teaching their secrets. Those incidents, were 

smoothed over by paying stiff fines, and soon forgotten. He was not sure, what any king could do 
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against the tower, if the tower decided to come against them. It clicked in his head then, that the 

only ones that might stand a chance against the tower, were those of the blood. 

   A single mage could kill a hundred men, but a dozen of the blood, could stand against a mage, 

and have a chance of winning. The spells cast against them, would not have the effect they did 

against a normal man. This realization made his determination to keep his guard up even greater. 

 

   He stepped out of his office, onto the balcony overlooking the training yard. The clash of steel 

had become a sound over the years, that was soothing to him. A dozen rings in the courtyard 

below him were surrounded by men, each cheering on a friend within the ring. He searched 

through those training, and eventually found Thallen among them. 

   Thallen, had come to him, in the form of a very small package left before his gate. While it 

was not a common occurrence, it did happen once or twice a year. He had people in place in the 

village outside of his keep to raise these infants, those who were capable, learned the sword. 

Those who were not, remained to work at other trades, or they moved on. Thallen, had not been 

raised in the village, but within the keep itself. He was not sure why he had taken such an interest 

in the boy. Perhaps, it was because he was without an heir. The death of his wife, only a few 

months after they were married, had left him scarred. He had never wanted to hurt like that 

again. Such was his pain of loss, that he had barely survived it with his mind intact Their unborn 

child had died with her. He now refused to allow such feelings within his heart at all costs. The 

result, was that he was alone. He had friends, people he cared for, and he had an estate to run. 

The school, was more along the lines of an outlet for his aggressions, but it also provided a 

service to King Rhonsard, that was highly valued.  
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   Carrying the blood within his veins, gave him a greater longevity than a normal man, but he 

would die, if not from a sword, than from old age. He was already seventy four, though he 

looked, acted, and even felt more like forty. Early in the boys life, he had spent much time with 

him, but as he grew older, forced himself back. He did not want the boy, to become a spoiled 

royal brat. He needed to learn, the truth of the ways of the world. The world, was often cruel and 

harsh. What some children learned was fair and right, did not fit within the ways of the world. 

The sooner they learned that, the better off they would be. Thallen, did not whine or complain, 

he worked hard, and long. He was respectful, but he was also a whirlwind of fury when he was 

fighting. There had been times he had to be physically restrained, when a friend was getting the 

worst of a beating inside the training ring. His loyalty was strong to those who carried loyalty for 

him. Everything about him, was good and right. Aldun wanted to take the credit for this himself, 

but felt that it was more because in his heart, Thallen was good, and right. He watched Thallen 

now, his comments making the others laugh, improving their moral. His easy smile winning 

friends, even as his ready blade won respect. He did not claim to be good, he did not brag of it at 

all, yet his skill was often a match for those who trained him. He did not know all the tricks, all 

the styles, but his speed and strength often compensated when he encountered someone who had 

a different style or tricks he had never seen. When a trainer scored on him, he made light of it, 

often causing even his trainer to laugh, but it was seldom that the same trick would work a 

second time, proving that he had learned, despite his casual attitude.  He was becoming a man. 

A man that would one day make a fine leader. His ease in gaining confidence and trust from 

those around him, coupled with his ability to make them want to follow him, was..... 



133 

   Aldun Drukkar gripped the rail of the balcony, causing his knuckles to pop. “Of course! He 

felt, almost instantly like an idiot. Everything clicked into place. It was so staggering, that he was 

not sure he believed it himself. 

   Thallen, was of the blood, this he knew, but the mages dislike of him, coupled with Rhonsard 

sending those of the blood away, gave him the beginnings of a conspiracy by the mages. If 

Rhonsard, was being influenced by his own mage, it would be an act of war. His own blood, was 

not strong enough, he had to speak with someone who might know better than he. 

   The sound of hammers ringing grew in proportion as he approached the armory. He paused in 

the doorway, searching through the smokey air. He spotted her, exactly where he expected to, 

standing over a piece of glowing metal, her hammer sending sparks cascading in all directions. 

   Her arms larger than his own leg, her fiery red hair hanging in a braid down her back. She 

wore leather pants, and a leather vest. No apron, no chaps, nothing to guard her skin from the 

myriad of sparks that hit her. Yet, her skin remained unmarked. Men, often found her 

intimidating. She was tall, taller than himself by several inches. The muscle most likely bringing 

her weight up to nearly three hundred pounds. She was not fat, her waist slim and fit. She turned 

at his approach, and he steeled himself. True to form, her vest was unbuttoned, leaving only a 

single button straining to restrain her large chest. 

   “To what do I owe the honor?” 

   There were few in this keep that could talk to him in such a manner and get away with it. “I 

need to talk to you, can you spare a few moments to walk with me?” 

   She set her hammer aside, and slid the steel bar, that was beginning to look like a sword into 

the coals. She nodded. “After you.” 
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   He nodded and walked back out of the smithy, smiling to himself. There were few, that gave 

him permission to leave and got away with it. Outside the door, she stepped up beside him, and 

he climbed up to the battlement, overlooking the plains and farms of his valley. He turned 

though, facing inward, toward those training below them. 

   “Vonden, you know of Thallen?” 

   “I do, he is difficult for me to set aside.” 

   “How strong is he?” 

   “You speak, of the blood?” 

   “I do.” 

   “Very.” 

   “Can you, expand, on very?” 

   She looked across the yard to where he was training. “Unfortunately, no. Well, not a lot. I 

know you are of the blood, I can feel you, and I am drawn to you. I respect your refusal of my 

company, and the reasons for it. However, with him, there will come a time, that I will crawl to 

him. I have never met anyone that carries the strength, the Draw and allure, or even just the aura 

that he does.” 

   “How, strong is your blood Vonden?” 

   She looked at him for a few moments, as if trying to decide something. She nodded her head 

finally. “My blood, is over half.” 

   “Half? HALF! How old are you? err, sorry, I mean, yes, how, old are you?” 

   “I will be three hundred and seven in two months.” 

   “By the three! Can you become Dragon? How much do you know of the lore?” 
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   Vonden shook her head, looking out across the training yard. She leaned on the rail. He had to 

lean forward to hear her words. 

   “My parents, were killed by the mages of the tower when I was ten. They knew, what was 

coming, or they guessed. They sent me away, to a friend far to the north. To the Chamall 

barbarians. It was there, that I lived for another ten years, learning my trade. It was not my home 

though. I did not fit in with them. I thought, I would find somewhere that I would fit in better. 

Looking back, I know now, that I fit in with them, better than I have anywhere else. I traveled, 

working for smiths in many places. Because of my longevity, I only stayed with them for a few 

years at a time, five years here, and ten years there. I picked up their trade secrets a little at a 

time. Eventually, it became difficult to hide, to find a place I was not known.” 

   “Which is why you have stayed here so long.” 

   “Yes, here, with you, no one would question. The smith, is not of great renown or importance. 

When people come here, they see you, Baron Aldun Drukkar, not the people working under you. 

It has been a good place to live, and you a fair and understanding man.” 

   “But?” 

   “When he was carried in, I knew, that the time was limited. He would draw attention. I knew, 

I would be leaving with him, or without, to escape the notice of the mages.” 

   “Yes, the Mages, tell me about them, why did they come after your parents?” 

   “My mother, was a DragonLord. She tried to live a life away from them, and escaped their 

notice for a long time. My father, like you, of the blood, but he was not a DragonLord. I do not 

know their reasons, I only remember, that my parents feared them, feared detection. I remember 

my mother taking me away, when a mage came to our town. We hid until he was gone, then 

returned. I do not know how we were found. I remember splitting up. My parents going south, to 
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lure them away from me, and from the town. One of the teamsters loaded me into a wagon, 

dressed as a boy. He dropped me off at a farm several miles north of the town. From there, I took 

another wagon further north to the next town. I waited for a long time. Now it seems years, but it 

was probably only a few weeks. Word eventually arrived, that they were dead. I was hauled even 

further north over many weeks, and eventually ended up in a barbarian encampment. They were 

nomads, their lives consisted of hunting and fishing, and fighting. If they did not fight the 

southerners, they fought each other. It would have been a perfect life, if I was male. Their 

women did not fight. They took care of the men, the tents, the wagons, the animals, the cooking 

and gathering, everything but fighting. When men from another village raided our village, they 

were to go with the men who captured them. They were to serve their captors, until someone else 

took them away. When they came for us, I did not submit, I fought, and I killed seven of them, 

the rest ran away. It was a bad example for the other women. It made them think, they could 

fight. The men did not ask me to leave, but they would not allow me to work on weapons any 

longer. So I left, to find a place where I might be accepted. I know little of the mages, or their 

motives for coming after my parents. I have thought of it often, wondering if they did something 

to anger the mages. I regret, my youth, and that I did not ask more questions.” 

   “Have you had any problems with Dethain?” 

   “No. He has not looked at me more than twice since he arrived several years ago. So long as 

he leaves me alone, I will leave him alone. Why do you ask?” 

   “He has taken a great, interest, in disliking Thallen. I questioned him about it, and he says, 

that it is only because he feels Thallen should be in the tower, that his abilities are being wasted 

learning the ways of steel.” 

   “If they wanted him, they would take him, no matter who it angered.” 
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   “Yes, that is what I thought as well, but he says, they did not, because they did not wish to 

anger me, or Rhonsard.” 

   Vonden made a sound in her throat, that was a half laugh, and half grunt of disgust. “Never in 

their history have they backed away from something they wanted. They take what they want, kill 

who they will, and then pay the “fines” for their actions, mollifying the ruler who knows he 

cannot face them in battle. They avoid further conflict with gold, and the ruler gets richer, and 

saves his honor.” 

   “Do you think Thallen is in Danger?” 

   “I do not know Alden, I do not know enough about the mages, or the tower and their reasons 

for doing anything.” 

   “Can you show him what you know? Give him a means of defending himself if he is attacked 

by our mage?” 

   My skill, and ability, is based upon working metal. I can show him how to fight, give him 

abilities that a normal man cannot match. I can teach him, how to use his will, to a point, but I do 

not know the secrets of the mages, or how to defeat them. His heritage, will protect him from the 

spells any mage throws at him, to a point.” 

   “To a point?” 

   “If the mage hits him with a spell, he will be very resistant to it. However, if the mage uses his 

will to hurl a sword through his heart, he will die. I know, only that a mage can be made to use 

up all of his power, all of his ability to use his will, then he will be vulnerable, and can be killed, 

even easier than other men. If Thallen is attacked, he need only make sure he defends himself 

until he can get his hands around the mages scrawny throat.” She turned to look him in the eye. 
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“Even you, will be able to stand against a mage, longer than a normal man. If a mage attacks, get 

close, very fast, and kill him.” 

   “What of Thallen, will you teach him what you know?” 

   “He is not ready.” 

   “Well, when will he be ready?” 

   “When he comes of age. In people, like you and I, it can be hard to tell when this happens, but 

with him, I think, we will all know. The problem is, that so will your mage. When the time 

comes, I will be ready, I will kill the mage, if Thallen cannot.” 

   Alden took a deep breath. “His death, will bring many more mages here. If there is a way, to 

work it out, so that the blame does not fall upon me, or my estate, both you, and he would be safe 

here for a long time. There is also the chance, that the mage, is telling the truth, and will do 

nothing.” 

   “Are you willing to sacrifice Thallen, if the mage attacks openly? To save your estate?” 

   “No, if he attacks, he will die, I will inform Rhonsard of the reasons for the attack, in fact, I 

will even send a letter to the tower asking them to explain why one of their mages attacked my 

warriors. Hopefully, it will be enough.” 

   “When the time comes, if you asked, or not, I will be at his side. I will not be able to resist 

him. He may not be interested in me, I am old in comparison.” 

   “Many have come here, nobles of the other houses, they bring their daughters, and their 

wives. I have seen them talking to him, making excuses to walk near him. I do not know what is 

said, I only know, they seem angry for a short time, and then they are making excuses to be near 

him again. I have tried to make sure, he has duties elsewhere when we have guests for this 

reason, Yet, his excuse is inevitably, that he has work to do, in the armory. I believe, that he 
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comes here, because of you. I do not think he would refuse you. Were my heart not mortally 

wounded, I would be following you around making big puppy eyes as well.” 

   “Because of what we are, you would not need to make eyes Alden, it would fill my heart with 

joy to be able to ... enjoy, myself for once. It has been so very long.” She smiled at him and 

rubbed the top of his balding head as it turned red. The time grows short, once he comes of age, I 

will belong to him, so you must make your choice before then.” 

   Baron Alden Drukkar knew he was changing colors. He had often thought, of just such a 

pairing, but was afraid. Afraid his heart would again be torn into little tiny shreds so painfully 

that he himself wished only for death. He swallowed noisily. Then spun on his heal and walked 

away. “I think I hear someone calling me!” 

   Her soft laughter haunted him even after he closed the door to his office. 

   Vonden had always tried not to give in to her desires to be near him when he was in the 

smithy, until now. She decided, that there was no point to it. She asked him to move forward, 

and share her forge so they could talk. To her delight, he jumped at the chance. Often, she found 

herself making work, just so she could stay and work near him. She took an interest in his skill, 

and was often adjusting the way he stood, or held the hammer. While it was an excuse to touch, 

it was a real excuse, and his skills increased dramatically. Not only because she was helping him 

more, but because, he wanted to please her. 

   For Vonden, it became an almost physical pain, waiting for him to come of age, but she knew, 

he would not have full use of his abilities until then. “Lord Jadaen and his family were here for a 

visit, did you talk long with Cassey?” 

   His face instantly turned crimson. “No, no, not long, why?” 

   “I was just wondering how you were managing with the difficulty of human women.” 
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   “Pardon me?” 

   “They are drawn to you, they make excuses to talk to you, and they proposition you. They do 

things when they are near you, that will horrify them later, when they get further away, and 

realize what they did. How do you refuse them without angering them?” 

   He did not answer, but his hammer no longer sounded beside her, so she turned to look at 

him. His blue black hair hung down, obscuring his face slightly. He had a bit of a smile as he 

looked at her through the curtain of hair. Yet, he kept his head down as he answered. 

   “I tell them, that, I belong to you.” 

   She instantly smashed her fingers with her own hammer, dropping the hammer, but ignoring 

her fingers, she turned to face him, her eyes wide a half smile on her face. 

 “Really? Why?” 

   He turned so his hair completely hid his face now. “I.. do not know. My friends, all they can 

talk about is Cassey, or her mother, or the other noble ladies. All bundled up, their skin as white 

as a new fallen snow, yet..” He took a deep breath. “It seems, somehow wrong to me.” 

   “But you would belong to me? That does not feel wrong?” 

   “They laugh at me, when I try to talk about you. They say, you would rip me in half with.. 

with,, with one hand. They do not understand.” 

   “No, they do not, and they never will. It is also not my hand they say will rip you in half. Do 

you know, what you are Thallen?” 

   “It took him another moment to answer her. “What I am? I am, nothing, a trainee, though one 

day, I will stand beside the King himself as one of his elite guard.” 
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   She reached over and lifted his chin, making him look at her. “Tell me why it would not be 

wrong to belong to me, but it would to accept the proposition of one of the noble ladies that often 

comes to visit.” 

   He swallowed, and licked his lips, and swallowed again. Still keeping his chin up, she 

continued to look in his eye. “I can tell you the reasons Thallen, it is because of the blood in your 

veins. Know, that I want to be near you, I want to be beside you.” She traced a finger across his 

cheek. “I want to touch you. It is why I asked you to share my forge. Not because I felt you 

needed closer supervision, but because I want you beside me. Now, look at me. My arms are 

bigger than most mens legs, my skin is not pasty white, my hair is not stuffed on the top of my 

head and held there by a king’s ransom in jewels. I wear a sooty leather vest, and spark scored 

pants. Why do you feel that it would be wrong to be with them, and not with me?” 

   “I do not know, I really, do not understand, I only know, that, I feel as you do. When you 

asked me to come up here, I really did not care what the reason was.” 

   He stepped in closer, and put his hands on her waist. She stopped him there, an inch from her. 

She closed her eyes, and tried to control her breathing, for several moments. Finally, she opened 

her eyes.  

   “Not yet Thallen, as much as I want it, it is not time yet. We have time, we must wait.” 

   “For what? and why? You set my very blood on fire!” 

   “And you mine, but it is not yet time, take up your hammer, the big hammer. It is time that 

you learned what you are. Hammer, strong blows, a large hammer in each hand! Do it!” 

   It was already late, but any excuse to stay here, with her, was worth it. She picked up a raw 

bloom. A piece of iron from the furnaces that still contained slag, charcoal and other impurities. 

She set it on his anvil with the tongs. His hammer came down with a crash sending sparks 



142 

bouncing off of both of them. within moments, he had a rhythm going. He expected the bloom to 

cool, giving him time to rest, but it did not cool. He felt what she was doing, as if the fire was 

flowing from her very soul, heating the raw metal to bright orange as he hammered. He 

redoubled his efforts, all the while, wondering what it was she was doing, and how it was that he 

could feel it.  

   His hammers alternated their blows, one after the other in a crescendo of ringing steel and 

flying sparks.  

   “Harder, Swing harder!” His teeth bared with the effort, he swung harder. She continuously 

turned the lump of steel as he flattened it, folding it over, and flattening it again, and again. The 

flames erupted from his nostrils and from between his teeth as he grunted to bring the hammer 

down. He jumped back, missing the block of steel all together. His next breath also brought 

flames, and the one after that. A dozen breaths he exhaled as she whooped in triumph. 

   “What is it? What are you doing?” 

   “I am doing nothing but heating the metal, those flames, are from within you. They are the 

excess heat from within your body. Stand still now.” 

   She set aside the tongs, and put her hands on his shoulders. He again felt what she was doing, 

but it was much different this time. It was a cooling touch, a healing touch. Within moments, his 

arms were no longer burning, the flames sprouting from his face gone. She returned to the tongs, 

and a moment later the ingot was glowing orange.  

   “Swing!” 

   While it seemed, that only his arms should be burning from the exertion, his back, shoulders 

and chest also burned. Even his legs as he used them to brace himself for the powerful swings. 

Thallen hammered, until the sun began to rise in the sky to the east. 
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   “Enough!” 

  He let the hammers fall to his sides as she approached him for the thirtieth time and put her 

hands on his shoulders. Again, within moments, the flames stopped, and his body felt well 

rested. 

   “Where do they come from? Why do they not burn me?” 

   She picked up a glowing coal from the forge in one hand, and took one of his hands in her 

other hand, turning it palm up. She placed the glowing coal in his palm. Though his eyes 

widened slightly he did not flinch. 

   “You can feel the heat, but it will not burn you! Have you never noticed that you do not have 

sores, and scabs from the hot sparks like the others that work here with us?” 

   “I have noticed, I have looked often to see if I had been burned.” 

   “You never found any. It is because of the blood that runs in our veins. Though there may be 

some that notice, they will shrug it off as good luck, or tough skin. What they will not shrug off, 

is if you suddenly start breathing flames. Never work yourself this hard in the presence of other 

people. Never, for any reason. Even if it may mean the life, or death of one of them. The moment 

they see the flames, they will damn you as a demon from hell, and your best friend will try to kill 

you. Understood?” 

   “Yes, but, what do you mean by blood? What blood?” 

  He was still staring at the coal in his hand. She closed his fingers around it. “The blood of 

Dragons Thallen!” 

   “Dragons? I am no mage!” 



144 

   “Of course you are, you are stronger than any mage will ever be! I will show you how! I will 

teach you what I know. You must first, come of age. It will happen soon, by the end of the month 

at the latest. When it happens, you must be ready for Dethain, in case he attacks.” 

   “Why would he attack?” 

   “I do not know, and he may not, but Mages killed my parents, and this mage, has a personal 

vendetta against you. When you come of age, he will be able to feel your power for a short time. 

When he does feel it, he will come. He may come, to train you, to protect the rest of us, or he 

may try to kill you. If he trains you, you must learn from him what you can, if he attacks, you 

must KILL him!” 

   “But, how could I hope to kill a mage?” 

   “Because of your blood, his attacks will not have a great effect upon you. You will be able to 

advance against him. Get close, and run your dagger through him, your sword, or just break his 

neck with your massive arms. I do not care how you do it, but you must. You must also be wary, 

of missiles he could send at you. Though his spells will have little effect, if he uses his will to 

hurl a rock at your head, it will bust your head open. If he sends a sword flying into your chest, it 

will pierce your heart.” 

   A cup came flying from the shelf at his head. He ducked it, amazed, then ducked again as a 

plate zipped at him. Then a piece of wood, and moments later several more items laying about 

the smithy. He ducked and dodged, and finally lunged forward and grabbed her, lifting her off 

the floor. 

   Vonden laughed and hugged him, then stared into his smiling eyes for several moments 

before pushing herself away. “Thallen, not yet.” 

   He sighed, and set her feet on the floor. 
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   “Come with me.” 

   He followed her into the back room, and watched as she uncovered the mirror. He lifted an 

eyebrow in surprise. “How? How, did I get so big?” 

   “You hammered, I healed. When you work hard, it tears the little strands that muscles are 

made of, when they heal, they rebuild bigger than they were. By hammering, and allowing me to 

heal you, we have done the same thing, in one night, that would have taken you a month without 

the healing. Today, you work with a sword in each hand, no shield understand?” 

   “Yes, two swords, but, why?” 

   “When the time comes, I will show you, for now, you need to train your body to use a sword 

in your left hand, rather than a shield. It will not go well, so be ready, but you will get better. 

Come, let us go eat breakfast. 

   She stayed with him as they filled their plates, and sat beside him when they ate. They talked, 

and laughed, and when they were done, he went to the training yard, and she returned to the 

smithy. 

   He was surprised, that he did not feel the lack of sleep. What he did feel, was the sting of his 

opponent’s blades as well as their tongues. 

   “Shes gonna sneeze and your gonna lose your manhood!” 

   He just grinned and accepted their jibes. Several of them questioned his choice of two 

weapons, but his instructors did not, most accepting it with a nod. Though his lack of sleep did 

not affect him, the lack of a shield did. He had welts and bruises all over his left side when he 

finally went to have the noon meal. His friends still jabbing with their tongues, until she stepped 

up behind them with a smile on her face. Thallen raised an eyebrow at her as they joked. She 

stepped in between them, and picked up the one who was making the current jest by the front of 
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his belt. This had the effect of pulling the crotch of his pants very tight. His eyes bugged out and 

his breath came out in a wheeze, even as he tried to apologize with no air in his lungs.  

   “Your jealousy will not sway him. He has chosen me, and it is a good choice, because one 

with an endowment like yours, would not be pleasing to me.” 

   She dropped him as she turned to Thallen, winking. Everyone in the room was laughing, even 

the one who had been the butt of the joke. It broke the ice, and they were all a little more 

interested in the powerful woman smith. They sat around Thallen and Vonden, no longer afraid 

their humor would offend her, though they did tone it down compared to normal. 

   When the meal was finished, they all returned to training, and Vonden to the smithy. When 

the days duties and chores were done, Thallen went to the smithy, and again worked with 

Vonden. Leaving her to go to his own bed, was, painful. 

    He struggled with this, for two weeks. He did not notice it, but his friends, and instructors 

did. He became increasingly angry. His usual smile no longer appeared. 

   Alden was standing, watching over the yard as he usually did. He had a good group of 

trainees. Several of them would make the grade for the elite guard. Rhonsard would be well 

pleased. He watched Thallen attempting to defend himself with a blade, rather than a shield. He 

was not doing well against two opponents. He had gained a good measure of control with two 

blades, but, a blade just could not block like a shield. He was fighting with everything he had, 

but even Alden could see that it was not going to be enough. The Baron blinked as Dethain came 

charging out onto the field at a flat run. He yelled STOP for all he was worth, then men and 

equipment were flying everywhere. His eye was on the mage, so he had not seen exactly what 

happened. From the very corner of his eye, he had seen, what looked to be a ring of power 

expand outward from Thallen. The men he was fighting thrown out of the ring. It also knocked 
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over weapon racks and bystanders. None seemed to be hurt badly. Dethain was running about 

helping people up, apologizing to them.  

   “Really, I am sorry, something bad was going to happen, I had to stop it, here let me get that 

for you.” 

   He was handing shields and weapons back to men who had lost them when they were flung 

back. Then he was at Thallens side. Thallen had not moved. He had a look of confusion on his 

face, and followed the mage from the yard almost mindlessly. 

   Alden was pretty sure, that the blast of power, had not come from the mage. He went down 

the steps, and then had to run to intercept the mage and Thallen as they mounted horses. 

   “Hold! Where are you taking him Dethain?” 

   “Away, to train him, he is dangerous to everyone right now, he needs to learn control, then we 

will return.” 

   It did not feel right, but he really couldn’t argue, the mage had just confirmed his suspicions 

about where the ring had originated. 

   “Ride on, give me a minute to talk to Thallen.” 

  The mage nodded, and Thallen dismounted. Alden stepped up to him. “You have spoken with 

Vonden about what may happen?” His eyes were still a little wild, but he seemed to be thinking 

straight again. 

   “I have Sire, I know what to do.” 

   “Good, because I want you back here. I sent a bird yesterday to Rhonsard, naming you as my 

heir. You must return do you understand?” 

   “Me? But, why?” 
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   “Because you are a leader of men. There are few enough like you in this world. I want to put 

you where you belong, as fast as possible. If anything happens to me, you will know what to do 

first right?” 

   “Avenge you!” 

   Alden clapped his hand on the back of Thallens neck, baring his teeth as he spoke. “Yes! 

Avenge me! it is our way! Return to me!” 

   “I will Sire!” 

   He watched Thallen ride to catch up to the mage with mixed feelings. If there was anyone that 

could kill a mage, it was the boy riding away from his keep. 

 

   Thallen, was confused, and felt strange. His head had a pressure in it, like he was going to 

have a headache. He replayed what happened over and over. The frustration and anger building, 

even the desperation as he tried to defend himself from two skilled attackers. He had felt a rush 

through his head, as if someone had poured a bucket of ice that was on fire into his head. It had 

not hurt, but was a decidedly weird feeling, then, the ring of power had just burst outward, 

sending the men attacking him flying. He had been so stunned he didn’t know what to do. Even 

as he thought about it now, he felt the strange feeling of fire and ice in his head, and realized, 

that he could do it again. The mage ahead of him seemed unaware, and was riding steadily away 

from the keep. He wanted to know more, he wanted to know, what it was, how to use it, how... 

he almost stopped his horse. He was looking at the mage, and had suddenly felt, hatred, disgust 

and even the desire to kill emanating from the mage. How he felt those things, he was not sure. 

What he was sure of, was that those feelings were definitely coming from the mage, and not 

himself. 
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   Almost instantly, he wanted to lunge at the mage, wrap his hands around the mans neck. 

Thallen had his blades, but they were both training blades, why the blazes had he brought those? 

He had two daggers, good sharp daggers. That was the extent of his arsenal of weapons. He had 

not planned for this well at all. There was nothing to do about that now. He had to use what he 

carried. He continued to follow the mage for several miles. They had come far enough. 

   “Dethain, hold up. Tell me what happened!” 

   “You will learn soon enough. We travel to the tower. You will be trained there by those more 

capable than I.” 

   “You told Alden you were going to teach me, then we would return, why did you lie to him?” 

   The mage snarled as he turned, the feelings intensifying.  

   “Do not question me, it is your place to follow only. I can give you a choice, I am feeling 

kind. Follow, or I will kill you where you stand!” 

   “I think I will pick the choice you did not give.” 

   “There is no other choice, will you follow or will you die?” 

   “Oh, but there is! I choose to kill you instead!” 

    His first dagger took the mage in the shoulder, his second was deflected by a blast of power 

so great that he was thrown twenty paces back down the trail. Even as he was rolling and sliding, 

he came to his feet, and charged forward. He could feel the mage preparing to hit him again. He 

had to get to him. He was too far away and he knew it. He felt the rush of fiery ice in his head, 

and grasped at the feeling. He laughed, even as he felt the mage release his power. Dethain had 

enough time to frown as the boy laughed. He had enough time to see his fireball completely miss 

the boy, as he was suddenly hurtling through the air right at him. 
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   The mage, was prepared for anything, he thought. The one thing, that would never have 

crossed his mind, was a man charging him bare handed. Charging a MAGE without even a single 

weapon? Preposterous! 

   Thallen hit the mage head on. His right arm going around the mages neck, even as Dethain 

opened both eyes wide in disbelief. Thallen used the momentum and weight of his body to rip 

the mage from his saddle. Such was the power, speed and fury of the attack, that even as he hit 

the ground, dragging the mage after him, he felt the warmth of blood pour across his wrist and 

arm. 

   Thallen stood, slowly, staring at the body of the mage, his neck broken, his head nearly ripped 

from his body. Anger filled him. Real anger. The mage could have taught him, showed him what 

was happening. He had nothing against the tower, had never felt anger or even dislike toward a 

mage. WHY did they want him? 

   It was almost an instinctual thing as the fire and ice roared through his head. He roared out his 

anger, and extended his hand toward the body. White hot flames erupted from the mages eye 

sockets and open mouth. It felt so good, Thallen increased the fire, feeling the inferno rage into 

his mind, and out, into the body of the mage. He was disappointed when the body was gone, 

even the bone nothing more than ash. He calmed himself, and looked back to where his horse 

was. 

   The animal lay where it had fallen. The entire front half of the horse, was pulverized, like a 

massive boulder had rolled over it, breaking every bone. 

   Vonden had been right. If not for his blood, his heritage, he would now be as dead as the 

horse. Nothing could survive a blow of such power, but he had. He had an excuse again, so he 

released the torrent. The horse was larger than the mage, and took longer to turn to ash. Thallen 
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reveled in the feeling rushing through him. He felt, as if he had just been awakened from a 

dream. His senses were sharp and clear. He was seeing the world around him, as if for the first 

time. He could smell things he had never smelled before. he could sense, insects and small 

animals near him. Though he was looking straight ahead, he could make out minute details in his 

peripheral vision. He felt so.. ALIVE! 

  The reality of what he had done, slowly became clear to him. Yes, he had done what he had to 

do, but the mages would want to know where Dethain was, if they did not know he was already 

dead. They would come after him again. They would bring more mages, and they would come to 

Alden’s estate. He had to leave, giving the Baron an excuse. They would not blame him for the 

death of their mage if an insane trainee was the one who did it.” 

   Thallen caught the mages horse, and headed back for the estate.  

 

Vonden and the Baron met him as he rode in.  

   “Come with me.” Was all that Alden said. He followed them to Aldens office, and shut the 

door. 

   Alden hugged him, surprising him. “You did it! You came back!” 

   “I told you I would Sire, but, I have to leave. More mages will come. If I am not here, they 

will not blame you.” 

   “Yes, they will.” He picked up a bag from the floor and set it on the desk. Then withdrew a 

note and handed it to Thallen. “Read it.” 

 

   You have done well, your patience and service are noted. Drukkar will be dealt with, as well 

as the DragonBorn he harbors. Three of them in one place represents a threat that we must deal 
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with. Your task, is to simply keep an eye on them. Verify that the young one is indeed 

DragonBorn. Do not attempt to kill them yourself. While I do not doubt your skill, killing a 

DragonBorn is much more difficult than killing a man. One of them, you might kill, but three, 

will kill you. Keep us informed of the situation. If it is confirmed that the third, is DragonBorn, 

we will dispatch BattleMages to deal with them, ensuring enough strength to kill all three. 

   Your concerns about Rhonsard are noted. However, rest assured that he will not come against 

the tower, now, or ever. Remain vigilant, if your task is completed successfully your reward will 

be advancement within the tower. The time is fast approaching that we will no longer hide our 

agenda, having you join the ranks of the masters will strengthen us further. 

  White Tasain, Grand Marshal 

 

   Thallen dropped the note to the desktop. “What do we do now?” 

   “You take Vonden, and you go into hiding, you train until she can train you no more, then 

you go to Rhonsard. It sounds simple enough, but it may not be, the complication, will be the 

mage standing at Ardennes side.  The King, has always placed great value on recruiting, and 

training those of the blood. Less than a year ago, he started removing them from his ranks. No 

excuses, no severance pay, nothing, just telling them, they are no longer needed. I do not think, 

that Rhonsard would do this. Being a DragonBorn, is not illegal, you should be free to walk any 

street anywhere in the realm with impunity. Getting to Rhonsards side, may not be as easy. I can 

give you a note, with my stamp on it. You will hand it to Rhonsard yourself. Not to his mage, or 

his General, or one of his captains, yourself. The difficult part, will be, if you are not allowed 

near him. The decision, will be yours to make when you arrive. A well trained DragonBorn, can 

cut his, or her way through hundreds if the need is great. If you feel, that you are up to the task, 
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then do it! You MUST get this note to the King. Place it in his hands yourself! He must live, he 

must get the note, understood? Good, now, as I said, I want Vonden to give you every skill she 

has. If it takes a year, then so be it, you will do this, before, you go to Godart plains and the 

castle understood?” 

   “Yes Sire. But, what if they come for you before then?” 

   “I am going to send a bird to Rhonsard, with a copy of this note attached. If nothing is amiss, 

he will get it, and send aid in plenty of time. If he does not get it, then, avenge me! You will 

inherit my title and estates. If they come to kill me, they will destroy the keep, and everything 

that stands here. You will have the lands, and title, but you will also have whatever time you 

need to burn the very stones the tower sits upon, when it is done, then you can rebuild.” 

   “I, do not want you to die. I want to remain here, or near enough that we can...” 

   “No, every man dies one day. We all know, that we are going to die, I choose, to die fighting 

this battle, knowing, that I may well have won the war. Go, take whatever gear you need from 

the armory, I will have horses and...” 

   “Wait Alden.” they both turned to look at her. “Even if the tower knows their mage is dead, it 

will take them a month to organize the BattleMages for the journey, and a month and a half to 

ride here. We have, at the least, two months before we must run. We should remain here for now, 

he can train against your warriors and master trainers, trying the things I am going to teach him. 

It will give us a head start on that training. He has come of age, so I can begin training his mind, 

as well as his body. Teaching these things in the mountains will be difficult at best, with no one 

to test his skills on but me. Here we have everything we need. If you will allow it, we should 

remain here, as long as possible. Perhaps, in that time, we can already be headed for Godart 

plains.” 
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   “Yes, I do agree, it will also give me some time to spend with him. However, his abilities will 

become known. His friends will know, he is more than a man.” 

   “Is it illegal to be DragonBorn Alden?” 

   the Baron grinned his crooked grin. “Well said!” 

   Vonden turned to Thallen. “You have come of age, we no longer wait. NOW, is the time!” 

   She took his hand and headed for the door. Alden Drukkar laughed, harder than he had 

laughed in well over thirty years as she pulled a red faced Thallen through the door. 

   She took him to the back of the smithy without slowing. She closed the door to her rooms 

behind her, and turned to him. 

   “There, is something you need to know about me, and something you have to agree with, 

before we go any further.” 

   “What is it?” 

   “First, my age. I am over three hundred years old. I will live, hundreds more years, if I am not 

killed before that. You, will live to be three thousand or more years of age. You will hold me in 

your arms and watch me pass from this world to the next, if you accept me as your mate. 

   “You do not look to be more than twenty two or three, and, three hundred years. That is more 

time than any mortal man gets to share his love. I do not know, if i can survive losing you, but I 

will cherish the time we have to be together. what is the thing I must agree to?” 

   “I have, for so very long, bottled up my emotions, my passions and desires. I cannot release 

myself with any, but a very strong DragonBorn, which you are. I expect, that my desires, will be, 

overbearing and difficult to satisfy, at least for a while, You must agree, to do everything in your 

power to satisfy them.” 
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   His laughter filled the room, making her smile. “I do not foresee a problem, well, perhaps 

one.” 

   “Which is?” 

   “How will we manage to get food in here for the next two months?” 

   “Then you accept, and agree?” 

   “I do.” 

   “She wrapped herself around him instantly. The passionate kiss she gave him, had been 

waiting so very long. She paused, when she realized he was not responding as she expected. She 

looked into his eyes, and felt fear in her heart. Her body, was releasing Pheremones that she had 

worked at controlling all of her life. The effect on him, was stronger than she expected, he was 

stronger than she had imagined. His eyes dilated, the pupils elongating, and she knew she was 

out of time. She had to get away from the keep, or he would kill everyone in it. She spun, and ran 

for the door. “Catch me if you can!” She slammed the door, and ran. Out through the smithy and 

into the courtyard. One of the things she had yet to teach him, was the ability to use the will, to 

speed up the body. Increasing its speed, to match that of the mind. She used this ability now, 

pouring all of her will into it. 

   Alden Drukkar was sitting at his desk, opening a bottle of wine. The entire compound shook 

with an explosion larger than he had ever heard. He dropped the wine, and ran for the door. He 

stepped out onto the balcony as a roar sounded below him, standing his hair on end. He saw her 

go past, faster than was possible for any person to move, then came the roar of wind over 

massive wings. Alden grasped the railing with both hands as his knees threatened to give way. 

He heard Vondens scream. It was no scream of fear, but a scream of challenge. A challenge to 

follow her, to catch her, and he knew exactly what she was doing. She was leading him away. 
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Alden glanced toward the outer gate, in time to see her flash past as the Dragon rose from the 

courtyard below him, bellowing his frustration. The roar of his wings shaking the very stone 

beneath his feet. He whispered to the darkness as it swallowed the Dragon above him. 

   “Run girl, run. Run for your life, and run for ours!” 

 

   Vonden Corbay ran as she had never run in her life. She could not trip, she could not stumble, 

she could not fall. If she did, she would die. In the foothills, less than a mile away, was a cave, it 

was a large cave, with a small entrance. Alden had stored emergency supplies there, and planted 

vines to hide the entrance. This cave, was her goal. He could not enter it. He might tear at the 

rock, but he would not be able to get in, until he calmed enough, to return to human form. She 

knew, she should be terrified, but she was not. She screamed again, so he would know where she 

was. He answered her, his roar echoing across the planes. She was thrilled to the very core of her 

bones. He was the most powerful DragonBorn in the entire world, and he was HERS! No! He 

was not just DragonBorn! He was dragon He was a DRAGONLORD! She screamed again, and 

then lowered her head. His answering roar was closer. He was catching her! Her arms pumped, 

even as her eyes searched out every rock, every crevasse in the ground ahead of her. Every vine, 

every weed. She could not fall! The ground sloped up, and she looked up through the sparse trees 

to where the cave was. He roared again, and he was right above her! Her legs strove for more 

power, more speed. There was no time to search, she knew where the entrance was, missing it, 

meant she was dead! She dove forward as the sound of wings slowing a massive body blew the 

dust around her into a fog. She did not miss the entrance, but it was close. Her shoulder clipped 

the edge, tearing away the vines as the momentum carried her within the cleft. She bounced and 

slid, and was on hands and knees crawling as fast as she could as he hit the rock behind her. She 
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came out into the cave and fell over on her back, her breath coming in gasps. She glanced at her 

shoulder as she tried to sit up. The skin was torn and bloody, but it did not feel broken. She sat, 

for several moments trying to catch her breath. When she had, it became a battle of wills. He 

roared again and again at the entrance, begging her to come out, and she WANTED to go to him! 

She knew he would kill her, but the desire to run to him was so great. She crawled away from the 

cleft, further into the cave. She found the boxes and crates, and then the firewood. She built a 

large fire right in the center of the chamber, then took blankets from the crates, and spread them 

on the floor. There was even dried food, salted meat and... she realized, the roaring had stopped, 

and spun as he stepped into the cave. 

 

    A trickle of light was seeping through the entrance when she opened her eyes. Happiness lit 

up her smile, and her heart as she turned her head to look at him. He was sleeping soundly, but 

she had never seen anyone so wonderful. She had never imagined someone like him, she had 

never imagined feeling like this at all. She realized, she could feel him there, in the back of her 

head. He had bonded her, she vaguely remembered that. It had been a shock. Even with him 

holding her in his arms, she had felt, afraid. Afraid, he would realize in the morning juist what he 

had done and regret it. When he bonded her, she felt, all of his love, his every emotion. It had 

taken away her doubts, and her fears. She had never imagined being able to feel, to KNOW how 

someone else felt about her, but she did. In the bonding, she had come to love him even more, 

there was something that happened during the bonding, that strengthened what she already felt. 

She had thought, she loved him deeply, but it was a shallow feeling compared to what was now 

in her heart. She traced a finger across his chest, admiring the muscles, even though her own 

were just as big. She had been afraid, he would not like it, the muscle under her breasts, the size 
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of her arms, but, he had not cared. Not only not cared, he had admired her strength. She smiled 

as he opened his eyes, and then yanked her hand away. 

   “By the three!” 

   He blinked sleepily, and then stared at her as well. 

   She jumped up and ran to one of the crates. “Oh gods Thallen, this, is not a good thing!” She 

pulled a helmet from a crate, and dusted its surface, then looked at her own reflection. “We 

cannot hide this! We will be known for what we are, everywhere we go!” 

   She crossed her legs, and sat right where she was, dropping the helmet to the sand. Her eyes, 

his eyes, remained the eyes of a Dragon. The golden blue color, and the elongated iris. 

   “Now what do we do?” 

   “It is not illegal to be of the Blood.” 

   “No, but if the mages want us, all they have to do, is ask about the two people with eyes of a 

Dragon. They can follow us anywhere. What do we do Thallen, where can we go?” 

   “We go back to the estate, and we train. When the time comes, we go to Rhonsard. It is all we 

can do, if they come for us, we kill them.” He sat up, and let the frozen fire rush through him. 

The helmet beside her melted to a glowing orange blob in the sand, sending up smoke from the 

sand. First, we spend the day here, we go back this evening. I have not had nearly enough of you 

in my arms yet, and you cannot release the pheromones when we are at the keep.” 

   “This, does not bother you at all?” She motioned toward her face. 

   “It does, it will make things harder, but there is nothing we can do about it now, so we learn to 

deal with it and go on. Truthfully, I am proud that I have bonded you. I can feel you, your 

emotions, a whisper of your thoughts when we are close. I like it, I choose to keep it.” 

   She laughed, tossing her hands up and dropping them on her knees. “Like we have a choice.” 
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   Alden paced back and forth watching the cleanup from the night before. There was shattered 

and splintered wood everywhere. It was a wonder no one was killed. He knew Vonden had made 

it to the cave. If she had not, Thallen would have returned to take his frustrations out on those 

who lived here. Now, he just had to be patient and wait. Everyone in the keep knew, now, that 

Thallen was a DragonLord. There was no hiding that. Too many had seen Vondens run, too 

many had run from their doorways to see the Dragon lift into the sky. What remained, was what 

the tower would now do. He did not know why they wanted to kill the DragonBorn, would they 

want to kill him even more now? Or would they decide it was too great a risk?” 

   Someone yelled from the walls. Alden looked up, and felt the hairs on the back of his neck 

rise. The Dragon was returning. 

   “Anyone releases an arrow I will have their head!” 

   The order to stand down relayed along the wall as the Dragon came in. He grunted to himself 

as he realized, Vonden was riding it. Sitting on the massive back where its neck met the body. 

He was slightly irritated, why hadn’t they just walked back? He realized, it did not matter. The 

dragon landed amidst a whirlwind of debris, and then Thallen and Vonden came walking 

forward from the cloud of dust. He went down to meet them, and knew instantly why they had 

not walked. As he had already realized, it would not matter, especially after he saw their eyes. 

   “Well, that turned out to be rather messy, are you both Okay?” 

   “We are fine Sire, but, as you probably realize, there is going to be no hiding this. Is everyone 

here Okay? Was anyone hurt?” 

   “No, no one is hurt. Von, you had no idea his blood was this strong?” 
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   “Not until I released the Pheromones, then it was too late, the only chance was the cave, and 

forcing him back to human form.” 

   “Agreed, you did well.” He looked at Thallen. “You all back in control again? I assume you 

are since you flew in with her on your back?” 

   “Yes, I am fine, I sort of went a little crazy at first, it will not happen again. Do we continue 

with our original plan?” 

   “I see no choice. You will need to keep your helmets on, until you get that note into the kings 

hands. It may complicate things even more. Help get this mess cleaned up, there won’t be any 

training going on until we have a place to train again.” 

 

   Vonden went to see what was left of the smithy, and Thallen just started incinerating the 

shattered remains of the wall. Those he had trained with, and had been friends with, gave him a 

wide birth at first. Then Thallen yelled to a friend. “Hey Jase, just have em make a pile so I can 

try out my incinerator!” 

   Jase grinned at him, and tossed the wood in his arms to the ground in the center of the 

compound. The others moved to toss their wood on the pile, then it became a race to get the job 

done so they could see him torch it. 

   “How does it feel to fly Thal?” 

   He looked over at Jase. “Free my friend, the freedom is unbelievable.” 

   “Glad to see your not grouchy anymore.” 

   “I had a little bit of a hairball i needed to cough up, but feel fine now.” 

   Jase laughed and grinned. “Your the real deal aren’t you. The legends and myths, they are all 

about you. Did you know? I mean, I didn’t have any idea.” 
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   “No, I did not know. Vonden, and Alden told me, I was of the blood, a DragonLord, none of 

us knew, I was even more.” 

   “Where did you come from? I mean, so much time has passed, we all thought, that 

DragonLords were not real.” 

   “I wish I knew. I only know, that someone put me on the barons doorstep when I was still 

wetting myself.” 

   “Well I’ll tell ya, I damned near wet myself last night.” 

   “I don’t blame you, I probably would have if our places were reversed.” 

   “So what are you going to do now?” 

   “Train, there are a lot of things I need to learn.” 

   “Your staying here then?” 

   “For a while. Listen Jase, the mages seem to have a problem with DragonBorn, I have no idea 

what will happen when they learn what I am. If they come here, try to talk the Baron into 

leaving?” 

   The young warrior looked at his boot, and slid it through the dust. “I don’t think that Alden 

will be for leaving his home Thal. If the mages come, they wont be coming with cake and pie. 

You know Alden as well as any of us. He’ll fight em, and when he is gone, the whole world will 

know they are turds in piss soup. Rhonsard won’t stand for it, and then the tower will find 

themselves in a fine mess.” 

   “Fighting mages doesn’t leave many options.” 

   “Nope, but, how many men have ever stood against a mage? The Baron, and all of us that 

stand with him will be remembered. What more could any warrior ask than that?” 

   “Retirement, a little land, a house and a woman? Children? Grandchildren?” 
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   “Heh, me? Can you see me white washing a house or changing a diaper? Thatd be worse than 

fighting a mage Thal!” 

   Thallon laughed. “You talk like someone of the blood Jase. Make us proud when they come.” 

   “If I was of the blood, I’d be following you, but, I am not, so I will stand here,and make you 

proud.” Jase nodded to the pile. “Lets see the Dragon again Thal, light the pile!” 

   Thallen shifted, and everyone backed away. Thallen breathed out explosively as the fluid 

rushed out of the tubes. The wood exploded into flames, sending sparks swirling into the sky. 

Thallen lifted his head and spread his wings. White hot flames shot thirty feet into the sky, 

illuminating the compound as if the afternoon sun had been the late night moon. 

   He shifted back as Vonden walked up. “Quit showing off, its time to get spanked.” She 

handed him the training swords as everyone laughed. The entertainment did not end there. 

Thallen did indeed get spanked. Vonden was so fast he had no defense against her. 

   “Speed comes with will. You have to learn to control it, too much speed, will have you 

moving faster than you can think, or, run you out of will. You have to balance the release. Use 

only small amounts at first, until your mind has a chance to become accustomed to a body that 

can move as fast as your mind can think. The Dragon power as you know is not stored like the 

mage power. They call the Dragon power, the power of free will, the mage power, the power of 

indirect will. You will use the dragon power, it does not run out when the void is empty, this is 

the weakness of a mage. he can only fight so long, when the void is empty, he is just another 

man to stick the pointy end of your sword in. Try it.” 

   He worked with her the rest of the evening. His attempts at speed, coming in spurts that he 

had a hard time controlling. Little by little he managed to get control of it. She called a halt, and 
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they went to eat. Rather than going up with her to get his food, she told him to sit, and she 

brought him his food, then returned to get her own. 

   When she returned he looked at her with a question on his face. 

   “I am your bondmate, it is my responsibility to see that you are well cared for. I cannot 

become Dragon, but I will not shirk my duties to you in this form.” 

   “You do not have to wait on me Von I can get my own food.” 

  “I know you can, but, at least right now, I am enjoying the responsibility, so humor me.” 

   There was no rest for him that night. When they were finished eating, they returned to the 

training ring. She worked with him, until he had gained perfect control over the release of his 

will. Then, she turned to training him to use two blades. With speed, you will gain a greater 

advantage over a man with a shield. You can block with one blade, or you can use both blades to 

attack. A man with one blade and a shield, will be at a disadvantage, never knowing where the 

other blade will go. You telegraph your intentions when you use one blade, it is easier to block, 

with two blades, your body will move in a certain way, and one blade will follow, but the second 

blades intent, will not be announced, and becomes so very hard to block.” 

   Thallen had to admit, that she was good. She worked with him for a week, and then put him 

up against the same two opponents that had nearly bested him before. There was no contest. 

They were both marked within moments. Both men astonished at the difference in him. Then 

Vonden came against him again, and added another opponent, instructing the man to wait for an 

opening from behind. She worked hard to keep his attention, while the other man tried to stay 

behind him. the strategy worked. Either Von marked him when he tried to defend his back, or the 

man behind him landed the strike. 
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   “With the blood, comes awareness. You can feel, the insects and animals all around you when 

you are in the woods. You can also feel me, and everyone in this compound. You need to use 

that awareness, rather than just your eyes. Learn to use it, and trust it. With it, you will notice the 

archer a hundred yards away firing his bow or crossbow at you, and will be capable of moving in 

time. When you are good, you will be able to use that archer, to shoot the man, or mage you are 

fighting.” 

   Day by day, night after night, he gained. She allowed him to sleep every fourth night, He 

found, that it was enough.  They were right back to training the following morning. Von knew 

little of Magery, or the secrets of spellcasting. She did have him begin to use his fire while 

fighting, but only when training against her. It began to get confusing for him, and he was afraid, 

that he would use the abilities he was learning while training against someone, he truly did not 

wish to harm. Alden informed them, that their time was up anyhow. 

   “I have no word yet, from Rhonsard. I have sent a bird every week, but get no reply. I have 

eyes on the road, but cannot be sure the mages will travel the road, so it is time, for you to go. In 

Dethain’s room, we found this spellbook. Take it, learn it if you can. You will also find, within 

those pages, the note for Ardenne, and the note to Dethain from the tower. Go, practice your 

spells. Give it one week, and then go to the king. Your skills, are beyond that of any hundred 

mortal men. I think, if you used all of your abilities, no thousand men could stand before you. 

There is a problem at Godart Plains. Ardenne, would have answered me if there was not. You 

must get to him, no matter the cost, no matter the blood. Tell him, if you can, that my concern 

was for the Realm, not even my own life takes precedence.” Alden put his hand on Thallen’s 

shoulder. “You, will not return here, while I am alive. You will not lead the force that Ardenne 
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sends, if he is capable. You will remain at his side, and make sure, that no other mage is capable 

of harming him, or our people. Promise me Thallen.” 

   “The scars, that this wound puts on my heart, will take years to heal. With Vonden and I at 

your side, there is a chance that we could win through.” 

   “For what gain? If ten mages will not do, they will send five hundred, and then a thousand. It 

is my time, allow me to make this stand, and remember me.” 

   “You are the only father I have ever known. I cannot refuse you. But it is not easy to obey 

your command, this time.” 

   “I know it is not easy. Know, that every mage you kill, I will be standing at the gate of the 

ninth  hell to guide them home.” 

   “I will send you many.” 

   “I look forward to being busy in the afterlife. Go, my son.” 

 

   They rode hard for the mountains. and continued south for many days, making their own trail 

as they went. Thallen flew at night to verify their location. When they were east of Godart plains, 

they moved deeper into the mountains, and found a sheltered valley to set up camp. 

   Thallen was making a shelter while Von opened the spellbook. Within moments, she was 

miles away in her own mind. Dethain had written this book himself. His hand was neat and 

ordered. Within this book, were simple spells near the front, and complex spells closer to the 

rear. He had written notes in the margins, along the top and bottom, and near the edge of the 

page. Though cramped and stuffed, his writing was clearly legible. She realized that Thal was 

nearly done with the shelter, and that she had not even begun to prepare their meal. She set the 

book aside and dove into preparing supper. The fire was going, sausages sizzling and dripping 
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grease into the fire. She was cutting bread, when a roar from behind her had her spinning, her 

swords drawn, her lips drawn back in a feral snarl. A clump of trees a few yards away splintered 

and exploded into shards of flying, flaming debris. Standing perfectly still, with a stunned 

expression on his face, holding the spellbook in his hands, was Thallen. He smiled meekly at her, 

and she actually considered slicing him thin enough to put on toast. 

   “What in the name of the bloody three ARE YOU DOING?” 

   She had never yelled at him before. It hurt, and it made him angry. Confused, he shrugged and 

held up the spellbook, as if that was the answer. She stared at his hurt expression for only a 

moment longer, then she sat heavily and laughed. She had tears streaming down her face. She 

tried to stop, but she looked up at him. Still standing there, looking from the book to the trees, 

and back to her. “I, didnt mean for, I mean, that was...” He gave up as she fell over. Her feet 

kicking, both hands wrapped around her stomach. Eventually, she sat up, wiping the tears from 

her eyes. he carefully set the book down beside her. “Here, you better take this.” 

   She laughed, and giggled, and then laughed again, for a good ten minutes. 

   “You idiot, anyone within ten miles heard that.” 

   “I’m sorry Von, it was just a simple little spell, I did not expect it to be so messy.” 

   “Every spell, is relative to the power you put behind it. Like controlling speed. If you use just 

a little power, you just go a little faster, use a lot of power, you go a lot faster. That spell you just 

tried, can light the wick on a candle, or, as you saw, blow a drawbridge into tiny embers. You 

have to learn that everything you do needs to be controlled and limited.” 

   “Everything?” 

   He wiggled his eyebrows at her. 

    “Okay, not everything..OH! Were alone!” 
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   Thallen carefully counted the days. He worked hard learning the spells with Von. He already 

knew how to use will, so learning the spells was a matter of reading, and practicing. With no one 

to help, it was often also trial and error type learning.  He knew that neither of them were 

accomplished mages when their week was up, but they were both a lot better than they had been 

a week earlier. 

   They rode down out of the maintains on the morning of the seventh day. They crossed the 

plain, and eventually came to a road. The looks they received were mostly curiosity. Not many 

bandits were prepared to deal with a pair as heavily armored and armed. They had no trouble at 

all reaching the capital City of Borell. The main gates were open, they rode straight through to 

the castle gates, which were naturally closed. 

   Thallen rode up to the gate and waited. The wait was long enough, that he was considering 

tearing the gate from its hinges, when a portly guard lieutenant waddled up to the other side of 

the gate.” 

   “Sorry, no one goes in today.” He turned to walk away. It was Vonden that lost her temper. 

   “You have to the count of three to open the gate fat ass, or were going to rip it off the hinges.” 

   The man spun, his face turning red. You have to the count of three and then your going to be 

full of arrows!” 

   A screeching of bending metal made him look up as the gate bent inward. A moment later he 

was gaging and choking, his feet three feet off the ground. Thallen stood beside her, his sword 

Drawn as guards ran from everywhere. The archers on the wall running to get a clear shot from 

the wrong side of the wall. 

    “HOLD!” 
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    It was a loud yell. Loud enough that silence quickly ensued as yet another guard, this one a 

captain came trotting toward them, his armor rattling. 

   He glanced at the gate, twice, and stopped several paces away. 

   “Explain fast, after you put the pudgy lieutenant down.” 

   Vonden set him back on his feet, and folded her hands behind her back. Thallen sheathed his 

sword. “We are here, from Baron Alden Drukkar, to deliver a message to King Rhonsard, 

personally.” 

   The Captain took a few steps forward. “The King, does not normally receive visitors any 

more. I can take the message to him if that would suit you?” 

   “No Sir, I am sorry, Alden instructed me to put the message in the Kings hand myself. not his 

captain, not his mage. We were instructed to do whatever we had to, even if it meant killing 

every man that got in our way.” 

   The Captain licked his lips, and looked again at the gate, then back to Thallen. “Let me see 

the seal.” 

   He stepped closer to look, as Thallen lifted the letter to show him the seal. He looked up as he 

spoke. “That looks authentic to...” 

   He took two involuntary steps back, and regained his composure. He swallowed, and again 

licked his lips. “That is the seal of Barron Drukkar.” He turned to the lieutenant. “Go get a 

hammer, a big one.” 

   “Sir?” 

   “You, are going to hammer that gate back into shape.” 

   “Sir? That would take years!” 



169 

   “You better get started then Pigs, because your not going anywhere, or doing anything, until 

its fixed.” He nodded to Thallen and Vonden. “Follow me.” 

   He walked with confidence and purpose, but inside, he was filled with conflicting emotions. 

fear being the greatest. However, Thallen did not think, that the fear was for himself. 

   They followed him up a flight of steps to the walkway that led to a side entrance. There, the 

Captain turned to face them. “We can talk here. Tell me your purpose in seeing the King.” 

   His fear, was for the King, and it was great. Thallen felt, that this man could be trusted. 

   “Alden fears, that there is a mage here, that may be controlling the king. If there is, we are 

going to kill that mage. The Barron, is in Grave Danger, and may already be dead, his last 

command to me before I left, was to get to the king and not leave his side. We are to protect him 

with our lives.” 

   “What purpose does the message serve?” 

   “To get us close enough to Rhonsard to kill the mage. The message is enchanted by a minor 

magery, but it will block his mind from any outside influence while he holds it. If he is under the 

control of this mage, The message will allow him to once again think clearly. The message tells 

the king, to stand, and have us remove our helms. When the mage sees our eyes, he is very likely 

to become very violent. If he is not, and the King is not being controlled, then we will return 

to...” 

   “The Mage, is controlling him. Understand my position. It is also, to protect the King. The 

problem is, that the king, has recently ordered me, to protect, and trust this mage. Though I do 

not trust him, I must follow my orders to protect him. Of course, if he attacks you, that will put 

me in a bit of a dilema, because as invited guests, and emissaries from the Barron, I am also 

required to protect you. I will stand, in a state of quivering indecision, unless the King is 
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endangered, then I will act, swiftly and surely, all indecision gone from my mind. I know, that I 

cannot face either of you, but I will try. There are archers on the balconies, and there are a dozen 

guards in ready rooms to either side of the throne room. The king, insists on coming to the throne 

room each day at this time, yet he does not remember WHY he does it. It was his custom, to hear 

the petitions of his people each day at this time. The mage, Rhyzan by name, has ordered the 

gates closed, and no one admitted. He will not be happy with me, for admitting you.” 

   “If he knows, that Drukkar has been sending birds for several weeks, asking for aid,, then this 

mage may well become violent before he even sees our eyes.” 

   “Several weeks?” 

   “Yes, the Barrons mage attacked me.” Thallon took the note out and handed it to the Captain. 

When he had finished, he returned it to Thallen. His face was angry red now. “This, is an act of 

war, I should have seen it, I should have acted!” 

   “You are under oath to your King.” 

   “Yes, but My duty, is to the realm first. Ardenne worded it that way to avoid just this 

situation. Come.” 

   They followed him into the side entrance, and down a hallway. He stopped them beside a set 

of narrow stairs. “Please, I ask you, to wait here, I will not be gone long. You will wait?” 

   “We will not move.” 

   The Captain bounded up the steps three at a time. He was gone about a minute, then came 

down the steps three at a time.  

   “Okay, the archers are warned, I can do nothing about the guards in the ready rooms. Follow 

me, and remember, do not endanger the king.” 

   “We are here to protect, not endanger.” 
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   “We will find out shortly won’t we.” 

   He pushed open a door, and walked into a side entrance to the throne room. Thallen was not 

even into the room yet and the mage was yelling. 

   “By the Bloody three who do you think you are Chase?” 

   “I am the captain of the guard Rhyzan, feel free to change that if you wish, To you, my name 

is Captain Brase, Captain would be better, and having you pretend I am not alive would be best. I 

have received these emissaries from Barron Drukkar’s estate, the seal is genuine, and their case 

urgent enough to warrant my interrupting the king during petition.” He turned to the empty 

chairs and benches and bowed. “I trust, the good people of Borell will allow the interruption?” 

 He turned back to the dais and motioned them forward. Thallen approached and bowed, Vonden 

at his side. She remained standing as Thallen climbed the steps. The mage stepped forward, and 

Thallen put his hand on his sword hilt. 

  The Captain stepped forward. “Rhyzan are you mad? Stand aside! This is no matter for you!” 

   Thallen kept his head low, his eyes covered. The mage apparently wanted more control than 

he had, protocall in this situation did not leave room for him to step in. Thallen could feel the 

anger in him. It was good that he was about to die, if he did not, the Captain most certainly 

would. 

   Rhonsard, looked fit, and clean. His hair, slightly messy, but clean and fluffy. his eyes, had a 

bit of a far away glaze to them, but there was just the hint of curiosity burning in their depths. 

Thallen was relieved he was still well. he stepped up to the King, and knelt, bowing his head. He 

lifted the letter, and placed it firmly into Rhonsards hand. Then, he stepped back, still keeping his 

head low, and returned to one knee, only a single step above Vonden. 
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   Rhyzan had adopted a bored look, but within, he was anything but bored. Rhonsard 

mechanically broke the seal. With each passing moment he seemed to regain a bit of fire. his 

fingers moving surely and freely. He opened the letter, and read it. 

   His voice remained mechanical, but he winked as he spoke. I thank you, for delivering this, 

My mage will see to it soon. remove your helms and be recognized by the crown before you go.” 

   Rhyzan wasn’t even looking at them as they removed their helms. He was looking at 

Rhonsard, who had the sleepy glazed look again. Rhonsard was just looking out over the room, 

as if something far away had his attention. Rhyzan continued to frown as he turned and looked 

straight at Thallen.  

  Within him, there was that priceless moment of realization. His eyes darted to Vondens face, 

and then he acted. He released his will, in all its fury. Thallen and Vonden were both thrown 

back through the benches and chairs, even as Rhyzan yelled. 

   “Guards! KILL THEM! 

   Several things then happened at once. Thallen, and Vonden were back on their feet, both with 

their swords drawn. Faster than the eye could follow, they were upon the mage. Twenty arrows 

sprouted from his body at different angles, even as the tip of a sword magically appeared from 

his chest. Thallens Sword sank into the chest from the front, and Vondens blade nearly severed 

his head from his body. Chase was half the way up the steps, his sword drawn, a look of dismay 

on his face because he knew he was to late to help kill the mage, the guards from both ready 

rooms charged in, even as the blood sprayed from the mages neck. 

   “Stand down or die where you stand!” 

   The guards that came charging in, were apparently in service to the mage, and did not yet 

realize he was dead. They came ahead, following his last order. Von and Rhonsard went to the 
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left, Thallen and Brase went to the right.  Niether Brase or Rhonsard had time to close with the 

guards. Both received their sprinkling of blood as the guards fell, or were blown apart, a few 

were the lucky recipients of shiny new arrows delivered from the balcony. 

   Rhonsard gave up trying when there were only two left, and walked back to his throne. He 

remained silent as his newest defenders wiped their blades and returned to stand in front of him. 

Despite the fact they were both still carrying their bared blades, he stepped down to meet them. 

   His voice was well, deep and resonant. “Welcome to Borell DragonLords!” 

   He clapped a hand on each of their shoulders and turned his head. Chase, how long have I 

been like this?” 

   “Too long Sir, over a year now.” 

   Rhonsard chuckled, from somewhere deep in his heart, and stepped over to Captain Brase, the 

man he called Chase. He hugged Chase, and held him at shoulder length. “Don’t start crying on 

me my friend, I feel fine.” 

   “It is so good, to have you back Sire.” 

   “Why did you not work to have this mage killed long before now?” 

   “You ordered me to protect him Sire.” 

   “Ahh, the oath, dammit, what have I done?” 

   “Nothing terribly drastic Sire, other than relieving those of the blood from their duties.” 

   “What! Who replaced them? I don’t care, I want everyone, who has risen in rank, or been 

recruited during this mages control placed in a prison cell until we can sort them out!” 

   The Captain saluted, and ran out. Rhonsard raised an eyebrow. He left me here with you two, 

your blades bared, It is a rare thing for Chase to trust anyone. What has happened with Alden? 

Why was it he that came to my aid?” 
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   “His mage tried to kill me Sire. This is the note that we found in the mages room.” 

   Thallen handed him the note, and watched as Rhonsards face began to glow. How long ago?” 

   “A little over two months Sire.” 

   “By Xaverins Bloody arse, were going to be too late! YOU!” he pointed to an archer. “Get 

General Farwell in here, tell him i said to RUN!” 

   The archer disappeared instantly. 

    “Dammit, bloody hell! Has he a chance of holding at all?” 

   “No Sire.” 

   Rhonsard gritted his teeth, and yelled. A tear rolled down his face. “I’ll tear the gods be 

damned tower apart one bloody brick at a time!” 

   “We will leave now If you require it Sire!” 

   Rhonsard spun to face them. “Yes, Yes you would wouldn’t you! You’d have a hundred of 

them hanging by their guts from the top of their tower, but the other five thousand would get 

you, and I do not want to lose you.” He lifted a hand to stop whatever they were both about to 

say. “You will have your fair share of Mage blood, I just have to make sure I do not lose the 

entire realm while I tear the tower out by its roots.” 

   Farwell was indeed running when he entered, and looked to have run all the way from 

wherever he was. 

   “Farwell, I want the entire elite guard mounted and on its way to Drukkars estate an hour ago, 

I want them to move as fast as they can without killing the horses! There are mages on the way 

to destroy my friends estate. Tell the guard to kill them all, I am officially at war with the 

Tower!” 
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   The general opened his mouth to argue, then decided better of it, he was off and running 

again. 

   “You cannot go to war with the tower Sire.” 

   “I know, but it really felt GOOD to say it.” 

   Vonden giggled breaking the kings mood. He handed her the letter Drukkar had written him. 

“You two need to read that.” 

   She held it up so they could both read it at the same time. 

 

   Ardenne, my friend, This letter, carries a minor enchantment, that will block anyone from 

your mind while you hold it. If you find, you have regained some measure of control that you 

had not even realized you lost, then look to your mage. 

   Ask them, to remove their helms, but be prepared for your mage to become very violent. If I 

am right, he will do everything in his power to kill them. If I am wrong, then I will be terribly 

embarrassed. 

 I have evidence, that the mages are moving. They have a mage at the elbow of every King, and 

they are suddenly moving on the DragonBorn, as if they wish to kill them all. I do not know their 

motives, I only know, that if they can gain control of each kingdom, not even as ruler, but by 

manipulating the current ruler, they will be able to destroy the DragonBorn, a few at a time. 

Before you, stands two of the best warriors I have ever known, seen, or even heard tales of. They 

are both of the blood. Vonden Corbay, is the best smith I have ever seen, her weapons and armor 

exceed any I have ever worn. Her skill with a bow, is unsurpassed by any in this world. Her skill 

with a blade is greater than any man you will ever meet. ThallenDrian’Mar, is beyond being of 

the Blood, He is a DragonLord by right, and by inheritance. I have sent you a bird to make him 
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my legal heir, I ask that you please do so, if the mage at your elbow did not. These two, will 

defend you to their deaths, as I have commanded them to do. With them beside me, We could 

possibly have defeated the mages on their way here now, but I felt, that your welfare, and safety 

was more important. I would not put it past the mages of the tower, to kill any ruler they have 

difficulty with, and put someone in their place that can be controlled. The two I have sent you, 

are ordered to stand at your side, and defend you to the death. Trust them, as you and I have 

always trusted one another. Respect them, and they will respect you. When I am gone, it is my 

wish, that Thallen inherit my titles and lands. He is the closest thing I could ever have, or hope 

for in a son. When the tower falls, drink a toast for me.” 

 

   Rhonsard had a grim look on his face. “Thallen, if you feel like releasing a bit of pent up 

energy, I would really like to see these corpses on my floor turned to ash so fine it will blow all 

the way back to the tower and cause about a hundred mages to choke to death.” 

   He didn’t even do it one at a time, He tilted his head back and roared, long and Loud. The 

bodies laying on the floor erupted in the white hot flames of Dragonsfire. The armor melted into 

sparkling popping puddles, and then Thallen was on his knees, with Vonden holding him. 

   Rhonsard made a motion to the guard at the door. He stepped out and closed the door. 

   “It is done isn’t it. Alden is gone.” 

   Vonden just nodded her head. 

   Rhonsard came over and put his hand on Thallens shoulder. “I have called back those of the 

blood that once served me. You will take them, and train them. They are already warriors of 

renown. You have one month to make them better, then you will take them, and meet the mages 

returning from this slaughter. You will kill them, every last one of them. Allow none to escape.”  
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   That brought Thallen around, as he knew it would “It will be, an Honor Sire!” 

   “Go to the reserve barracks, tell the man standing duty there, that the barracks need to be 

prepared for use. Once word gets out, my men will be returning quickly. Announce yourself as 

Colonel of the Blood Brigade. Grow, and train your men, you are authorized to bring twenty five 

hundred of the blood into your Brigade and train them. You may request, any man already in my 

forces to be transfered to you. If you have any questions, walk into my room and ask it, day or 

night, even if I am entertaining a lady, my door is open to you.” 

   Thallen saluted and turned on his heel.  When he stepped out the door, Vonden tilted her 

head slightly, making Rhonsard want to look and see if she was looking at someone behind him. 

   “What?” 

   “How, do you know so much about us?” 

   “I spent, or perhaps misspent, a lot of my youth studying the myths, and legends of the 

DragonLords. I read everything I could. I thought, one day, when I was the King, that I could 

pay a mage, to turn me into a DragonLord. I wanted to be one of the best warriors in the world. 

When I realized, I could never be a DragonLord, I was devastated, broken hearted. Instead, I 

started searching for the next best thing. Men of the blood to turn into warriors. They are 

ferocious and fearless, although, the fearless part can get annoying when nine of my men charge 

full frontal into an entire regiment. I do have to give them credit. They expected to WIN that 

charge. Nine of them, do you know how many they killed? Almost seven Hundred!  I think, 

they were all disappointed when they died. Upset they did not do better. Anyhow, the rest of my 

brigade saw them kill nearly seven hundred, General Farwell, turned the brigade, and charged 

down the same hill, every man yelling and hooting as if they were running to a party. Twenty 

three hundred men, charging over six thousand. The enemy brigade turned tail and ran. They 
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thought all of my men, were as mean as those nine, and they wanted no part of it. The bravest 

and most foolish thing Farwell has ever done. Because it worked, he is a General today, if it 

hadn’t worked, he would be worm food, but, back to the question. I respect those of the blood 

and their abilities, I want them in my forces, and I want them to STAY in my forces, so I studied 

them, learned what makes them tick, what they really do want, and what they don’t. My biggest 

problem, is training. I know many of these people could be so much more. But I just do not have 

anyone with the skills to make them as good as they can be.” 

   Vonden smiled and nodded, looking toward the doorway Thallen had left through. “Actually, 

you do, now.” 

   “Alden thought so. The Mages have overstepped their bounds this time, and something must 

be done about it.” 

   “He lacks only some training with mage skills, but, he will find a way to perfect that skill as 

well. With a thousand well trained DragonBorn, we could tear the tower down.” She folded the 

note in her hand and tucked it into her armor. “Why do you call Captain Brase, Chase?” 

   Rhonsard smiled faintly. In other company, I would simply say it is an obscure nickname his 

men gave him long ago, but you, I will tell. Our forces drove back invaders to our south, it was a 

rather difficult campaign, when the men returned, they had a lot of relaxing to do. Captain Brase 

is not a man known to drink, but that night, he did. There were about two hundred of us in the 

courtyard, I among them, celebrating our costly victory. A woman screamed, in delight, and 

laughter, and burst forth from the Captains quarters, giggling and laughing, she ran across the 

courtyard with Captain Brase right behind her, both of them naked as newly hatched sparrows. 

He chased her round and round and eventually back into his quarters, while we all cheered him 
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on. He was mortified the next day. We all started calling him Chase, For a month, he turned 

bright red when someone called him that. It is a nickname of fondness.” 

   Vonden’s grin was genuine, but faded again as her thoughts turned to the task at hand. “You 

know you cannot go against the mages and hope to win. We will need a place, away from prying 

eyes to train.” 

   “Yes. When Chase returns, I will gather my advisors, and we will see what can be done.” 

   “We all know, their own charter forbids them from ruling any kingdom, province, even a 

small city. But they have found a way around it, we need to know why. What has changed?” 

   “I do not have a strong intelligence division, but it is growing. We will find a way to learn 

their secrets, even if we have to torture a mage or ten.” 

    They both looked up as the door opened, and Chase returned. His eyes were grim. He came 

forward, and handed Rhonsard a small note. 

   Rhonsard took it, read it, and nodded his head. “They knew, when it happened.” he handed 

the note to Vonden. 

 

   “Ardenne, They have arrived. Twenty mages are formed up before my gate. This will be the 

last bird I send. I pray, that the realm is safe, and that you once again sit the throne, in full 

control. We will fight true, but we are only men. This attack, goes against your laws, and your 

policies. I know that you cannot stand toe to toe with the tower, but with the aid of those I sent to 

you, you can build a force that CAN stand toe to toe with Shardshaven! The afterlife beckons, 

and I have an arrangement to make with the gods, so that I can stand at the gates of hell, and help 

guide the souls of a thousand mages to their new home. Farewell my friend!” 
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   “He will be there, if there is a way.” 

   “Aye, The fury of hell has increased tenfold this day.” 

    “Chase, gather my advisors, those I used before the mage intervened, bring them to the 

library, and find Lihzan, I want her there as well.” 

   He saluted and ran off again. 

   Rhonsard stepped down from his dais and paced through the ashes, kicking melted lumps of 

metal out of his way. “I see no way, of bringing retribution to the mages, beyond this force you 

will be creating. I can have no defense strong enough against them, even to keep them from my 

own throne room.” 

   “We will train someone of the blood, to feel them, and find them. You will have to use care, 

because what he will find, will be someone that has the ability. It may, or may not be a mage, but 

he will be able to point straight to anyone that has that ability.” 

   “That, will at least give me the ability to keep my castle, my city free of mages.” He 

continued to pace, his mind working itself into knots trying to figure out a way to bring the tower 

down. Eventually he shook himself, and turned to her. He extended his arm. “Would you 

accompany me to the Library Lady Vonden?” 

   She curtsied. It was a strange thing to see in a woman so large, and wearing armor do. 

Rhonsard laughed with genuine amusement as she placed her hand delicately on his arm. It was 

even a stranger sight to the guards lining the hallway, as their King emerged from his throne 

room with an armored woman on his arm, She stood a full foot taller than he did. Their helms 

hid their grins as he stopped at the library doors. She removed her hand, and Rhonsard opened 

the doors, and bowed to her. She curtsied again, and acted as if she was lifting her dress before 

she entered the chamber. 
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    Thallen joined them a few moments later. “Arrangements have been made Sire. We will 

need supplies, and a place to train, away from..” 

   “Agreed, your Lady has already informed me what you will require. I will see to it that you 

have everything you need, and more. Close the door for me Thallen, I need to speak with you 

privately before my advisors arrive.” 

   Thallen closed the door, and stepped up beside Vonden. 

   “Alden trusted you both. His trust seems well placed. I too am going to trust you. I ask for 

your oath, but not the oath to a king. Such an oath is wasted on DragonBorn, and is too limiting. 

What I ask, is simply, an oath of friendship, and an oath to the realm. I ask, that you swear, to act 

only in the best interest of the people of this realm. If ever again I fall under the control of a 

mage, I ask that you kill that mage. If the mage cannot be killed, then you will kill me, so that he 

can no longer control me.” Rhonsard nodded his head. Thallen bowed his head, and said, “I so 

swear.” Vonden also swore. Rhonsard nodded, 

   “Good, open the door DragonLord, let the argument begin!” 

   Several men, and a woman stepped into the room. Chase closed the door behind them, and 

stood with his back to the door. 

   Gentlemen, and Lady, you all know, that I have been under the control of a mage recently. It 

is, an act of war.” He held up his hand to silence them. “We all know, that we cannot fight the 

tower, and hope to win. You are here, to give me options. Daniels, any ideas?” 

   The elderly man stood, and folded his hands behind his back. “In order to fight the tower, we 

will need help, we will need the armies of our neighbors. All of them, but, we all know, that each 

ruler as standard practice, retains a mage in his service. The danger, is that the other rulers, are 

also under the control of their mage. If we go to them, asking for help to destroy the tower, we 
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may well find ourselves trying to defend our borders on all sides. We need to find a way to free 

those rulers, or kill their mages, without bringing the towers full force down upon us.” 

   Rhonsard nodded. “Go ahead Jeffries.” 

   “I think the least of our worries is bringing the tower down on us, they will soon know what 

has happened here, they will send another mage, or a hundred. Anything bad that happens from 

here forward, will be blamed upon you Sire. We should move, explosively against them, to try to 

unify the rulers of all realms against them. A few men, with poison darts or arrows to each realm, 

all acting within minutes of each other to kill the mages. All will not be successful, but enough 

will to allow us to bring together a large force capable of standing against them.” 

   Rhonsard noded again. “Lihzan? You have something to say? Speak up, it is why you are 

here.” 

   She stood, a little hesitantly. “I am no general, or even warrior, but, I would have to ask, how 

a thousand, even ten thousand men, will stand against even one hundred mages? Their spells 

could devastate an entire host before a single sword was drawn.” 

   “What do you suggest Lihzan.” 

   She took a deep breath, and pushed forward. “I suggest, a clandestine war. Send the tower a 

complaint, that your mage abused his powers, and was killed for it. Ask for an explanation, and 

refuse to allow another mage in your castle. It would be a reasonable thing to do in your 

situation. Rather than spending thousands in gold to supply, and outfit an army, you spend that 

gold, to hire the .. assassins guild to kill...” 

   “Are you MAD! Stupidity comes to some naturally but I did not expect...” 

   Thallen had the man off the floor in an instant. Rhonsard stood tapping his foot while he 

gagged, his feet kicking. Finally, he nodded, and Thallen set him down. “Donavan, another 
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outburst like that, I will have the DragonLord throw you from the window. Oh, did I not 

introduce you to my new friends? They are gifts, Gifts from a man, that died to give them to me. 

Alden Drukkar, was slain this morning by twenty mages. He stood, and fought them. Had he not 

sent these two to me, he may well have lived, but his concern, was for the people of this realm. 

He payed the price with his life. These two, he sent to kill the mage that controlled me, and 

removed most of you from your positions. They have sworn their oath, and they obey my 

command. More powerful than any mage, and more loyal than any of you can imagine. Now, 

Donavan, since you have decided to refrain from another outburst, I will explain, that I am 

listening to ideas, and opinions. I will not rule out anything I hear, yet. If you do not like Lihzans 

idea, think of a better one. I do not want to hear name calling as if you are a child, I want you to 

come up with a better idea, understood? 

   “Yes Sire.” 

   “Good, Lihzan, I am listening.” 

   She cleared her throat, and nodded. “As I was saying, hire the guild to kill these mages. The 

easiest way to kill a mage, is to kill him before he knows he is in danger. If he cannot defend 

himself, he dies easily. The assassins have people in every major city, so they could do the job 

easier, and faster than even you, with an entire kingdom backing you. I know, that they can be 

successful, because they are already at war with the tower. In the town of RanGrael, they have 

already killed over a dozen mages. In other towns around the province, several more mages have 

been killed. We simply pay them to escalate a war they are already fighting.” 

   Rhonsard nodded to Donavan. “Go ahead, you now have the floor.” 

   “Sire, I cannot disagree with the basics of such a plan, but the assassins guild? By hiring 

them, you are also empowering them, recognizing them, giving them standing and credit. Paying 
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them will only make them stronger. They endanger your very life! They would kill you if the 

lowliest peasant could scape enough money together! I cannot advocate using the guild. It is too 

dangerous, we should be attempting to flush them from our city, rather than encouraging them!” 

   “While I heard no alternative plan, you did not resort to childishness, and you do have valid 

points, Lihzan, how do we get around this issue?” 

   “Form a pact with the guild, that they will never attempt to kill any ruler, unless a majority of 

those rulers agree to it. It would give you security, even from the guild.” 

   “What do I give them that would entice them to form such an agreement?” 

   “A guild hall, right here in Borell.” 

   That brought several murmers of disapproval, but no one spoke outright against it. 

   Rhonsard folded his hands behind his back, and walked the length of the table. Turned, and 

walked back to where he was. “We offer them a permanent place of recognition, but that does 

not mean we approve of what they do, if they are caught killing an innocent, they will still be 

punished, we will make that perfectly clear, they sign an agreement, excluding rulers from their 

hit list, unless a two thirds majority, agrees that a specific ruler needs to die. I hire them, to 

escalate their war against the mages. I could do this for say, a month, to see how effective they 

are. If they can force the mages into hiding. Keep them out of the open, and stop them from 

moving freely, we will gain time, time to build a force that can stand against them. I can offer a 

reward to them, for each mage that stands beside a ruler. While I do not believe, that the guild 

will be capable of stopping the tower in its tracks, I think it is a plan worth consideration. The 

guild will get some of them, and the effect will be demoralizing, they will be constantly looking 

over their shoulders. We can deny any involvement, keeping a large force of mages from our 

doorstep, until we are ready to march to their doorstep. If the guild, can help us clean up the 
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mages controlling the rulers of neighboring realms, we can bring them in to help us. I like it. I 

also have a plan of action that I will not discuss, and you will not try to figure out, I do want you 

to know, that something else is in the works, I am not standing idly by letting someone else do 

our work for us. I want you all, to bend to your tasks, keep thinking, I want options that will hurt 

the guild, and I need ideas to keep the mages from our front yard. Dismissed!” 

   When they had left, and the doors closed, he turned to Thallen and Vonden. What do you 

need to get this plan into motion? A place, supplies, trainees, what else?” 

   “A mage to teach us their secrets would be a great boon, but, I have a feeling that mages will 

be in short supply soon.” 

   “How about spell books?” 

   “Yes, that would help, you have a spell book?” 

   “The Tower uses a progressive system based on age, the older a mage, the higher level spells 

he is trained in. I have spell books one through five, getting the higher level books, is quite 

difficult. I will see what I can do, and you can take the ones I do have with you.” 

   “Good, that will help, a place?” 

   Rhonsard pulled a map from a shelf, and unrolled it on the table. “There are a couple locations 

that I can think of right now, One, is here, these islands off my west coast are hard to reach, but 

offer some security, no one is going to wander by and discover you, the reefs and shoals are 

difficult to navigate. The other place is.. here, in the mountains. I once maintained an estate 

there, the vinyards produced some of the best wine I have known, but the valley is difficult to 

reach, the roads and bridges constantly washing out, when the Earl I had maintaining it died, we 

decided to abandon the estate. The buildings are still there, but may be in need of repair. The 
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difficulty with either place, is going to be getting supplies, and people there. However, once 

there, you would be secure.” 

   “We will go to the old estate tonight, and see what is left of it, even needing repairs it would 

be something to start with, and we have little time.” 

   “I will have supplies gathered, and taken to a farm about half way between Borell and the 

estate. I will have those of the blood that return also moved to the farm, so that you will not need 

to return here. I can send birds with you, but you will need to check in at the farm once in a while 

to get any messages I send.” 

   He showed them where the farm was on the map, and then went to get the spellbooks. 

   “A month, is not long enough to train them.” 

   Thallen nodded in agreement. “No, but it is what we have, the advantage is, that most of these 

men will already know how to wield a sword, we will only need to train them how to use their 

will.” 

   “It will still not be easy. Twenty mages are a formidable force to face.” 

   “I would face them alone if it came down to it. With even just ten of the blood well trained, 

we can defeat them.” 

 

   He flew as soon as it was dark. They flew over the farm, so it would be easier to find when 

they returned, and continued on into the mountains. The estate was nestled in a valley, the roads, 

as the king had said, were washed out, the bridges fallen in. The estate itself did need repair, but 

was not as bad as expected. The slate roofs of the buildings had held up well, most of the 

windows were still in place. There were even many of the grapes still growing in the fields, 

though overgrown, the grapes were fighting for the right to live. 
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   It would need some work, the well crank needed fixed, a few windows replaced and the 

vermin run out of the buildings. The hardest part, would be getting everyone here. 

   They worked through the day, clearing the small trees that had started in the courtyard. 

Thallen burned the brush around the buildings, as Von went to inspect the smithy. The 

equipment was gone, but the forge, and the large anvil were still in place and functional. They 

rested that evening by the fire in the main hall. Vonden opened the bag that contained the 

spellbooks. It also contained many scrolls and journals written by mages.  Thallen was reading 

one of the books, when Von stood up, a scroll in her hands. 

   “Thal!” 

   He looked up at her, but she was looking at the scroll. “THALLEN!” 

   “I am right here Von, what is it?” 

   “Look!” 

    It was written by a DragonLord, and detailed his attempt to discover where the “vault” was. 

It went into a detailed description of storing, and who the Dragon was that discovered it. It was 

mostly centered around finding out where this place was, and why it was possible to “know” 

what you had stored. Neither of them cared where it was, so long as it was possible. 

   “This, will aid us more than anything else we have learned. We can move a dozen brigades 

across half a world without worrying about the roads or supplies.” 

    We can bring everything here in a single night, we can bring the men we are going to train 

without roads, the time this will give us is a gift we cannot repay.” 

   The other thing they learned from the books, was complex shielding. Using multiple elements 

to shield themselves from spells. It was very difficult to manage so many different elements, 

weaving them together to form a shield that would protect them from almost any magical attack. 



188 

Though they were resistant to the elements, being thrown a dozen feet away, and getting up to 

charge into another blast was tiresome, and did hurt. A shield would save them charging forward 

over previously gained ground, they could close with the mages even faster, if they could master 

holding a shield. 

   They worked and learned for three days, then went to the farm. Vonden went to the supplies, 

while Thallen went straight to the group of men camped beside the barn. They all stood as he 

approached. Some nodding, some simply watching. 

   “I am Thallen, that is my name, and what you will call me. I am not Colonel ThallenDrian, I 

am not Sir, I am Thallen. I understand, that you have been abused, but by now, you all know that 

it was not Rhonsard that dismissed you. By returning, you are going to be rewarded, not in being 

placed back in the ranks of his guard, or army, but by becoming a new unit, a force, the likes of 

which this world has never seen.” 

   One of them made a pssh sound, so Thallen asked him to step forward. “I do not care, if you 

do not like me. I may not like you, but I will respect you. When we fight, I will stand back to 

back with you. When we fight, you will not be the one I hate, or the one I like, we will...” 

   “This is horse shit, why are we out here? I want to go back to my unit, it is why I returned, if I 

can’t do that, then I have no interest.” 

   “What you will learn here, will go beyond anything you have..” 

   “Horseshit, I have been through training half my life, training from one man is the same as 

training from any other. Come on Lads, lets clear the dust of this place from...” 

    Thallen hit him with a burst of power. Not really hurting him, but sending him head over 

heels to get his attention. He came to his feet fast, his sword drawn. Thallen hit him again, and 
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again, and again. The man stood, panting. “You can’t keep it up forever mage, when your out of 

power I am going to run you through!” 

   He charged ahead again, and again Thallen hit him, but he began to talk to the rest of them, 

making many smile. 

   “As you can see, my new friend does not seem to understand, that I am no mage. I could kill 

him with my bare hands before he could blink, so a little push back when he gets too close keeps 

him safe. As I was saying, what I intend to teach you, will go beyond anything mortal man has 

ever taught you. You will learn to use the abilities carried by your blood. Some of you, are not 

strong in the blood, but you will still have these abilities. You will learn them, and you will use 

them, to kill mages. Lots and lots and lots of mages. Questions?” 

   All of this time, he had been blasting the man charging him. Each time he was thrown to the 

ground he got back to his feet, and came on in the tried and true method of wearing down a 

mage. He was angry now, and getting angrier by the minute. 

   “Hold on, let me deal with this before I answer questions.” As the man charged in yet again, 

Thallen did not hit him with the power, but let him come. The man came in hard, a yell of 

victory on his lips, and suddenly, his target was gone. His head was yanked back, the momentum 

of his body carrying his lower body forward, a moment later he was bent backwards over 

Thallens knee, his own sword pressed against his throat, his head pulled back and down exposing 

that throat. 

   “If you are done fooling around, we have work to do.” The man licked his lips nervously, and 

then smiled a crooked smile.  

   “Yes Sir, I am done Sir.” 
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   Laughter trickled through the group. Thallen lifted him back to his feet, and handed him his 

sword. “Get back over with the rest of em Bull, now, questions?” 

   “Thallen worked with them for another three days as stragglers trickled in. He sent Vonden 

out to search for others of the blood, specifically, women. By the end of the third day, she 

returned. Thallen stored one hundred and fourteen, and they flew back to the estate. 

   He brought them all out, and Vonden brought out the women. Thallen was prepared for the 

derision, and laughter, and then set Vonden against the best they had to offer. Within moments, 

he was down. She had no mercy in her mind at all. She hit him hard, and fast. It took him several 

moments to blink away the stars and get back to his feet. 

   “I know, that some of you do not want a woman fighting beside you, but they, like you, are of 

the blood. When they are trained, no mortal man will be able to stand against them, many of you, 

will not be able to stand against them. They are, part of what will make us great. There are, some 

rules we are going to follow. I will repeat the first. I do not care, if you like me, I may not like 

you. When we go into battle, it is left behind, and we are all brothers of the blood. Rhonsard has 

named us, the Blood Brigade. Rule number one, when we fight, we are one!” 

    He paused a minute to let that sink in. 

   “Because, of what we are, we, are going to fight! We will fight with each other, as no two 

brothers have ever fought. We will do it, without weapons, and then we will get over it. 

   Rule number two. If there are going to be sexual relations, it will be, the females who choose 

them. No exceptions! When one of the women takes your hand and walks away, you, have been 

chosen! Enjoy!” 

   That brought quite a bit of laughter. “The first one of you, that tries to force his attentions on 

any of the women, I will kill with my bare hands. You may claim, that she was teasing you, or 
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making gestures, or wearing provocative clothing. NO! They are free, to walk about this estate, 

with NOTHING on at all. NAKED and you will not touch them! If you cannot control your 

desires, then you will not live long. What is it Bull?” 

   The man had stood to get attention. 

   “Thallen, can we walk about Naked too?” 

   “Bull, while I would only smile and watch a woman walk by, to see you walk by bare arsed is 

not something I would smile about. It would haunt my dreams for years. Yes, you are free to 

walk about clothed as you see fit, but you are required to inform me first!” 

   He smiled. “Thank you Sir!” 

     “Now, on the other side of this coin. There are women, that have the ability to release 

Pheromones. Any woman, that does so while in the presence of anyone, other than her intended 

mate, will suffer the same fate as the man that forces himself on a woman. If this happens, in my 

presence, I will kill you all, before I come to my senses, no matter how well trained you are.” 

   “Sir! You are good, but you can’t take us all!” 

   Thallen stepped back, and shifted. To make sure they understood what they were seeing, he 

shot his head forward and Roared. Some went down, some ran, a few stood their ground, 

including bull. 

   “Argh, you have bad breath Sir! 

   Thallen felt slightly betrayed when Vonden erupted into uncontrolled laughter. Some few of 

those who were still standing also laughed. Thallen shook his head and sighed. He shifted back 

to human form. 

   “Bull, you are too stupid to be scared!” 
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   “Oh, I was scared Sir! I didn’t run because if I had moved a little pee would have leaked out! 

And Sir?” 

   “Go ahead Bull..” 

   “I stand corrected! You can take us all.” 

   Even Thallen laughed this time. 

   “Shut up Bull, I am trying to lay down the law here. My point is, I will become Dragon, and 

there will be nothing you can do to stop me, Because the woman releasing the pheromones 

cannot become Dragon, I will kill her as well. All joking aside, this will get people killed. Rule 

number two, it is the females choice. If they do not choose you, deal with it! There will 

eventually be more females among us than males, do not despair, do not worry about the ratio.  

Because of the blood, they will come back for more, night after night, trust me, I know what I am 

talking about!” 

   Vonden waggled her eyebrows at the group. The men were grinning, and the women were 

whispering to each other excitedly. 

   The fourth rule, is that what we do here, how we train, how we fight, how we love, is ours 

alone, it stays with us. The tower has their secrets, we will have ours. There will be things you 

learn here, that will give you advantages over the tower Mages, anyone who turns over our 

secrets, will die. There are no second chances. 

 

   Those are my primary rules.  We are family, our blood runs as one. The mages of the tower, 

train to fight using their minds. Most of you, already know how to fight using your hands. When 

we are done, you will be able to fight using either method, you will be twice as deadly. You will 

be stronger, and faster than any mortal man alive. 
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   Vonden will be making us armor, anyone that wants to learn the trade, or continue learning 

the trade needs to speak to her.  We need volunteers to help fix the buildings, clear the training 

field, cut wood.. all of it. Vonden is going to organize, I am going to search for more like us. 

When I return, we will begin training intensely! 

 

    Organizing them was not as difficult as she had expected. They seemed to accept where they 

were, and what was expected of them, they stepped forward quickly and began the projects that 

would renovate their new home. Vonden walked in circles for a time, and realized, they were 

doing quite well on their own, so she went to her smithy. Her new tools were in place, The rotten 

bellows replaced with a new one. She was ready to go to work with the exception of materials 

she needed to work with. Rhonsard had provided her with a large stockpile of iron ingots. She 

stacked them against the back wall as she pulled them from storage. Iron was fine for normal 

weapons and armor, but she wanted something even better. In her three hundred years of 

working for different smiths, She had learned that there were other materials to work with. 

Primarily, 

 

 

Need to revamp the method of creating Blacksteel written in the following lines; 

 

 Black Steel. Crystal was not uncommon, but it was extremely hard and brittle, adding it to steel, 

hardened the steel, but it also made it easier to break. Black Steel, was rare in refined form. It 

was a common metal, but it was difficult to find in quantity, and harder to purify. Her ability 

allowed her to bypass all of the problems associated with black steel and crystal. She saddled her 
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horse, and rode up into the mountains to an open rock face. Here she dismounted, and knelt in 

front of the rock, placing her hands on it. She allowed her awareness to sink deep into that rock. 

When she found what she was looking for, she drew it up through the rock. Melting it with her 

innate fires, and causing it to flow up through the fissures and cracks, boiling out of the rock face 

near her. She worked at drawing these two materials out of the ground for three hours. When she 

was satisfied, she had several hundred ingots of both crystal, and Iron. She stored them, and 

returned to her forge. She stacked these ingots along the wall with the rest of the iron, and then 

went to work. 

   A Smith, is limited by several factors when he works. The first of which, is working time. The 

time he is capable of working a metal before it cooled down, and had to be returned to the forge. 

The second of which, was physical limitation. The heat, and physical fatigue forced a human 

smith to break often to rest, and to cool down. Vonden, did not need to return the metal to the 

forge to keep it heated, she used her own fires to keep the metal at the correct temperature. She 

was also unaffected by the heat, and her body was capable of swinging the hammer for days if it 

was necessary. 

   The fires from within, did not allow the carbon from the charcoal to transfer to the iron, 

transforming it from iron to steel, so she did have to use the forge to heat the Iron. While it was 

heating, she formed the crystal into rods longer than her leg, and no smaller around than her little 

finger. When the iron was heated she also formed it into similar rods. Using three Steel rods, and 

two crystal rods, she now heated, and very tightly braided the rods together. When they were 

braided, she heated the entire braid to a glowing orange, and allowed the crystal to melt into the 

glowing metals cracks and crevasse’s.  Then she began to hammer. The problem human smiths 

had with the crystal, was that between heating and cooling it often shattered and cracked. 
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Vonden used her fires to keep the temperature right, allowing the crystal to bond with the steel as 

she hammered. Something about the fires of the Dragon, turned the color of the metal to a glossy 

black. She shaped the blades to be thin, but long. The last foot of the blade curving slightly back 

to a wider tip.  She forged the blades, two at a time, constantly checking to make sure they were 

matched, and balanced. Most war swords had a single guard above the grip. Vonden formed an 

X for the guard, curving the tips of the X forward and sharpening them. She was having 

difficulty pouring enough power into the metal of the blades, and even the cross guard to keep 

the metal at the right temperature, and abruptly realized, that the Crystal itself, was soaking up 

the power she fed into it. She could draw on that power even as she worked the metal. The 

realization, changed her plans slightly. She shaped the pomel into a dragons claw, and formed a 

ball of the crystal, fitting it into the claw. She wrapped the hilt with leather, and then used 

braided gold and silver wire to wrap the leather. A Medalion of a Dragon was braided into the 

wrapping on the palm side of each blade, causing a raised spot where the wielder’s palm would 

go, enhancing the grip even further. 

   She engraved each blade on one side with Mar’Skartae meaning Blood Brother. On the other 

side of the blade, she engraved the owners name. Then she carefully filled the engraving with 

Crystal, making the engraving stand out brilliantly. The blades, had a strange spiderweb design 

where the different materials came together. When polished, sharpened and finished, each blade 

was an individual, one of a kind work of art. 

   The armor, was crafted in a similar manner. She did not try to braid pieces of steel together 

for the armor. She used equal amounts of iron and crystal, and as she hammered the plates out, 

occasionally used the crystal across the glowing surface of the heated metal as a type of flux, to 

help everything bond together. All armor had a dragon formed into the chest. Male armor was 
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made to fit men, the chest piece made to resemble strong chest muscles, and a powerful 

abdomen. The female armor also had a well defined abdomen, but was fitted to support, and 

protect her breasts. For the women, the breast line was cut lower, which would look impressive 

in the extreme, but left them vulnerable. Vonden made a modified gorget that interlocked with 

the chest piece for when they were in combat, protecting their neck and chest. The gorget could 

be easily removed for ceremonial roles or comfort, without sacrificing protection. 

   One piece at a time, she worked. As Thallen came and went, collecting new members, he 

often stopped in to help her. Those times were too few, and too short. He was always back out 

training, and off again to find more DragonBorn. Gradually, a few of them came to her for 

training. Lightening her workload as those who stuck with it became more and more proficient. 

Once Thallen had collected five hundred DragonBorn, he concentrated all of his efforts, on 

training them. Giving them all the skills he could. Day by day, their time was running out. The 

Mages would be returning to ShardsHaven, and they needed to meet them on the road to 

permanently terminate their return in victory. 

   Vonden began working on a special set of blades. A set, that she could only make one set of 

in her lifetime. 

   While she formed the blades normally, before she ever quenched them, she cut open the 

palms of her hands, and then carefully rubbed the blood into the smoking metal, being careful to 

keep the temperature right. Since her blood, did not burn or vaporize easily, it was forced into the 

near molten crystal, giving the blades an even wilder spiderweb appearance. The blood made the 

minute lines of crystal interwoven in the blades just as visible. In the darkness, the blood infused 

crystal looked black, but in the sunlight, it looked blood red. These blades, were balanced 

perfectly for Thallen. Slightly larger than the other blades she had made, Their tips thicker, wider 
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and even more curved. Rather than medalions of dragons on the hilts, she made the medallions 

with the likeness of her own face. The crystal she formed for the ball in the dragons claw, she 

also infused with her own blood. Rolling the crystal out in a strip, and forcing her blood into the 

outer layer of crystal, then rolling the crystal into the ball shape, rounding and polishing it. Now 

she engraved the sides of the blades, one side, said ThallenDrian’Mar the other, said TyNair 

Blahen. Above and below the name, and the words she engraved a Dragon in full attack dive. 

She filled these engravings with clear crystal, un tinted with her blood. 

   Before wrapping the hilt, she triple quenched the blades, slowly heating them a little cooler 

each time, and quenching them a little faster. Now, she heated the blades one final time, not 

enough to make them glow, but enough to allow the blood infused crystal to accept the power 

she poured into it. She poured all of her love and devotion into the blades. Infusing her very soul 

to them. When she was done, she dropped the blades into troughs filled with cold water. They 

hissed, and bubbled, as if they had been heated to bright orange. When the hissing had stopped, 

she wrapped her hands in velvet, and lifted them from the water. Using more velvet, she polished 

the blades with oil, and finally began the process of wrapping the hilt. She used her own hair, 

braided into very tiny strands to wrap the hilt in one direction. Then used the gold and silver wire 

to wrap it in the other direction, the medallion of her own face entwined in the wrapping. She 

used extreme care not to touch them as she finished polishing, and made the scabbards to fit the 

strangely shaped blades. 
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   Thallen picked fifty of the best warriors he had. Though they were no where near the 

standards he eventually wanted, they were as good as they could be in the short time he had to 

train them. 

   Each of them received their swords and armor from Vonden. Their pride, was obvious. The 

new armor would make them stand out in any army or formation. The Helms adorned with a 

dragon, its wings spread upward. As he formed them up, Vonden came walking up, with a pair 

of swords cradled in her arms. The look on her face, was not the one he would have expected. He 

realized as she knelt in front of him, that it was because of her gift, not the occasion. 

   “ThallenDrian’Mar DragonLord, Bondmate. Please, accept these humble gifts, as I have given 

you my heart, all of my love, and with this gift, my very soul!” 

   She held a scabbard in each hand, presenting the blades to him hilt first. Thallen stared a 

moment, wondering what she was up to. He took a hilt in each hand and drew the blades forth. 

He had but a moment to be impressed by the detail, then the lines in the metal seemed to catch 

fire lighting up the surrounding area with an incomparable brilliance. He felt, a surge, or, a sort 

of THUMP in his own chest. He blinked in astonishment as the blue black flames rolled up the 

blades and encased his hands. The flame rolling across his hands seemed to just barely touch the 

surface of his skin in a silent caress, yet at the same time, he felt as if those blades could not be 

removed from his grip. He stared in wonder for another moment, before looking again at 

Vonden. “What have you done?” 

   “As our love, is one, and as we are bonded for all of eternity, so too, have I just bonded our 

souls. If you die in battle, wherever I am in this world, I too will die, and we will travel the path 

of the afterlife as one. Within your hands, you carry, TyNair Blahen, or Soul Guardian in the old 

tongue. They are the only such blades I can ever create, for I have, but one soul to fill them with. 
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They cannot be torn from your hands. Once they have tasted the blood of an enemy, they will 

ignite with ethereal flames. Their edge will not be marred, their girth cannot be broken. As your 

arms begin to tire, they will feel, lighter, and lighter in your hands, and if you miss a block, they 

will twist in your hands to make that block. They know who you are, and no other can ever hold 

them in their bare hands, unless it is a child of our union. They will not fight for you, but they 

will make you the best you can be, when you do fight.” 

   “You have found a way, to go with me if I die.” 

   “I could not survive if you were to die, now, we will always be one.” 

   Thallen fell to his knees in front of her, and slid the blades back into their scabbards. He 

wrapped his arms around her and pulled her close. The cheering seemed to have no beginning, 

nor did it grow in volume. It came forth from those who watched, and witnessed in a roar of 

approval that only DragonBorn could appreciate and understand. 

 

 

  Junior Master Aaronn of ShardsHaven was proud that he had been selected to begin this. He 

had been a junior master for nearly fifteen years, He had returned to ShardsHaven only two years 

ago to become one with them, and to complete his training. Now he led twenty BattleMages, and 

they had made the first strike. 

   It would be known, through every kingdom, that anyone harboring DragonBorn would not be 

tolerated. He had been told, if his attack upon the Barons estate was successful, that he would 

lead the attack upon Borell when the time came. 

   The attack had been successful, more than just successful. It had been wholesale slaughter. 

Only the Baron himself had come anywhere near reaching their line. It had surprised him that the 
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old man had gotten as close as he did, but even as tuff as he was, he could not stand before 

twenty BattleMages. No one could. 

   Now he led his Mages back toward ShardsHaven in triumph, and word of the attack would 

spread, rulers everywhere would feel the fear, and purge their ranks of DragonBorn. Those of the 

blood would be shunned, outcast, and their blood would weaken further. The prophecy would 

fail, the children of the dragon, would never cause the downfall of ShardsHaven. 

   As he topped a hill, he reigned in his horse, the column of mages behind him also halting. 

   Below them, a line of men had formed across the road. He squinted, and enhanced his vision, 

and grunted as if he had been punched in the stomach. 

   He saw several things in that same instant. The banner that waved over them, was a Golden 

Dragon on a black field. Diving, its wings folded, its claws outstretched, flames issuing from its 

mouth. He also saw, what had to be women, half of those down there, wore armor, shaped and 

fitted to a woman's form. The armor they wore, was unlike anything he had ever seen. It was as 

black as the night, yet the sun glinted from it as if it were polished steel. Upon the breast of that 

armor, was another Dragon, perfectly formed and shaped. 

   He felt the thrill of fear for but a moment. Then shook it away. Men or women it did not 

matter, well trained, and wearing fancy armor mattered little as well, nor did it matter what 

banner they carried. They would die. 

   He gave the signal to form for battle, and the Mages of ShardsHaven spread out on the hilltop. 

   Aaronn sent the Link to his master, the Grand Marshal, so that he would see everything that 

was about to happen. Then he waited, as that line of men and women began to advance toward 

them. He had to admit, it was a particularly brave, and inspiring sight. Their horses stepped in 
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unison, even as they advanced from walk, to trot, and from trot to canter, and from canter to full 

gallop, their hooves struck the ground in unison. 

   Aaronn allowed them to advance half the distance up the hillside, before he gave the 

command. A wall of fire roared down the hillside, enveloping them. His mages then fired 

individual balls of energy, fire, wind, air, and earth. Dirt and debris exploded into the air, 

obscuring the line of riders. Aaronn did not release, he simply stood with grim satisfaction, 

waiting for the dust to clear to see if any of them had survived. As the roar of explosions faded, 

the roar of hooves could still be heard, and they erupted from the dust cloud, un harmed, and un 

hindered, not a single one of them had fallen, indeed, it looked as if their horses had not even 

stumbled, and they charged up the hillside, still galloping in perfect harmony. 

   Now Aaronn did use his will as his Mages also again released their own. Nothing he threw at 

them seemed to slow them down. Instead he blasted a hole in the ground, and Gaped as the 

horses leapt over that hole, through the erupting cloud of dirt. He lifted his staff, and channeled 

his power through it, pouring everything he had into the elements, forming a complex spell, that 

nothing could withstand. The blast took the front of the line, and to his satisfaction he saw horses 

go down, but they were too close now, almost before he realized it, they were among his mages. 

   He shielded and brought his staff up to block, pouring energy into the staff to imbue it with 

fire and lightning. For the second, and final time, he felt astonished, and stared in disbelief at the 

sword protruding from his chest, and screamed as it was ripped free. Aaronn, Junior Master 

Mage of ShardsHaven died before he hit the ground, disbelief in his eyes. 

 

   Grand Marshal Tazain nearly toppled from his chair. He felt the pain in his own chest, and 

barely managed to break the link, before he died with Master Aaronn. He panted, as wave after 
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wave of pain and fear tore through him. He struggled to control it, and eventually accepted the 

offer of help, to stand, from those mages nearest him. 

   He placed his hands on the table, and slowly seated himself. He threw a handful of powder on 

the table, and bade them all gather near. 

   The powder shifted as the master released his will. A scene formed, a scene, as seen, from the 

eyes of the now dead Junior Master. The line of men, and women advancing. 

   The Masters of ShardsHaven then watched, and witnessed, a scene, that they had, for 

hundreds of years, been trying to avoid. 

   “So, it has come to pass, as I said it would.” 

   They all turned to see the Grandmaster himself standing behind them. 

   “I advised against this attack, and you ignored my advice. I advised against escalating the war 

with the assassins guild, and now we jump at shadows, and check every corner with each step. 

We now fight, two wars. One with the guild, and one with these new riders that carry the banner 

of the dragon. They resist our spells, and they cast spells of their own. They shield their mounts 

even as they use their blades to cut us down. Do any of you know who they can possibly be? 

Where they come from?” He looked around the room, most of them not meeting his eyes. “These 

are the people that should have come to the tower. Instead, they ride against us. They have 

learned our secrets, and moved beyond them. What will you do now Grand Marshall? Will you 

march on all of those who might be supporting such a force?” 

   “It can only be Rhonsard, we have managed a certain amount of control with all of the other 

rulers, they would not be capable of...” 

   “Can you be sure? Are you sure that the guild is not training and supporting these new 

warriors to fight us toe to toe? Can you be sure that it is not a Baron or Lord who sees his own 
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king under the control of one of your mages taking action? No, you cannot, yet you will jump, 

before you KNOW and we will be fighting on THREE fronts, THREE wars! Our mages must 

already fight this new threat, even as they watch over their shoulders, afraid of a poisoned dagger 

from behind! I have stood in the background, trying to make you, and others see reason, trying to 

make you understand, that we must have patience, but you want action, and so, now, you will 

have it. Your actions, your demand for action, may very well be the exact cause of the fall of the 

tower.” 

   “They cannot stand against us! They cannot hope to stand against the best the tower has to 

offer!” 

   “So you will send fifty against them now? two hundred? A thousand? Where will you send 

them? Against Rhonsard? We have eyes and ears within his walls, we KNOW these men and 

women were not trained there! You no longer control Rhonsard, but we know he was upset and 

CONFUSED by what his mage did. We have the letter from him, asking if the mage acted alone! 

We have a way OUT of that predicament, and you want to escalate it, you want to show him that 

his mage was under ORDERS rather than acting alone. We cannot afford another war. We may 

not survive the TWO we are now fighting! Either heed my advice, or I will replace you with 

someone who will!” 

   “You wouldn’t DARE!” 

   “Wouldn’t I? You think I do not know what will happen? There will be war within the tower. 

Mage fighting Mage! Do you think those who follow you can defeat those who will stand for the 

tower? I would rather see the tower torn apart from the inside, than sit and watch you tear it apart 

life by life!” 
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   Tazain stood for a moment, struggling with his own rage. He was impulsive, but he was not 

stupid. He lowered his head, and nodded. 

   “What would you have me do?” 

   “Find them, find out where they are. It will not be an easy thing to do, while the assassins 

hunt us, but we must do it. We must take off our robes, and set aside our staves, so that even the 

assassins do not know who we are. Then we can move freely, we can gather information, and we 

can find out who they are, and where to hit them. It will take TIME to do it. While we hunt for 

them, we need to also be hunting the assassins. How do you find someone that lives in the 

shadows, much less several hundred of those someone’s. They do not announce their names, 

They do not wear clothing that says I am an Asssassin! We can find out who this new enemy is, 

but we can never defeat the assassin’s guild. If we kill a hundred of them, there will be a 

thousand left waiting to take revenge. Think grand Marshal, THINK of a way that we can end 

the war with the guild. If we do not, we can no longer walk freely. For now, it will be enough to 

walk the world as normal men and women, so that they will not recognize us, while we try to put 

an end to this new threat.” 

 

   Thalen turned his horse and looked back over the scene even as the last mage fell. They knew 

their business. They were already dismounting, searching the bodies, taking anything useful, and 

using mage fire to burn the corpses to ash. 

   Thal dismounted as well, and walked back down the hillside. The bodies of three of his 

people lay there, along with half a dozen horses. He stored the saddles and barding from the 

horses, and turned their corpses to ash. Then he turned to his fallen warriors. One man, and two 

women lay where they had fallen. No visible wound upon them, but the mages power had taken 
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its toll. His people gathered around as they finished their tasks. Thal knelt beside the first, and 

picked her swords up from the ground. He then used his will. Her body sank into the ground. He 

pushed her down deep into the earth. 

   He then retrieved the blades of the other two fallen, and buried them as well. 

   He stored the gathered horses, including the ones that had belonged to the mages, then stored 

his people. 

   Vonden was waiting when he returned. She waited patiently as they had their victory 

celebration, then she took Thallen by the hand, and led him off into the mountains. 

 

   The following morning, he went to see Rhonsard, wearing his old armor. 

   “You did it! Word has spread in unfathomable swiftness! It left the Tower with wings afire 

and has shaken the entire realm!” 

   “Yes, we did it, we lost three. In the next battle, they will be prepared, ready and waiting.” 

   “No, the next battle, you will take to them, where they know they are safe!” 

   “Where? The Tower?” 

   “No, North of the tower, there is an outpost, where they gather recruits and supplies for the 

tower itself. None can pass that outpost and approach the tower that are not approved. There are 

no houses, no children. Yes, there are recruits, and it is a pity that they must die, the important 

thing, is that you hit them CLOSE to home, and take away the security they have there. They are 

in shock right now, but they still believe in their own superiority. If you hit them swiftly, they 

will be unprepared. There are about fifty mages there, they allow no one else past this outpost. 

There may be some innocents, like wagon drivers that are there only to deliver supplies, but they 
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too must be hit, so that none are willing to supply the tower. With luck, you will have ten to 

fifteen minutes to strike, and then retreat before any reinforcements can arrive from the tower.” 

   “Why not wait for the reinforcements and kill them as well?” 

   “If you had two thousand, I would say YES, but you do not, and those you have need time to 

train. Take as many as you feel you can, hit them hard, and get out. Live to fight another day. 

This will send even larger shock waves through the tower. They will be confused, their 

confidence broken, then you will have the time you need to train while they scramble about their 

tower like hornets about a disturbed nest. It will also free the Assassins guild to do their work 

and free the other rulers. The tower will call their mages home to defend themselves.” 

   “How soon do you want us to hit them?” 

   As soon as you feel confident in the people you have. If it takes a week more training to bring 

another ten or twenty into your ranks then wait a week, or two, I think, you should hit them as 

soon as possible, to maximize the effect. If you wait a month, they will be calming down.” 

   “I understand.” 

   “Do not return here when it is done. I want you to keep training, keep building. If I have need 

I will send a bird. There is one other thing.” 

   “Sire?” 

   “I want you to take Lihzan with you.” 

   “Your accountant?” 

   “She is the head of my information agency, accounting is only a cover.” 

   “there is something else you are not telling me?” 

   Rhonsard took a deep breath, and spoke quickly as he let it out. “I asked her this morning to 

marry me.” 
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   Thallen raised an eyebrow, but otherwise did not seem surprised. “Sire, she is of the blood, do 

you know how well trained she will be?” 

   “I know, that I will not be able to stand and face her, but I do not care. In her line of work, she 

is constantly in danger. I want her to be capable of defending herself against the best there is. If 

another mage steps foot in my castle, I want her to be able to find him, and kill him.” 

   “I will do as you ask.” 

   Rhonsard turned and nodded, seemingly to an empty room. Lihzan stepped out of an alcove, 

and smiled at Thallen. “I am ready DragonLord.” 

   “I will see you when we arrive then.” Thallen stored her, and felt a rush of emotion roar 

through Rhonsard. The King grabbed Thallen by the shoulder. “Bring her back to me!” 

   “I will bring her back to you Ardenne. I look forward to the ceremony.” 

 

   Thallen stepped up the pace of training again. Bringing all but twelve of the newest people up 

to the level he felt confident of their abilities in four days. Like before, he knew they were not as 

well trained as they needed to be, but they were certainly a match for a mage. 

   Vonden joined him this time, riding his back as he flew through the nights sky. He did not 

want to risk detection so he stayed high when they arrived. Circling the compound, making out 

as many details as they could. The Tower surprised him. A mile away across the valley it stood 

hundreds of paces tall. It was only considered a tower because of its height. The base of the 

tower was easily a two hundred paces across. Larger than most buildings, but the height of the 

tower dwarfed any structure he had ever known. He carefully avoided the tower, coming in 

lower on the other side of the compound. They looked the place over carefully, then he banked 

away and landed about a mile from the compound. He drew the compound as he remembered it 
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in the dirt, Vonden added some details. It was not really a place built for defense, it had been 

built as a receiving area. The mages just could not imagine anyone stupid enough to attack them, 

and it showed in their design. There was a fortified wall at the front of the compound with a gate. 

The road dropped sharply away into the valley, and thats where the wall ended. A wooden fence 

taking its place. Above the gate, a wooden wall guarded the slope up to a rock face. Anyone 

intent on getting in could have simply climbed the rock, or went down into the valley and 

climbed the steep slope, hopping over the wooden fence at the top. Better yet, they could go all 

the way around the bottom of the valley, come up on the back side of the compound, between the 

tower and the compound itself, and attack the completely unguarded back side of the compound. 

   Neither of them were sure of the ability of the mages to detect their presence, but both agreed, 

that the quickest route was to simply bring the warriors out within the compound. There was 

only a single watch that they could make out, and he was standing by the front gate.  

   They worked their way around the compound, and quickly realized why the mages had no 

more watches set up. The valley was littered with detection spells. They backed away slowly and 

carefully, listening for any sign of detection.  

   “I am just going to fly in, let’s bring our people out, and let them know the plan. 

   Thallen brought them out. 

   “Here is the plan. The compound only has a single watch posted. I am sure there are quite a 

few mages within the buildings. There are three main buildings. and two warehouses. “Bull, Pick 

two to help you, I want you to hit the first building to the right. “Plainsman, you pick two, and hit 

the second building to your right when you come out of storage. Stacy, pick two and hit the rear 

building.  I want pieces of kindling flying a hundred feet in the air when you hit them. Cable, 

pick four, I want you to destroy both warehouses. Everyone else, if you see anything alive, kill it. 
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If you get separated chasing a mage down, you have ten minutes to get back. We do NOT want 

to leave anyone behind, not even a body. If someone goes down his partner stores them, injured, 

or dead. I know this is going to be messy, but I am counting on all of you, to hit hard, hit fast, 

and get back to the drop zone so I can store you and be gone before the tower can get 

reinforcements to the compound. Any questions?” No one spoke, but they were all grinning. 

“Good, Draw your weapons and be ready!” 

    they formed a semi circle, weapons drawn, and Thallen stored them. Vonden climbed up on 

his back. 

   “Lets go!” 

   Thallen lifted, as quietly as was possible for such a creature to take flight. He circled away, 

and then came in at a steep angle behind the mage at the gate. The man didn’t turn until he heard 

the strange roaring sound.  It took a moment to realize, the sound was behind him. He turned, to 

see several hundred armored men standing in the compound. He released the warning spell, and 

dove to the side as a fireball the size of a horse came right at him. He dived away to the side, 

bounced off the fence, and fell headlong down the incline. Bouncing and rolling all the way to 

the bottom. He tried to get up, and knew his arm was broken. Explosions ripped the night air and 

lit up the entire valley. He somehow managed to get to his feet, just as flaming debris fell on 

him. The struggle to keep himself from being burnt alive or crushed by flaming debris consumed 

all of his attention for several moments. Screams from above galvanized him back to more direct 

action. He was a hundred feet below the road. His arm hung uselessly, and his staff was gone. He 

struggled up the slope slowly and painfully, and finally managed to get back to the road. He was 

about fifty feet from the front gate. He limped toward the gate, drawing his will, and again froze, 

as the massive black Dragon lifted into the night. By the time he thought of attacking it, the 
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darkness had swallowed the huge form. He turned his attention to the compound. He ran in 

through the gate, and slid to a stop. All pain forgotten. Nothing remained standing. A dozen 

bodies lay amidst the charred wreckage. He went, from one to the next, checking to see if any 

still lived as hundreds of mages came running down the road from the tower. 

    

 

    

Collen 

 

 

   Something was missing. He always felt that way, and could never quite understand why. He 

almost hated his staff. He disliked having to wait for AGE before he could advance. So many 

things confused him, that he had begun simply blocking those things away. It seemed, that every 

time he got frustrated all of those things came to the surface. Now was one of those times. He 

worked with younger, and older students, helping them advance, helping them to understand the 

complexities of spellcasting.  

   By the three, he was not even allowed access to an eighth level spell book, yet he was 

explaining the complexities of those advanced spells to students older than himself. All the 

while, they would not advance him until his sixteenth birthday. On his fourteenth birthday they 

had presented him with his seventh level book, as if it was a GREAT treasure.. He had known 

every spell in that book by the time he was twelve. The only spells he did not know, were the 

tenth level. Probably because the junior mages were too embarrassed to come to him for help. 
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   Collen worked with his staff, he knew every move, every attack, every block to perfection. He 

only did the exercises now because it kept him in shape. It was easy keeping his body in shape, 

what was hard, was keeping his sanity. He was always in trouble with the instructors. He never 

listened, and it made them mad, but they had no real grounds to punish him, because he always 

scored 100% on his tests, both written and physical. They had tried to ban him from the library 

because he was reading things that did not pertain to the classes he was taking. The Grandmaster 

himself had stepped in on that, thank the three. 

   He had asked for a sword once. It had horrified his instructor. He was told, that a staff, 

imbued with any of the elements was ten times more deadly than any sword. Collen could not 

help but think, that a sword imbued with the elements would be one hundred times as deadly. 

The mages fought, in robes, and carrying a staff. He thought that was rather stupid as well. An 

arrow could take you unaware, a dagger, even a pebble from a sling could kill you if you were 

not prepared. The answer to those questions, was that you had to be aware, and prepared at all 

times.  He knew, that was not possible. While there were high level masters at the school that 

knew the moment someone stepped into the same room, they still could not stop a crossbow bolt 

fired from a hundred yards away, by a man that they could not possibly know was there. 

   Justification was coming down through the rumor mill. Pretty much everyone in the tower 

knew that the assassins guild had gone to war with them. Without armor, a mage was suseptible 

to even the tiniest poisoned dart. Surprised at close range, he had little defense from an assassin 

stepping out of the shadows. Given but a moment, that mage could defend and protect himself, 

but a highly trained assassin was not going to give you a moment. The latest of the tales from 

outside, said that twenty of their best battle mages had been killed. No one knew who the 

attackers were or how many.  He had heard that the battle mages killed thousands before they 
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died, and he had heard that it had been only a few, and that those few were DragonLords. He also 

hated rumors. There were no more dragonlords. The only dragons left in the world, were chained 

to the walls in the top of the tower. That was another stupid thing. Why did the mages keep 

Dragons in the tower? Oh, he knew that the blood of the DragonLords was what allowed them to 

use magery, but the Dragons in the roosts were purebloods, there was no way for the mages to 

use them to make more mages, yet still, they tried. 

   Collen had studied the prophecies all of his life. He knew them by heart. So many things 

written in them, made no sense at all, yet, they were supposed to believe in them, and work to 

make them fail. How, did you stop prophecy? Your attempt to make it fail, may be the very thing 

that made it happen. Last but not least on his list of stupidity, was that the children of the Dragon 

would bring the tower down. Every mage in the tower, denied that he, or she, was a child of the 

dragon, yet every one of them carried some small part of the dragon blood, or they would not be 

here. They railed and ranted about DragonBorn, and ridding the world of them, but, they were, in 

that attempt, also killing people that could, and should be initiated into the tower. True, they 

tested people once in a while, but they only accepted certain people that fit within a strict 

percentage. Too much of the blood, they killed the person they were testing. Too little blood, 

they could not get in. 

   Collen knew, he should be counting his blessings. He was being well trained, with a bright 

future ahead of him, but by the same token, he was smothering within the walls of the tower. 

   He realized he was again standing still, his forms and exercises forgotten. He threw the staff 

at the wall, and turned toward the window. He leaned against the window frame, just as the 

entire sky seemed to blossom into fire. He came upright in an instant. More explosions and larger 

fireballs lifted into the sky. He could now see that it was all coming from the tower compound, 
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the receiving yard. He turned and grabbed his staff from where it had fallen, and was three steps 

from the door, when he slid to a stop. 

   “They wouldn’t allow him out of the tower, there was no point in trying. He returned to the 

window to watch. It was a mile away, but from this height, he could make out people running 

about. It was too far away to tell who it was. He saw the battlemages begin pouring out of the 

base of the tower. They formed up, and began running. Collen looked back toward the 

compound, and could tell that there was a group forming in the center of the compound. All the 

buildings were down and in flames. Then something happened, that stood his hair straight on 

end. The group in the compound, just vanished. In its place, was a for real Dragon. The orange 

flames from the burning buildings left no doubt in his mind exactly what he was looking at. The 

Dragon lifted into the sky. It’s massive wings lifting an impossibly large body into the darkness 

of the nights sky. Collen stared, for a long time, trying to catch another glimpse of it. Then he did 

turn and run. The outer chamber to the GrandMasters quarters already had half a dozen people in 

it. 

   Grandmaster Shane Rose was surprised to see Collen enter his chamber. These others, were 

easily excited and were always running here to tell him about some cataclysmic event that 

amounted to nothing. 

   He shooed them from his chamber, one at a time, until only Collen was left. 

   “Collen, I have been meaning to speak to you for some time. What brings you here today? 

News of the attack?” 

   “Sort of Sir, Yes.” 

   “Go ahead Collen, what did you see?” 
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   “Sir, it, was a Dragon. I watched the attackers just.. vanish, and in their place, was a large 

very black Dragon. I watched it lift into the sky, and followed it until the darkness swallowed it.” 

   “Do you think it was an apparition? Hallucination?” 

   “No Sir, It was real. Is it possible for one of the Dragons in the roost to escape?” 

   “If it was one of our Dragons, how would you explain its sudden appearance? The 

disappearance of the men around where it appeared?” 

   “I, do not know Sir, I only know, what I saw, was real, as real as you and I.” 

   “Knowing your aptitude, intelligence, and lack of dramatics in tough situations, I am going to 

take you at your word Collen.  So, if what you are saying is true, there is a DragonLord alive, 

and well, and attacking us, apparently with help. This is even more disturbing than the attack on 

our mages at the border of Godart Plain.” The Grandmaster stood from his chair and walked 

around the table, his hands folded behind his back. “You have a fresh perspective, so let me give 

you some facts, and details, tell me what you would do. No doubt you have heard rumors, that 

the assassins guild has declared war on us?” 

   “I have heard about it Sir.” 

   “Have you heard about the attack at the border?” 

   “A little Sir, no details and much rampant speculation.” 

   “Then let me fill you in. Junior Master Aaron took twenty BattleMages, to attack a Baron 

harboring DragonBorn, against my recommendation. His attack was successful. The Baron and 

his estate were destroyed. On his return march, Aaron was met by a group of fifty warriors, 

wearing black armor and carrying the symbol of a Dragon. Aaron, and all of the BattleMages 

died in the battle. Now, we have a similar foe, attacking us here, in our home, I do not know 
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details yet, but I can only assume at this point, that everyone at the compound was killed. What 

should we do about the situation?” 

   “Do you want an honest answer Sir?” 

   The Grand Master turned to look at Collen. “Why would you ask me a question like that?” 

   “Because many things, I see, as obvious, are frowned upon. I am called names and threatened 

when I give my honest opinions on many matters.” 

   “Such as?” 

   “Such as wielding a staff instead of a sword. Such as wearing a robe, instead of armor, even 

simple leather armor would provide some defense against, say a poisoned dart from an assassin. I 

have been told, that a staff, imbued with the elements, was more deadly than any sword, but I 

feel, that the sword, imbued with the elements, would be superior to the greatest staff.” 

   “I cannot disagree with you, but it is not our way. If we were to adopt these things, then how, 

would we be different from those we have tried to destroy for hundreds of years?” 

   “Sir?” 

   “What makes us different from the DragonLords Collen? Do we not recruit those of the blood 

to become our members?” 

   “Yes Sir, we do, but our blood is not strong, we are more man, than Dragon.” 

    The Grandmaster nodded. “Let us set all of this aside for the moment. Tell me what you 

would do if you were in my place. How would you end the fighting?” 

   “I would surrender to the assassins guild, and pay their fine. Then I could concentrate on 

finding the DragonLord. The assassins guild is not a foe that we can effectively fight. they do not 

fight us in the open, they kill us one at a time, from the shadows. We can, and will find a few of 

them, but we cannot find them all. We CAN find the DragonLord, and kill him.” 
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   “Lets say we do that, and end our war with the guild, and lets also say that we find this 

DragonLord, and he has three hundred well trained DragonBorn. How many mages do you think 

it will take to kill them all? Three hundred? Five hundred?” 

   “It will take, however many it takes. Fifty of them killed twenty of our best BattleMages, I 

would take no chances, I would send two thousand mages against him. Destroy him, and his 

people. We cannot allow our secrets into the hands of common people. They would misuse these 

secrets against those who cannot use them.” 

   The Grandmaster smiled sadly. “Spoken like a true tower mage. What do you think a chariot 

of fire is? How can the children of the dragon come from beyond the skies?” 

   “The prophecies. I have thought about these things to the edge of sanity. There is too much I 

do not know, too much we all need to know, but I will say, I have seen something in the sky, that 

appeared to be a ball of fire, leaving behind a trail of smoke. Are they chariots of fire? I do not 

know, But I think, they come from somewhere other than here. Somewhere beyond where our 

own sky starts, and ends. If the prophecies are to become reality, then the children of the dragon, 

need to come from somewhere out there, beyond our skies, riding their chariots of fire.” 

   “So, how do we stop them?” 

   Collen shrugged his shoulders. “It is Prophecy Sir, we cannot stop them, It may be the very 

acts we take today, that will see the fulfillment of prophecy tomorrow. In order to overcome, to 

win through, we must unite all of the kingdoms of Eden. Is having a mage beside each ruler 

uniting all of the realms? All of the rulers? I have felt, for a long time, that we battle against 

ourselves for reasons that are simply, misinterpretations of something we cannot hope to 

understand, until the time arrives. We struggle to control something, that will not come to pass, 

until the three are united in goal. Who are the three? We have no way of knowing, so we ignore 
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that part. Yet, something we read within the passages that has a vague meaning, we interpret it to 

our advantage and act on that interpretation. No one is willing to admit, that we might be wrong. 

No one, is even willing to admit that the prophecies may be false. It may be, that they were 

simply the ravings of a madman. We just do not know, and we will not know, until the time 

arrives.” 

   “So what would you do about it?” 

   “I would try, to unite the kingdoms, not through force of might, but through the common goal 

of survival. I would bring any of the blood I could find, into the fold, and train them to the best 

of my ability, with will, with swords, with armor, with bow and arrow, with horses, all of it, to 

make them not just dangerous as a mage, but dangerous as a warrior. I have always felt, that we 

ignore too much of our abilities. We do not know what we will face, so we need to prepare, in 

every way we can. Right now, we prepare only in one of those ways, the use of will.” 

   “But why? Why would it take more than simple use of will? We train long, and hard, we are 

powerful within our own minds!” 

   “Yes Sir, we are, but, if they are children of the Dragon, will they not resist the use of will, 

just as those we fought near the Godart border resisted our use of will? Were we trained to use 

other weapons, we could have stood against them!” 

   The GrandMaster smiled, and then laughed, out loud. “You are wise, so far beyond your years 

Collen. There is so much you have yet to learn though.” 

   They both turned as the door opened. A mage, looking as if he had been through hell and 

survived it. 

   “Grandmaster, I must speak to you.” 

   “Go ahead Kailes, were you at the compound?” 
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   “Aye Sir, the only to walk away, you need to know who, or more like what attacked us.” 

   “I have already heard, but I do want to hear your version.” 

   “I was on watch, simply, watching the road. They didn’t come from the road. I heard a sound, 

a roaring. I have never heard such a sound, it was like the wind in the big pines, but louder, 

courser. Dust and dirt blew all around me, when I could see, there were several hundred men, 

and women wearing heavy armor within the compound behind me. I sent the warning, and I tried 

to dodge a spell, a fireball, larger than I could have made on my best day. I went over the fence, 

and fell all the way to the bottom of the valley. Flaming debris was falling all around me, the 

ground was shaking from the explosions, I managed to climb to the top near the gate. I ran for 

the gate, and as I did...  Sir, It was a Dragon, his scales black as night, with a blue border, his 

eyes, were golden, as bright as any polished gold coin.” 

   “Did you try to attack him Kailes?” 

   “No Sir, by the time, I recovered from the shock, he was swallowed by the night. I failed you 

Grandmaster. I accept my punishment.” 

   “There will be no punishment Kailes. It appears your arm is broken, you are covered with 

burns and cuts. Find someone to heal you, then we will talk further, I want to know all the details 

you remember.” 

  “I, will heal him Sir.” 

   The Grandmaster turned and nodded to Collen. “Please do so then.” 

   Collen stepped up to the mage, and put his hand on his neck. He let the power of will, and 

healing flow into the mage. The man shivered, his teeth chattered, and then he gasped and sighed 

dramatically. 
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    “I thank you mage, you are strong. I did not know how bad the pain was until it was gone.” 

He turned back to the GrandMaster. “Sir, their armor, was black, it had lines in it, and reflected 

the light of the fire. They wore helms adorned with Dragons, and their breastplate had a dragon 

hammered into it. They each carried two swords, those swords also black, but the hilts of those 

swords carried stones, or crystals. There were many women among the group, and they appeared, 

to hold equal status to the men. There was one among them, who stood taller than the rest by a 

head. The Dragon on his Helm larger, its wings grander than the rest. 

This, I saw, in the brief time I had. When I ran through what remained of the gate, the compound 

was destroyed. I ran among the fallen, checking to see if any lived. They were not killed by 

spells, they were killed, by the swords, all but two who had no mark of a sword upon them. 

Many, died within the buildings, they never had a chance to get out. The spells they used to 

destroy those buildings were strong. Sir, I felt the use of will, but, what i felt, could not account 

for the damage that was done.” 

   “Very well Kailes, Your report is thorough. I would ask, that you write down what you told 

me, and fill in any details you may remember while writing. Do it now, while the memory is 

fresh.” 

   “Understood Sir!” 

   When the door closed, the Grandmaster turned to Collen. “Are you feeling well?” 

   “No Sir, I feel, Ill for some reason. Perhaps just the excitement.” 

   He stepped over to Collen and put his hand on Collens forehead. “No, I think not. Our time is 

short. Sit, and try to remain calm. I have much to tell you, in this short time.” He stepped around 

the table and sat across from Collen. “I have been the Grandmaster here, for nearly thirty years. 

In that time, I have struggled, to understand many things, just as you have Collen. I struggled, to 
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understand the differences, between those we choose to become mages, and those we destroy. 

What I have found, is that when the blood is stronger than what we allow, the person, is ever 

more aggressive. They live to fight, and they live to kill. It is in their blood to do these things. 

Men and women alike feel it. The men, want to fight, for dominance. the women want to fight, to 

draw the strongest male. Males feel aggression, women feel passion. Both have difficulty 

controlling their tempers, and the things their blood draws them to do. I have studied long, and 

hard. In my chamber, I have writings from the DragonLords. In reading those writings, I have 

not found the answers I seek, instead, I have found only more questions. When the DragonLords 

came for the tower, there were not many of them left. Why? In the writings, I found, that they 

began to have great difficulty in winning mates from the trueblood lairs. They did not know why, 

except, that the dragons they fought, fought more intelligently than they had ever done before. 

they used tactics and the element of surprise when they fought. They no longer bulled forward, 

they retreated when they had to. This, is most unlike the truebloods. The answer, came to me, 

when I heard about your tour group. When you were ten, you walked among the dragons within 

this tower. Those dragons bowed to your group. They knelt within their chains as your group 

passed them. Have you ever considered why?” 

   “No Sir. I remember it, but I did not know it was not supposed to happen.” 

    “Let me set that aside for a moment. There are other things that have set you apart from the 

rest of us. Do you remember being tested Collen? Do you remember when they tested your 

blood?” 

   “No Sir.” 

   “You were young. They tested your blood, and they could not get an answer that made any 

sense.  They let you go, and marked you down as pass. Hold out your hand Collen.” 
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   the Grandmaster placed a crystal globe in Collens hand, and put his hand on top of it. Collen 

felt his use of will, and the globe darkened in a swirling mist. Within moments, the numbers 

coalesced within the globe. Collen yanked his hand away, his eyes wide. 

   “That, that, that is NOT possible!” 

   “Calm your heart Collen, and listen to me very carefully. I believe, that the dragons in our 

roosts, are not PureBloods. I believe, that they are DragonLords, and they only remain there, 

because it benefits them. I went out on my own, with the writings of the DragonLords. I studied 

some of the things I found in those writings. I found, that just as the numbers you saw within the 

crystal are true, that those of us here, who call ourselves mages are DragonLords by inheritance. 

I found, that anyone, with even the smallest spark of the ancient blood in their veins, can become 

Dragon!” 

   Collen was on his feet in an instant, but he was held there, by confusion. “But, Sir, How? We 

have fought for so long against them!” 

   “We have fought, in error. We have fought because a line of the prophecies was interpreted 

incorrectly, JUST as you claimed. Listen to me carefully Collen. This is important, and will be 

the last command I ever give you. You will go to the roost, I do not care how you get there, 

falsify the watch schedule whatever you have to do to get into the roosts one hour from now. 

Within the roost, you will find someone who will help you. You are going to come of age soon, 

within the next day or two. You must be gone before then, or the mages of this tower will kill 

you. I am going to call a general assembly of the mages. I have learned, that my death is being 

discussed in certain circles of the tower. I want my death to mean something. I am going to show 

them the truth. I am going to become Dragon to prove to them what we all are!” 

    “They, will kill you Sir!” 
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   “Of course they will, but, it will put a spark in the minds of everyone that sees, or hears of it. 

That will be the spark you need.” 

   “Me Sir?” 

   “You, are destined to save us. I knew, when you were five, that something was special about 

you. Your teachers harassed and angered you, trying to get you to release your will. Finally, you 

did. Your teacher was prepared. The room you were in, was warded to minimize any damage 

done. Your release of will, blasted your teacher through the three foot thick wall of the tower, 

and out across the valley. Your strength, your freedom of thought, and your ideas have been 

suppressed as you grew. Now, you need to escape this tower, and escape the constraints that our 

teaching has wrapped around you. You need, to save the mages in this tower. Somehow, you, 

must convince them, that we are all the same, we are all children of the Dragon. Only together, 

can we defeat the threat that is coming!” The grandmaster placed three books on the table. “I 

know, that you know every spell up through nine by heart. Here before you, is also the tenth 

level spell book, and another spellbook, that was written by me. It has many things within it that 

you will find useful. Read the third page of my book, learn that spell, then gather your things and 

go to the roosts. Remember, your task is not to destroy us, but to save those you can! Now GO!” 

   Collen realized, he was wandering aimlessly as his mind raced in circles. He corrected his 

course, and managed to get to his room. It took several moments for him to control his breathing, 

and slow the pounding of his heart. All of his life he had learned, hatred toward DagonBorn, 

only, to discover, that his very own blood was stronger than any that had lived in hundreds of 

years. How was that possible? His thoughts collided within his mind until he realized, he had 

been just standing for several minutes. He did not have time to stand. He opened the spellbook, 

and turned to the third page. He learned, on but a single page, how to store anything, and 
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everything he could imagine. Even living people and animals. He tried it with his entire dresser 

of clothing. When the dresser vanished, he no longer doubted. He stored his bookshelf and even 

his desk. Then his footlocker. He tore the watch schedule from the wall board, and used his will 

to alter the time and date. He picked up his staff, and headed for the roost. At this time of the 

morning, there would be no one in the roosts, the door would be warded and locked, and a single 

student standing guard over the door, in the most thankless duty within the tower. 

 

   Collen? What are you doing here?” 

   “Hello Kath, I guess I am here to replace you.” He handed her the watch schedule and 

shrugged his shoulders. “Unless you don’t want relieved? I have plenty to do...” 

   “NO! No, “ She stuffed his schedule back into his hand. “Time just caught up with me, didn’t 

realize It was time for my relief yet.”She grabbed her staff, and the book she had been reading 

and smiled at Collen. “Have fun Collen!” 

   “Yah, right.” 

   She giggled as she bounced hurriedly down the steps. 

   Collen waited ten minutes, then turned to the door of the roost. He had to remove the wards, 

and unlock it. It took him about five minutes to do both. He stepped through the door, and closed 

it, then he re locked it, and reset the wards. He added wards of his own, making it even harder to 

get through. With a sigh of relief, he finally turned toward the roost. The impossibility of it all hit 

him then. How was he to escape from the very top of the tower? There was no one here but the 

Dragons. He walked to the main isle. The Dragon nearest watching him with big golden eyes. 

Remembering what the Grandmaster had said, he spoke aloud. 
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   “The Grandmaster sent me here. I am to escape the tower before I come of age. I was told, to 

come to you for help!” 

   “The Grandmaster huh?” 

   Collen spun, his staff up. A man was walking toward him. He held his hands out to the side. 

“I am no threat to you CollenDrian’Mar. We have waited long for this day. I did not expect it to 

be the Grandmaster who figured out who, and what we were. Does he have a plan to delay the 

mages from discovering our escape?” 

   “He is calling a general assembly right now, he plans, to reveal to them, that we are all, 

DragonBorn, and DragonLords, he expects them to kill him.” 

   “The man raised an eyebrow. “Yes, that will keep their minds from us for quite a long time, 

Come Collen, I am Lexcen, current Patriarch. We need to get everyone out. You will fly with my 

daughter until you learn to manage your own wings.” He turned to one of the dragons beside the 

Isle. “Go open the gates Bothen, the rest of you, prepare to fly, We go to the valley!” 

   All around him, Dragons became human, they smiled at him, clapped him on the back, and 

walked toward the large opening at the end of the hallway. 

   All he could do was stare in stunned disbelief. 

   “Collen, this is Tawn, climb up onto her shoulders, slide your legs under the shoulder and 

neck plates, and hang on!” 

   Even as he stepped up onto her leg, and swung over her shoulder the others were simply 

diving out the opening in the top of the tower. They changed as they fell, and a dragon glided 

away. 

   They made room for the dragon he was riding, and Collen had a great deal of difficulty not 

screaming as she folded her wings around him and plunged through the opening. Then he felt 
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smashed against her back as the great wings came down. There was several minutes of being 

squashed, and then almost weightless. Collen turned his head, sure that the mages would be 

attacking at any moment, and realized, they were very high above the tower. A long line of 

dragons followed them. 

    Instead of wanting to scream in fear, he wanted to scream in joy. So he did. He whooped, 

and then leaned forward and hugged the massive neck in front of him. He felt his whole body 

vibrate as a rumble of pleasure came from the Dragons Chest beneath him. He felt the soft touch 

on his mind, and knew, it was the Dragon he rode. 

    “I am Tawnen, it is my pleasure to give you a lift Collen. But if you keep hugging me I will 

find a place to land so I can hug you back, restrain yourself until we arrive.” 

   “I, am sorry, I mean, I think.” 

   “Father told me to answer your questions while we fly. You must have a lot of questions?” 

   “Yes, my mind is about to explode. You are not true bloods? We always thought that you 

were trueblood dragons!” 

   “The DragonLords, used to fight the lair patriarchs, for the right to claim a female to mate. 

The Female laid her eggs in the nests at Dragonlord Keep. Those that hatched, as human infants, 

were raised, as true DragonLords, Those born as Dragon, were raised until they could fly, and 

then they were shooed away from the keep to fend for themselves. The DragonLords did not 

realize that there was no difference between the young. Those born dragon, were the same as 

those born human, only their shapes differed. As the young dragons that were chased away from 

the keep grew, they also learned. Their ability to learn and adapt far surpassed the truebloods. 

Eventually they came to rule the roosts, and began producing young of their own by mating with 

the truebloods of the lairs. The DragonLords came to find, that defeating a patriarch to claim a 
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mate, was more and more difficult. While our numbers soured, their own began to dwindle. 

Everyone thought of us as TrueBloods, but in reality, we were simply, feral DragonLords.” 

   “So, how did you come to be in the top of the tower?” 

   “The mages, while they want to destroy opposition, and the children of the dragon as in their 

prophecies, also wanted a way, to keep their own blood strong. When they began their campaign 

to rid the world of truebloods, they decided to capture as many as they could. For study and 

experimentation. We allowed ourselves to be captured, and chained to the walls of the tower. 

They feed us, and clean up the messes we are obliged to leave for them, and once in a while they 

parade some young mages by us to impress them. All the while, we came and went. Not really at 

will, but enough to exchange those living in the tower for others, to allow them to take a break.” 

   “But, where did you go when you left the tower?” 

   “The Cities and towns. We have continued to grow all the time we were in the tower. There 

were times that some of us younger generation had to leave, like when I came of age, I was 

locked in a cavern deep in the mountains.” 

   “Came of age? The Grandmaster said i must be gone before I came of age, What does it 

mean?” 

   “Basically, it means becoming an adult. You will be capable of becoming a Dragon, 

everything about the way you perceive the world will change, you will come into your full 

power, and will have to begin struggling to control your anger and aggressiveness.” 

   “So, they will lock me away when I come of age so I do not hurt anyone?” 

   “No, they only lock the females away. We release pheromones when we come of age. the 

smell, would drive any male within range into an insane rage. The males would try to kill each 
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other for the right to mate with us. After the first time, we will never again release those 

pheromones unless we wish to.” 

   “I... see.” Collen felt that he shouldnt ask, but he had to. “So, what happens when I come of 

age?” 

   “You will mate with me, if you wish, you will bond me, and we will remain together all of the 

days of our life.” 

   “Just like that? I do not get to take you out on dates or buy you flowers? What about your 

father? Will he not be a little, upset?” 

   She giggled. “No, we are not human Collen. You must get rid of the human ideas of how 

things work. Tell me, why does a human father jealously guard his teenage daughter?” 

   “I suppose, because he does not want her to get involved with some boy who will not care for 

her and support her? Or because he will want to do, certain things with her, then get rid of her?” 

   “Yes, and yes. If you decided you do not want to care for me, will I be helpless and starve to 

death?” 

   “No, I suppose you could hunt for your food quite easily.” 

   “I could live very well, even completely alone. My father is also not worried about us mating, 

and then you running off, because it is MY choice who I mate with, and when. If you decide to 

toss me aside, none of the others will have anything to do with you. Besides, your blood is very 

strong, it will strengthen us. Once you have come of age, many, if not all of the females will be 

trying to get you alone so they can release their Pheromones. They will all want to carry your 

eggs.” 

   “Oh boy, this is going to take a bit of getting used to.” 
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   “You could always bond me, that would give me the right to tell them it was Okay to mate 

with you, or go away if you do not want to.” 

   “Bond you?” 

   “You really know nothing about us do you?” 

   “I was raised in the tower Tawnen, they do not exactly encourage us to learn more than what 

it takes to kill you.” 

   “Oh dear. This is not going to be easy for you. Bonding, sort of puts a permanent link 

between us. You will always know, what I am feeling, and in some cases you will be able to 

know what I am thinking, and the other way around. When bonded, others will feel it, and leave 

you alone. If their desire is strong, they can approach me, or, the males could approach you.” She 

giggled again as Collen struggled with a jealous rage at the thought. 

   “I do not even KNOW you, I have never even seen you Tawnen, how will I know if I like you 

or not?” 

   “You already know Collen, just as I already know. I knew the moment I saw you walk into 

the roost.” 

   He said nothing, examining his own feelings, including the fit of jealousy that had flashed 

through his mind. “How is it possible to know? I mean, I do know you are very nice, but, if you 

have been in the roost, you are what? Three hundred years old or more?” 

   “No, I have only been in the roost since I came of age about five months ago. I grew up on a 

farm in the mountains.” 

   “Really? A farm farm? As in, cows and chickens farm?” 
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   She giggled again. “Yes, a farm farm, cows chickens pigs rabbits you name it, Plowing the 

fields of our valley, planting and harvesting, cutting hay, making cheese and butter, butchering 

the animals in the fall and smoking the meat. A farm farm.” 

    “Wow, that is so great, I know nothing but what I learned in the tower. Work to us, was 

helping to carry up supplies from the bottom level.” 

   “What about training? Didn’t that keep you in good shape?” 

   “No, training with the staff, is more about using someone else’s power against them. I stay in 

good shape because I work at it, sometimes in my room doing situps and pushups. They do not 

care if you are fit beyond normal.  slightly fat or slightly thin. Our power is within our mind, not 

in our body, so, yah, it was hard to stay in shape. I volunteered to carry supplies every day, but 

they wouldn’t let me.” 

   “Well, training you to fly will fix that. Father will also teach you to handle a sword, between 

that, flying, and keeping up with me at night, you will be amazing in no time.” 

   Collen choked, and once again felt his face flush in the cold wind. “What do you look like 

Tawnen?” 

   “Is that important to you Collen?” 

   “A little. I would like to think that my heart would choose someone nice to look at especially 

if I have to look at them the rest of my life, which could last a long time.” 

   “Well, I am short, and fat, and have skin problems. When I am not a Dragon I have a hard 

time seeing well.” 

   “Really?” 

   “Patience, we will be over the valley soon.” 
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   He knew his heart had chosen, and there was nothing he could do about it. He concentrated on 

where they were. That didn’t take long, they were above the clouds, and he couldn’t see anything 

beyond an ocean of white stretching out below them. Ahead he could see dark shapes looming 

up from the clouds. He assumed they were mountain tops. Tawnen followed the others over a 

ridge, and he was shocked to see a valley below them. a valley of green and blue. They spiraled 

above the valley as others landed. Collen payed attention now, to flying. How she twisted her 

wings this way or that. How she spread them wide to catch the air as they went down, and how 

they folded in slightly, coming back and up, then forward as she spread them wide again and 

glided, or forced them down. He could feel the powerful muscles of her shoulders working. He 

examined the scales in front of him. His legs tucked under them, and he could feel the warmth. 

He put his hands under the scales, against the Dragons skin. the heat emanating from her skin 

was incredible. Even as he moved his hands she screamed, and he felt her whole body shudder. 

His legs were nearly crushed as she clamped the scales down trying to stop him from moving his 

hands. 

   “Aha! A ticklish Dragon!” 

   “Collen NO!” 

   He wiggled his fingers and she screamed again, of course it came out as a strange roaring 

cough, but he heard her scream in his own mind as she twisted and wiggled and laughed 

uncontrollably. 

   “Stop or I will drop you! Your going to make me crash!” 

   “Okay! Sorry, I’ll stop.” 

   “I am still going to make you PAY for that!” 
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   He was still laughing when she finally turned and lined up with a ledge, that had a substantial 

cave behind it. Again he tried to pay attention to how she did it. She came in actually a little 

below the lip of the ledge and tilted her wings up, her body back. As the forward momentum 

stopped, she brought her wings down, and gently landed on the ledge. Impressed, he climbed 

down her leg, stretching his own as pins and needles began stabbing at them. He turned, and 

stared. All thoughts about his legs being asleep gone. 

   “Tawn? Is that you?” 

   “Yes, its me, I told you I was short and fat.” 

   “By the three! your Beautiful!” 

   She took his hand. “Come on, others want to land, we need to get out of the way.” 

   Her long black hair was tinged with red along the edges, just as her scales had a red border. 

She was nearly as tall as he was, and she was certainly not fat. She led him into the cave, and off 

to the side, then she turned and before he could react, kissed him. 

   He was so stunned that it was over, and she was leading him down the hall before he had 

collected his wits enough to be embarrassed.  She led him down the long hallway past what had 

to be hundreds of large chambers and rooms. He was amazed to see doorways obviously cut for 

human use. She led him past them to a room that had a metal door. Lexcen was already there. 

   He turned as they entered. “Someone has already been here. Everything is gone.” 

   “Oh no! All of the gold, the library? All of it?” 

   “All of it.” 

   “A thief? Do you think the mages could have..” 

   “No, it wasn’t a mage, it had to be another Dragon. If they took everything, they could only 

be taking it to one place, the same place were going to.” 
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   “So we can get it back?” 

   “Get it back? Tawn, if another Dragon took it, they were right to take it. If we find an 

abandoned lair containing such things will we leave it all there?” 

   “No, but, it still hurts.” 

   “Do not worry about it right now. His heart rate is elevated, his temperature much too high, 

his time is short. Bar the door, and remain here until it is done. Talk to him, teach him, he has 

much to learn about us.” 

   Lexcen turned and closed the door as he left. Tawnen dropped the big iron bars, then turned to 

Collen. “At least they left some carpets and rugs and even a bed so we can be comfortable.” She 

flopped down on the bed and lifted a hand to him. When he had settled down beside her, His 

elbow propping his head up he just stared. 

   “What?” 

   “You are beautiful Tawn!” 

   “No, I am short and fat. I should be taller, like my father. I have a big roll around...” 

   Collen kissed her again, and she did not pull away. “I want to bond you Tawn, I want to be 

with you forever! What do I need to do?” 

   “To bond me? You will know when the time comes.” 

   “No, about coming of age, do I need to say the magic words, or pee on a toadstool?” 

   She giggled again. “No silly, it will just happen when you are ready. In five minutes, or five 

hours.” 

   “Does it hurt?” 

   “No, you will feel a funny feeling, like flames in your blood. You might get sick, but it does 

not last long, and does not hurt.” 
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   “I wish it would hurry, so I can bond you, and hold you in my arms.” 

   “You can hold me in your arms now Collen, but, you should at least think about mating with 

the other females, it would make us stronger.” 

   “I do not want to mate with them, I only want you.” 

   “If they get you alone, you will have no choice, then you will want to when they release the 

pheromones.” 

   “No, I can resist them, I know I can, after seeing you, there could be no other in my life.” 

   “You cannot resist them Collen, no male can, not even a human male, but it would kill a 

human, it will not kill you.” 

   “I can resist! Do it Tawn, do your worst! If I can resist you I can resist any because I really 

really want you!” 

   She jumped to her feet, and began undressing, without shame or embarrassment. She closed 

her eyes, and Collen felt the first rush of irresistible desire. In that moment, he understood why 

no one could resist. He locked himself in the void, and tried to control his breathing. He was 

capable of shutting out everything, but he wanted to remain in control, so he could talk to her. 

She tilted her head, and then curled up in his arms, waiting for him to react. 

   “I can resist, I told you I could, just so you will know, that no one can ever force me to do 

anything that would hurt you.” 

   “Collen, it would not hurt me, well, maybe a little, but I understand, it would be for the good 

of the lair, Collen?” 

   “Yes?” 

   “The Pheromones affect me to, if you do not stop resisting, I will go open that door!” 
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   She lay across him, both of them breathing heavily. Her hair was spread across his face, neck 

and chest. Her head resting on his chest. “That was wonderful Collen, better than I ever 

expected.” 

   “Better? You have never done this before?” 

   “No, I went to the tower after I came of age, to allow others who had not been out in a long 

time some freedom.” 

   She propped herself up and looked into his eyes. Whatever she was going to ask, was lost as 

he grabbed her and pulled her on top of him, and kissed her again. 

 

   Eventually, she leaned over and traced her finger across his chest. “I did not know, it was 

possible without the Pheromones, yet you do not stop.” 

   “I will stop, if you want me to.” 

   “No, do not stop Collen!” 

   She rolled him over, but he stopped her, and sat back. 

   “Collen?” 

   “I feel sick, I do not want to throw up on you.” 

   She put her hand on his forehead. “It is time for you to come of age.” 

   “That did not happen yet?” 

   “No.” 

   “Then, you took advantage of a boy and had your way with him?” 

   “Yes, is that a problem?” 

   “No, no problem... oooh, wheres that toadstool, I really feel strange!” 
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   “Just hold me Collen. Hold me close. Do what you must, I am here for you now, just like you 

were there for me a few minutes ago!” 

   The roaring of flames did feel like it was in his own veins. His head seemed about to burst. 

His vision blurred in and out of focus..... 

 

   When he opened his eyes, he was wrapped in her arms again. He knew, that somewhere along 

the line, he had bonded her. She was holding him, and they had somehow gotten halfway across 

the room. The feeling he got through the bond, was a mixture of emotions, but the greatest of 

those emotions, was fear. 

  “Tawn? Did I hurt you? Are you Okay?” 

   “I am Okay Collen, but, do you not feel it?” 

   “Feel what? I feel, free, I feel, more open, as if I can sense every insect, every person in the 

caves. I can hear better, and see better. What do you feel that makes you afraid of me Tawn? I 

would never hurt you.” 

   She disentangled herself from him and stood up. “The power Collen, something is terribly 

wrong!” 

   “What power? I feel no different than I have always felt. What are you talking about?” 

   Someone banged on the door. Tawnen ran and opened it. Lexcen stepped in and closed the 

door. 

   “What has happened?” 

   “The power Father, can you feel it in him?” 

   “Yes, it is why I am here.” 

   “What power? What are you two talking about?” 
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   “You really don’t know? You do not feel it? Get dressed, and meet me on the ledge!” 

   Collen got dressed, but not as fast as Tawnen. She continuously glanced his way, and then 

backed away from him when he approached her. 

   “Tawn, you’re scaring me, tell me what’s going on?” 

   “Collen, I do not know why you cannot feel it, but, just being in the same room with you, is, 

awe inspiring. Something happened when you came of age, I do not know what it is, but, the 

power I can feel from you, is immense, greater than anything I have ever experienced. I, am, 

afraid of you.” 

   “Tawn, I am not going anywhere, unless it is with you holding my hand. I do not know what 

you feel, I feel nothing different.” 

   He held out his hand, and she stepped forward, but did not take his hand. 

   “Collen, I want to kneel before you!” 

   “We will have time for that later, right now Lex wants to see me, and you have to take me...” 

   “Collen, I am serious!” 

   “Tawn, take my hand. Let’s go find out what’s going on, there has to be some mistake here.” 

   She hesitantly took his hand, and led him from the room. In the hallway, some bowed some 

knelt. Collen pretended to not see it, feeling even more confused. Lexcen was pacing back and 

forth on the ledge when they stepped out of the cave. 

   “Collen, what I feel from you, is beyond anything I have ever felt. I want you, to strike the far 

mountain, like this.” 

   Lexcen released his will. A blast of energy arced across the miles, hitting the mountain and 

causing a small avalanche. 
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   Collen nodded, and did exactly as Lexcen had, He released his will, sending the blast toward 

the mountain. Lex did not even watch it hit, he turned to Collen. “No, not with indirect will! Use 

your Dragon power, use Direct will!” 

   “Collen thought about what he had felt from Lexcen, and realized, he had used something 

different. He felt what Lex had done, and within moments grasped the possibilities. There was 

another form of will, of power that did not come from the void. Excited, Collen opened himself 

to free will for the first time. He concentrated on the mountain, and thrust his hand forward from 

the hip, his palm upward. He opened his hand as his arm reached full extension. The rush of 

power staggered him. He blinked several times, and his jaw dropped open in astonished 

disbelief, as the entire mountain top disintegrated. Debris blasted into the air miles high. He 

turned to seek an explanation from Lexcen, and found him against the rock face, just getting to 

his feet. 

   “Get Tawnen, get her inside. EVERYONE INSIDE!” 

   Collen turned to the other side, and also found Tawnen against the rock face, curled into a 

protective ball. He ran to her, and gently picked her up. 

   “Tawn? Tawn? TAWNEN!” 

   “Get her inside now!” 

   Collen carried her into the cave, even as she blinked and lifted her head. She put her arm 

around his neck and pulled herself closer, burying her face in his neck as he moved deeper. He 

stopped, and turned toward the cave mouth. Lexcen was backing into the cave as the debris 

began to rain down across the valley. 

   “What is it? How is that possible Lexcen?” 

   “I do not know Collen, it is what we can feel from you, just being in your presence.” 
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   “No man should ever control such power. What has happened to make it possible?” 

   “Again, I do not know Collen. I only know, that you do control such power, and you are now 

the leader of the Lair, all lairs, all survivors. We have a King, for the first time ever. A single 

leader capable of uniting us all.” 

   “I do not want to be a leader Lexcen, much less the king of Dragons.” 

   “Dragons are no more, we are DragonLords. Like it or not, you are the King.” 

   “I am afraid Lexcen. All of my life, I have learned to control my mind, to use my power 

wisely, yet now, I find, that I am in control of a power that would allow me to walk across the 

face of the earth destroying everything in my path.” 

   “Will you use it to destroy the mages when they come for us?” 

   “We need to talk about that.” 

   “Oh?” 

   “The last thing Grand Master Rose told me to do, was to save the mages of the tower.” 

   “Save them? How are you to save men who want you dead very badly?” 

  “We need to show them, that they, are DragonLords, not just mages.” 

   “As I understand the way things work, their blood is not strong enough for them to become 

Dragon.” 

   “I only know, that the Grand Master told me, that he had discovered, any man, that carried the 

smallest trace of Dragon Blood, could use the dragon Power, and that he could become Dragon.” 

   “If that is true, then there are thousands, that we could recruit, bring to our cause to help us 

defeat the mages.” 
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   “The mages, are not our enemies. Yes, they want us dead, and now that the Grand Master is 

dead, they may well begin an open campaign against us, but they are not the ones we need to 

prepare to fight. Our enemies, will come from beyond the skies.” 

   “You speak of your prophesies?” 

   “I do.” 

   Lexcen shook his head. “The mages have struggled with that madmans writing for hundreds 

of years. What makes you think anything he said will come to pass?” 

   “I do not know Lexcen, what I do know, is that being prepared will only benefit us all. If we 

can unite the rulers, and the mages of the tower, then the wars will stop.” 

   “Unite them, under your leadership?” 

   “NO! I do not want to lead! Especially mankind. We do not need to become their rulers, we 

only need to find a way, to unite them.” 

   “That, will be a difficult task.” 

   “It will give us purpose. I need to learn so much, I need to learn, to become Dragon, and fly, 

but I also feel, that our time is running out.” 

   “I will teach you how to fly, husband.” 

    Collen looked down at her head, still buried in his neck. “I would be honored... wife.” 

      

 

    

      “The first thing you need to do, is picture the dragon in your mind. It does not matter what 

color or how big, just picture the dragon. Once you have the image, you fill that image with free 
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will. Pour your will into it, until you feel that it is full. Then release your will, with the intent, of 

taking that form. Returning to this form, is just as simple.” 

   Collen stepped out to the middle of the ledge, and concentrated on the image of a dragon in 

his mind. Filling it with his will, was he hard part. he struggled with it for several moments, 

before he realized, the image was already full, and could hold no more power, so he simply, 

released it, thinking of becoming Dragon. 

   Tawnen squealed with delight, telling him he had succeeded. He opened his eyes, and was 

startled how far down the ledge was. In fact, he was huge. He twisted his head around, and lifted 

a wing trying to see how big he really was. The sight must have been comical, because Tawnen 

was laughing hysterically by the time he figured out there was no way to see all of himself. 

   He changed back to human form. “It isnt all THAT funny!” 

   That made her laugh even harder. Collen pouted while she wiped the tears from her face. 

   “I’ve never seen a surprised look cross a dragons face before Collen, but you managed it. 

Now, flying isn’t as easy. You need to exercise your wings. Flap your wings...” 

   “Show me Tawn, in here.” 

   He pointed to his head. She stepped forward, closer to him, and closed her eyes. Collen felt 

the feathery touch, and then she was gone. “It does not seem really difficult.” 

   “Control will come with practice, the hard part, is building.. COLLEN!” 

   He simply jumped off the ledge, and shifted. She screamed, and then clapped a hand over her 

mouth as the gargantuan wings came down, lifting his bulk upward. He struggled with it, 

wobbling all over the sky, and then turned back for the ledge. He knew he was in trouble, only 

about a tenth of a second before he hit the ledge. Tawnen dove off one side, someone else dove 
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off the other side, and several ran into the cave. He gritted his teeth, and used every ounce of his 

remaining strength to slow himself down, and then bring his wings down in the final touchdown. 

   He managed it, and crashed forward on his nose. He righted himself and shook his body. 

   He moved over as Tawnen came in and landed. 

    “You bloody idiot! Let me finish talking before you do anything else foolish!” 

   He spun around, his teeth bared and reared up, his wings opening, and then he regained 

control. He lowered his head, and closed his wings. She was cowering back, ready to jump from 

the ledge again. The both spoke at the same time. 

   “I am sorry (Tawn/Collen).” 

   She shook her head. “I am the one who is wrong, I should not yell at you, but I need you to 

listen to me.” 

   “I will, I promise.” 

   “Good, now, as I was going to say, you need to flap your wings, attempt to hover. Try to keep 

your claws just above the ledge without touching it.  This will strengthen your wings, it is one of 

the most difficult maneuvers for something as large as a dragon to do. When you are good at it, 

then, we can start flying.” 

   Collen looked around the ledge. “Should we do this down on the ground? This ledge looks 

rather small when I open my wings.” 

   “We can do that, do you think you can glide to the ground without crashing?” 

   “I think so yes.” 

   “Go ahead, I will come pick up the pieces.” 

   “Your faith in me is inspiring.” 



242 

   He jumped off the ledge, and she followed right behind him. He realized, that he could not go 

below ground level, so he could not bring his body up in the same way he did with the ledge to 

slow his momentum. He still did fairly well, stalling out about ten feet above the ground, and 

landing with a grunt in a cloud of dust. 

   He spent the next day flapping furiously and raising such a cloud of dust that those on the 

ledge couldn’t see him or Tawn. She was right, it did tear at his shoulders, back and chest, 

making them burn with a fury. He called her over. 

   “If you heal me, I can make even better progress. I can go right back to flapping.” 

   “Heal you?” 

   “Yes, put your hands on.. you really dont know how to heal?” 

   “No.” 

   “Let me show you, everyone needs to know how to do this.” 

   He put his hand on the bare skin of her neck, and let the healing flow through him, into her. 

Though she did not need healing, it still allowed her to “feel” what he was doing. 

   She put her hand on his neck, and copied what she felt from him. “Did it work?” 

   “Yes, very well, I feel quite refreshed. You have to remember, that when you heal someone, 

you have to remove any foreign objects from them first. Healing a man that still has a sword in 

him won’t do much good. Healing a man, that has an arrow head broken off inside of him, will 

work, for a short time, but the arrowhead will get infected, and it will just take him longer to die. 

The same goes for dirt, or in the case of a sword thrust, it can take pieces of cloth, dirt, or links of 

chain into the wound, they must all be removed, or the man will die even more horribly when the 

infection starts. Okay?” 

   “I think I understand.” 
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   Collen flapped longer and longer each time, and then Tawn healed him. When he was 

hovering nearly effortlessly, she told him to go try climbing.  

   “Fly around in a circle for a while, always land before you become too tired to... wait, If I 

ride, I can just heal you as you fly!” 

   He lowered a shoulder, and she climbed up, settling herself on his shoulders.  

   “Ready when you are!” 

   Collen struggled to climb into the sky. Tawnen showed him how to catch thermal updrafts to 

glide, and even climb with less effort. Soon, he was flying well above the valley. Enthralled with 

the view. He turned, and flew over the mountain that he had blown the top off of, and stared in 

dismay at the debris field. It now formed a ramp, or a bridge, right to the lip of their valley. 

   “That, is not good, it is only a matter of time, before someone comes to find out why a 

mountain has exploded, then they will find this valley, and us.” 

   “We are not going to be here that long, we delay, only to await others, and train you. Then we 

are going to go to the keep.” 

   “Why to the keep? I thought it was now under the sea?” 

   “The mountain it sits upon, is mostly under water, but there are a whole chain of islands there 

now, where mountains used to be, and the Keep sits at the top of one of those mountains.” 

   “So, the only way there, is to fly or take a boat, and boats are easy to sink.” 

   “Yes, there is also much more space available there. The keep itself is protected by 

millennium old spells that preserve it. It will be a place that is hard to find, and harder to get to, if 

the mages ever decide to attack us again.” 

   Collen flew for a long time, then she had him practice his landings. He did much better, and 

soon, she was flying with him; Chasing him, and biting his tail, then diving away, twisting and 
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turning in maneuvers that were too quick for him to match because of his greater size. He 

realized, this was how an eagle must feel when it is being chased by a sparrow. 

   Over the next few days, Collen flew with several others, including Lexcen. He became 

increasingly frustrated by his inability to catch them, or keep them off his tail. With only the 

desire to change his positions in the sky, he suddenly found himself directly in front of a Diving 

Lexcen. Lex tried to pivot away, but they were too close. They came together, some four 

thousand feet above the ground, with a bone breaking impact. Lexcen spun away, his wing 

broken. Collen tried it again, shifting his position in the sky, and found himself diving hard, right 

above Lex. He shifted again, a little closer, and closed his claws over Lexcens shoulders.  

Lexcen folded his one good wing in against his body, the other trailed, flapping uncontrollably as 

Collen tried to slow his fall. Within only moments, his shoulders were on fire. The strain of 

carrying Lexcens weight was more than Collen was ready for. He called out to her, through the 

bond, pouring his desperation into the bond. She came out of the cave like an arrow and was 

climbing faster than he had ever seen her move. 

   Collen was on the verge of screaming in agony when she hit him. She shifted in mid flight, 

and fell to his back, scrambling up his back to his neck. She shoved her hands under his scales, 

and poured all of her strength into Collen. Even with her healing, it was still a struggle. They 

were in a controlled fall. Collen spiraling toward the ground, trying not to use all of his strength, 

but trying to keep them from falling too fast.  

   “You can’t do it Collen, let me go!” 

   “NO!” 

    “Were both going to die if we hit going this fast!” 

   “Shut up Lexcen!” 
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   Collen knew he was right, except for one thing. He wasn’t aiming for the ground. He had to 

gauge the rate of fall just right. He continued to spiral in, and at the last minute turned them over 

one of the ponds that dotted the floor of the valley. Now he used everything he had to try to slow 

their fall. His big wings tearing through the air with every bit of power he could force into them. 

Just over the pond he released Lexcen, and yelled for Tawnen to get clear. 

   She jumped up, and shifted, but did not get clear. Her own talons dug into his shoulders as her 

wings fought against the massive bulk below her. His energy spent, Collen tried to help, but hit 

the ground hard, catapulting her ahead of his sliding form. 

   Tawn had enough time to correct her angle of approach as she hit. She did not try to use her 

claws to dig in, she folded them back, and simply skidded across the top of the grass. Throwing 

up clumps of grass and dirt as she went. It allowed her the time to bring her wings back into 

position, and lift off as Collen slid under her, tumbling, seemingly lifeless. 

   Others were there, already helping Lexcen from the pond as she turned, and landed beside 

Collen. Miraculously, his wings were not broken, but he was unconscious, blood leaking from 

his nose and mouth. Again, Tawnen healed him. the bleeding stopped, and he appeared to be 

fine, but he did not wake. 

   She ran to her father and used her ability to heal him. Four of the others holding the broken 

wing in place as she healed. 

   “What happened!” 

   “We hit, Collen, somehow, changed places in the air. One minute, he was a hundred feet 

below me, the next moment, he was right in front of me. I think, it surprised him as much as it 

did me. We hit hard, it broke my wing. He would not let me fall. I tried to make him let go!” 

   “I know, I was there for that part, trying to heal him, trying to give him the strength.” 
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   “Then I owe both of you my life.” 

   “Something is wrong with Collen, though he is hale, he does not awake.” 

   Lexcen stood, and walked over to the great dragon, still sprawled out where he had come to 

rest. “He hit his head, very hard. Keep healing him, even if you think he does not need it. If he is 

bleeding from his brain, it could kill him. Keep the excess blood from his brain, and keep 

healing. He is strong, he will wake, it will take time for his mind to know that it is Okay again.” 

   She shifted back to Dragon form, and lay her head across him protectively. No one ventured 

anywhere near her the rest of the afternoon. The following morning, she was still in the same 

spot. still awake. Her warning growl echoing across the valley whenever someone came to check 

on them. 

   It was near high sun when she felt him stir under her. The membranes over his eyes, opened, 

and closed several times, then the eyelids blinked. She lifted her head and watched, as he tried to 

regain his senses. Finally, he lifted his head, and shook himself. 

   “Your father?” 

   “He is fine. He flies over about once an hour to check on us. I would allow no one closer than 

that.” 

   “Once an hour? How long have I been here?” 

   “Almost a full day.” 

   “I feel, good, a little groggy, but well rested. You did well Wife.” 

   “You did well too, husband.” 

   “No, I did not do well, it was because of me, that he was hurt. Had I not tried something I 

knew nothing about, neither of us would have been hurt.” 

   “That is why you would not let him fall, because it was your fault?” 
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   “Yes, and because, he is my friend. Had it not been my fault, I would still have tried.” 

   They turned as Lex landed a short distance away, making sure Tawn was not going to try to 

eat him if he got too close. 

   “Are you well Collen?” 

   “I am Lexcen, Thanks to Tawnen.” 

   “What you did, was brave, and foolish. I am glad, for another chance at life, but I would not 

see you risk yourself for me again. You are too important.” 

   “I am only as important as my friends are to me. The Value of a life, can only be measured, 

by the friends that morn when that life is gone.” 

   “You have grown strong, we have spent enough time here. Tonight, we fly south. There are 

many that will join us as we fly. We will rest in the mountains tomorrow, and continue from 

there to the Keep. It is a long flight over water, but with the healing, comes the ability to fly 

farther. Each of us can carry three or four, in human form, allowing them to rest, and sleep. We 

will all make it to the Keep. When we leave this place, you need to strike the floor of the valley 

with your power. Below us, is molten rock, when you strike, it will erupt explosively, so we will 

need to be far away. Any that come will then see a very good reason, for a mountain to have 

blown up. You, will lead us tonight, and from then forward. It is time for you to take your place 

Collen.” 

  Lexcen lifted, and flew back to the lair. 

   “So, how did you do it?” 

   “Do what?” 

   “Change your position in the sky so that you crashed with my father?” 
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   “I. do not really know. I sort of just, wanted it badly. I was frustrated, and angry I could not 

catch him, I could not catch any of you, my size is a disadvantage in aerial combat. I wanted a 

way to even the odds.” 

   “So, you made a way, you made a way to succeed when there was no way.” 

   “Well, yeah, sort of.” 

   “Show me?” 

    “Here? Now?” 

   “That is not what I meant, but if you wish I am willing.” 

   “Tawnen! You have no shame.” 

   “I did not know I was supposed to have some.” 

   Collen shifted his place, but also his position. He was laying on the ground, on his back, his 

arms folded behind his head. He reached out, and in the same way he shifted his own position, he 

shifted Tawn instead. She squeaked and stared at him in surprise. “You can do it to me as well?” 

   She was on her knees, astride his chest, looking down into his smiling face. 

   “Seems that way huh?” 

   “Collen, this is important, it could give us an even greater advantage when we fight, as human 

or as Dragon. The mages captured us with their nets, they will be looking to do it again, but this 

time, I do not think we will be taken to the roof of the tower. Being able to shift positions would 

allow us to avoid the nets, or escape them if we were caught. Shifting your position to a place 

high in the sky, you could go from standing, or fighting, anywhere, to falling through the sky, 

changing to Dragon and flying away, or rejoining the battle at a different place.” 

   She tried to get up, and could not. “Collen! Our clothing!” 
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   He looked down. The leather of her pants, was perfectly merged with the leather of his vest, 

effectively trapping her there. 

   “Well now, isn’t this an interesting dilemma? You cannot escape me now!” 

   She smacked him across the top of his head. “Since when do I ever want to escape from you? 

But, what if that had been skin instead of clothing?” 

   “It might have been painful, but then again, being permanently attached to you would also 

have its benefits, except of course, when you eat sheep.” 

   “Why when I eat sheep?” 

   “They give you gas... nasty!” 

   She opened her mouth wide and inhaled. Even as she swung, Collen was gone. She was 

sitting on her knees in the grass alone. 

   She jumped up and looked around. She eventually spotted him, circling lazily high above the 

valley, and vowed that he was going to teach her that trick, no matter the cost to his ego. 

 

    They flew along the mountain range as the eruption behind them sent clouds of ash into the 

sky. In truth, they did not care if anyone saw them. The mages knew they were out here, so 

sightings of them heading south would only serve to give the mages an incorrect direction to 

look. As they flew, they were joined by others, leaving the cities and towns they had used as a 

cover while transferring back and forth from the tower. Now, they all rejoined their lair. Each of 

them flying forward and recognizing Collen, in one way or another. Some simply flew along side 

of him, others touched him with their chin. Some simply dipped a wing in recognition.  They 

formed great V’s in the sky, like geese, using the break in the wind and air currents created by 
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the leader. As the older, and younger of them tired, they landed on the backs of those nearby and 

rested, conversing and making the trip more enjoyable. 

 

 

 

    Thallen worked his people hard, and they loved it. They struggled just as hard to learn and 

become what he wanted of them. Thallen struggled with teaching magery. Though he understood 

what he was doing and how, putting it into words was difficult. Transferring what he did into 

something that was understandable by another was not easy. Every living being had small 

differences in the way they perceived the world, and in the way their thoughts worked. together, 

they wrestled with it, and made it work. 

   The other struggle, was one of space. While the estate had seemed quite large to begin with, 

he now had just over two thousand people he was working with in different states of training. 

Making room for each group, and then making time for each group was becoming more difficult, 

and Thallen was becoming frustrated with it. 

   “I will go talk to Rhonsard, we can go inspect the islands he spoke of, and see if any of them 

will offer us more room.” 

   Thallen took a deep breath and nodded. “We cannot continue this way. When I get frustrated, 

they all feel it, and it causes them to become frustrated as well. It is not even so much the space, 

as it is the lack of knowledge. We can train them to be swordsmen of unsurpassed skill, and 

Archers of legendary acclaim, but we cannot train them to match that skill with their magery.” 

   “We could capture a mage, force him to teach us the secrets of the tower.” 
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   “I would find it difficult to refrain from sticking him full of holes and watching him leak all 

over the floor.” 

   “You are obsessed with killing them Thallen. You have achieved Vengeance, Alden rests in 

peace, let it go.” 

   “I know, but it is difficult to....” He paused, a frown crossing his face. 

   “What is it?” 

   “I, am not sure. I sense.. someone.” 

   “Someone where? How far away?” 

   Thallen slowly turned in a circle, and his frown deepened. “I sense more than one someone 

now, dozens, and... they come from.. there!” 

   He pointed deep into the heart of the mountains. 

   “Thallen, it is not possible for anyone to approach from that direction.” 

   “I know, but that is where they are! Sound the alarm!” 

   She did not question or doubt further, She turned and ran back to the yard and began yelling. 

Thallen stood, watching, trying to understand what he was feeling. His warriors gathered and 

prepared forming up behind him, each staring into the distance. 

   When she came up beside him again, she carried her bow. “Any idea yet where they come 

from?” 

  “They, are flying Von, they are very high. They are coming straight for us. They turned, when 

I first felt them, he can sense me as easily as I can sense him.” 

   “Him who Thal? Is it mages? How can they fly?” 

   “I do not know, but, I feel I know him, and there are others, hundreds, maybe thousands.” 

   Von turned and yelled new orders, re deploying their forces over a wider area. 
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   “Von?” 

   “Thal?” 

   “It’s Dragons Von, there are thousands, and they are Dragons.” 

   She felt the prickle of goosebumps run up her spine. “Are they friendly Thal or will we be 

fighting?” 

   “I feel, curiosity, not anger. Where would that many come from? How is it possible that they 

are alive? I thought I was the only one left.” 

    “I have lived longer than you, and I thought you were the only one left as well. We can only 

wait, and see. How far?” 

   “We should be able to see them soon.” Thal turned and yelled. “No one touch a weapon 

unless I or Von give the command, they may be friends, they may not, Stand ready!” 

   “OH! I see them Thal! they are very high, it looks like flocks of geese from here!” 

    They watched the approaching Dragons with a mixture of awe, and fear. As they 

approached, two of them, One very large split away from the leading edge of the front V and 

began to spiral down toward them. The other V’s turned, and began to circle. 

   “I still feel no threat, only, curiosity, and perhaps wonder or excitement?” 

   Thallen and Vonden stood their ground as the pair came in and landed a short distance away. 

They both shifted, and walked forward.  

   Thallen had his blades bared in a moment. “He is a mage.” 

   “Yes, but the female with him is not. Use care Thallen, we do not want a war with them.” 

   The pair stopped a few steps away. Vonden couldn’t help it, she lowered her bow, and 

stepped up to the male. Yet, she spoke to Thallen. 

   “Put your blades away, and step closer. Look at him Thallen!” 
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   “Thallen did put his blades away. He stepped closer, and removed his helm. The female 

grunted as if she had been punched. Now she stepped forward. 

   “You could be brothers! If Collen’s bulk matched yours, I could not tell you apart!” 

   “Collen?” 

   “Oh! I am Tawnen, this is CollenDrian’Mar, king of the DragonLords.” 

   “Thallen bowed his head, as did Vonden. “I am Honored. I am ThallenDrian’Mar, this, is 

Vonden, my Bondmate. How is it, that you... are here? Alive? I thought, I was the last, the only 

left.” 

   “It is a Long story, that I would be happy to tell. May I have the lair land in your field? It 

would do us good to rest.” 

   “Of course, if you come with friendly intentions, you are welcome here, all of you.” 

   “Friendly intentions? You are our brothers and sisters, we would not attack you for any 

reason. I feel, that you have gathered together many of the blood. What is your purpose?” 

   “We kill mages of the tower.” 

   Collen started to say something, but stopped. He turned to his bondmate. “Have them land, 

and rest, Thallen and I need to talk, join us when you have directed the lair.” 

   She turned and ran a few steps, shifting and lifting into the sky. Thallen watched her 

completely enthralled to see another Dragon. When he turned back to Collen, he couldn’t help 

but return the other mans crooked smile, with one that matched exactly. 

   “I never thought to see another who could become Dragon.” 

   “You should know, that any, of the blood, no matter how diluted it is, can become dragon.” 

   “Any?” 
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   “If they had a single ancestor, a thousand years ago, that carried only a single drop of the 

blood, then they are capable of becoming Dragon, their heritage and their future, is that of a 

DragonLord. If you have a place we can talk?” 

   “Oh!, Certainly, come with us.” 

   Thal led him into the keep, to a side room they used specifically for meetings. Thallen 

motioned for him to be seated, and then waited for Vonden to seat herself. 

   “Tell me your story? Why do you kill mages?” 

   “I was raised, by a Baron named Alden Drukkar, he trained warriors for...” 

   “For the king. The Barrons estate was attacked by twenty BattleMages. Somehow, you 

escaped, or survived, and now you seek vengeance?” 

   “You know of the attack. Yes, however, I was not at the estate when the attack came. The 

barons mage tried to kill me when I came of age. He failed. I went away, to train with my new 

bondmate, then we went to the King. Rhonsard had fallen under the control of a mage, when we 

went to him, to offer him our blades, the mage tried to kill us. It was Rhonsard who killed the 

mage while his attention was upon Von and myself. What the mage did, was an act of war, but 

Rhonsard knew he could not openly fight the mages, so he ordered us, to build a fighting force, 

that could fight them.” 

   “It was you, that attacked the compound across the valley from the tower itself?” 

   “It was.” 

   “I stood, in a window, high in the tower, and watched that attack. I saw you lift when the 

attack was over, and fly into the darkness. It was a masterful plan, and worked to perfection.” 

   “How, is it, that you were in the tower?” 
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   He paused as Tawnen was led into the room. She closed the door behind her, and seated 

herself beside Collen. 

   “I was in the tower, because I spent my life there, I was raised as a mage of ShardsHaven.” 

   Thallen said nothing, struggling to control the conflict that raged within his own mind. It was 

Collen that spoke. 

   “I do not blame you, for what you feel Thallen, In your place, I would feel the same. Perhaps 

even worse. I escaped the tower, at the GrandMasters bidding. It was he, that had discovered, 

that we, meaning the mages of the tower, were no different from those we wanted to destroy. It 

was he, that went into the wilderness, and became Dragon, even though his blood was not strong. 

He told me, to flee the tower before I came of age, or I would die. It was he, that put together the 

facts of what he actually had, in the top of the tower. The mages had spent considerable 

resources, to eliminate every Dragon. Those they could catch in their enspelled nets, they 

transported to the tower, and chained them to the walls at the very top. Even though they claim to 

hate DragonBorn, they knew that their future, depended on the blood of the dragon. They have, 

for all of these years, harbored what they thought were trueblood dragons. What they had, were 

feral dragonLords. These dragonLords, came and went from the top of the tower, without the 

knowledge of the mages that cared for them. They lived, in towns and cities, awaiting a sign. 

Their wait ended, when I stepped into the roost. They opened the great doors in the top of the 

tower, even as GrandMaster Rose called an assembly. We flew from the tower, hundreds of us, 

even as GrandMaster Rose, revealed to the mages of the tower, the truth of what they were.  I 

can only guess, but it is a guess that I am sure is correct, that they killed him, right there in the 

assembly hall, when he became dragon before their very eyes.” 

   “In his final act, he has sown the seeds of doubt in the minds of the mages.” 
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   “Yes, that was his intent. He told me, that it was me, that was to re unite the mages and the 

DragonLords. It was me, that would unite the realms, and prepare for the coming, of the children 

of the Dragon.” 

   “The coming? No, go back, and tell me what a feral dragonLord is first.” 

   The DragonLords, kept female truebloods in their roost. They mated with these females. 

When their eggs hatched, the dragonlords took the infants born human as their own, and raised 

them as DragonLords. The infants born dragon, they raised until they could fly, and then they 

shooed them away to rejoin the lairs of the truebloods. They did not realize, that those young 

Dragon, were every bit the DragonLord, that the human infants were. The young dragons did 

rejoin the lairs. As they grew, they became more intelligent than the truebloods. They wanted to 

learn, and so they did. Over time, they learned, that they could become human, they learned from 

humans, mixed and mingled with humans in their society, and took all they learned back to their 

lairs. Eventually diluting all of the blood of the lairs, with the blood of the DragonLords. They 

contributed as well, to the mix of blood among human society, and are the direct reason that 

mages exist. The true DragonLords, never mated outside of their own hierarchy. 

   “That makes sense, but you spoke of a coming of the children of the dragon?” 

   The Prophecies of the tower. I have spent much time studying, and trying to understand them. 

Of perhaps three hundred pages, that foretell many things, like the coming of the age of ice, the 

entire literary content boils down to these lines; 

 

   "When the three are united in common goal 

    The great bells in the halls of the dead will toll 

   The Swords of fire will take many a soul 
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   to divide the earth, and again make it whole 

   the goddess of love, will again show her face 

   to guide the steps of her brothers race 

   Against their own they must keep the pace 

   and defeat the blood, that is out of place 

  If they win through and maintain Control 

   Their reward will be, Xaverins embrace." 

 

 

   There are other important passages.  the children of the Dragon will come from beyond the 

skies. 

    The chariots of fire will rend the air and shake the earth when they come. 

   The children will bring the glory of the tower to an end, the tower will fall, and all the world 

will know the final battle is coming. 

   Only when the world is united. Only when the war machine is completed in all of its parts can 

the automaton bring its massive power to bear, and drive the children once, and for all time from 

the face of Eden. 

    The balance of right, the balance of wrong. The balance of love and the balance of pain will 

remain. The struggle to overthrow the balance will result in unbalance, and the imminent victory 

of the one who retained the balance. 

 

   Collen shrugged. “I know much of it is confusing. The Prophecies are so hard to understand, 

until they come to pass, when you look back at it, then it is easy to see what they meant. 
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   “It seems to me. That we need to find the three. None of this can happen, until the three are 

united in common goal.” 

   “Agreed Vonden, but we do not even have a way to identify them. It is the only passage that 

speaks of the three. All we can do, is wait for them to contact us.” 

   “That is true, if they want to unite the world, they will have to find us.” 

   Collen, you, can teach our people magery? You know the secrets of the tower?” 

   “I do, and I can, on one condition.” 

   “Which is?” 

   “You will teach me to wield a sword, and a bow.” 

   “You have never carried a sword? No, of course not. Why is it that mages seem to attach such 

importance to their staff?” 

   “It is, in its rawest form, a delineation that separates them from... you. They think, that if they 

were to take up armor, and weapons like swords hammers and axes, even bows, that the line that 

separates Man and mage, from DragonLord will be crossed. It is just another point of contention 

and stupidity.” 

   “Agreed, so where do you go? Where do we go from here?” 

   “We, go to DragonLord Keep, and you, are welcome to join us. However, you must learn to 

set aside your hate. The mages, must become one with us, before, or after the tower falls, I do not 

care, so long as they learn, and accept the truth of what they really are.” 

   “If I remain here, if I continue my quest to destroy ShrdsHaven?” 

   “Then eventually, we will be forced to come against one another. I have explained to you, 

why we cannot kill them. I am not going to try to stop you from defending yourself from them. If 

they attack us, we kill them. I think, you will find, that your attacks have done more to harm 
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them than you realize. They are also, at war with the Assassins guild. Every mage outside the 

tower jumps at every shadow. He peers into every nook and cranny, and feels the chills of fear at 

the knowledge that a poisoned dart, or poisoned dagger might find his un armored back at any 

moment. Until they can settle their war with the guild, they will not be able to search for us, or 

even put together a plan of action to defend, much less bring the fight to us.” 

   “Yes, Rhonsard is “aiding” the guild in their war. He has promised them safe haven within his 

walls under an agreement that keeps himself, and all other rulers safe unless certain conditions 

are met. So far, it seems to be working well. What started the war with the guild?” 

   “I am not sure, a disagreement of some sort. I know it started in RanGrael. Some mages killed 

a few members of the guild, and shortly after over a dozen mages died in rapid succession.  

Within a few days, guild houses and halls burned to the ground, and it has only escalated from 

there.” 

   “How do your mages fight someone they cannot see?” 

   “They don’t, and they are not my mages. Though I claim they will eventually be one with us, 

I carry no loyalty to them. I have learned much of the things they have done, and do not agree 

with their methods. The grandmaster fought against many of the decisions made by the Grand 

Marshal, and now that he is dead, I fear where the Grand Marshal will lead the tower. It has 

always been his way to move forward with action, rather than patience. He believes the mages to 

be all powerful, though your attacks may have shown him the error of his ways. We can only 

wait, and see.” 

   Thallen nodded. “I have harbored, and nurtured anger and hatred for them. I can set it aside to 

make us stronger. I would ask, that if they move against Rhonsard, that we intervene on his 
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behalf. We are here, because of his wish and because of his funding. I am a Colonel under his 

command.” 

   “Having him on our side, is the start we need. I vow, here and now, to defend him whatever 

the cost. I know, more mages will die, and it may be necessary in order to make them see the 

error of their ways. It may be necessary to show them, they cannot win, in order to get them to 

listen and consider options that they normally would not.” 

   Thallen nodded. “Very well, I accept your conditions, we fly with you, to Dragonlord Keep!” 

   Collen stood and clasped wrists with Thallen. “Then I promote you, as my First officer. I do 

not know where we came from, or how, but I do know, that our blood is tied closely together, we 

look too much alike. Welcome brother!” 

   “Together, we will train our warriors to the standards I had always hoped for.” 

 

 

   Shayen; 

 

 

   The wonder of it was beyond understanding. She stepped forward as he became human, and 

fell to his knees. His breathing was coming in gasps, his eyes wide. His heart pounding in his 

chest. She knelt in front of him, talking softly. “You did it Mitch, you did it! Calm down, try to 

relax, you can do it again, just relax for a while, tell me what you felt.” 

   He spoke between gasps. “I cannot explain it. Something wonderful. It was as if, I freed 

something inside that had been trapped. Something I always knew was there, but could not let it 

out.” 
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   “What did you feel? Go slow, from the beginning.” 

   “It was a feeling of, of.. of fire and ice roaring through me.  It is hard to explain, it is as if, I 

have been blind, and now my eyes are opened.” He looked up at her, and stood up, helping her 

up. his face was lit up with joy as he just looked around. “My sight, even my sense of smell is 

improved. I can smell you Shay, The intoxicating scent that before now, i had to have my nose 

buried in your neck to detect. My vision, I am more aware of the things to the side of what I am 

looking at. What i am looking at, is clearer, and sharper, and I can make out details much further 

away. There is so much more. “I know, where everyone is, I can feel the Hess beyond the wall. 

Its, its, its just, impossible to explain!” 

   “You have, come of age.” 

   “Come of age?” 

   “It is what, someone who is strong in the blood feels, when they come of age. Your transition, 

has done the same thing, but because of your blood, you did not come of age as we do, it had to 

be forced.” 

   “Whatever it is, I do not care! Teach me to fly Shay!” 

   She laughed as she wrapped her arms around him and pulled him close. “I will teach you 

Mitch, I will teach you, and then we will teach everyone else.” 

 

   Calming him down was a task that took time. He was constantly wound up and bouncing off 

the walls as he explored the limits of his new freedom. Eventually she got him to relax, and 

concentrate on flapping. She made him work his muscles constantly, using his wings until he 

could no longer lift them. Then they waited until the burning faded, and worked them again. She 

made him exercise for three days before she allowed him to try his first flight. She flew with him 
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as he climbed, and guided him around the island. His first landing was in the open grasslands 

where his crash was cushioned by the tall grasses. She landed beside him, and helped him to his 

feet. They walked, and talked as he recovered from the exertion. She stopped talking and 

watched then, as one of the Hess came across the field at a full run. Mitch was not paying 

attention to her anyhow, his eyes were on the Hess. He stepped forward as it slid to a stop before 

them and reared, flailing its formidable claws. Then it dropped to the ground, and stepped 

forward to meet him. The hess nuzzled his face, and then put its muzzle under his hand, lifting it 

in an obvious effort to get him to scratch. Amazed, Shay just watched as they stared at one 

another. Then the hess bowed, and mitch swung himself onto its back, and they were tearing 

across the open grassland in joyous abandon. 

   The realization that the Hess did the choosing released her from any worries about how they 

were to tame them. Hess were not tamed, they chose who THEY wanted. She would have to 

bring the others here once they had “come of age” or shifted for the first time. 

   She concentrated on working with Mitch exclusively. refining his ability to fly, and nurturing 

his ability to use free will. Because of the training he already had, it went quickly, and within 

another week she prepared Kay to attempt the transition. 

   Just as it had with Mitch, it worked, and she was equally stunned, and excited by the changes 

that occurred within her. From here, things began to advance rapidly. Within a month, there were 

Dragons constantly in the sky over the keep. Shay also noticed that their resistances to the 

elements had jumped dramatically with their ability to shift. She had them working hard on 

spellcasting using their newfound ability to use free will. She had them all learning what they 

could from her about swordsmanship. Shay knew she was not a good teacher, but their ability to 

wield their swords and shields would be equal to any mortal man. She worked with them mostly, 
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in the skills that she was best at. Stealth, invisibility, patience, and death. She taught them to 

recognize different poisons and how to apply those poisons to their weapons of choice. Then she 

worked with them, using their abilities, to deliver those poisons in unconventional ways. Using 

their abilities to deliver darts, knives or an arrow without ever touching them with their hands. 

Delivering the poisons, without ever applying them to anything, simply transferring them within 

food or drink that was being eaten as it was applied. Then, she taught them, to kill with nothing 

but their natural ability. Stopping the flow of blood to the brain of an enemy. Leaving everyone 

in complete confusion about why they died. 

   At this point, she began taking them to different Cities. Her people spread out, working their 

way through the city, killing any mage they found, using methods that would point directly to the 

assassins guild. The mages became harder to find and differentiate from someone who could 

wield indirect will. They had to search harder, finding items that gave them away, a spellbook. A 

staff in their room. Notes or messages from another mage. Her people hunted them relentlessly, 

and when they found a mage, there was no defense against them. Her people gained in 

confidence as well as skill. Shay began searching specifically for someone who was more skilled 

with weapons to bring to her team. The problem was, anyone with such skill, would be well 

situated and happy with their position in the world. They would have ties binding them to a place 

other than the Keep, and Shay was not willing to risk the security she had yet. She had 

accumulated just over a thousand people. More than she had intended to begin with, but their 

combined effort had made a profound impact on the ability of the mages to move freely. Now 

she collected her people and returned to the keep. She needed to make a decision on where to go 

from here. Her people were well trained, but they were not shock troops prepared to stand toe to 

toe with an enemy. Their talents and skills geared more toward stealth and striking from the 
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shadows. If cornered they had the ability to use their considerable talents to fight their way out. 

She gathered her leaders together to ask their opinions. 

   “What do we need, to attack the tower directly? Do we need better skills, do we need more 

people, or are we prepared to make the assault against the tower as we stand now?” She looked 

at each of them in turn, and nodded to Kay. 

   “the tower has more bodies than we do, estimated at four thousand, but the efforts of the 

guild, along with those we have killed, added to the attacks we have heard about by a force we 

can only assume is being supported by King Rhonsard, has dropped the number by nearly a 

thousand. that number is not insubstantial, because they constitute the deaths of experienced 

mages of higher rank. What is left, are students and senior masters. We also have heard rumors, 

that the grandmaster is dead, and the tower is being led by the Grand Marshal. Not all of the 

mages in the tower agree with his methods, which may lead to some inner conflict, further 

reducing their effectiveness. I estimate, that there are around twelve hundred mages with 

experience, the rest remaining are young and untested. If we assault the tower, those young 

mages will fight, for all they are worth. The configuration of the tower itself will force us 

through its base, and a narrow entrance to access the tower. We will be forced to fight, from 

doorway to doorway against numbers greater than our own. Our own resistance to the spells, and 

the inability of the mages to refill the void on a moments notice, all come together to make an 

assault as we stand, an even fight. I think, we can win, but the cost, will be heavy.” 

   “What do we need to do, to swing the balance in our favor?” She nodded to one of the 

younger leaders. “Jasen?” 

   “ I, am not experienced in such things, but, I have to wonder, why we do not access the tower, 

from above? We can fly right?” 
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  “The last I checked we could. Kay, I want you to put your people to work on determining what 

would happen, if we put a force of three hundred into the top of the tower, and then assaulted the 

tower from below with the rest. I also want you to tell me, what difference it would make, if we 

had another three hundred people, five hundred, or even a thousand. You have two days! If 

anyone else has an idea I want it brought forward, big or small, and no matter how silly it may 

seem.” 

    Mitch walked up to her as they broke up and headed back down into the keep. 

   “The question is, can you find another three hundred people to train, much less a thousand?” 

   “No, not and maintain the security I have so carefully guarded up to now. If it requires more 

people to make this work, and minimize the loss of life, then I will have to make adjustments. 

The mages are hurt. How badly, we cannot be sure. We know their people have tried to continue 

operating, moving about dressed as citizens, and that did not work out well for them.  If I relax 

my security a little, I think it may be worth the gain, especially if we can finish the tower.” 

   “Would the guild be willing to supplement our forces? What about talking to Rhonsard? If he 

is responsible for the attacks on the tower compound, and the mages that were killed near the 

border of Godart Plain, he might be willing to give us the people we need. That force would be 

the spearhead to get us into the tower.” 

   “All valid points, and good ideas. Lets see what Kay and her team come up with. If we cannot 

do this without major loss, then I may approach both the guild, and Rhonsard, if he will see me.” 

   “You have done the guild proud Shayen.” 

   “It depends on their view of our accomplishments. They have never taken kindly to anyone 

crossing the line into their territory. I think, that because these are not contracts, that will lose 
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them payments from clients, that they will overlook our transgression, perhaps even approve, we 

will see when I can again speak with a guildmaster.” 

 

   Kay found Shay on the roof of the keep. It seemed to be where she went to think, and to just 

relax. She was standing on the west side. Her hands resting on the stone railing as she watched 

the sun setting over the islands in the background. 

   “Shay?” 

    Shay turned her head. “Yes Kaylee? I did not expect to see you for some time yet.” 

   “Were working on your suggestions. I just...” 

   “Talk to me Kay, I won’t bite your head off.” 

   “I know Shay. I just have to wonder, about attacking the tower, now, or ever. We have hurt 

them, and we can continue to hurt them, without the risk we would take if we were to attack 

them openly. I wonder, why you have built such a hatred for them that you would be willing to 

take such a risk.” 

   “I want, the war to end Kay. The mages, will not concede to the guild, they are too proud. 

When Rose was Grandmaster, they might have, but now that Tazain is running the show, I do not 

see them stepping down and meeting the guilds terms. Destroying the tower, is the only way to 

end it permanently.” 

   “We have removed every mage from every realm. Every ruler has reason to want the guild to 

fall. We should make use of their animosity, and bring them together against the tower.” 

   “That would require Rhonsards approval, and it would also bring us out of the shadows. 

Everyone would know of us. While the tower is hurt, for one reason or another they could come 

back. We could attack the tower, to find them gone. We sacrifice our anonymity with such a 
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plan. By asking the guild, and Rhonsard for help, we risk that anonymity. Even after the tower 

falls, I would prefer, to remain aloof from the problems of the world. Here, we have a place to 

grow, and live peacefully.” 

   “You think, that if any part of the tower survives, that we will again one day come under 

threat.” 

   “I do.” 

   “I understand. It still hits me hard, to think of the loss that we face in an all-out assault.” Kay 

frowned as she realized that Shay was no longer listening. She was staring off into the distance.” 

   “Shay?” 

   “Sound the alarm, someone is coming!” 

   “What?! How!” She didn’t wait for an answer. Within moments people were swarming into 

the courtyard and to the roof of the Keep. Shay had her leathers on, staff in hand. “Mitch! take 

two hundred and climb above the keep! I do not know who it is, but there are a lot of people 

coming!” 

   The Dragons launched from all around her as Mitch designated them. Within moments they 

were ready. Garaen came trundling up to the roof, and tapped his way across the roof to Shay’s 

side. “What do you feel Shayen?” 

   “At first, it was two, but now, I feel, hundreds or more.” 

   “Why did you feel two first?” 

   “I, .. I do not know. They shine like the sun in my mind. I can tell where they are, even among 

all the others. They are flying Garaen, it is not boats, they are flying!” 

   “Call Mitch in Shay, so there are no mistakes made this day!” 

   “But, who...” 
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   “Call him in!” 

   She lifted her hands and released two balls of blue power into the air. They rose, and burst 

sending tendrils of power outward in a brilliant display. Within moments, Mitch was bringing his 

people in to the roof of the keep. 

   “Explain Garaen!” 

   “They are flying Shay, Unless the mages have learned to fly, these are friends arriving. They 

are DragonLords!” 

   “There are too many Garaen!” 

   He spread his hands apart. “Perhaps they have learned the same thing you have Shayen. I am 

not saying that you should not be prepared, I am asking, that you minimize the possibility of 

mistakes. As Dragon, Mitch, and the others will be more aggressive. Let the leader land, and 

determine who it is, and what they want. They may be coming here, for the same reasons you 

did. Have you considered who the two you felt first might be?” 

   “No, who do you.. the other two eggs?” 

      Garaen turned and looked to the sky. “Where are they? How many?” 

   “I do not know, there are too many to count within my thoughts, but they are still high.” She 

scanned the skies, and finally pointed. “There! I see great V’s like geese!” 

   “How many V’s Shayen?” 

   “I see, I cannot count them, thirty or more, OH! More V’s are forming, as if, no, they were 

riding the other Dragons!” 

   “Yes, it is common practice on long trips. I need you, to release a single fireball as high into 

the air as you can. It is a Warning. Only the leader will land.” 
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   She drew on her will, and released the fireball. It soared high into the sky leaving a smokey 

trail. the reaction was immediate. The great V’s began to evaporate as the dragons returned to 

riding and resting. Using this tactic, they could remain aloft for a very long time. 

   A single Dragon broke away from one of the V’s and began to descend. 

   “What are your intentions ShayenDrian?” 

   “I do not know Garaen. I am happy, to see there are so many, yet sad, that our time here has 

come to an end.” 

   “Why would it come to an end?” 

   “They will come in , and take over. All we have worked for, will be lost in the confusion as 

we become a part of the whole.” 

   “They are DragonLords Shayen, you can turn them away if you do not like what you hear 

when he arrives.” 

   “They are DragonLords Garaen, I could not refuse them, unless I REALLY dislike what I 

hear.” 

   She walked across the roof as the massive Dragon came in and lined up with the roof. 

   “His colors, are the same as yours.” 

   She remained silent as the Dragon landed, and shifted. His apparel sent a thrill of fear through 

her. His robe and staff proudly proclaimed him to be a mage. Yet his ability to become Dragon 

removed any doubt that he was not. 

   He stepped forward, a slight smile on his face. “I am Collen, King of the DragonLords. It is 

my pleasure to meet you, we did not expect anyone to be here.” 

   “Who were your parents Collen?” 

   “I, do not know.” 
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   “There is another with you, I felt the two of you, long before I felt any of the others, who is 

he?” 

   “That, would be Thallen. I felt him long before we met, just as I have felt your presence here. 

I thought it strange to find one I may be related to, it is exceedingly improbable that I have now 

met another who may be related.” 

   “Improbable is a good word. When I arrived here, there was a trueblood still in her chains, 

beneath the bones, were two eggs. I was told, that she delivered five eggs. Three of them were 

missing. Garaen proved with a simple test, that I was descended from that TrueBlood, It is 

possible, that you, and Thallen, are the other two missing eggs. Now, what is your purpose in 

coming here?” 

   “We came here, for security. To train, and grow. A threat is coming that will take all of us 

united, to defeat.” 

   She took a deep breath. “I cannot deny you access to the keep, it is yours.” 

   “No, the Keep, is yours. If you will join us, stand beside us, I would be proud to accept you as 

Keeper of the Isle.” 

   “My responsibility is?” 

   “The security and defense of the Island. You found it first, it’s yours.” 

   “If I prefer a more active role?” 

   “I will make you my second officer. Thallen is my First.” 

   “I will accept that, bring your people home.. Brother.” 

   Collen turned and lifted his hand. A moment later Shay was sitting on the stone roof stunned 

by the power of Collens release of will. A moment later he was helping her up. 

   “I am sorry Shay, I forget my own strength when I have a lot on my mind.” 
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   “Collen, how, I mean, that is not normal. I never imagined anyone capable of...” 

   “I know, it is a curse that I cannot explain.” 

   She dusted her pants off and then faced him again. “Why do you wear the robes, and carry the 

staff of a mage?” 

   “I have not yet had time to get something more suitable to wear. Things have been rather 

hectic since I was shoved into my new position. I will explain when Thallen and the others have 

arrived, if you could guide us to a suitable meeting room?” 

   “Of course.” “MITCH!” 

   He ran across the roof and slid to a stop in front of her. “Shay?” 

   “Have Kay organize the new arrivals. show them to rooms so they can rest and clean up, then 

meet us in the library.” 

 He nodded and ran off. 

   “Your people respect you, you have done well here. What is your purpose?” 

   “To bring the tower down, and end the war between the mages, and the guild.” 

   “The assassins guild?” 

   “Yes.” 

   “You have connections?” 

   “I do, tentative connections.” 

      When he did not continue the conversation, she asked him “Why do you ask?” 

   “I will explain everything to you when we are all together. I think, we can be of great benefit 

to each other, in many ways.” 



272 

   “Come, I will show you to the Library.” Collen turned to one of his own people as they 

landed. “Lex, can you have Thallen, Tawn, and Vonden shown to the library when they land? I 

want you there as well.” 

   “I will see to it Collen.” 

   He followed her down the steps. “Interesting outfit. The stones store power?” 

   “They do.” 

   “You are a formidable woman Shayen.” 

   “The Mages would think so if they knew who it was killing their mages.” 

   “You make it look like the guild has killed them?” 

   “Yes.” 

   “What do you owe the guild? Why are you loyal to them?” 

   “They raised me, they taught me how to survive, and how to kill. I am a master thief, and 

current member of the thieves guild, I am a trained assassin, and was ready for my masters ring 

before I came of age in a small desert town called RanGrael.” 

   “I am sorry to hear that, you seem to have handled it well. Were you part of killing over a 

dozen mages in that town?” 

   “I was. It was there, I was the reason this whole mess started. The mages were asking 

questions about the men that died the night I came of age. My guild took offense to their 

questions. The mages killed two ranking members. When I returned, after learning what I was, I 

killed all of the mages in RanGrael.” 

   “With the blessing of the guild?” 

   “Yes, so long as I made it look like the guild did it. Since I am a member, and a trained 

assassin, it was not difficult, with my new abilities.” 
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   “I begin to understand your interest in the guilds war.” 

   She smiled at him and batted her eyelashes at him. Collen laughed and stepped into the room 

as she opened the doors. 

   “Impressive Library. “It was you that took the books from the lairs?” 

   “Well, yes, why?” 

   “Lexcen was somewhat disturbed that everything was gone when we arrived at the valley.” 

   “I, did not know, I thought, I was the last. It seemed the right thing to do.” 

   “That is more or less what he said as well. He does not blame you.” 

   “Where, exactly, did all of you come from? How is it, that there are so many of you?” 

   “A large percentage of us, came from the tower, in one way or another.” 

   “The tower! Is that a joke?” 

   “No, in fact, it is not. The mages held hundreds of dragons in the top of their tower captive. 

Not realizing those dragons were not truebloods, but feral DragonLords. I, was raised as a tower 

mage. I spent my life in the tower, and would have died there when I came of age, if I had not 

been warned in time, by the Grandmaster Himself. 

   “A MAGE! You are a bloody MAGE?!” 

   “I was Shayen, until only a few weeks ago.” 

    She had stood, and backed away from the table. 

   “I ask you, to calm down, hear me, before you act. If you attack me, it will be the last thing 

you ever do.” 

   “SHAYEN!” 

   She blinked, and finally took a breath. Garaen stepped up in front of her. “What is wrong with 

you?” 
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   “I am not your enemy Shayen.” 

   “No, he is not, in fact, he is your natural brother. Calm down, and hear him, hear Thallen. Be 

a part of this conversation. It is important to your future, and the future of the DragonLords.” 

   She licked her lips, and looked into Garaens eyes.  

   “That is the second time, you have stepped in my way when I was angry. One day, it may get 

you killed Garaen.” 

   “So be it then. I am old, my time long past due. If I can die, so that you see the light, see 

where your anger is taking you, then I will die willingly.” 

    She gently pushed Garaen off to the side, and put her hands on the table. Collen had not 

moved. “Why should I trust you?” 

   “I have not yet given you any reason to trust me. Trust, and respect can only be earned.” 

   “How do I know you were not sent by the tower? You said yourself that your grandmaster 

warned you.” 

   “Replace me Shayen. Take my place as the leader of the DragonLords. Do what needs to be 

done to prepare for the threat that is coming. If you will do that, I will step aside.” 

   “What threat! The tower is the ONLY threat to us!” 

   “You know, that you are wrong. You have trained your people, you have taught them how to 

become Dragon. You KNOW that the mages of the tower, are DRAGONLORDS! They are your 

brothers and sisters, yet you still kill them wherever you find them! They are exactly the same as 

you and I are!” 

   “This is what I mean! You still defend the tower even after all they have done!” 
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   “I do not defend the tower, only the individual mages within it. If they can be shown the way, 

shown the truth, the tower will fall. We must all be united when the children of the dragon come. 

We must be prepared to defend this world.” 

   “What are you talking about? The Prophecies the mages believe in? Why would I care what 

some madman said several hundred years ago? You can believe if you want, but I do not. I do 

not believe, or care what the mages think, or want. Nothing written in those prophecies can be 

proven. Nothing!” 

   “Then what will it hurt to do things my way? We learn, we grow, we become stronger. We 

bring down the tower “without” a huge loss of life, and we bring the entire world together JUST 

IN CASE there is some truth in the prophecies?” 

   “What if it is all just a plan to destroy those of us left by the mages? What if you plan to 

divulge our location to them, split us up so...” 

   “Right now, we have three times the people we need to completely destroy the tower. We 

could march on the tower tomorrow, and kill every mage.” 

   “Then let’s do it!” 

   “Why?” 

   “To, to, to end the threat! To end the war with the guild!” 

   “What threat? The mages are holing up and hiding. They cannot hurt us, especially here. If we 

want to kill them, we SHOULD tell them where we are, then we just sink their boats when they 

arrive! Your actions have brought the tower to its knees. Thallen is directly responsible for the 

attacks at the border of Godart Plain, and the attack on the tower compound. Between your guild, 

and Thallens warriors, the tower is beaten, they are just too proud to admit it. All we need to do 

is wait for them to realize it. If they refuse, we may have to nudge them, but we do NOT need to 
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risk the lives of our people any longer. The guild? They can take care of themselves even better 

than we can. They no longer need your help. They did not need your help to begin with. I do not 

deny that your actions have filled the mages with terror for the guild, and that the guild may be in 

your debt, but they could have eventually done the same thing without you. You have taken up a 

cause that gave you purpose. You have achieved vengeance, you have repaid your debts. Now it 

is time to move on.” 

   Collen stood as the others began filing into the room. They felt the tension and remained 

silent as they gathered around the table. 

   “Thallen. Our sister, Shayen.” 

   He would normally have stepped over to her, to speak to her, take her hand and introduce 

himself correctly. Her mood told him, now was not the time. He nodded politely. To his surprise, 

she returned the nod, and a slight smile. 

   “Collen tells me, you have successfully attacked the mages on two different occasions? 

Fought them toe to toe?” 

   “Aye. the first, was to avenge the killing of Baron that raised me, the second, to repay the 

mages for trying to take control of King Rhonsard. Both times we were successful with minimal 

losses.” 

   “Thallen, is a swordsman, an archer, and a self taught mage. He has learned swordsmanship 

archery and hand to hand combat from a young age. He brings vital skills to us that will allow us 

to train our warriors better than any before them. He has begun gathering those of the blood, and 

training them to fight the mages. Shayen, has also been gathering those of the blood. She is also 

a self taught mage, and is accomplished with a sword. Her greatest skill is killing. She is a 

trained assassin, and has been hunting mages from the shadows. Much of the success attributed 
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to the guild, is her work. She brings to the table, vital skills, that will make our warriors even 

more skilled, stealth and evasion, and the ability to kill quickly and quietly. Perhaps, even more 

important than toe to toe fighting. I, was trained as a tower mage. I can teach you the secrets of 

the tower. How to use your will, to kill, or to defend. training in all of these skills, will make our 

warriors, unmatched in all the world. 

   Each of you, of us, has already started the process of training our DragonLords. We have each 

gathered together a substantial force. Together, we can be great, we can save this world, from a 

threat, that I believe is coming. If I am wrong, and no threat arrives, we have lost nothing. We 

can bring the tower down, and unite the rulers in common cause. We have the time to train our 

warriors. We train, become strong. We are instrumental in bringing the tower down, and uniting 

the rulers, then we wait until whoever is destined by the prophecies steps forward to guide us. If 

no one ever does? We claim these islands, and live in peace. We will be strong enough to repel 

any who may come against us, even if they all come together. Shay? Can you come up with a 

better plan?” 

   “No, I cannot. However. Your plan, is general, while it is a plan, it does not detail how we 

will bring the tower down, you just say we can. You say we can unite the world in the event this 

threat arrives, but you do not say HOW we can do this. Humans have proven over and over 

again, that any alliance that is formed, does not last the test of time. If we can bring all of the 

rulers together, it will at best, last for a few years, three or four. If it takes ten years for your 

prophecies to come true, we will no longer be united. I want it known, that I wish to see the 

tower fall, but I want it to fall, with explosions and fire, so that there will be no chance of any 

mage ever thinking of coming against us again. I am only one of three, so I will abide the 

decision, even if it is not the one I want.” 
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   Collen nodded. “That, is why she is now my second officer. She does not trust me, and she 

does not like my ideas. When I make a mistake, she will be right there to rub my face in it. 

Besides, Thallen is my first officer, I may as well keep it in the family. Before we continue, 

Shayen, you spoke of learning who your, our, mother is?” 

   She had a slight smile, a look of calculated respect on her face. She nodded. “When I arrived 

here, I found, in the roost, the bones of a Dragon. In her nest under the bones, were the remains 

of two eggs. I did not think much of it, other than feeling the horror of dying in those chains. 

Later, Garaen arrived here. He had been here many many years earlier, when this part of the 

world was still covered in ice. He remembered her. She was a Trueblood, named Mitakan. At 

that time, Garaen saw that the nest contained five eggs. Using one of her scales, he performed a 

test, to see if I was related in some distant way, since our scales matched in color. To both of our 

surprise, his test showed, that I was not some distant relative. It showed instead, that I was her 

child. Mitakan was my mother. Three eggs were missing, so obviously, we wondered where they 

had gone. With your arrival here today, we now know the answer.” 

   “Our father?” 

   “The records here, show that he was a DragonLord of some power and skill, his name was 

ZorrahnDrian’Mar he was one of the last to secure a trueblood. He went with the other remaining 

dragonlords to fight the tower when they found out, it was the tower that caused the climate 

change that killed off most truebloods. None of them returned.” 

   “So, the people here, just left when the DragonLords did not return?” 

   “If I may?” 

   “Go ahead Garaen.” 
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   “Thank you Sire. “The Dragonlords learned of the atrocity, because the mages of shardshaven 

had to correct the climate change, they had to return the world to its original position relative to 

the sun. They were observed, and word took time to travel to the DragonLords. Then they had to 

investigate the changes. There was ample proof from astronomers worldwide. More proof, lay in 

the melting of the ice they had lived with for so long, here on this mountain. Proof in the position 

of the sun, where it rose and set each day, and in the words of witnesses who saw or heard the 

mages as they worked for days to restore an entire world to its rightful position. The weather was 

changing, slowly, but the change was fast enough, that water began to creep into the Osrian 

plains. Having gathered their proof, they went to face the tower. By that time, the dilution of the 

blood of the true dragons was causing their numbers to fall dramatically. Less than one hundred 

and fifty Dragonlords flew to the tower. Their intent, was to secure an agreement from the 

mages, that they would never again do such a thing, and demand the head of the mage who had 

given the order. 

   They were met at the tower, by several thousand well prepared mages. They had built nets of 

fine wire mesh, that were designed to cut the wings of any dragon caught within them. They used 

their power to launch these nets either into the path of an approaching dragon, or around a 

stationary dragon. The Dragonlords, were used to absolute power, and did not expect an attack 

against them. The mages struck before any word was exchanged. In the first attack, over a 

hundred Dragons fell. The remaining Dragonlords fought, to the last. They nearly succeeded in 

destroying the tower. Less than two hundred mages remained. Here, at the keep, many were 

already evacuating. The road across the plains was quickly being flooded. Some few remained as 

the water rose higher and higher. They too eventually left before the keep itself was flooded. 



280 

unknown to them, the rise of water stopped before it reached the keep. It is still to this day 

believed, that the keep is lost under the sea.” 

   “Thank you Garaen. Somehow, the frozen eggs of Mitakan, were hatched, and we were each 

placed in a different location. At first, those locations seem to be purposeful, in that the training 

we each have, compliments and fills the void in the other. I have some difficulty, in 

understanding why I would have been placed where I was sure to be killed, unless the course of 

events played out exactly as it did. I do not know how Shayen ended up with the skills she did, 

but it would also seem, that for her to be here, required a very special and carefully orchestrated 

series of events...” 

   “It is YOU!” 

  They all turned tyo look at the old DragonLord. “Garaen?” 

   “Don’t you see it? You do not need to wait for the prophecies to find you, you ARE the 

prophecies!” 

   “Explain please?” 

   “When the three are united in common goal, YOU are the three! YOU are the beginning! 

Even now, you unite in common goal! You have already begun to bring all of the pieces of this 

puzzle together! Each of you, is a piece of the puzzle. Each of you completes the other!” 

   Thallen lifted an eyebrow and nodded in agreement. “He has a point. Collen, could you recite 

the main passage you told me a few days ago?” 

   

 

 

   "When the three are united in common goal 
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    The great bells in the halls of the dead will toll 

   Their Swords of fire will take many a soul 

   to divide the earth, and again make it whole 

   the goddess of love, will again show her face 

   to guide the steps of her brothers race 

   Against their own they must keep the pace 

   and defeat the blood, that is out of place 

  If they win through and maintain Control 

   Their reward will be, Xaverins embrace." 

 

“I dont believe it Garaen, not for a minute. So where are our swords of fire?” 

   Thallen drew his blades, and cut his own thumbs, wiping the blood along the blades. As he 

held them up, the blueblack flames erupted from them, illuminating the room in an ethereal light 

that flickered ominously. 

   She stared at his blades with wide eyes for a few moments, and then shook herself. “Thallen, 

you are going to accept this? You believe that the goddess Xaverin will suddenly show up and 

TALK to us? Guide us?” 

  Thallen wiped the blades clean, and returned them to their scabbards. “I do not know what to 

believe Shay. The pieces fit perfectly. Like Collen said, what have we got to lose? We train, we 

become strong. If the goddess never pops in to have a chat, then we have lost nothing. If we can 

take the tower down, without losing hundreds of lives, ours, or theirs, I will be happy. If the 

tower refuses to yield, refuses to believe us, then, these blades of fire are going to do their work. 

I will be at your side when we charge the gates of the ShardsHaven Tower.” 
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   “You, have lost more than any of us to the mages, you are willing to let them live?” 

   “I have killed mages. My Thirst for vengeance has been sated. We have killed over a hundred 

mages in two battles. We lost three in the first battle, and five in the second battle. Seven people 

who were my brothers in blood died. They died in battle, they died with joy in their hearts, but 

they still died, and cannot be replaced. We honor their loss, and remember their names. If I could 

have found a way to destroy those mages, or, their reason to hate us, without losing eight 

brothers, I would have done it. Clearing the tower, will take more lives than eight. We will lose 

hundreds. I say, we try it Collens way first. We give it our best effort. If that fails, then you and I 

do it our way.” Thallen paused and looked at the table as he spoke again. “How many have you 

killed Shay? Did you kill them for vengeance? Did you kill them for retribution? Or did you kill 

them, because you wanted to? because you long for the savage joy it brings to your Dragon 

heart?” 

    “I killed them, because my guild is at war with them!” 

   “Your Guild ordered it? they have been directing you?” 

   “I do not have to justify myself to you!” 

   “No, you do not. I do not want you to justify yourself to me, or to anyone else. I want you to 

justify it, to yourself. You are the only one that matters.” 

   She tried to be angry, wanted to lash out at him. Instead, she turned and walked away. Her 

teeth gritted tightly together.” 

 

    “Well said Thallen.” 

   “I understand how she feels. I feel the desire within me, to hunt, to kill. Even to kill 

wastefully and without reason, so long as I kill. It is hard to resist at times. I think, she seeks that 
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feeling. the power she feels over her victims. I think, her youth, was harsh, and full of loss. She 

will understand. Her heart is yet good. I can feel it there, waiting to come forth. It may be, that 

she feels loss because of our arrival, and only needs time to sort it all out.” 

   “It was hard, very hard.” 

   “You are?” 

   “I am Mitchell, and her friend. I would be her Bondmate, if she would accept it, but her duty 

to those of us she has trained is her bondmate. I hope, that will change now that you have come.” 

   “What were you saying about it being hard?” 

   “Her youth. She was raised by human parents, merchants. They were killed in a fire, set by an 

overly ambitious man in the merchants guild. Obviously, she did not also perish in the fire, but 

she did end up on the streets, lost and confused. She was taken in by the thieves guild, and spent 

much of her youth cutting purse strings and stealing to feed herself, and her friends. Eventually, 

she was also taken in by the Assassins guild. A theft gone bad, she killed the man that caught her 

at her trade, and then covered up the clues and disappeared. The guild found her, and took her in, 

they trained her, and she excelled at filling contracts. Her desire to kill, also filled by the jobs 

that fed and clothed her. On some level, the killings also hurt her. The things her parents had 

taught her were right and wrong, conflicting with the things she had to do to survive. It was a 

hard life, one that taught her hard lessons. Now that she has a choice, I think she is finding it 

hard, to choose the harder path. All of her life, killing someone for pay, meant she ate for another 

day. killing meant survival, now she is afraid to move on. Afraid to lose the feeling that now fills 

the void that was once filled by the love of her parents.” 

   “Does he still live?” 
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   “The man who had her parents killed? No. She also killed the man that was hired to do the 

job. Then she killed a dozen mages. All in the course of just two days. I know, that she has a 

good heart. The men that died, when she came of age, filled her with guilt. She felt, they were 

innocent, two of them were friends, in the wrong place, at the wrong time. She took a full chest 

of gold from the treasury, and had half of it distributed to the families of those men. The other 

half, she gave to the guild that had harbored her and trained her. She kills, but she also pays her 

debts. It is a strange mix of honor that she carries, but I know that she is not evil.” 

   “No, she is not evil, she is only caught in the trap of conflicting emotions caused by our 

blood, and our intelligence. If we work together, we can help her.” 

   “What can we do?” 

   “Care for her. Fill that void you spoke of, with love. With the love of a family she did not 

know she had.” 

   “Will it be enough?” 

   “She is smart. smarter than even she knows. It will be enough. The hard thing for her, will be 

realizing it. Knowing, that the ache is gone, the emptiness filled.” Collen put his hands on the 

table and stood up. “For tonight, we have gone far enough. I want Shay here, when we proceed 

with plans. We will meet again tomorrow, tonight we rest.” 

 

   Kaylee told him Shay would be on the roof of the keep, and that is exactly where he found 

her. 

   He walked up beside her, and stared off across the moonlit sea. 

   “There is something about it, that calms and relaxes. The sea is full of turmoil, the waves 

crashing against the rocks, but it still seems to fill the soul.” 
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   She gave him a crooked grin. “Here to talk me into sanity Thallen?” 

   “No. If anything, I am here to listen you into Sanity.” 

   She laughed, despite herself. 

   “It is good to hear you laugh.” 

   “I do it too seldom. What makes you think your power of listening can help me?” 

   “I do not think my power of listening is any greater than anyone else’s, but sometimes, a 

person needs someone to talk to, that has no hidden agenda.” 

   “What is that supposed to mean?” 

   Thallen shrugged. “Collen wants your trust, your keep, and your people. Mitchell wants your 

body and your love. Kaylee loves you so much she would jump off the roof if she thought it 

would make you happy. Each of them, willing to tell you what you want to hear to get something 

they want. Me? I want nothing. Just your friendship. your respect if I can earn it. We are much 

alike in our desires and how we earn a living. Our methods differ, but we both kill to live.” 

   “A kindred spirit.” 

   “A friend, and a brother, with a shoulder to lend, with no strings attached.” 

   She remained silent for a time, listening to the distant crashing of waves. He remained silent 

as well, just being there. It was a strange feeling, but one that did make her feel, less, alone. 

   “How do you control it Thallen?” 

   “I guess, I just ignore it. I do not try to control it. It is part of me, and cannot be controlled, so 

I sort of push it off to the side and tell it to wait for the right time.” 

   She laughed again. She was not sure why she found it funny, but it was, and it also seemed to 

be the right answer. 

   “Do you think I am, a bad person?” 
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   “Not at all.” 

   “Why? Everything I have done in my life, is illegal or immoral. I take lives for pay. I steal for 

more pay. These things, are wrong by all that I was ever taught by my parents, they are wrong in 

the eyes of the gods, so why am I not a bad person?” 

   “Because of what you are. The things you had to do to survive, you were driven to, not only 

by circumstances, but also by your very blood. Human jails, and grave yards are filled with 

people that carry our blood, because they gave in to the demands and desires of that blood. Just 

as you and I have. The difference, is now, we know what we are. We can now recognize the 

things that our blood pushes us to do, and we can learn to resist them, or ignore them. When the 

time is right, we can release them, in ways that will help the people around us. Where once, we 

killed because we needed to, or were payed to, we no longer need to do that to survive. Now, we 

can use these things to help others. You did this, without even realizing it. There is no ruler left 

in any remaining land that does not think of, and feel grateful to the assassins guild for ridding 

his mind of the control from a mage. What they did, was wrong. You helped make them pay the 

price. Together, we will make them recognize that price. Our efforts, yours and mine, have filled 

their hearts with terror. We will use that terror, to make them face reality. We will show them the 

truth, prove to them what they are, and they will be forced to accept it. The terror in their hearts 

will demand that they accept it, so they can be free from that terror.” He turned and leaned on the 

stone rail, looking at her. “What will make you a bad person, is if you do not accept what you 

are. If you do not recognize the things that your blood drives you to, and use your intelligence to 

set it aside.” 

   He turned his head to look out at the sea again. “If you had stormed the tower, you would 

most likely win. The chances that your people would destroy the mages is high, but you would 
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lose hundreds. Hundreds of friends, brothers of the blood. How would your heart feel about that 

Shay?” 

   “It would hurt.” 

   “Yes, it would. I can tell you from experience, that the hurt only grows with time. The pain 

will fade, but the hurt will grow. I still see their faces. I hear their laughter in my dreams. I know, 

they died doing what they wanted to do. I know their souls rest in peace. But my own does not.” 

   “You trust Collen don’t you.” 

   The sudden change in the direction of the conversation told him he was close to hitting a 

nerve, so he simply followed along. 

   “Yes, I do.” 

    “Yet you have known him only a very short time. why do you trust him so much already 

Thallen?” 

   He grinned and shrugged. “Because of his power Shay, he could simply fly to the tower, and 

blast it to stone dust without any of us to help him. He destroyed an entire mountain shortly after 

he came of age. He could destroy the tower and all in it just as easily. He chooses the harder 

path, because it is the right path.” 

   “How is it possible for him to be so strong?” 

   “I do not know. I feel that there is something special about him. He was raised by people who 

were not his family, he was raised among others of the tower, yet he carries himself with a 

morality that goes beyond the tower, it goes beyond his blood. His very presence commands 

respect, yet he does not ask it or demand it.” 

   “I think, that is why I do not like him.” 

   “You dislike authority?” 
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   “No, I dislike such honesty, such goodness for a lack of a better explanation.” 

   “Why?” 

   Shayen now shrugged her own shoulders, even as the answers formed in her mind. “I think, 

because of what I am, what I have become. I know right and wrong, but I have set it aside. I felt 

that what I was doing was right. That destroying the tower was my way of redeeming myself for 

all that I have done, All the things I know was wrong, and now he has shown me that once again, 

what I am doing is wrong.” 

   “Each of us, has done things that we are not proud of. Because of our ignorance, youth, or 

because it seemed to be the right thing at the time, and turned out later to be a bad thing. You  

have done only what you needed to do to survive. Taking the war to the mages, was also not 

wrong, because it may be the very things you did that will now allow us to save so many more of 

them. Set aside the past Shayen. It is gone. If you look within yourself, I think, you will find, that 

the feeling of being alone is also gone.” 

   He felt the sudden surge of surprise in her emotions, and laughed softly. “Even with Von at 

my side, with my friends, and those I have been training, I always felt.... alone. Now with Collen 

beside me, and you, I have found that feeling is gone, it is replaced with, contentment. A feeling 

of serenity. A sense of hope for the future, because I have found my true family. Not a family I 

made, but a family that is of my blood. I have found my brother and sister, and they fill a place 

within me that I did not know was empty.” 

   She did not reply, and Thallen waited while her emotions surged as she slowly accepted it as 

the truth. It was several moments before she turned to him, and buried her tear stained face in his 

neck. Thallen hugged her close. She did not so much cry, as she just held someone that she 

knew, was there, only to hold her. Someone who wanted nothing from her. Shayen held him, 
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knowing for the first time in her life, she really was not alone. She held her brother and reveled 

in the feeling. 

 

   There were few things, that surprised Collen since he came of age. He had a knowledge of 

emotions, and a fore knowledge of certain things that he could not explain. He knew when 

someone approached with bad news, or good news, he knew when someone was troubled. He 

somehow knew ahead of time when action was required. Yet, on this morning, he was indeed 

surprised. 

   Shayen stepped into the library, and walked straight to him. He smiled slightly at her as she 

stepped up to him. He was trying to decipher what he felt from her, when she simply wrapped 

her arms around him and hugged him. He was so stunned that he did not respond for a moment. 

Then the emotions from within her filled him, and he returned her embrace. Amazed by the 

transformation.  

   “You, have grown much through the night.” 

   She pushed him back and looked up into his smiling eyes. “I have. It took our brother to show 

me the path. I am ready to stand at your side, if you will still have me.” 

   “The three are united, and the world trembles with fear, yet also, with hope!” 

   They both turned to look at Garaen, leaning heavily on his cane in the doorway. 

   “GaraenDrian, approach me.” 

   The old Dragon tapped his way up to Collen. “Sire?” 

   “Hold still, I cannot take the pain I feel in you, it needs to be fixed.” 

   Collen put his hand on the old Dragons forehead, even as he spoke. 

   “Oh, if you could somehow help heal this old bod.... GAH!” 



290 

    Garaen gasped as Collen let his powers flow. He staggered back and wobbled enough that 

Shay grabbed him to help steady him. He blinked rapidly for several moments, then took a deep 

breath, that he let out slowly. He blinked again and looked up at Collen. 

   “It has been a long time, so long, that I forgot how it felt to live without pain.” 

   He stretched his back, and stood upright, twisting left and right. 

   “You are very old Garaen. Older than I realized, but your time is not yet near, you have much 

to do yet. I require your help, if you will stand with me, as my advisor?” 

   “It would be an honor Sire, but, I do not know as much as you in the ways of the will.” 

   “No, but you know more than I in the ways of the world, in the ways of the Dragon, and even 

in the ways of humans. You have spent thousands of years among them both, your understanding 

will be invaluable.” 

   Garaen simply nodded as others began to enter and take their places. Shayen watched Kaylee 

with interest. She was watching Lexcen, while at the same time trying not to be obvious. She 

felt, within Lexcen a certain struggle taking place, and knew she could not help him, so she 

withdrew from them both, knowing they had to work this out on their own. 

 

   “Now that everyone is here, we need to decide how best to proceed. Not only with the mages, 

but, with simple things, like organizing training. Garaen, give us your advice!” 

   “To me, it is obvious. You, need to begin training us all in the ways of the will, or designate 

someone who you have trained to do it. Thallen needs to begin training us in the ways of the 

blade and bow, the ways of the warrior, and Shayen needs to begin teaching us her skills, how to 

kill without being seen. how to blend into the shadows. Each of you is a piece of the puzzle that 

will complete the other. When your people are trained, they will be more formidable than even 
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the original DragonLords. We should occupy the houses, and build new around this keep. We 

should build towers so that we can keep watch on the sea, to make sure no boat ever comes near, 

and no mortal man should ever step upon our shores.” 

   “Agreed, that is a good start. I want to form four divisions. Three, each led by myself, Collen 

and Shayen, and one that will be the home guard. We will need support, craftsmen, farmers, 

Miners and smiths. We will need shops, and a form of currency. Vonden?” 

   “I am a master smith, I can teach the skill, and would be happy to begin organizing other 

crafts and trades.” 

   Lexcen stood. “I would be Honored to command the Home guard, and begin organizing 

defense for the island.” 

   “Von, you are free to begin setting up, I will help you in whatever manner is needed. Lex, I 

think you are a good choice to command the home guard. Work with Shay and Thallen to 

organize the people we have. I need to find families that want a new life and bring them here. 

First, we are going to train each other, and a select few of the best we have, so that there will be 

more than just us three that can train the rest.” 

   “Vonden and I have been training our people to a certain standard, when they reach that 

standard, they receive their armor and swords. I think that standard should be raised to include 

the training each of us has to offer, when they meet our criteria, they receive their armor and 

swords, and join the ranks of the DragonLords. There should be only two ranks among us, 

apprentice, and DragonLord. It is the responsibility of all DragonLords to aid the apprentices in 

any way necessary, to raise them to DragonLord status. We are all, brothers of the blood, I want 

to avoid the human distaste, or dislike for untrained or unskilled people. I want to avoid the 

abuse of rank and politics to gain station or status.” 
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   “Agreed Thallen, I like that. There should be no backstabbing or political maneuvering among 

us. The Farmer, who supports us with his grain and meat, will be as well trained as any among 

us, and hold an equal status among us. Any that think to invade our island home, will find 

everyone here capable of standing against them. It is a good start. Now, If we are in truth, the 

three as mentioned in the prophecies, then it has begun. We do not know how long we have, but 

we need to train, and we need to begin uniting the rulers. Not really with each other, but with us. 

Shayen pointed out, that no alliance lasts the test of time, and she is right. Once we have our 

main divisions well trained, we need to begin working on the rulers, we need them to agree, 

simply to join us, IF and when the time comes that the Children arrive in their chariots of fire. It 

may be ten years, or a hundred. Which ever it may be, we need to be ready, or we will lose, not 

only our lives, but our very world. We train hard and long to prepare. Beyond the rulers, we have 

the Mages of the tower. 

   They are hurt, but how do we convince them, that they are our brothers, without killing them 

or destroying the tower?” 

   “We need to make them come to us, or, perhaps, the assassins guild to concede victory. One 

of the conditions of ending the war, will be relinquishing their belief, that WE will be their 

downfall.” 

   “A good plan Shay, so we continue to aid the assassins guild?” 

   “I do not think they need our help, perhaps, in simply pointing out a mage to them now and 

then, the problem will be White Tazain, the grand Marshal that now leads the tower. So long as 

he remains in command, I do not think there will be any thoughts of ending the war.” 

   “So he will need to be dealt with when the time comes.” 
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   “Yes. We also need to consider a means of gathering information. We are blind to the world 

out here on this island.” 

   “King Rhonsard, sent someone very special to train with Vonden and I, that may be of some 

help. Her name, is Lihzan, and Rhonsard is in love with her. He intends to make her his queen 

when she is trained, she is also his head of intelligence. To make a long story short, she is the 

head of his spy network. I think we should Bring Rhonsard in on the plans, make him one with 

us. He would be our link to the rest of the world.” 

   “Perfect Thallen, that will be our plan then. According to Prophecy, Xaverin is supposed to 

show her face, what that means exactly, I do not know, but it is supposed to happen before 

anything else can. We proceed as we have started, until she shows up to guide us.” 

   Garaen stood then, and folded his hands behind his now straight back. “There are things 

mentioned, in the prophecies, that I find difficult to comprehend. You speak, as if the deity was 

real. I have, in the past, spoken with people who also believed this, and some, even claimed to 

have seen her, or Andrell. Nacen is said to have been the creator of the DragonLords, yet as far 

as I know, has never been seen. I can accept, that there may be somewhere else out there that the 

children of the dragon can come from, and I am willing to accept many things mentioned in the 

prophecies, like the chariots of fire, simply because I feel there is an explanation for those things 

that we just do not yet know, however, I find it difficult to continue believing in the gods. I once, 

believed in them, I once, called upon Xaverin when I needed inspiration, or help. When I 

believed I had lost all, that my friends and family were gone for good, I called upon her, I begged 

her for help, even if that help was only to understand. She ignored my cry, my prayers, and my 

tears. I cannot any longer believe that any god watches over us, so I do not think that waiting for 

divine guidance will be of any value. We need to forge ahead as if...   as if.....” 
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   “Long ago GaraenDrian. You passed one of my shrines. With a simple thought, you created a 

flower. It was a flower with no like match in the world. It was unique. You placed that flower 

upon my shrine, and you said. “For you Xaverin.” In those three words, you felt more sincerity, 

and more love, than even my most devout priest ever felt.” 

   The Goddess of love stepped forward, ignoring every one in the room except for Garaen. She 

opened her hand, to reveal a flower. A perfect flower, with pedals of many colors and hues. She 

took Garaen’s hand, and placed the flower into it, and looked up into his awestruck eyes. 

Because of that gift, because of the sincerity in your words, and the love in your heart, I give you 

back your years. The years you lost, the years you despaired, and the years of pain and loneliness 

are yours, to live once again. I di dnot answer you then, because I knew that I would answer you 

now. Love Garaen, for a night, for a year, or find one to love all of the days of your life, I do not 

care, so long, as you love again.” 

   She stepped back, and turned her radiant face upon the rest of the group. They were all on 

their feet, except for Collen. It was to him, that she now moved. She wiped the tear from his face, 

and lifted his chin so she could look into his eyes. 

   “Do not despair Collen. You have all of your life to be with her, before you must come to me. 

You know, that we are to be one. That you are my husband, and that together, we will oversee 

eternity. Yet I would not take you from her. The love you share, fills my heart with joy. Be with 

her, love her, and know, that when the time comes, I will take away your pain, and your hurt. 

Your heart will always be wounded, but it will be the pain, of long ago, and the memories you 

carry, will be those of joy.” 
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   “Xaverin. Wife, what, has happened?” 

   “It is not for you to worry about now Collen, there are things that need to be done, here, on 

Eden that require your attentions, and a woman that requires your love. What you feel in your 

heart, the cataclysmic event, was that Nacen, and Andrell fought, and Andrell was killed. A god 

has died, yet Nacen is not satisfied. He will bring his children, to Eden. Their purpose, is to 

destroy all of humanity. Humanity will not be able to stand against his new children, unless you 

stand at the side of Humanity. Together, you have a chance to win. There is a balance in 

everything, including the coming of the children. You cannot use your growing strength to 

destroy them, it would upset the balance. Nacen will guide his children, and you will guide 

ours.” 

   She turned to Tawnen, who also had a stricken look on her face. 

   “Dear child, calm your racing heart. You will hold his love, for me. You will hold it all of the 

days of your life. I can wait for an eternity. I have waited an eternity already.” She placed her 

hand on Tawnens cheek, and the pain slowly faded from her eyes. Xaverin then turned to look at 

the rest of them, her eyes stopped on a startled Vonden. 

   “Vonden, you have made me happy, you have opened your heart and filled it with love. The 

only pain you carry, is knowing that you will die before he does. I too, give you back those 

years, so that you may stand at his side free of regret.” 

   She again let her eyes roam, resting on each of them in turn. Finally, they centered on Lexcen. 

“LexcenDrian, She is gone, let the pain wash from your heart. So many years you have stood 

alone, yet filled with her loss. Dassayn would not have wanted you to live so long with such hurt. 

She would be proud to know, that her love meant so much to you, but the time for it has passed, 
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it is time, to open your heart again. Take her hand in yours, and know, that this one will not leave 

your side.” 

   She nodded to him, and turned to look at Kaylee. “Go to him child, erase the pain from his 

heart, and fill it again to overflowing with love!” 

   Kaylee blushed a bright red, but she did not hesitate, she stepped over to the surprised Lexcen 

and took his hand. 

   Xaverin stepped back from them then. It was I that took the eggs from under the frozen body 

of Mitakan, the last trueblood. I nurtured those eggs in a place with no time. When the time 

came, that I knew beyond any doubt, that Nacen would come to destroy humanity, I took each 

egg to a different place, a place, not without its dangers, but a place where each of you would 

learn, learn the harsh realities of life and pain, and learn the skills that would make you great 

among men. I knew, that because of your blood, you would each, eventually find your way here, 

to this Keep, and the pieces would be joined. The harsh lessons would be tempered with the love 

of family, and each of you has fulfilled their part. Shayen, before the rest of you, she has been 

here much longer. I did not expect her to be the strongest, or the fastest to return to the keep, but 

it was her that cut the path and cleared the way. 

   “I do not know, which of you will die in war, which will be taken by a stray arrow, or bolt. I 

cannot foretell the falling of a branch that will take your life, or the bolt of lightning from the 

thunder cloud. I can only tell you, that barring the unforseen, you will each live a long life. The 

children will come from beyond the skies. They will be bigger, and stronger than you, but they 

will not be as fast, they will also not be able to use their will as you do, however they will be 

resistant, like you are. They will know where a mage uses his power, but not where a dragon 

uses their power. They will swarm to the spot to kill the mage. Their only goal, the complete 
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destruction of humanity. You have ten years to prepare, maybe as many as fourteen years. In that 

time, I would also like you to build a temple here, and find a priest, one that is sincere to rebuild 

my order from the ashes. Nacen has abandoned you, I will not.  Train well!” 

   She opened a gate, and stepped through it. She turned and smiled at them as it closed. 

    Everyone remained silent for a moment, then Garaen whooped out loud and began dancing 

around the room, skipping hopping and jumping. His antics had them all laughing, except Collen 

and Tawnen, who simply smiled and held hands. 

   “I did not know, until the moment I saw her, I did not understand, but the moment I saw her, 

So much was revealed to me. I felt what she did to Garaen, and know that I can do it as well. I 

felt, what she did when she opened the gate, and I can do that also. I wish, I did not know.” 

   “She took the pain from me Collen, and she gave us time, all the time I have, so It does not 

hurt any longer. I will give you something, that you will remember, for all of eternity. In a way, 

it makes me immortal. You will remember me forever.” 

   “Wait, what are you saying?” 

   Tawnen turned to face Thallen, still holding Collens hand. “There is a balance in everything 

Thallen. A god has been killed, in order to retain the balance, a new god rises to take the place of 

the old.” 

   “Collen? Collen is a GOD!?” 

     Collen answered him. “Technically, yes, I am, but I am like a child, new born, I have to 

grow, and learn. I knew, when I destroyed the mountain , that something was wrong. That 

something about me was different. It is like understanding the prophecies, I just could not see it 

until it was revealed to me, and now it is so clear I wonder why I did not know all along.” 

   “Then, this is all real? We will in ten years be at war with the children of the Dragon?” 
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   “It is real Shay, they will come.” 

   “Then why do so many have to die? If you are a god, why can’t you just, kill them, or make 

them go away?” 

   Collen took a deep breath. “I do not know. It has to do with the balance, and is something I 

must learn. I only know, that in this battle, in this war, there will also be a balance. I think, that 

these children, will have weapons that could destroy not only the people of Eden, but the entire 

world as well, but that they will not be allowed, to use those weapons. The balance must be 

maintained, and in that balance, we are being given the chance to win, to survive.” 

 

 

   Collen flew high over the keep. Spiraling in the updraft over the island. The entire island was 

like a bee hive, or an ant hill. People moved about everywhere. New houses were being built 

outside the keep, new farms going up as the fertile soil was plowed to prepare for crops in the 

interior of the island. Vonden had taught others how to find, and draw the raw materials from the 

ground. A wagon trail now ran the length of the island, splitting off in several different 

directions. The island was nearly three hundred miles in length, curved sharply at one end. It was 

eighty miles wide at its widest point. Less than a mile away, there were four other islands the 

smallest a mile wide and three miles long, the largest was nearly twelve miles long and eight 

miles wide. Beyond those were more islands dotting the ocean. The smallest was still large 

enough to contain a medium city. Collen intended to set up permanent gates on those islands, 

linking them all together. It gave them enough space to grow beyond anything the DragonLords 

had ever known. For now, the main island was enough. A city was again being built beyond the 

walls of the keep. A new temple was going up, and Collen felt fulfilled. He loved the training, 
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and lived to train with Thallen. It filled him with a savage joy to fight his brother. A savage joy 

he knew was part of his blood. Something he had missed so very much when he was in the 

tower. That empty spot, the feeling of desire, of WANTING something he could not have was 

gone. 

   Even as he looked down, and watched the activity, he had to wonder if Xaverin knew exactly 

what she had created. When he wasn’t training, he had begun studying what little knowledge 

they had of the gods. 

   Xaverin, was the goddess of love, and passion. Her priests preached love, it was a strange 

combination when combined with the blood that the DragonLords carried, yet it also seemed to 

somehow be fitting, giving them a sort of balance between their high passions, and their desire to 

fight, and kill. He still struggled with balance. The meaning of the word fit many things, and yet 

it did not fit all things. There was a balance in the world of predator and prey. If the prey animals 

became abundant, then the predators increased in number, when they prey animal population 

became low, then the predators died off. Yet, how could you balance the joys of love, with the 

pain of death. How did you balance the love of a man, for a woman that did not love him back?” 

How did you balance the lives of thousands lost in a war, fighting against a people that were not 

even from this world? 

   These were the things that Collen struggled with as he flew. He knew, there was 

understanding, he just could not find it. In the mornings, he worked out the problems that came 

up, during the day he trained with Thallen, or Shay, or they joined his classes on magery. In the 

evenings, they met to discuss progress, or just talk and enjoy the evening meal. Occasionally 

Collen flew to the mainlands to search for others of the blood, his trips lasting a week or more. 
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   Finding entire families and taking them home, and giving them the start they needed. They 

advanced rapidly, and Collen knew why he had struggled so hard with his training at the tower. 

The mages claimed to be more man than dragon, and so they emulated everything, including the 

long tiresome classes of the human colleges. Collen did not let his frustrations at the tower go to 

waste, he advanced his classes as soon as each class was ready, trying to always keep them 

challenged and learning. 

   His training sessions with Thallen became ever more intense as Thallen caught up with his 

magery, and Collen learned the sword. At times, people had to stay several dozen yards away so 

they were not caught by the secondary effects of some very hefty spells. Shayen eventually made 

them stop.  

   She glared at them with her hands on her hips. And for their part, they did very much look the 

part of young boys being chastised by their mother. “Neither of you are gaining anything 

anymore, all you do now is waste your time. I know you enjoy it, but we need you two to move 

on and train others to be as good as you are.” 

   They listened to her, and set aside their little battles. Their respect for her was great. Her 

training had given them both a healthy dose of fear for their sister. Her training as an assassin 

had given her an understanding of killing that neither of them had imagined. Her abilities tied 

into her skill, made her more deadly than any living being either of them had ever known, or 

even heard tell of. When it came time to kill, she did not hesitate, and she never looked back. She 

taught them to kill using methods neither of them had ever dreamed of. Silent, and swift, from 

inches away, or from the top of the next mountain, the opponents would never know they were 

there, and they would not even know they were dead. She could stop a mans heart or she could 

stop the flow of blood to his brain, killing him before he could even utter a sound. She could 
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throw a knife from dozens of steps away, or she could throw a triangle shaped blade from a 

hundred paces away, and kill you from around a corner. Making the blade curve as it flew. She 

could poison one of these blades, and send it across a room, nicking a dozen people in its 

passage, and within moments, each of them would be dead. Shayen could augment her own aura, 

making her more or less invisible. The people she met saw her, knew she was there, but their 

thoughts of her vanished as soon as she was gone. With this ability, she could walk naked down 

a street. People would see her, notice her, but would continue on, thinking all was normal, and 

within a moment would forget they had seen her. She could walk past the guards at any gate, 

smile and nod at them, and receive a smile and a nod in return. Though they had never seen her 

before, they would know in their own minds, that she belonged there, and all was well. The 

respect they learned for her abilities, put some of the pride they had in their own abilities to 

shame. 

   Early one afternoon Shay came to him, and simply told him to follow her. Collen followed, 

curious about what she wanted. She led him out onto the grasslands outside the keep and its 

grounds, then folded her hands, and waited. 

   “What are we doing out...” 

   “Wait, dear brother, just wait.” 

    He shut up, and waited, looking out over the grasslands. The wind causing ripples like waves 

through the tall grasses. He felt them first. A rumbling in the ground, that he soon began to also 

hear. He felt them drawing closer. A great herd of thousands of them fast approaching. He finally 

saw them, all running together in a large group. The flames dancing from their nostrils as they 

ran. They ran straight to, and encircled them, slowly stopping and turning to face he and Shay in 
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a ring of sparkling sunlight and flames. Their heads nodding up and down, many of them 

screaming out their horse like yells of joy or challenge. 

    Their ranks opened, and the lead stallion walked forward to Shayen. She lifted a hand and 

scratched his forehead. He nuzzled the side of her face gently with his muzzle. Collen felt, that 

there was something more happening, but did not know what it was until the stallion turned to 

him. Collen felt the gentle touch within his own mind. She had released him, he now belonged to 

Collen. He was making promises. Promises to fight true, to serve loyally. Collen glanced at 

Shay. She smiled, and nodded her encouragement. Collen stepped forward, and ran his hand 

across the stallions neck. The fur, or hair was fine, and silky smooth. So very soft! He could 

almost see through the fine strands of the Hess’s mane. He returned the thoughts flowing from 

the stallion, telling him, he accepted. The Stallion turned sideways, and used his head to push 

Collen towards his back. 

    “Just like that? Climb on and ride?” 

    “Yes, he is yours now, a friend, and companion that will fight with you and for you.” 

   Collen grabbed a handful of mane, and swung up onto the Hess’s back. The stallion pranced 

around the inner sircle, as if showing off. Then he simply turned and faced Shay. She stood 

quietly for some time, feeling the whisper of thoughts echoing through the herd. Those thoughts 

seemed to quiet, and again the hess opened a pathway, as another hess stepped forward. She was 

the lead mare. She moved up to Shay, and looked into her eyes for a moment, and then bowed 

her head, reaching forward from the bow she butted Shay, as if to say, okay, its time, let’s go!” 

   Shay scratched her neck for a moment, and then also swung up onto her back. A moment 

later, they were racing across the grasslands, the entire herd right behind them, all trumpeting 

and screaming in excitement. 
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   Collen was not sure how long they rode, it was both a long time, and not long enough. He 

learned how to communicate with his Hess, and guide him. Eventually, the herd broke away, and 

returned to feeding. He and Shay sat together, looking out over the ocean. 

   “They are amazing! I never imagined such a creature.” 

   “They were created, originally by the DragonLords, and roamed the plains freely near the 

keep. Some of the Feral DragonLords secretly approached the herds, and were claimed. Just as 

you and I were. They returned with those Hess to their lairs, releasing them, to propagate. The 

Hess always remained near the lair, and only bred when there was need to maintain or increase 

their herd size. The mares can deliver up to six eggs if there is need, though they usually only 

deliver one, or two. Here, they somehow knew that their numbers needed to increase, so they 

have been breeding freely. A young hess is capable of carrying a rider by the time it is ten 

months old. They eat meat when they can, but can also graze and can survive by eating grass 

alone. They are formidable allies.” 

   “Fitting friends that will make us even deadlier when the need is great.” 

   “As each of our people complete their training, and are named DragonLord, they need to 

come out here, to let a Hess choose them. We need to train with them, and set aside the horses. 

As you now know, riding a hess, is very different from riding a horse.” 

   “Agreed!” 

   “We should also practice with them, for the return of Lihzan to King Rhonsrd. It will be our 

first public appearance. It should be an appearance that remains in the minds of all who see it for 

many generations.” 

  “YES! I look forward to that!” 
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   Rhonsard came out of his chair as his door burst open. The man that had thrown it open 

already yelling as he ran into the room. 

   “Sire! An army approaches You must sound the alarm! Close the gates!” 

   “An Army? From where? None of our outposts or borders have been breached How can an 

army be here now? What flag do they fly Darin?” 

   “It is a Dragon, a golden Dragon on a black field! You must hurry Sire!” 

   He felt the tension leave him, and moved over to his aid, putting a hand on the mans shoulder 

to steady him. “That is not an invading army Darin, If they were invading nothing we could do 

would stop them anyhow. Prepare my best armor Darin, and notify the elite guard I will need an 

escort to meet them.” 

   “But, but, Sire, there are thousands!” 

   “Thousands Darin? Maybe two thousand?” 

   “No Sire. at least eight thousand or more!” 

   “Really? Well, prepare my armor, I shall go see about it.” 

   “Sire You must...” 

   “My armor Darin.” 

 

   He couldn’t help but wonder how Thallen had managed so many as he was suited up. His 

escort was waiting and ready when he stepped into the courtyard. They formed up behind him as 

he rode through the city to the outer gates. The rumble of thousands could be felt, and heard. 
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People were leaving their houses and shops in droves to go see what was happening. They parted 

ahead of him, some yelling encouragement, some yelling that he needed to close the gates. 

   Ardenne Rhonsard rode out of the city, with twenty of his elite guard. Two of them carrying 

his standards. What he saw, did raise the hairs on the back of his neck. They rode across the plain 

two hundred wide and several thousand deep. Their mounts appeared to be breathing fire as they 

ran. They did run, it was not a mild jog, or a trot, these animals that expelled flames from their 

nostrils were running hard, yet remained in a perfect line. The cloud of dust obscuring the rear of 

the host, he could only guess, that there were indeed eight thousand. If forced to guess, he would 

say ten thousand. An exact number. 

   As they neared the walls of Borell, they began to spread out. Even that seemed well rehearsed. 

They remained even and moved in unison. When they were about one hundred yards away, they 

came to a sudden stop. They remained standing as the dust settled, the flames flickering from the 

animals noses with every breath like thousands of stars twinkling in the night sky. When the dust 

had settled, a group detached from the front rank, and approached him. Three abreast, with two 

standard bearers behind them. 

    The center rider wore black armor, that was heavily inlaid with gold. A Scarlet plume 

blowing in the wind from his helm behind a Dragon with its wings outspread. The two riders to 

either side of him had silver engravings in their black armor, and the plumes sprouting from their 

helmets were white. The standard bearers armor was black, with no engravings or inlaid gold or 

silver, their helms carried the winged dragons, but no plumes. 

   Rhonsard moved ahead to meet them, his standard bearers at his back. When only a few yards 

separated them, the riders stopped. The one in the center Dismounted and stepped forward. 

Rhonsard also dismounted, and went to meet him. The man removed his helm, and it disappeared 
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as he extended his arm. Rhonsard at first, thought it was Thallen, but there were subtle 

differences in his build, and his appearance that told him it was not. 

   Rhonsard clasped wrists with him.  

   “King Rhonsard. I am CollenDrian’Mar king of the DragonLords, At your Service. I believe, 

we have something that belongs to you, we are here to deliver, would you like to accept here, in 

public or would you prefer this to be done in Private?” 

   “I expected Thallen, and Vonden to be doing this, I also expected a lot less of you. Where do 

your loyalties stand?” 

   “Thallen demanded, before he would Join us, that I swear to him, and to you, that our 

loyalties would remain in the best interest of you, and your realm, we will stand at your side and 

defend you whatever comes, even if the entire tower comes for you.” 

   “How many of you are there?” 

   “We brought ten thousand, there are more.” 

   “Why did you bring so many?” 

   “To make a statement, and to honor you, with one of our own.” 

   “If you are so strong, then I have no fear of the tower, or what they will do, Accepting in 

public will be fine. Is Thallen one of those with you?” 

   Collen turned his head and nodded. The two in silver dismounted, and all three of the Hess 

disappeared. The standard bearers rode off to either side, and turned their backs to the Elite 

guard.  Thallen and Shayen removed their helms and stored them as they approached. Collen 

bowed his head.  

   “It is good to see you again Sire.” 

   “And I you, I did not expect so many. What has changed?” 
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   “Many things Sire, we will explain all when the Ceremony is done, if that is acceptable?” 

   “It is. Who is the lovely lady with you?” 

   “This is ShayenDrian’Mar My sister, my real sister, just as Collen is my true brother.” 

   Rhonsard nodded to her. “It is my pleasure to meet you Shay, Please, begin!” 

   Collen fired a blast of power into the air. A great Fireball arced into the sky, and burst into a 

million multicolored sprinkles that quickly faded. The host began... marching. The animals feet 

moving, yet they did not go anywhere. After a moment, they began to spread out. some moving 

sideways, others moving forward or back to form a very long line of twos that curved around. 

The beginning near one who did not move, her animal stood perfectly still, only the wind moving 

its mane and tail. The other end of the line, near his own position. The riders then did an about 

face and backed up a single step. They drew their blades and held them forward, each touching 

the blade of the man or woman across from them. As one, the mounts stopped... marching, and 

every single one of the ten thousand spoke, including Collen, Thallen and Shay. 

   “Today, we release our brother in Blood, to duties demanded by Honor, and love!” 

    It was a resounding sound being issued from so many throats. As they finished, the lone rider 

turned and drew her blades. Her mount charged forward at full gallop, its... claws? Digging into 

the dusty soil, throwing clumps of it into the air as it ran. It ran, full into the pathway of swords. 

The riders swords clanging against those raised above her as her mount sprinted through the line. 

As each sword was touched, it was sheathed. As fast as the rider was moving, it took some time 

to reach the end. Rhonsard could now make out, that the armor was obviously fitted to a female, 

and knew that this had to be his Lihzan. 

   As she came out the end of the line, she spun the hess to face that line. The line came back 

together, and then began to reform in their ranks. This was still not the end, that massive 
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formation then turned on the spot, and charged back across the plain, they began to spread out, 

and to his amazement, they began to change. Great wings suddenly flared at the front of the 

formation and Dragons lifted into the air. The hess disappeared as its rider leapt from their 

saddle, and suddenly, in the riders place, a massive Dragon began climbing. They formed 

another line, this one in the sky as they circled.  

   Lihzan again drew her blades and crossed them over her head. The line of dragons dove right 

at her and flared their wings just over her head, a single black steel clad claw extended and 

ticked those crossed blades, very gently, then that Dragon climbed a bit, and suddenly 

disappeared through what could only be described as a hole in the sky. One by one, they came in 

steeply, flared their wings and ticked the blades, then disappeared. It took some time for them all 

to touch those blades. When the last had vanished, she turned her hess, and rode to Collen. She 

dismounted and her hess disappeared. 

   “Approach and be recognised LihzanDrian’Mar.” 

   She stepped forward, and knelt, holding a single blade up in both hands, presenting it to 

Collen. 

   The blade just sort of.. jumped, from her hand, to his. He gently rested that blade on her left 

shoulder. 

   “LihzanDrian”Mar. As king of the DragonLords, I release you from your Duties to us, and 

charge you with the duty of protecting King Ardenne Rhonsard with your life. You will follow 

his command, but you will also act as his wife. While you are charged with protecting him, and 

following his command, you are also charged with using your many abilities to help keep him in 

line, to tell him if he is being a fool. In other words, you are to act, and be, his wife in all things, 

all of the days of his life. Do you accept these new responsibilities DragonLord?” 
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   “I do Sire!” 

   “Then stand and take your blade, remove your helm, and Join the King. Your duties... Begin 

now.” 

   She stood, and took her sword, sheathing it. She removed her helm, and stored it as she 

stepped up to Rhonsard. 

   He lifted a hand to her face, carefully wiping away the wet streaks. “Why do you cry Lihzan? 

Would you prefer to remain, with them?” 

   “I cry, because of the honor they have given me, I cry because I will miss my brothers. They 

fill my heart with love and honor, the love, of family. They cannot fill the place in my heart that 

is reserved, for the love, of a husband, for the love of a man. That place, is yours, if you still 

want me.” 

   His eyes watered, but he somehow managed not to cry. Unable to speak, he extended his arm. 

Lihzan placed her gauntleted hand on it, and walked with him back into the city. 

   The citizens of Borell cheered as they walked past. It was a sight they had never seen. Their 

king, escorting a woman, who wore armor. Her hair flowed in the winds, her chin held high, she 

smiled and waved at them as they passed. The standard bearers of the king, flanked by those of 

the DragonLords. The Elite guard headed by another King as they marched in step, following 

their king back to the castle. 

   Within his great hall, he turned to her at last, and hugged her. “I have worried, and fretted 

while you were gone, I prayed for your return. We have much to discuss, go change, and meet us 

in the main library?” 

   She kissed him, and then hurried away. “I will be right back Ardy.” 
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   Rhonsard motioned for them to follow, and spoke as they walked. “That, was an impressive 

display I never thought to see, in my lifetime. How have you found so many? So many capable 

of becoming Dragon? I thought, the DragonLords dead and gone.” 

   “How do you want me to address you Sir? Ardy? King Rhonsard?” 

   Rhonsard blushed. “Gah, call me anything you like, scoundrel, liar or cheat even, so long as it 

is not Ardy.” 

   Collen chuckled. “Ardenne then. Any who have the blood, are DragonLord, even the mages 

of the tower. We just need to convince them of it and end their stupidity.” 

   “I can imagine that they would fight such a revelation to the death, knowing what I do of their 

beliefs.” 

   “Never the less, we must convince them, or kill them.” 

   He stopped at the doors of the Library, and motioned for them to enter. He spoke to the guard. 

“Let none disturb us.” He closed the doors behind as he entered. He turned to Collen. “So, the 

reason that the tower has not fallen, is because you want to spare them? Make them 

DragonLords?” 

   “Though they have misinterpreted their prophecies, those prophecies are still correct, and will 

become reality. We need to unify the world, every ruler, and the tower. While it may be easier to 

simply destroy the tower, those mages, will be needed when the war begins. Every one we can 

convert, will be another DragonLord to stand beside humanity against the children of the 

dragon.” 

   “You believe there is another children of the dragon?” 

   “According to Xaverin, there is, Created by Nacen, to destroy humanity. Andrell is dead, and 

Nacen is on the path of destruction.” 
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   “The gods? One of the gods is dead?” He shook his head frowning. “As I understand the 

religions of the three, that would mean the end of everything would it not?” 

   “If a new god had not risen in that moment, it would have, yes.”  

   “Assuming, the gods are real in the first place, Nacen is going to send his people here, to kill 

us. If he is a god, why not just, kill us all and be done with it?” 

   “It has to do with the balance, there must be a balance to everything, we are given a chance to 

survive because of this balance. If he were to upset that balance, Xaverin and I would attack him, 

and it would indeed be an end to everything, an even worse death to a god, to lose all he has 

worked for in the destruction of everything. I do not pretend to know all yet, but I do know, even 

Nacen does not want everything to end.” 

   “You? And Xaverin? You are the new god? You expect me to believe this?” 

   “I really do not care what you believe, so long as you stand with us against the children when 

they arrive.” 

   “Show him Collen, he is important, he needs to know the truth, and he needs to believe, even 

more than any other ruler.” 

   Thallen nodded. “We can trust him, of them all, Ardenne Rhonsard can be trusted, and should 

be informed. Through him, we can keep track of the world.” 

   Collen nodded. “I have restrained my aura, blocked it, so that we can continue to train, and 

grow. Nacen leads the children, I will lead Eden in this war.” He released the block he had 

restricting his aura. Even Thallen and Shay were stunned by how much he had grown since the 

last time they had felt it. Rhonsard fell to his knees. Shay and Thallen both grabbed the table. As 

quickly as that, Collen had replaced the restraints, and blocked his aura. He offered Rhonsard a 

hand up. “I am the new god, weather I like it or not.” 
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   Rhonsard accepted the hand, and stood. He wiped the sweat from his forehead. “You have 

removed all doubt from my mind in but a single moment. If the gods are real, why have they not 

appeared before now? The old legends and tales tell of them appearing, but it has not happened 

in a very long time, what changed?” 

   “I do not yet know. From what I have read, much changed four to five hundred years ago, I 

can only guess that it was the quarrel between the gods. There are those among us, that have 

lived that long, and even they did not see the gods, but, our god, or I should say the real 

DragonLords god, was Nacen, and I have never read any literature stating that Nacen appeared, 

so it may be that they only appeared to their devout followers.” 

   There was a bang from the door, and it wobbled on its hinges, then another, and a third. 

Rhonsard was there, and pulled the doors open, to reveal Lihzan, wearing a lovely dress and high 

heels. She was straightening her dress, both of the guards lay on the floor, one trying to crawl 

away. The two standard bearers from the DragonLords stood unmoved, with their backs against 

the wall, their expressions unreadable. 

   “Lihzan? What happened here?” 

   She stepped into the room and closed the doors. “Nothing dear, we had a little discussion 

about who was allowed to disturb you and who wasn’t, I won.” 

   This seemed to disturb Rhonsard deeply. He sat in a chair. “I told them we were not to be 

disturbed, but I did not mean you. I have only just realized, that I have no hold over you, no 

control.” 

   “What do you mean?” 
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   “How can I get angry at you Lihzan? If I yell at you I can see myself bouncing off the walls. 

If you do something I do not want you to, if you disobey me about something I think is 

important, what am I to do? I cannot spank you, or send you to your room. I have nothing.” 

   Lihzan knelt in front of him, and took his hand, placing it on her cheek. A tear rolled down 

against his fingers as she looked up into his eyes. 

   “You have my heart, you have my love, you have a more powerful hold over me than anyone 

could in the world.” 

   Another tear joined the first against his fingers. “You hold my heart and soul in the palm of 

your hand, if you close your hand, it will kill me.” 

   He lifted his other hand and put it on her other cheek. “I am sorry Lihzan, I am such a fool 

sometimes. If I ask, you will not beat up my guards or kill people that insult me?” 

   “If you ask, I will not.” 

   “That did not sound very convincing.” 

   “I will do as you ask Ardenne... you will let, me kill someone once in a while?” 

   The sad, pouty lipped puffy eyed face looking up at him, compared with that last request set 

the king into a fit of hysterics. He wrapped her in his arms and pulled her close. 

   “If there is ever anyone that needs killing, you will be the first to know, and the first to act 

Okay? I tell you what, for now, if you find a mage within the walls of this castle, you are free to 

terminate him.” 

   Her eyes lit up, and she hugged him back, her sad face transformed to one of joy. She jumped 

back to her feet and ran to the door.  

   “I will be right back!” 
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   Rhonsard jumped up as well, but the door was shut before he had taken a step. “What? Where 

is she going?” 

   Collen tilted his head to the side. “I would imagine, to kill the three mages even now in your 

great hall, either waiting an audience with you, planning to kill you, or just watching you.” 

   “Three! By the Gods LIHZAN!” 

   Collen stepped forward, putting a hand on Rhonsards shoulder as he surged forward. 

“Ardenne, it is only three, she will be fine, she knows her business.” 

   His face was pasty white, his eyes wild. “But, but!” 

   “Let me explain something to you. We have a competition, to see which among us is the best. 

Of more than ten thousand DragonLords, LihzanDrian is ranked twenty third. She is good at 

what she does. Now, let us go to the great hall, and see what she has done?” 

   Rhonsard nearly ran all the way. Yet as he stepped out into the great hall, he was once again 

the King. She was standing over two bodies, and one cowering form curled up on the floor. The 

guards in the room were clustered together, unsure what to do, their blades drawn, two 

crossbows aimed at her. 

   “Lihzan?” 

   She stood and made a face. “I am sorry, I just can’t kill that one. If he was fighting it would 

be so easy, but, he sort of wilted when his friends died.” 

    She turned and rolled one of the dead ones over, and yanked her shoe from his face, the long 

heel buried in his eye. 

   “Your Shoe Lihzan?” 
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   She shrugged as she put it back on, despite the blood, and then began going through the 

pockets of the dead mages, tossing books notes and coin purses on the floor beside them. She 

read the notes and handed one to Rhonsard. “It appears they are here to watch you.” 

   “And report back. Even with all of their problems they have to struggle to find more. Now 

they have found what they wanted, and more in the bargain. CollenDrian, have you any need to 

question this mage before I kill him?” 

   The man on the floor took note of that, and sat up. “Do it Betrayer! I do not fear to die!” 

   Collen stepped over to the mage, allowing his aura freedom. He sat on the ground beside him 

as the mans eyes widened. “There are some things you should know, before you continue to fight 

for something that is wrong. I am going to show you the truth, and then I am going to let you 

walk away. I will guarantee your safety out beyond the gates. No assassin or DragonLord will 

come for you.” Collen placed within his mind, the knowledge to become Dragon, and then 

nodded to the door. You are free to go.” 

   He glanced at the door, but made no move toward it. “How, how, how is this possible?” 

    It is possible, because you are one of us, all of you, are of the blood, any that carry even the 

faintest traces of dragon blood, can become dragon if they know the way. We, are not your 

enemy, we are your brothers of the blood. We will not come for the tower, but we will kill any, 

and all that come for us. We will not bring the tower down, unless you force us to. You saw, 

today, how many of us were here?” 

   “Yes.” 

   “There are more waiting, more training. Go, tell your mages what I have said, and show them 

what I have shown you. GO!” 
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   He went, glancing back with every other step. He was flat out running by the time he went 

through the doors. Collen restrained his aura and stood. 

   Rhonsard turned to the guards. “If any of you ever point a crossbow at Lihzan again, I will 

have your heads on a pike by our main gate! Had any of you fired at her you would now be as 

dead as these mages.” He turned back to Lihzan. “Go put your armor back on, it just will not do 

to have you killing mages in a dress.” 

   She hugged him and ran up the stairs. 

   Thallen stepped forward, and put his hand on the shoulder of the one guard that seemed to be 

taking it the best. “Yes, she is a woman, yes she is going to be your queen. Because she is a 

woman does not mean she is incapable. She is of the blood, respect her, and you will have a 

friend for life.” 

   Now one of the other crossbowmen stepped forward. “Sire! It is just not right, it is not proper 

for a woman to go about wearing armor!” 

   Rhonsard turned to Shay. “Would you do me the honor, of showing these men how skilled a 

woman can be?” 

   “It would be my pleasure Sire, may I nick them a little?” 

   “So long as they can be back on duty in a week or two, I do not mind.” He turned back to the 

guards. “Do your best to Kill her!” 

   The two crossbowmen both fired their bows an instant later. The bolts were deflected into the 

ceiling as she advanced, both blades drawn. They dropped their bows and drew their blades, 

standing ready with the rest of them. One by one, they began to fall back with blood leaking 

from a dozen small cuts. The one that Thallen had spoken to took a step back, and purposefully 

sheathed his sword. A few moments later the remaining three also stepped back. 
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   The one that yielded first spoke. “I cannot face her Sire. She could have killed me a dozen 

times over if that had been her intent.” 

   “Lihzan is a DragonLord, it is my great fortune, that she loves me, and I love her in return. 

She will be your queen, so get used to it.  Rodar, how many men have you killed?” 

   “None Sire.” 

   “Shayen, how many have you killed?” 

   “Nineteen.” 

   “It does not bother me that you have not killed anyone James Rodar, Lieutenant of the Elite 

Guard. Your job, is to guard, and to serve. Their job, is to kill. You excel at your job, and they 

excel at theirs. You may find that when it comes to war, that your queen will be the one saving 

your life, rather than you hers. Accept it, learn to live with it, if you do not, then go find someone 

else to serve, because you will not serve here.” 

   Lihzan came down the steps at the back of the great hall. Rhonsard held out his hand, and 

took hers as she approached. 

   “What happened to them?” 

   “I asked Shay to play with them a little, they had a little problem with a woman wearing 

armor, it is all cleared up now.” 

   She frowned at him. “You will let me play with them a little? Now and then?” 

   “Only when they have been bad, but if you wish to train them better, I would consider it a 

personal favor repayable any way you like.” 

   “ANY way I like?” Her smile made him Blush.  

   Again it was Rodar that spoke. “I would consider it an honor to be trained by you... my 

Queen!” 
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   Rhonsard turned to face them again. “There will be those, that say I hide behind her skirts. 

They will think it insulting, but I will not be insulted, her skirt consists of a leathery wing, when 

she lifts it, I will come forth to cut their bloody throats. So be it! Collen, we have much to 

discuss?” 

   “Aye, after you Ardenne.” 

   “Sire, you have a new assassin’s guild here?” 

   He turned to Shay. I do, two doors down from the main gate in fact, on the right.” 

   “I have business there. If I may take Thallen and the standard bearers?” 

   He nodded. “Take Lihzan as well, she can look them over for me.” 

   Shay bowed her head. 

 

   Rhonsard led Collen back to the library and closed the doors. “It is somewhat, unprecedented, 

having a god in my castle, if there is anything you desire?” 

   “Nothing, but thank you.” 

   “What do you require of me, to prepare, for the coming of the children?” 

   “If you would walk with me?” 

   “Of course, where to?” 

   “How about somewhere no mortal human man has set foot in hundreds of years, nor will 

again after you leave for hundreds of years?” 

   “I am interested?” 

   Collen opened a gate, and stepped through. Rhonsard followed him, and looked around in 

amazement. “Where is this?” 

   “This, is DragonLord Keep. Our home.” 
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   Rhonsard put his hands on the battlements and looked out over the grounds. “So many, and all 

of them DragonLords?” 

   “All of them. Some are only apprentices, training to earn their swords and armor. They will 

only receive them once they pass all of our tests. They learn all of the deadly arts, from the use of 

their will, to swords and archery, even the arts of the assassins. Any one of them could decimate 

any known human kingdom on their own. Any one of them could cut a wide swath into the 

tower, before they were brought down. They will never lead, they will never rule, and they 

would never want to. They love to fight, and they live to love.” 

   “The gate you opened? That is an advantage that any war general would give his life to have. 

Will you be using that against the children or will that, upset the balance?” 

   “I do not know, but my people are learning to open those gates as well, so we are going to use 

them. We can transport entire armies thousands of miles in but a single step, they arrive at the 

battle fresh and ready to fight.” 

   “Or behind the enemy lines for a surprise attack, or an ambush.” 

   “Yes. What is required of you, is what you see here. Recruit, and train. Build your army large, 

and train them well. We will be aiding you, with armor and weapons as well as money to pay 

them.” 

   “My own armor and weapons will not do?” 

   “If it has to do, it will, but our armor is stronger, our blades harder and sharper, our bows 

stronger, if you could have the advantages why not? Your blades may penetrate whatever the 

children wear, but ours will cut the hardest steel, even our own armor is hard pressed to defend 

from one of our blades, or one of our crystal tipped arrows.” 
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   “I see your point. When I begin building my forces, the northern lords will inform their King, 

to the south, the desert tribes will also know of it. They will want it stopped.” 

   “Tell them you are under orders from me personally. I will go have a chat with them. They 

too will begin building and training. Eventually, all of them, every little kingdom there is, will be 

building up their forces in preparation for the arrival of the children.” 

   “There will be those that resist.” 

   “We will allow them to accept our offer of unity when the need arises, if they refuse, they will 

die, and be replaced with someone who is more willing. Xaverin does not care how we unify the 

world, so long as we are united when the time arrives.” 

 

   Shayen stepped up to the door of the new guild hall and knocked. A small door slid open and 

a man looked through it. 

   “What?” 

   She lifted an eyebrow, but spoke politely. “I have come to see the guildmaster, I have a letter 

that should...” 

   “He isn’t here.” 

   The little door shut with a Shthunk sound. She turned to Thallen. Would you please open the 

door for me dear brother?” 

   “It would be an honor Sister.” 

    The door exploded inward consisting of thousands of pieces no larger than his finger. Yet it 

was not a blast that affected anything else inside the building, other than the unfortunate and rude 

door keeper, who even now tried to extricate himself from the mass of wood splinters. 
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    Four men came charging down the stairs, each carrying a crossbow. The one in the lead took 

in the scene and stopped well away from the now permanently opened door. 

   “What is the meaning of this?” 

   “A lesson in simple manners. I am ShayenDrian’Mar, I have come to speak with the 

guildmaster. I have a letter from my guildmaster that should gain us admittance.” 

   “Let me see it.” 

   She held it up so the man could see Bendars seal. He nodded. I will need to take that to the 

guildmaster?” 

   She handed him the letter. 

   “Come in, and please wait here? Not that I could stop you if I wanted to.” 

   “We will wait happily, now that we can deal with someone who has at least acceptable 

manners.” 

   The man grinned, and glanced at the doorkeeper, who was pulling splinters from his body and 

clothing. “ Good lesson in manners, if I do say so myself. I will be right back.” 

   Rather than going up the stairs, he went down a set of stairs under the main stairway that went 

up. He was gone only a few moments, and actually bowed to them when he held the door for 

them. 

   Shay stepped into the office, and smiled as she moved over so Thallen and Lihzan could come 

in behind her. “Khaile! I am glad to see you are moving up in the world!” 

   “BY Xaverins hairy Arse! It really is you Shay!” 

   She laughed, but held up a hand. “I would refrain from that particular saying if I was you 

Khaile, Since I have recently seen, and spoken to Xaverin herself, it may not be a wise choice of 

words.” 
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   “Seen and spoken? You can’t be serious!” 

   “I am, very serious. Tell me how things are progressing with the guilds war against the 

tower?” 

   “As well as can be expected I guess. We have great difficulty locating mages any more. It was 

easy when they wore their robes and carried their staves, now we cannot tell them from any man 

or woman that walks past. Even here we are not safe, I heard tell that three mages were killed in 

Rhonsards own throne room just a short time ago. Why they did not come turn us all into ash is 

beyond me.” 

   “They did not wish to risk discovery, they wanted information, and they got it, they should 

have left while they had the chance.” 

   “I only killed two of them, the third was allowed to leave, alive.” 

   “You killed them? Who are you then good lady?” 

   She removed her helm as Shay introduced her. “Khaile, I present to you, LihzanDrian’Mar, 

Shortly to be named Queen of the realm.” 

   “Queen? You killed them? Err, I am sorry.” His knee banged the wooden floor planks hard, 

but he kept his head down. “Forgive me my queen.” 

   “I am not your queen, yet, and there is nothing to forgive. I killed two of them, the third, was 

given information, and sent back to the tower, alive.” 

   “By the three! the Queen in my humble shack. A Dragonlord as well! I mean, no offense my 

Queen, but, if I may ask, I mean, Rhons.. the king, is but a mortal man. How will he command 

you? You, who could destroy armies singlehandedly!” 
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   “Ardenne will command me, because he commands my heart. I will obey his wish and his 

will, so long as he does not try to turn me over his knee... although, that might have possibilities 

as well.” 

   Khaile straightened with a grin on his face. Dragonborn through and through. How May I 

serve?” 

   “I am here on DragonLord Buisiness Khaile, I only accompany Shayen to give her aid if she 

requires it.” 

   He turned to Shay. “Shay then, you have done so much for this guild that., OH! I have 

something for you.” 

   He went behind his desk and rummaged around, then came forward with a little box. 

   “Because of the assistance and dedication shown by you for the guild, it was unanimously 

voted that you should receive this ring. It carries all of the privilege of rank that goes with it.” 

   “Thank you! I used to dream of this ring, one of the greatest goals of my life was...” She 

gasped as she looked at the ring. “This is... this... this is an Arch Templars Ring!” 

   Khail grinned as he nodded. “Yes it is, you are now an Arch Templar of the Assassins guild.” 

   “But? Why? I was only ready for my masters ring?” 

   “At this time, there is no other person in the guild as deadly as you are, no other person has 

killed as many of our enemy as you have, I also believe that the decision was politically 

motivated. Having a DragonLord as a member of the ruling council tends to add a certain bit of 

weight to the guild. No person on this earth would be safe from you if you decided they needed 

to die. The masters, senior masters and the current arch templars have all been watching your 

progress. They know when mages die if members of the guild did it, or if you or your people did. 

You have outclassed the best we have, you now outrank me Shay, congratulations!” 
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   “I don’t know what to say, it is an honor! I will not let the guild down.” She slid the ring on 

her finger and held her hand up to look at it. 

   “You might not want to be seen wearing that in public, at least outside of Rho... king 

Rhonsards city anyhow.” 

   “Nonsense! I will wear it everywhere I go!” 

   “It might offend certain people.” 

   “Then let them be offended.” 

   He chuckled. “True, what are they going to do about it. Tell me, where did all the 

DragonLords come from? The last I knew, there weren’t any, then I learned about you. I have 

been kicking myself for not applying my magnificent charm ever since we parted ways.” 

   She smiled sweetly at him. “The last you saw me, I was dirty, ratty and smelly. You ran the 

moment I tried batting my filthy eyelashes at you, so don’t try sweet talking me now, I might 

take you up on it and chain you to my bed.” 

   “That would be so horrible!” He grinned at her. “Where did you find so many DragonLords?” 

   “Actually, that will be information you will want to spread about to everyone that will listen. 

All of those DragonLords, were only a few months ago, ordinary people of the blood walking 

about the world clueless to what they were.” 

   “Ordinary people of the blood? So, what you are saying, is that, anyone? With the blood can 

be a DragonLord?” 

   “Exactly.” 

   “Then, the mages?” 

   “Are DragonLords.” 

 “Oh my! That is juicy! This will turn the world inside out!” 
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   “It will turn the tower inside out with any luck.” 

   “So, our Queen is a DragonLord, everyone with any ability?” 

   “Any of the blood at all, even the smallest trace, can become Dragon, and with training, a 

DragonLord.” 

   “By Xav... err, all thats holy! When this gets out, those with any blood at all will be clamoring 

to become DragonLords!” 

   “That is what we hope.” 

   “So, what are you going to do about the tower?” 

   “With luck, we want to show them the truth, we want them to realize, we are not their 

enemies.” 

   “That will not be an easy task with Tazain holding the reigns.” 

   “No, we expect to have to deal with him sooner or later. What do you know of the towers 

status? How many are left of high rank?” 

   He shook his head. “Not enough, we can’t get into the tower to begin with. We have tried. the 

best we can do is operatives in the lower part of the tower. None but initiates are allowed further 

in. The tower can hold a lot of people, it is huge, we have no idea how many are left, we only 

know about those we have killed, and we get some rumors from the tower itself. With nothing to 

base our numbers against, or the rumors on, it would only be a wild guess on my part.” 

   “Make a wild guess then.” 

   “I would have to guess we have cut them neatly in half. Those we kill, or you and your people 

have killed are all ranking members. They wouldn’t be allowed out of the tower if they weren’t. 

There are also the attacks on the force that destroyed Drukkar’s estates, and the attack on the 

tower compound. Those both had to hurt the tower badly. The numbers come near one thousand 
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dead from the tower. I do not believe they had two thousand ranking mages, but I am sure they 

have at least that many or more initiates to adepts.” 

   “Okay, so in order to get the tower to approach you with terms for ending this war, we will 

need to get rid of Tazain?” 

   “Yes, I believe, he would fight you to the last mage in the tower. Killing him will not be easy, 

he has not left the tower since the attack on the compound.” 

   “Your people have no way to get to him?” 

   “None, they wouldn’t get past the base of the tower.” 

   “So we need to begin turning the tower against him.” 

   “Let the tower mages kill him themselves?” 

   “That would be one way. To do it, we will need to begin finding mages, and instead of killing 

them, show them, one at a time, the truth of who and what they are, then send them back to the 

tower.” 

   “I do not think we can be of much help there Shay, our people have only a moment to kill a 

mage, if they miss, they die.” 

   “No, I would not ask you to put your people at risk like that. This will be up to us to do. We 

cannot ease up the pressure on them either, so your people need to keep killing them when they 

can find a mage, we will turn our attentions to converting them to our side.” 

   “If you can do it, even a single mage in the tower that knows the truth, it will be the first time 

in history that the tower has been infiltrated.” 

   My Brother was a tower mage until he came of age, he knows the secrets of the tower. We 

have a good chance of doing this, but it will take time. When the children come, we will need 
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your people with us on the field. I know they are not warriors, but every arm to throw a knife or 

fire a dart will be needed.” 

   “I will make it known, but you have the ability to request that aid yourself now, with greater 

influence than I have.” 

   “OH! Thats right!” She paused as someone knocked on the door. 

   “Khaile?” 

   “Yah Brad?” 

   “I have a message here, delivered by wagon to the front gate, and then to us.” 

   “What’s it say?” 

   “There’s a mage outside of town, he won’t come in, says he wants to meet with you.” 

   Khaile lifted an eyebrow at Shay. “Sound like an opportunity to you?” 

 

 

    Senior Master Kevin Luttre stood quietly, waiting, examining his inner self. He was more 

terrified than he had ever been in his life. Yet at the same time, it seemed to make him feel alive, 

and aware. His mind was sharp and clear, though his hands shook so hard they betrayed the inner 

emotions he was feeling. 

   He had put his robe on, and carried his staff. So, now he stood and watched the riders 

approaching. He was surprised they came, and it gave him some hope. They wore strange armor, 

and carried banners he did not know either, which bothered him a little, but he did recognize the 

GuildMaster from the description he had been given. As they approached him, he waited for the 

Guildmaster to dismount, but the man remained seated, and another man, no, a woman from the 

shape of her armor dismounted and approached him. She removed her helmet, and he blinked in 
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surprise when it disappeared. She was smiling, and her manner was one of relaxation, so he 

eased the tense muscles, and nodded to her. 

   "Welcome, you are a brave man to have come here alone." 

   "Thank you, I am Master Luttre of ShardsHaven, I have come to speak, with the GuildMaster, 

if he will hear my words?" 

   "He will Master Luttre, I have come forward instead of him, because I am an ArchTemplar of 

the Assassins guild, and I outrank him." 

   "I see, perhaps it is well then, may I ask your name, before we proceed?" 

   Shay nodded. "I would suggest, that you remain calm when you hear my name, can you do 

that?" 

   He tilted his head and looked at her, then his eyes fixed on her horse, and the banner, and it 

came together with a click in his head. He stepped back, bringing his staff up, but somehow, he 

pulled an iron will up that he had never known he possessed. She had made no move to defend, 

attack, or retreat, so he lowered his staff, and took a moment to control his breathing. He then 

stepped up to her. His breathing still a little ragged. 

  "I am sorry, please." He swallowed, and gripped the staff with both hands to stop them from 

shaking. 

   "Her smile was Genuine. "I am Shayendrian'Mar, third in command of the DragonLords, and 

as I have already said, ArchTemplar of the Guild, how may I be of service to you Master 

Luttre?" 

  He bit his lip, then shook his head. "I am at a loss as to what to do, my apologies. May I ask, if 

you are a DragonLord, why I am still alive?” 
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   “You have not attacked me, or offered any type of harm or insult, the DragonLords, are not at 

war with you, the Assassins guild is, but you have come in peace, wishing for a meeting, so I 

have no reason or wish to kill you.” 

   He swallowed nodding his head. “I, appreciate the opportunity to speak, before you act. I have 

come, to see if the guild, had considered terms if the tower was to surrender.” 

   “However?” 

   He again nodded. “However, we did not know, that the guild had an association with the 

DragonLords.” 

   “That changes everything?” 

   “Grand Marshal Tazain would never consider surrendering to the DragonLords, in any way.” 

   She folded her hands behind her back and nodded slowly as if thinking. “The tower, by now, 

knows they cannot face the DragonLords, or the guild?” 

   “We cannot face the guild, with the guild always at our backs, we cannot retaliate against the 

dragonlords.” 

   “You think you have the hope of fighting us then?” 

   “We would have been capable, if the guild accepted our terms.” 

   “Apparently, word of the events of the day at the castle have not reached you yet?” 

   “What? Events?” 

   “Today, we returned the kings bride to him, she is a DragonLord.” 

   “The Grand Marshal was right to fear the King then. It will not go well for him when the 

tower learns of it.” 

   “What do you think the tower will be able to do?” 
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   “Tazain will marshal the tower and march on Rhonsard. We will kill the Dragonlords that he 

has defending and burn his city.” 

   “The tower is strong enough to kill thousands of DragonLords?” 

   “Thousands? You have two or three hundred, no more.” 

   “Ten thousand were present today for the ceremony. They did not constitute or entire force. If 

the tower attacks Rhonsard, we will defend him, we will destroy any attacking force, and then 

we will be FORCED to destroy the tower.” 

   “If you have so many, why have you not already destroyed us?” 

   “Because we are brothers Luttre. Your blood, is the same that runs in our veins, why would 

we want to kill family?” 

   “We are NOT DragonLords!” 

   “Of course you are!” 

   “Our blood is dilute, we are mages, and men!” 

   “It does not matter how thin your blood is, if you have the slightest heritage, carry the 

smallest trace of the ancient blood, then you ARE DragonLords!” 

   He opened his mouth to speak, in anger, but closed it, as the former grandmasters words 

poured into his thoughts. He stared blankly for a moment, reliving the scene of carnage that had 

erupted. Rather than reply in anger, he asked another question. 

   “How can you prove this to me beyond any doubt?” 

   “I simply show you how to become Dragon, then you prove it to yourself.” 

   “If I Cannot do it?” 

   “Then you will be the first of the blood that is incapable, of many thousands that we have 

shown the way.” 
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   “You, recruit those of the blood, and show them how to become Dragon?” 

   “Of Course, we recruit the same people you do, but we do not have a criteria that we measure 

against. Those who are strong or those who are very weak, are all among us as DragonLords. I 

must warn you, that once you do it the first time, there is no turning back, it will change you. 

You will be enthralled, excited and happy beyond belief by the freedom and the power. You will 

yearn to be dragon, and feel that freedom.” 

   He licked his lips, and once again tried to stop his hands from shaking by gripping his staff 

even harder. “Then show me the way, so that I will know the truth, one way, or the other.” 

   Very gently, she touched his mind, placing the information, and then quickly retreating. 

   Luttre stood for several minutes as he thought about what he now knew. He went over the 

information, again and again, from beginning to end, trying to find some trick, some flaw in what 

she had shown him. It was too simple to be a trick. The moment he tried to fill the image of a 

dragon, he knew it would work. He flung the image away, trying to purge himself of the feeling 

of burning ice roaring through his veins. He gasped and panted as his heart tried to beat its way 

out of his chest, and after several minutes, managed to calm himself enough to think clearly 

again. He tried to draw on that other source of will, to form a ball of mageglow, but it would not 

come. 

   “It will only work to fill the image Luttre, after you become dragon, then the gates will be 

open to you, and you may use free will, but not before.” 

   “The grandmaster spoke truly then. We, we, killed him for it. The Truebloods in the tower, 

were really DragonLords?” 

   “They were not the dragonlords that Nacen created to protect humanity from dragons, and 

dragons from humans, they were offspring of those DragonLords. Offspring born as dragon, 
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rather than human infants. The DragonLords did not know that those born as dragon, were also 

capable of becoming human. They, are Feral DragonLords, but they are every bit as strong and 

determined to see that we are all united, when the real children of the dragon come to call.” 

   “If, I do this. If I become Dragon, it will change me?” 

   “Yes, a change you will relish.” 

   “But, will the mages of the tower know what I have done?” 

   “Did any of you know what Grandmaster Rose had done before he showed you?” 

   “No, no, we did not.” 

   He backed away, and closed his eyes. A moment later, he lifted his head as Dragon, and 

roared. He reared up, and lifted his wings, but Shay was with him, talking to him, trying to calm 

him. 

   “Wait Luttre, wait! It is dangerous to fly until you have learned how! Let me teach you how to 

fly, return to human form!” 

   He struggled with it. His own mind in rebellion against itself. It was glorious. One part of him 

wanted to fly, while another part, was trying to deny what was happening. 

   “Return to human form, let me work with you, and teach you how to fly, you can be Dragon 

any time you wish now. Have patience, return to human form Luttre.” 

   He fell to his knees as he shifted. He was even more out of breath now, but it was not because 

of fear. 

   “You were right! It is wonderful! I have never known such freedom.” He struggled back to his 

feet. “What do I do now? I cannot return to the tower.” 

   “I will make an agreement with you Luttre.” 

   “What is it?” 
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   “I will teach you how to fly, if you will return to the tower.” 

   “For what purpose?” 

   “I want to show, everyone I can. Every mage of the tower, the truth of what they are, just like 

I showed you.” 

   “You want me to betray them.” 

   “Betray? Who is being betrayed? The mages that believe themselves ordinary men with the 

power of will? Or the DragonLords who are free and happy? Do you not feel betrayed by the one 

that deciphered the prophecies incorrectly?” 

   “Now that I know the way, I do feel betrayed, but, it still somehow feels like a betrayal, to sell 

out my friends to you, even though... Even though...” He shook his head. “I am so confused 

now.” 

   The Prophecies are not wrong Luttre, they have just been interpreted incorrectly. The children 

of the dragon will come, and we will fight them, but it is not each other that we will fight. 

   “I have lost, something I did not know I had, yet I have gained so much. I do not trust in those 

prophecies any longer. Why would you believe in them? They have caused you so much pain.” 

   “Because they are not wrong, if they are interpreted correctly. I know who the three are, I 

know, that the children will come against us, and that we must all stand together. If we cannot 

make the tower see the truth, then we MUST destroy the tower. What would be the worst 

betrayal? Showing your friends the truth? Or allowing them to die, believing a lie?” 

   “Who are they?” 

   Shay sent her thoughts to Collen, telling him she needed him with her. 
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   A silver flash made him turn his head, and he gaped in astonishment as a man in heavy black 

armor stepped through a gate. He approached, and stood beside Shayen. One of the mounted men 

also dismounted and strode forward. 

   “We, are the three, Xaverin has again shown her face.” 

   “You? How can... Xaverin?” He took a step back shaking his head. The man that had arrived 

through the gate stepped forward, and reached up to remove his helm. Luttre recognized him 

instantly. 

   “You! Collen! How! WHY!” 

    “Grandmaster Rose spoke to me, just before he called the assembly. He told me, to go to the 

roost, and to escape the tower. He told me, it must be ME that united the tower with the 

DragonLords. While you were all busy killing the grandmaster, I was escaping the tower before I 

came of age. We have learned the truth, and we NEED to make the tower see it as well. We do 

NOT want to destroy the tower.” 

   Luttre turned his back to them. and stood staring across the plains. He looked down at the 

staff in his hands, feeling the lie he had been taught as a religion. He dropped the staff with a 

grimace of distaste. When he finally turned back around, he had a crooked smile on his face. “I 

will do it. I will return to the tower, but, what do I tell them? They will be expecting conditions 

from the guild to end the war.” 

   “Then tell them the conditions.” 

   “But, I do not know them?” 

   “You do, the conditions are, that they accept who and what they are, and join us! If they do 

not, then we will make their version of the prophecies come true.” 
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   They will not accept those conditions. Even if Tazain was not leading the tower they would 

not accept.” 

   “Then we begin to show them, one at a time, just as we have shown you.” 

   “It would take so much time, do we have that much time?” 

   “We have several years, as few as eight, as many as twelve before the children arrive.” 

   “You, really spoke with Xaverin?” 

   “We did, and you will as well before this is all over.” 

   “How do we begin convincing them?” 

   “We just started by convincing you. Can you draw any more of them here? Perhaps to 

continue talks for ending the war with the guild?” 

   “You, will guarantee their safety?” 

   “I cannot guarantee their safety if they attack, but I can guarantee their safety from the guild, 

for a short time.” 

   There are so few left, that it will take just such a guarantee before Tazain allows them to leave 

the tower.” 

   “Do you think Tazain might leave if his presence was required?” 

   “No, he would not believe himself safe, he is even paranoid within the tower. There are too 

many that disagree with his methods, especially after the attack on Baron Drukkar’s estate and 

the ensuing slaughter.” He looked up. “Was that you?” 

   “Thallen stepped forward. “It was me, and fifty of the people I had trained.” 

   “Your attack was reprisal for the death of the baron?” 

   “He was my step father.” 

   “I, am sorry, not all of us agreed with what happened, what was done.” 
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   “It is done, and his death avenged.” 

   “The attack on the compound?” 

   “That was also me, it was reprisal for the mage that tried to control King Rhonsard.” 

   “Yes, that is also problematic, few in the tower agreed that taking control in that manner 

actually constituted unifying the realms.” 

   “How many are left in the tower Luttre?” 

   He stiffened, and then realized what he had done and grinned foolishly. “Excuse my sense of 

loyalty, it seems somewhat misplaced and confused at the moment. There are only three senior 

masters left, I am one of them. There are a dozen masters, three of them keeping an eye on 

Rhonsard. There are perhaps a hundred masters, and about five hundred junior masters. We have 

about a thousand adept and below training in the tower.” 

   “Two of the masters died in Rhonsards great hall today, the third, was sent home, with the 

knowledge that you have.” 

   “Today? Then there is time. You must catch him, bring him to me. I can send a summons for 

a counsel to convene to discuss terms for ending the war. The other two senior masters will 

come, perhaps six of the masters. Tazain may send junior masters as well, as a show of force, it 

is his way, but how do we keep them from attacking the moment they realize what we are up 

to?” 

   “We make sure they know they have no chance to survive if they attack, and every chance to 

survive, if they simply listen.” Collen turned to Thallen. “Open a gate to the estate where you 

began training your people.” 

   Thallen opened the gate, and Luttre gasped. “I felt that! I felt what you did! You do not block 

us from feeling your use of will, you use a different source of power, a different will!” He looked 
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a bit embarrassed by his outburst. “Sorry, I just realized the answer to something we have 

struggled with from the beginning of time.” 

   Collen grinned and nodded. “Like reading the prophecies, once something happens that fills 

in a missing piece, it seems so obvious.” 

   “Yes, so obvious you feel stupid.” 

   “Agreed, come!” 

   Collen stepped through the gate, and Luttre followed him. he looked around in amazement. 

“This, is something that would have saved us so much time and pain if we had only known 

how.” 

   “You speak as if it is all over. If our plans work, it is only the beginning, a new era, that we 

will all share in equally.” 

   “Yes, that is true. May Andrell guide our steps. Where is this place?” 

    “Collen let the saying go. “This, is where we will hold council. Your mages can search the 

entire premises to make sure no one else is here, when they are satisfied, we can open gates and 

fill the area with my people, surrounding your friends, so they will not try to attack. Forcing 

them to listen.” 

   “It is risky, they may attack, just out of desperation or fear.” 

   “They may, but they will run out of will eventually. There will be enough of us here, that we 

can shield, and overlap our shields until they run out of power, then we can calm them down, and 

have a more civilized chat.” 

   “Your people will not retaliate if they attack?” 

   “Not if they are told what to expect.” 

   Luttre nodded. “A good plan then, one that makes me feel less like the betrayer.” 
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   Collen led them to the library, and showed Luttre their location on the map. “Tell them this is 

where they will convene. Shayen will gather the people she needs to make it look realistic when 

they arrive. There are rooms for them, and they will be provided with every comfort during the 

council.” 

   “I will send the summons then.” He went back outside, and released his will. A flash of light 

rocketed off into the distance. “Sent. Tazain will send who he will send. It may be two or three, 

or a hundred.” 

    “We will be prepared, whoever arrives. Now, I believe Shay is going to teach you how to fly. 

Thallen, go hunt down that mage, he should be streaking for the tower as fast as he can go.” 

   “I will find him.” 

 

   Luttre had difficulty controlling himself at first. Nothing in his life had prepared him for the 

fierce exultation that tried to consume him when he shifted into dragon form. Eventually he 

managed to gain enough control to follow her instructions, and within a few days was circling 

high above the estate feeling the freedom of flight. He was called down, when Thallen eventually 

caught up with the mage. He was standing in the yard when Thallen gated in, dragging the 

reluctant and terrified mage behind him. The moment he saw Luttre he ran over to him, jabbering 

incessantly. 

   Luttre calmed him, assured him he was safe. 

    “She killed Marton and Corvel! Right in front of me!” 

   “What did you expect Boyle?” 

   “How did she know it was us?” 
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   She can sense your presence Boyle, just like we can feel another mage. Rhonsard banned us 

from his castle after Rhyzan was killed for trying to control his mind, you thought he would have 

no defense?” 

   “Luttre, one of them, showed me some things, things, you should know.” 

   “Really? What did they show you?” 

   Boyle leaned over and began whispering excitedly. Luttre grabbed him and pushed him back, 

stopping the rapid whispering. “Thats enough of that, come with me.” 

   Luttre winked at Shay as he passed, Boyle following him like a whipped hound. Luttre took 

him to the roof of the small keep, then turned to him. “We can talk here privately. You speak 

blasphemy Boyle! Your words will get you killed, what makes you so insistent about this?” 

   “Because.. because, I feel, it is TRUE!” 

   “Have you done it yourself?” 

   “No, No!” 

   “It is good then, you will keep this to yourself for now.” 

   “But, if it works, if it is true?!” 

   “If you had done it, the tower would kill you as surely as they killed Rose! I am not telling 

you it is wrong, or that it will not work, I am telling you, to keep it to yourself for now, if you 

wish to live another day?” 

   “Yes, I understand, I, am sorry, it just seems so..” 

   “Enough Boyle!” 

   “Sorry Sir.” 

   “I believe you, I believe that what you learned is true, I have been told the same, but if you 

speak a word of it, I will deny it in front of a grand council. It is enough, that we know, for now. 
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Future events may allow us more freedom than we have with Tazain, so long as he is in charge, 

this knowledge will only mean our death, do you understand me?” 

   “Yes Sir!” 

   “Good. Go get cleaned up. Act like the proud mage you are. A council of mages will be 

arriving within the next few days. You are going to stand with me while the Arch Templar and 

her people discuss ending this war with us.” 

   “It will be an honor Sir.” 

   “We will see how well your spine holds out as events unfold.” 

   Boyle blushed, but it was not from embarrassment. “What would you have done under the 

circumstances?” 

   “I would not have groveled on the floor crying like a girl.” 

   His anger intensified, but he had nothing to say. 

   “We are all afraid Boyle, the difference is how we handle it. Being terrified, is not reason to 

become a coward. You cannot think when you are screaming. You were trained to do better. 

Think about it.” 

   “I have thought about it, it is all I have been able to think about.” 

   “What would you do different in the same circumstances?” 

   “She, she only attacked them when they attacked her. I would have stood... Gah! I do not 

know! If I was brave, I would have attacked as well, and I would now be dead. I should not have 

let them die without at least TRYING!” 

   “Do you think it would be easier to die, than to live with the actions you did take?” 

   Boyle stared at his boots for several moments. Slowly, he began nodding his head. “Yes, 

dying would have been easier.” 
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   “So you know, I am glad you did not die. The fault, lays squarely on Tazain. He should NOT 

have sent you into Rhonsards great hall, he KNEW the king would react violently if you were 

found. He sent you anyhow, and because of that, two good men died. His actions are not in the 

best interest of the tower. Nothing he has done has turned out well. He has brought us to war 

with the assassins guild, a war we could never hope to win. He has brought us to the brink of war 

with the DragonLords, though we are supposedly eternally at war with them anyhow, it was his 

actions that resulted in the battle at Godart plain, and the destruction of our compound, a hundred 

mages died in those two attacks alone, now he continues to send our mages into situations they 

cannot hope to survive. Above all of that, is the information, you and I now carry, information, 

that our interpretations of the prophecies may be wrong. If we were to question that 

interpretation, Tazain would skin us both and then sprinkle salt over us until we screamed 

ourselves to death. What do you think our course of action should be?” 

   “Remove Tazain! Put you in command of the tower!” 

   “No, not me, Wright, or Stellin, Wright would be my choice. As it stands, we will not be back 

at the tower for some time. We will return with the other mages, we can see how they feel about 

the progression of things while we are here, if we are very careful. We let them come up with the 

ideas, and simply agree with them. Bolster their confidence in their own ideas.” 

   “Yes Sir, I am good at that!” 

   “We will see Boyle, I have little faith in you at the moment.” 

   He returned to the courtyard. Shayen was wearing a leather outfit that set his trousers on fire. 

He walked around her. “I never thought, an Arch Templar would be so lovely.” 

   “And deadly Luttre, do not forget, deadly. Care to try snuggling up to the Arch Templar?” 

   “No, your Grace, I think I will simply enjoy the view from afar.” 
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  She giggled, and then nodded toward Boyle, who was rather dejected, walking back and forth 

near the well. 

   “He is a good mage, but has never been strong of spine. He is smart, one of the smartest in the 

tower, he just has no heart to back up the brains. Right now, he is rattled, and not thinking 

clearly. I have tried to give him something to think about, we will see how he comes around.” 

   “I will leave him to you. Can he be trusted when this all gets under way?” 

   “By the time the others arrive, he will have a bit of time to calm down and start thinking 

again. If I still think he is unstable, we may have to hide him somewhere until we are done. If he 

can pull his brains back together, he will be an asset.” 

 

   With Boyle in the compound, his flying was put on hold, and time seemed to slow down. He 

read, and made notes in his spellbook. He refrained from adding the gate to it, it was too easy for 

someone to take the book, or simply look through it. A mages book was sacred, and severe 

punishment could ensure from just reading it, but that did not stop the less scrupulous of the 

mages from looking, and trying to learn things they had not yet figured out for themselves.  

   The terrain leading to the estate made the wait even longer as the council mages had to fight 

their way through the ditches and brush to get there. Boyle did start coming around, and 

occasionally talked with him about a plan to gain a majority of votes to replace Tazain, or instate 

a new grand master who could keep Tazain under control. Luttre knew, that if their plan here 

succeeded, they would not need the votes. Tazain had lost most of his most powerful support by 

sending them on suicide missions. Assassins had done their work for them. Willy Arghent had 

been one of his most powerful supporters. Tazain had lost the majority of his support with the 

attack on Drukkars estate and the resulting destruction of the entire force of battle mages. The 



343 

few who remained loyal to him, would be making the journey here. They would not return with 

the same loyalty. 

   It was almost a physical relief when word came in that the group was approaching the estate. 

Tazain had sent the other two senior masters, six masters and fifty of the junior masters. It was 

not as large a force as he would normally have sent, but still large enough to ensure, at least in 

his own mind, their superiority over anything they might face. 

   Arghent was not pleased when he arrived. He did not even say hello. 

   “Why in the nine hells and Xaverins hairy arse are we holding council out here?” 

   “It was not my decision to make Willy, it is a secure location, we will not be interrupted. No 

one can get to us easily. If you think about it, we could defend this place for quite a while if push 

came to shove.” 

   “Willy looked around now, and nodded in agreement. “True, we burn the nearby trees and 

brush, and no one could get within bow range. Still, that was an arduous fight to get here, I hope 

you have good news?” 

   “Not really, the guild makes demands I know Tazain will not go along with, but I see no way 

out if we want to end this war.” 

   “What are the demands?” 

   “There is only one demand.” 

   “Then why in the bloody hell is it so hard to make the decision?” 

   “Because that demand is ending all hostilities toward the DragonLords.” 

   “WHAT?” 

   Luttre shrugged. “Told you.” 

   “What is the POINT of coming all this way then? They have to know we will not do that!” 
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   “Then we need to convince them to come up with different conditions, because we cannot 

allow Tazains war to continue if any of us want to survive AND see the sunshine.” 

   Willy just turned and walked away, grumbling to himself. 

      Stellin walked over to him, glancing after Willy. “He does not seem too excited about 

talking with you Luttre.” 

   “Nope, he is rather annoyed I would imagine. How goes the battle at the tower?” 

   “Ehh, not well. Tazain is becoming even more of a Tyrant. I’d have never thought a little 

power could do that to him. Now he is grasping with both hands trying to hold onto that power. 

We tried to set up a vote for a new Grand master, but he managed to waylay the attempt. We are 

at war after all. I am surprised he allowed us to come try to end the war. If it ends he has to know 

he will be demoted.” 

   “He also has his back to the wall, everything he has done has turned into a disaster. Another 

disaster or two and he will be demoted to an early grave, IF there are any of us left to demote 

him.” 

   “What of the guilds demands? How many are reasonable and how many beyond 

comprehension?” 

   “They only have a single demand.” 

   “Really?” 

   “Yep, and it is beyond comprehension. They want us to end all hostilities, now and forever, 

with the DragonLords.” 

   “Oh shit, you can’t be serious?” 

   “Afraid so.” 

   “Why would they think we could even discuss such a demand?” 
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   “Actually? They have good reasons.” 

   “Like what?” 

   “Like over ten thousand DragonLords and growing.” 

   Billy Stellin grinned at him, the grin slowly fading. He shook his head in disbelief as he 

realized the other man was completely serious. “How?” 

   “They recruit those of the blood, just like we do, only instead of teaching them how to use 

their will, they teach them how to become Dragon, and eventually, DragonLords.” 

   Stellin narrowed his eyes. “You seem to think there is some weight behind this false claim?” 

   “Some weight? Ten thousand DragonLords is not enough weight for you?” 

   “There can’t be ten thousand of them, they have a couple hundred, no more.” 

   “I watched ten thousand of them deliver Rhonsards new queen to him a few weeks ago.” 

   “Rhonsard is marrying one of them?” 

   “They trained her, and brought her back, the day she returned, she killed Marton and Corvel 

right in Rhonsards great hall. For some reason, she let Boyle go, he is here, but somewhat shaken 

up.” 

   “TEN thousand of them Luttre?” 

   “Ten thousand, and the Arch Templar tells me she has information that says there are ten 

thousand trained, and more in training.” 

   “By the gods, we do not stand a chance in... where are they getting... Wait, your saying, that 

they recruit the same people we would, and that they are capable of becoming....” 

   “Yes, that would mean we are capable as well, exactly what Rose told us before we turned 

him into a messy puddle. Does that even matter now? I KNOW they have ten thousand, I saw 

them in formation, I saw them FLY away after the ceremony. All I know, is that Tazain will not 
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believe me. Boyle saw it as well. Tazain will skin us both in front of the entire tower and make 

us scream for hours as an example.” 

Stellin ran a hand through his hair. “I have to believe you, but, it is a hard thing to swallow.” 

   “I am considering, not returning to the tower. I need to know, if it is true. If our people are 

dying for a lie.” 

   “Tazain will send someone after you, you know that.” 

   “Will it matter Bill? Will it matter if I die following his orders? Or if I die learning the truth, 

or die because I have learned the truth?” If I know the truth, then dying wouldn’t seem so bad. A 

lifetime of living a lie, a lifetime of wasted effort to kill people who share my blood.” 

   “No, if it is a lie, we need to fix it, before anyone else dies.” 

   “For the sake of argument, let’s say, you and I find out that, we are just like the DragonLords, 

that Rose was right, and anyone that carries the blood, can become Dragon. What would we do? 

It is not like we could go announce it to the tower. “Hey look! Rose was right and we killed him 

for it!” 

   “If we are just like them, why are they killing us? Why would they not be trying to recruit 

us?” 

   “What makes you think they aren’t trying? They killed the battle mages on Godart plain 

because they attacked and killed Drukkar and burned his estate. They attacked the compound 

because we had a mage trying to control Rhonsard. That alone was an act of war. They could 

have simply declared war on us and destroyed the tower. Have they hit us again at all after that 

attack? Every time Tazain does something stupid, they hit us back, then they wait. Eventually, 

they will come for the tower, because you know as well as I do that Tazain will not relent.” 
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   “They have the people to do it if what you saw was no illusion.” He looked around, and 

spotted Boyle. “BOYLE!”  

   The mage trotted over to him. “Yes sir?” 

   “You saw the DragonLords in Borell?” 

   “Yes Sir.” 

   “How many were there?” 

   “Thousands Sir, thousands.” 

   “Shit, why did they let you go after killing Marton and Corvell?” 

   “Because I fell on the floor and screamed like a woman.” 

   Billy blinked in surprise. “You did that? Why?” 

   “I watched the future queen slam the heel of her shoe through Martons eye, then spin and 

break Corvell’s neck before he could fart. Their spells had no effect on her. I watched two men I 

considered friends die faster than I could blink. I did not think, I was terrified. More terrified 

than I have ever been in my life. If I could go back, I would have tried to fight, so she could kill 

me too, it would have been easier than knowing I am a coward.” 

   “Well, some of us, just arent cut out for fighting Boyle.” 

   “Do not try to mollify me Bill, I know what I did, and I know what it means.” 

   He turned on his heel and walked away. 

   “Well, that is a surprise, I never expected that from Boyle.” 

   “We have assassins trying to kill us from the shadows, everyone is walking a razor wire, our 

nerves are shot. In such circumstances who is to say how any of us will act.” 

   “Ten thousand, by the gods, does Arghent know this?” 
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   “Not that I am aware of. I told you, because I trust you. I spoke to you about the possibilities 

of Roses final speech, because I trust you. Arghent is Tazains man, he will demand I march back 

with him to face charges of treason if I said such things to him.” 

   “Yeah, your right.” The future queen let Boyle live because... he did not attack. I need to 

think.” 

   He also turned and walked away muttering to himself. 

   Luttre wandered over to where the rest of the group had gathered to rest by the well. He 

exchanged a few hellos, but mostly listened. Even among this group, there was a considerable 

amount of rivalry. Those who believed in Tazain were hard pressed to make excuses for the 

failures though, and after only a feeble effort gave up on the argument. 

   Shayen approached the group, and directed them to the keep, where beds waited. The talks 

would begin in the morning once everyone had rested. 

   It was still early, but most of them began wandering toward the keep. It had been a long 

journey, a warm bed would be welcome. 

   Luttre spotted one of Roses favored mages, named Cole Justin.  

   “Hey Cole, how are things at the tower?” 

   “Not all that good Master Luttre. A lot of tension in the air. Everyone walks on their tip toes 

when Tazain is around. Most of us just wonder what disaster he is going to dream up next.” 

   “Sorry to hear that. Hopefully we can end this war, that should calm a lot of frayed nerves.” 

   “Calm a lot of nerves and allow us to vote in a new Grand Master. I have to wonder what 

Rose was thinking when he nominated Tazain as Grand Marshal.” 
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   “He was thinking that Tazain would keep him on his toes. Rose always thought he was too 

soft, and Tazain too harsh, he was after balance, he just didn’t consider how aggressive Tazain 

was.” 

  “I could go for a little of the Grand Masters calm patience about now. How are things here?” 

   “Not good, as it stands, we have no chance of ending this war, which is why I sent for help.” 

   “Really, what’s the problem?” 

   “The guilds one and only demand, they want us to end hostilities toward the DragonLords.” 

   “Ahh crap, that is a problem. Why does the guild care about the DragonLords?” 

   “I do not know. Maybe they made the demand because they knew we couldn’t agree to it.” 

   “Then what would be the point in accepting talks? How could they even think we would agree 

to such a thing?” 

   “Actually? They have good reasons.” 

 

   Luttre continued talking with those he knew were slightly open minded until they were all in 

bed, then he tried to get some sleep himself, and was not completely successful. He knew that the 

events of the following morning might be ugly, and it kept him tossing and turning all through 

the night.” 

 

   Shayen prepared well for her speech. Everyone who appeared to be simple hands taking care 

of the estate, were in truth, DragonLords. The deception was a simple one. The mages would not 

be looking at the cook, or the man cleaning stalls, or even the butlers, the maids or the grounds 

keeper. Everyone going about the day to day chores of an estate were DragonLords. The one 
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thing that could ruin the deception, was if the mages realized, there were no crops, no grapes or 

grains in the fields. 

   Their breakfast was well rounded, enough food to keep them relaxed and fill them 

completely. When they finished eating, she did not give them time to wander about any more 

than they already had. She called them to the main hall. They set only a single watch outside the 

doors to the keep. When they were seated, Luttre stood behind the podium. 

   “Mages of the tower, I have called you all here today, to discuss ending the war with the 

guild. Some of you know, but others may not, that the guild, has made only a single demand. To 

cease hostilities toward the DragonLords, now, and forever.” 

   There were a few exclamations, but not many, telling him those he had spoken with, had 

shared the information. “We all know, that this demand, is not one that can be met, yet, at the 

same time, if this war is not ended, there will not be enough left of the tower to ever fall to the 

children of the Dragon. With that in mind, I now turn the podium over to Arch Templar Shayen, 

of the guild.” 

   She nodded to Luttre and took her place. “I am not here to pull my punches. I am going to be 

blunt, and to the point. We will not change our demand, the one, and only demand we have, to 

end the war. Each of you knows the Prophecies by heart. You have studied them all of your 

lives, yet none of you has ever questioned the validity of the translations, the very meanings of 

those prophecies. The Mages guild was founded over those prophecies, and your beliefs have 

followed along the same lines for hundreds of years. Today, I am going to prove to you, that a 

single translation, was wrong!” 

   She expected trouble, and was not disappointed when Arghent stood. “If you refuse to change 

your demands, then there is no need for us to sit her and listen, we will be taking our leave.” 



351 

   “No, you won’t.” 

   He grinned at her, and that grin carried no mirth. “How do you intend to stop us?” 

   “I do not intend to stop you, but the ten thousand DragonLords outside the door will.” 

   That had them all on their feet and rushing to the door. Stillen was the one who stopped the 

mad rush by jumping in front of them with his hands up. 

    “HOLD Are you all mad? If you rush out they will think we are attacking! We will WALK, 

and see what there is to see!” 

   A murmur of agreement followed, so he turned to the door, and opened it, slowly. 

   He did not step out that door, he did not need to. Every one of them could see the ranks of 

DragonLords formed up across the fields. The sky was filled with dragons circling above. 

   Stillen slowly closed the door, and wiped the sweat from his forehead as he turned. 

   “You guaranteed our safety!” 

   “I guranteed that the Guild would not raise a hand against you, coming to, or going from this 

meeting.” 

    “You still betrayed us by telling them where we are!” 

   “I did not tell them, they knew you would be here, because I am also third in command of the 

DragonLords.” 

   Ahrgent snarled as he walked toward her. “WHY! WHY the deception? You have the force to 

destroy the tower, why go to all of this trouble?” 

   “Because I want you to listen to me. I do NOT want to bring the tower down!” 

   Arghent spun and walked back and forth for a moment, trying to calm his racing heart. He 

stopped in front of her. 

    “I do not understand? If you have this many, why would you not fulfill the prophecies?” 
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   “It is not us, that will bring the tower down. I can prove, that we are brothers, that our blood is 

one and the same, there is no difference between you, and thousands of those men and women 

outside these walls.” 

   No one spoke, in fact, few were even breathing. So Luttre stepped forward. “We have little 

choice but to listen. Speak, for I have little patience left for these games. “ 

   “Your prophecies state, that when the three are united in goal, the bells in the halls of the dead 

will toll. Who are the three? Do you look for them? Do you know who they are? The tower 

cannot fall, until they have united in common goal. I also ask you, is your blood out of place? Is 

our blood out of place? Do we not ALL belong here? We were all born here, on this world, so 

how can our blood be out of place? Has any of you seen or spoken to Xaverin? Has she again 

shown her face?” 

 Shay shook her head and raised her hands. “None of what you struggle against, can happen until 

these things come to be. I know who the three are. I know, Xaverin has again shown her face! I 

can show you the swords of Fire, and I can tell you, who the children of the dragon are! Despite 

being able to show you all of these things, you still will refuse to believe, so I have a better way 

to prove to you, that we are one and the same. That we are brothers!” 

   Stillen pushed Luttre aside and walked back to the front of the room. “You speak of the blood, 

you speak, of becoming Dragon.” 

   “A great man, a man of vision once tried to tell you, he showed you the truth, and you killed 

him for it. The results of ignoring that truth, are now plain. Your numbers dwindle, and you fear 

to venture from the tower in small numbers. You are no longer free to walk the roads and trails. 

Are you willing to see for yourselves if that great man spoke the truth?” 
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   Arghent walked up beside Stillen. “Even if what you show us works, even if he spoke the 

truth, the tower still falls, and it is your hands that have brought it down.” 

   “Why would it fall?” 

   “Because our beliefs, are the foundation of the tower, without those beliefs, there is no reason 

for it to continue standing.” 

   “So you are saying that you would rather believe in a lie to keep the tower standing? We train 

the DragonLords, in every aspect of warfare. If I am able to show you the truth, then why would 

we not use the tower, to do exactly what it has been used for, for hundreds of years? To teach 

those of the blood, the skills of will?” 

    None of them said anything so she continued. “The tower, does not need to fall, so long as 

WE can work together to keep it standing. Who, is the most devout among you? Who can I show 

the path to becoming Dragon, that you will ALL believe?” 

    She fully expected it to be Arghent, but Stillen pushed Luttre forward. “Master Luttre will go 

first!” 

   Luttre turned to Stillen “If I survive this Stillen, I am going to hire the guild to kill you if it 

costs me every penny I have ever owned.” 

   Stillen grinned at him. “If it works, my fate will most likely be the easier of our two.” 

   Luttre stepped forward. “Show me then DragonLord, prove to me that we are wrong.” 

   Shayen stepped down, and made a show of putting the information in his head. 

   Luttre frowned, and took a step back. Then another step back. His frown became a look of 

dismay, of near physical pain. He did not change, instead, he sat in the nearest chair and put his 

head in his hands. 

   Arghent was beside him in a moment. “Well?” 
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   “It is possible, I do not even need to change, I do not even need to become Dragon to know, 

that it is possible.” 

    Arghent turned to her. “Show me then!” 

   This time, she really did give him the knowledge. His reaction was even greater. The stunned 

expression on his face was not one that could be faked. He too sat in a chair beside Luttre. 

   “It is possible, it is beyond possible, I know, I could do it. with only the will to change.” 

   Stillen turned from the stricken looking pair. “Who are the three?” 

   Thallen and Collen stepped forward from behind a curtain that concealed an alcove. they 

stood beside Shayen and Collen spoke. “We are the three. Each taken to a different place to be 

raised, and grow, by Xaverin herself. Each of us trained in a different way. Myself, by the tower, 

as a mage. Thallen, as a warrior, and Shayen, as an assassin. Thallen, and Shayen each began 

building a force, that could destroy the tower. I was warned by grandmaster Rose. He told me 

that the Dragons in the top of the tower, were not truebloods. He told me to run, before I came of 

age, and he charged me, with showing all of you the truth. He charged me, as his last command, 

to unite the tower with their sworn enemy, the DragonLords. He went from our meeting, to call 

an assembly, and faced his own death, to give me time to escape. Each of us, raised in a different 

way, went to a place that was no more, we found each other in that place, and we united in goal, 

to save this world, from the children of the dragon.” 

   “Collen. I remember you well. You were the brightest among us, a rising star. You believed 

Rose, you started this.” 

   “The tower, must unite, or it must fall. Xaverin told us, that if we could not unite the tower, 

that we must destroy it. None can stand aside or apart if we are to save this world from the 
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children of the dragon. Children, created by Nacen, to destroy humanity. They will come from 

beyond the skies, it is their blood, that will be, out of place.” 

   Billy Arghent lifted his head from his hands. “I, we, have no choice but to believe you, but we 

are not the tower. If we return there, Tazain has enough power to kill us. It will leave the tower 

crippled beyond repair, but he will do it. Only an hour ago, I too, would have done it. How do 

you plan to unite the entire tower?” 

   “I give you time to return. Time to convince as many others as you can. Convince them to 

come see for themselves. Those that cannot be convinced, we will be forced to kill.” 

   “Convincing others, it is possible, but is a risk that means the life of anyone caught. If more 

than one of us is caught, Tazain would purge the tower. He is becoming paranoid, yet he is a 

smart man. He would know that those of us talking the most, returned from this trip, returned 

from a failed mission to end the war. Each of our lives would be forfeit.” 

   “What do you suggest?” 

   “We go back to the tower and settle in for a few days, then, we kill him.” 

   “You believe, that with Tazains death, the rest of the mages could be convinced without 

further bloodshed?” 

   “He was my friend, but power, has changed him. He is no longer totally sane. There are many 

that believe, as he does, that action, and strength will win the war, and destroy the DragonLords. 

they will listen to him, and believe in what he says. If he dies, they will be more willing to listen 

to the rest of us.” 

   Collen took a deep breath. “So be it then. Shayen, this game falls into your hands.” 

   “I need a robe, and a staff.” 
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   Luttre stood up, and removed his robe, handing it to her, then his staff. She put the robe on 

and pulled the hood up. She nodded to Collen. 

    Collen opened a gate, to their astonishment, it was a gate inside the upper levels of the tower. 

Shay stepped through it, and the gate closed behind her. 

 

   Finding him was easy, his was the only mind in such frantic turmoil within the tower. Getting 

to him, would not be as easy. She carefully changed her aura, and then began a smooth confident 

walk down the hallway. Her abilities were tested as soon as she walked around the first corner. 

Three students walked past, one of them nodded to her. She smiled, and nodded in return. They 

continued on their way without looking back. She continued on down the hallway, passing 

several more groups as easily as the first. She came to the doors to Tazain’s room. A single guard 

stood outside the door. He remained relaxed as she approached. 

   “How is his mood?” 

   He grunted. “Same as always, great one minute, the next minute could get you killed.” 

   “Wonderful, wish me luck?” 

   “Yah, good luck, you’ll need it.” 

   She pushed the door open and stepped in, closing it smoothly behind her without appearing to 

rush. Then she just stood watching him. He did not appear to even know she was there. He was 

pacing back and forth, his hands moving as he talked to himself. It was a difficult thing to feel 

the mans emotions, they were so piled up on top of each other that they were nearly 

indecipherable. 

   Without moving, she transfered poison from her vial to the tip of his index finger. Then she 

used nothing but the Dragon power to prick his finger. He jerked his hand up without slowing 
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and put it in his mouth, sucking on the injured finger. He paused then, and looked at his finger, 

and then his eyes looked at her as she lowered her hood. He let out a deep breath as a smile 

crossed his face. Then he fell face first to the floor. She did not need to check to see if he was 

dead. She opened a gate, and stepped back into the great hall of the keep. She removed the robe, 

and returned it to Luttre along with his staff. 

   “Tazain, is dead.” 

  Arghent jumped up. “Already? How? it is not possible!” 

   “There is no assassin in the world better than Shayen Senior Mage Arghent. She no longer 

kills for pay, but if the need is great, none could do the job swifter.” 

   “But, he has a guard, there are always people in the halls! No one can walk into his room 

unnoticed!” 

    “I was not unnoticed, everyone that passed me saw me, they simply believed, that I belonged 

there, and forgot about me the moment they were past me. I spoke to the guard at the door, I 

asked him how Tazains mood was. He told me, “Same as always, great one minute, the next 

minute could get you killed.” I asked him to wish me luck, he said “Yah, good luck, you’ll need 

it.” A few moments later, Tazain was dead. 

   “No one else got hurt?” 

   “No one.” 

   Arghent shook his head and sighed. “It is no wonder that we fear the assassins guild. All of 

this time, you could have infiltrated the tower? You could kill anyone you wished, or even drop 

several thousand DragonLords on every level of the tower?” 

   “Any time we wanted to, but it was not our goal to destroy the tower.” 

   “What of this war then? Is it over?” 
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   “No, it will not end until the tower is united with us. In fact, we do not even really need you to 

become one with us, simply agree to stand with us, when the children come.” 

   Billy Arghent nodded slowly, and then also slowly shook his head. “No, the tower needs to 

unite. I have some small idea of what it will be like to become Dragon, and it pulls at my mind, it 

fills me with desire. I want it, and I know that anyone else that learns of the ability will want it as 

well. Once they know the way, they will all join you, I know they will.” He stood and faced the 

group, some of them sitting again. “Who still does not believe? No, it does not matter, each of 

you, come forward, and allow master Luttre and myself to show you the way to freedom!” 

   Collen held his hand up. “Wait, let us step outside first, in case someone cannot resist. An 

overly excited Dragon is large and messy in an enclosed space.” 

 

Even as Collen opened the doors, ten thousand voices rose in perfect harmony. 

 

The people of Eden will never die, 

 so bring your swords your bows and your men 

   but know the Dragons have learned to fly 

   Try if you will to breach our den 

  well teach you that grown men can still cry 

   Come and rattle your pitiful swords 

   but tell your wives you'll be very late 

  for now you march to meet your fate 

 at the hands of the Dragon Lords! 

at the hands of the Dragon Lords! 
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Brothers in Blood, Brothers in Life, Brothers in Death! 

 Brothers are we, its in our blood 

 our names are etched upon our blade 

so come and face us in a mighty flood 

you'll know who we are as your life does fade 

 my name is etched upon my sword 

so as you stand before hells gate 

you'll know who sent you to this fate 

twas the hands of a Dragon Lord! 

twas the hands of a Dragon Lord! 

 

   Brothers in Blood, Brothers in Life, Brothers in Death! 

 

When battle comes our eyes do Blaze 

for Battle fills our hearts with Joy 

Our enemies we salute and Praise 

when they come to be the Dragons Toy 

but You'll never take our treasure hoards 

 for On your bones our swords will Grate 

 and you will know you've met your fate 

At the Hands of the Dragon Lords! 

At the hands of the Dragon Lords! 
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Brothers in Blood, Brothers in Life, Brothers in Death! 

A single voice then rang out from the assembled DragonLords 

Our Brothers! We call to you! 

Then every one of their voices roared in time and harmony 

   JOIN US! JOIN US! JOIN US! 

 Luttre leaned over to Stellin. “Now that, is impressive.” 

   “Your not going to sing are you?” 

   “No, it’d ruin the whole effect.” 

   “Oh good, had me worried for a minute. Now, show me!” 

 

   Collen turned to Shay as they all began to learn. “Are you okay?” 

   “I am fine Col, he was such a mess. The last thing he felt, was relief. He knew he was dead, 

and smiled at me as he fell.” 

   “It is good then?” 

   “It is Good Col, I have killed for less. I have killed for the price of a meal, this, was important, 

I do not hurt, I do not regret and I do not look back.” 

   He gave her a crooked grin. “Sometimes, I wish I had your strength Shay.” 

   She hugged him close, and then they both spun as a new dragon roared from only a few feet 

away. 

 

 

   They mostly rode in silence. Each of them reliving the moment of transition, and the profound 

changes they had felt. They each, felt guilt, as if they had betrayed a loved one, yet, the guilt was 
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overshadowed by the elation and joy that they had each found with the transition. The King of 

DragonLords had welcomed them, and then, with only a step, he had taken them to a remote 

island chain, and showed them the home of the DragonLords. He showed them the different 

steps of training, and each of them came to understand, why they could not stand against the 

DragonLords. Everything they did, was impressive in scope and scale. Even their island home 

was majestic and serene, despite the activity it harbored. 

   Luttre rode up beside Arghent and slowed to match strides with his horse. Arghent had said 

little the entire trip to the island. CollenDrian had opened a gate for them, reducing their trip 

back to the tower to a single day. Tonight they would rest in their own beds within the tower. 

Their own beds, that each of them felt, they no longer had the right to sleep in. They had a job to 

do though, and each of them knew that they would do that job, no matter the cost. 

   “You impressed me Bill.” 

   “In what way Kevin?” 

   “When I saw them, outside the door, you know what my first thought was?” 

    “No idea?” 

   “I was sure, that you were going to get us all killed. I braced myself for your attack.” 

   “So you were one of the three that embraced the power of will. A few days ago, I would not 

have expected you to back me up. Especially against those odds.” 

   Luttre shrugged. “I guess, it was important for me to die well. It took me a bit to realize, we 

might live through it.” 

   “I have to admit, that I was influenced by many things, one of those things being Roses final 

speech. The fact that they had gone to so much trouble to convince us, rather than just killing us 

all. A few weeks ago, I would have followed Tazain like a pet, but watching him slowly come 
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unraveled took my anchor away. I was confused and hurt. That is all over now. We need to 

convert the tower.” He took a deep breath. “I admit, that those I once trusted, are not worthy of 

conversion without a lot of talking. I hope, that you have trusted allies within the tower that you 

can talk to and convince?” 

   Luttre sighed theatrically, though Arghent knew it was not meant that way. “I have, trusted 

friends, but, that trust will be sorely tested with this revelation.” 

   “I understand. How do you think we should go about this then?” 

   “If we can separate them into groups. Smaller groups and convert those groups one at a 

time?” 

   “It would pose less of a danger. However, the majority of the tower is now students. We have 

no excuse to take them from the tower.” 

   “No, and even the students will pose a considerable threat if they rise up in revolt. I think, our 

best bet, is to convert the remaining mages and junior mages, and then call an assembly. We do 

not even tell them what we are doing, we just show them, one at a time. Perhaps, call a vote by 

ballet, let them leave the room one at a time, show them what they need to know, and then they 

step through a gate to somewhere far from the tower to come to grips with their new 

knowledge?” 

   Argehnt nodded. “I like it. We can put the gate behind the second door, show them in the 

voting room, their minds will be so conflicted, they may not even notice the gate until they step 

through it.” 

“We will need to put three or four masters in the voting room, to ensure none of them try to run 

back into the main hall.” 
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   Camren Larsen stepped into the voting room with mixed feelings. Ending the war by agreeing 

to stop hunting DragonBorn was not something he ever thought he would have voted on. The 

revelation of thousands of DragonLords put a new light on the entire matter. What they faced, 

was exactly what the prophecies predicted, the fall of the tower at the hands of the DragonLords. 

Even as he stepped into the voting booth, he had to wonder, if casting his vote to end the war, 

was only delaying the inevitable fall of the tower. 

   He voted as the senior masters had recommended, to end the war and cease hostilities toward 

the DragonLords, with mixed feelings. He stepped out of the booth and approached the exit. One 

of the masters stepped forward and put a hand on his shoulder. A moment later, he realized that 

information had been placed within his mind. He took another step toward the door trying to sort 

through the confusion, and then he tried to stop as the full implications of that information 

registered in his thoughts. Someone gave him a slight push from behind, and he stepped forward, 

turning his head to yell at whoever pushed him, and found himself on an island, a very long way 

from the tower. 

   He stood still as the confusion of too many strange events tried to sort themselves out in his 

head. 

   “Larsen! Step over here please.” 

   He moved automatically, obeying the master mage, and then looked around. There were at 

least a hundred others already here. It seemed, they too were in a state of complete confusion. He 

turned to the master still standing near him.  

   “What, just happened?” 
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   The mage smiled at him knowingly. “You have been shown the truth, and removed from 

danger at the same time. Do not worry about being displaced from the tower, we will all be 

returning there soon, think about what you have been shown, and what it means while we wait.” 

   He nodded, and moved away. He walked to the edge of the island, and stared out over the sea, 

as he did indeed consider what he had been shown. Fear gripped his heart as he realized that 

what he now knew was possible. What he saw when he looked around, were dozens of others, 

like himself, furtively looking around. He knew many of them, so he turned and walked over to a 

young woman with whom he had become very friendly.  

   “Are you doing Okay Corien?” 

   She jumped, and looked at him, her eyes wide. “Yes, yes, I am fine, fine.” 

   He waved his hand toward the others. “I believe, we have all been shown the same thing, and 

we are all confused, and a little afraid.” 

   She moved close, and spoke quietly. “What, does it mean Camren? I am more than a little 

afraid.” 

   “I think, it means, that what we learned from the prophecies is wrong Cori, and I am more 

than a little afraid as well.” 

   She hugged him close and spoke into his neck. “What do we do Cam?” 

   “We do what they told us to do. We think about what they showed us. I think, that Shane 

Rose was right, the day he was killed. I think, that we now know what he knew.” 

   “Will they kill us Cam?” 

   “No, they would not have shown us anything if their intent was to kill us Cori. We wait, they 

will explain eventually.” 

   “Hold me Cam.” 
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   He stood there, feeling uncomfortable, holding her close, trying to keep her from shivering. 

Another of his friends turned, and came over to them. He seemed to be at a loss for words.  

   “Were gonna be all right Case. Relax and wait, we will be fine.” 

   Arthur Case felt the release of weight from his shoulders. “They showed you the same thing 

they showed me then?” 

   “Yes, they showed us all.” 

   Some of those standing nearest moved in closer. “What does it mean Cam?” 

   “It means, that whoever read those prophecies, so long ago, was wrong, and that we have 

been hunting, and killing people, no different than we are, for a very long time, at least, that is 

what I get from it.” 

 “But, didnt the grandmaster die for believing what we have just been shown?” 

   “Yes, he did, Listen, everyone! They did not show us this just so they can kill us, there is a 

purpose. If it makes you feel better, gather around, fill the void, and follow my lead!” 

   “What are you going to do Cam?” 

   “I am going to hope for the best, and prepare for the worst Cori, If they do decide to attack, 

they will find this trainee ready to fight back.” 

   “Yah! I am with Cam!” 

   Similar comments rose as the students were taken from the state of confusion to one of 

decision. Collen smiled approvingly as he watched from not so far away. He stepped out of his 

alcove, and walked toward the students. Most cowered back in fear as he approached the one 

named Camren Larson. Collen removed his helm and gave the young man a crooked grin. “I am 

promoting you Cam, You are now a senior cadet. Organize and help those coming through the 

gate, just as you have already done with those here.” 
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   “Sir? Who.. are you?” 

   “Do you really want to know?” 

   “No Sir, i just asked because it seemed a brave thing to do.” 

   Collen blinked, and then began laughing, almost uncontrollably. He put his hand on the boys 

shoulder that wasn’t being hogged by the young woman. “Son, you are the right choice, you will 

go far. To answer your question, I am Known as CollenDrian’Mar King of the DragonLords.” 

   There was an instant shuffling of feet as they moved away from him, some opening 

themselves to their will. 

   “Sir, what, we have been shown, it is, what we need to know to become Dragon, but? Why?” 

   “It is the first step you need to take, to join your brothers of the blood. When the children 

come, we will need every one of you standing with us, shoulder to shoulder to save this world. 

You know, that you can become Dragon now, when everyone from the tower has been shown the 

truth of their blood, you will return to the tower, but you will have new leaders, and new 

teachers. You will learn more than just the way of indirect will, you will begin the journey to 

learning how to fight with indirect, and direct will, the power of the Dragon. You will learn to 

control your fires and you will learn, to fight wearing armor, you will learn to wield your swords, 

and you will learn to fly. When you complete your training, you will be presented with your 

armor and swords. Swords with your name engraved on them, and you will join the ranks, of the 

DragonLords.” 

   “What if, I do not wish to become a DragonLord?” 

   “Then you are free to leave the very moment we return you to the tower. We are not the tower 

mages, and I will force no one into service that they do not wish to give freely.” 

   “How long will the training take?” 
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   “That depends entirely on how fast you learn. We do not restrict you by age, only by ability 

and skill. The youngest DragonLord I know of at the current time is fifteen years old.” 

   “Sir?” 

   “Yes?” 

   “I... look forward, to learning again.” 

   “I look forward to presenting you your swords Senior Cadet Larson.” Collen turned to go, 

then paused. “Be wary Cam, that young woman has much stronger reasons for holding you than 

fear.” 

   “Yes Sir, I was kind of hoping that was the case.” 

   She turned bright red and tried to act shocked, then giggled and hugged him even tighter. 

   Collen laughed and opened a gate, stepping through to somewhere far away.” 

 

 

    King Marcus Dejan, walked along the battlements, listening to his wife. He tried to listen. He 

really did, but he had heard so many times about the plans for the upcoming wedding of their 

Son, that he was thinking about jumping from the wall. 

   He concentrated on listening again, and soon found himself completely engrossed, in studying 

the puffs of vapor that erupted from her lips as she spoke into the cold air. Again he tried 

concentrating. Now he tried to think of intelligent questions to ask. He knew that would keep her 

talking longer, but she was going to talk anyway, so he figured he might as well work at making 

her think he cared. 

   "Shouldn't her parents sit at the head table beside us?" 

   "Marc! Have you ever heard that woman talk? No one else would get a word in edgewise!" 
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   He tasted Blood then as he bit his cheek. The moment passed. "I know that dear, but it IS the 

right thing to do, I think they might be offended if you set them down with everyone else." 

   "They will be at the closest table to us, they will not be that far away!" 

   "That doesn't matter and you know it, quit finding excuses and set them at our table." 

  He stopped walking and looked to the south, squinting his eyes.  

   His wife stopped and looked at him. "What are you...." 

   Her words were drowned out by the blaring of trumpets. He grabbed her hand and trotted as 

fast as her legs would carry her to the south wall. 

  His intel had told him that the tower was now controlled by the Dragonlords, but he never 

expected to see them up here. 

  He turned to his wife. "Go get the kitchens busy dear, meat, lots of meat, it looks like we will 

have DragonLords to feed shortly." 

   She scurried off as he looked back to the sky. "That is if they are here with friendly 

intentions." 

   He didn't even try to count them as they landed out on the plain and all but disappeared to his 

eyes. He turned to a guardsman as he ran up beside the King to take a defensive position on the 

wall.  

   "What are they doing?" 

   "Sire, they are mounting up." 

   "Hmm, well thats a good thing I think." 

   "Sire?" 

   "If they were here to kill us, they would have just flown in and attacked don't you think?” 

   "Yes Sire, that makes sense." 
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  He yelled down into the Courtyard. "Bring my Horse, form up the royal guard so we can go 

greet them." 

   He turned and made his way down. By the time he got there, his horse was ready and waiting. 

   "Raise the gate, lower the bridge!" 

    His commanding general grabbed his arm. "Sire! You will give them access to the grounds!" 

   Marcus Dejan paused to stare at the man. "You’re my General? You actually command my 

men to defend this castle?" 

   "Sire?" 

   "They are bloody DRAGONLORDS! They don't need a damned Bridge!" 

   "Oh, yes, my apologies, but, should you put on your armor....  right, what difference would it 

make, Understood Sire, at your command." 

    Marcus took a deep breath and rolled his eyes. "After me Gentlemen." 

  He rode across the draw bridge and out onto the plain. 

   The DragonLords were already closer than he would have thought. He stopped on the slope 

leading down to the plain and watched them come. Their black armor sparkled every bit as much 

as polished steel would have in the crisp sunlight. Flames erupted from the noses of the steeds 

they rode with every breath. It was an intimidating sight. 

   They rode up the slope to within a hundred yards, and came to a stop. 

   "Bring your men up Commander, so that you are not on the hillside." 

   The man leading the group saluted, and they came on up the hill, and circled around to face 

him and his guardsmen. 

   He walked his horse forward to meet the leader of the group, and dismounted when the other 

man did. 
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   He removed his helm, and it disappeared as the man extended his arm. "I am 

ThallenDrian'Mar, second in command of the DragonLords." 

   Marcus clasped wrists with the man. "King Marcus Dejan, the pleasure is mine, what brings 

you up this far North?" 

   "To speak with you of course Sir." 

  "Lets get in out of the cold then, I am too old to start freezing things off now." 

   "May my people set up camp here?" 

   "There is room for them in the castle Thallendrian." 

   "They do not feel the cold, there is no need to..." 

   "I insist, bring them!" 

   "Very well Sir." 

   They mounted up, and though he saw no signal, and nothing was said, the DragonLords 

formed up and followed them in, the Guards bringing up the rear. 

   Dejan turned to his General. "Set them up in the reserve barracks, make sure they... OH! You 

have women in your ranks?" 

   "Of course, are female Dragons less deadly than the males?" 

   "No, I guess they are not, but I will need to make different arrangements for them so that.." 

   "They would be insulted if you tried to separate them Sire, they will be fine in the barracks." 

   The King nodded. "As you say,," He turned back to his General. 

   "Set them up in the reserve Barracks, make sure they have everything they want and need, 

Plenty to eat and drink, you know the drill." 

   "Yes Sire." 
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   Kaylee stepped up behind Thallen and followed them into the castle. The king took them to a 

small sitting room and seated them as he had servants running for food and wine. 

   His general appeared moments later, his helmet under his arm. 

   "Come in Davin, be seated." He turned to Thal. "Now, tell me who this lovely lady is?" 

   "KayleeDrian’Mar, is my first officer, top ranked among the DragonLords." 

   "Really, a woman that is top ranked, how do you determine the ranks?" 

   "It is an average of all skills, Swordsmanship, Magery, all the skills required to earn your 

swords averaged together." 

   "Really, and a woman has earned this position?" 

   "She has, and it was a bitter struggle for her to achieve it, I am quite proud of her." 

   "Is she your wife?" 

   "No, my wife, or BondMate is with my sister heading to speak with the Southern Emporer." 

   "I am sorry if my questions are not proper." 

   "I expect questions, it is good to answer them, people fear what they know nothing about." 

   "That is quite true, and very perceptive of you. So tell me, your wife, or, Bond Mate, does not 

disapprove of you having a very beautiful woman as your first officer?" 

   "She does not, she has every faith in Kaylee, that she will kill me if I make any improper 

suggestions."  

  The King raised his eyebrows. "That would tend to set a man back just a little in his affections.   

You are both DragonLords, yet your eyes differ." 

   "They change with bonding. I am bonded to a lifemate, Kaylee is not yet bonded." 

   "Ahh, a wedding ring that cannot be slipped off." 

   "That is a good summation." 
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   "The, horses you ride?" 

   "They are called Drain'Hess. It translates to Dragon Horse." 

   "That is fitting since they breathe fire, why do they do that?" 

   "They do not sweat, it is how they release excesses heat from their bodies." 

   "Can normal men ride them?" 

   "If the Hess wanted to allow it, yes." 

   "They are intelligent then?" 

   "To a point, yes. Many things they do, they do because we want them to, like marching in 

step. Five thousand Hess all breathing flames and marching in unison is very impressive, but 

they don't see the impressive or understand it, they just do it because we ask them to. When we 

earn our swords, we go out where the Hess roam free. One of them will come to us. They choose 

us, we do not choose them. My Hess will remain mine, until one of us dies. If I die, he will pick 

another, if My Hess dies, another will pick me." 

   "Incredible, so they do not need to be broken?" 

  "No, when they pick you, you climb on and ride back. We then fit each Hess with the armor 

and equipment he will wear. They are very proud to get their armor, after that, they train with 

their new rider." 

   "Enough, I am fascinated by all of this, but you did not come here to spend hours answering 

my questions, on to your purpose for being here!" 

   "Have you heard of the Prophecies your Majesty?" 

   "My name is Marc, and yes I have, but I thought they were proven false by you and your 

DragonLords." 



373 

   "No, the only thing that was false, was how they had been interpreted by a Mage a long time 

ago." 

   "Then it is still to happen, that the tower will fall and that war will come to all of our lands?" 

   "Yes, the first signs have happened, that indicate the children of the dragon will come. The 

three are united in goal, and Xaverin has shown her face." 

   Marc frowned in thought for a few moments. "My memory is not great anymore, but as I 

understand it, we all need to be united, which I think was why we all had a grouchy mage 

pushing us around some time back?" 

   "Yes, they planned to control the rulers, and unite the land through control of each King, we 

have a different approach." 

   "Which is?" 

   "We ask for their support when the time comes." 

   "A much more reasonable approach, and I give you my support. What happens to those that 

refuse?" 

   "They are replaced, by a son or daughter, or cousin, or if none of the above are agreeable, then 

by whoever happens to be closest that will give their support." 

   "Ahh, as I thought, which is why I gave you my support before I asked." 

   "You are a wise man." 

   "What do I need to do?" 

   "Prepare, train your men, build up your army the best you can. We will be supplying armor 

and weapons when the time is near." 

   "Our armor and weapons will not suffice?" 

   "They might, but a steel sword cannot cut a Dragons scale, one of our swords can." 



374 

   "And if we are fighting children of the dragon we will want weapons that will cut them as 

easily as possible, I understand." 

   "We will be helping your treasury a little as well, so you can afford to pay the extra troops. 

We will be passing along the designs for some advanced archery equipment as well. Build the 

new bows, and train your archers with them. Whatever it takes, build and train your forces to the 

best they can be trained." 

   "It will be a long march south, or, North if it is here the fighting will happen?" 

   "We do not know where the fighting will happen, it may happen in many places at once. 

wherever it happens we have the means of getting to it immediately." 

   "That is good to know. How much time do we have?" 

   "That is also unclear, but Xaverin told us, it will definitely not happen within the next six 

years, and will happen before ten years. I have hope, that we will have ample warning, but do not 

count on it. You will have your weapons and armor well before then so your men can train with 

it." 

   "And you know nothing yet of the foe we will be fighting?" 

   "Nothing." 

   "I was just wondering, if they are children of the Dragon, like you, then there would not be 

much point in preparing." 

   "Xaverin has said, there must be a balance in everything. So these children may be difficult 

for your men to kill, while being easy for us to kill, it could also be the other way around, since 

they are children of the Dragon, they may be able to resist us more than they can resist men, we 

will only know when they arrive." 
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   "I hate planning for war, but planning for a normal war I can at least count on certain things, 

in this one, we could be fighting creatures twice our size, or even as big as Dragons. Chariots of 

fire, what does that mean?" 

  "I do not know, all I know, is that we are being given a chance to win. Everything will have a 

balance, that means, they will not be able to Slaughter us if we are prepared." 

   "If everything will have a balance, then why not get rid of every warrior on this world but 

one, then when the children arrive, it will be a duel between their champion and ours." 

   "It is a good thought, but Somehow I do not think it will work that way." 

   "No, never does. Okay, I will do as you have suggested. I will start calling in reserves, and 

recruiting. If it is going to take six years before this starts though, I will have a lot of men 

standing around for a long time sucking up supplies." 

   "We will make sure they are well paid and supplied, and if it does take that long, they will be 

highly skilled. They will also never have to March long distances, or go without supplies as in a 

normal.... war." 

   His eyes had become vacant, so Marc gave him all the time he needed. Finally the Dragonlord 

blinked. 

   "I must go, but I will return, think of the questions you would ask, and I will answer all of 

them to the best of my ability." 

   The King followed him from the room. By the time they arrived in the courtyard, the 

DragonLords were already mounted and formed. ThallenDrian mounted, and with a silver flash, 

a hole opened before him. Marc smelled... heat and dryness. The smell was not familiar to him. 

What he could see from his vantage point, through the hole, was sand. A wind whirled dust 

through the hole as the Dragonlords disappeared through the strange hole, and then, with another 
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silver flash the hole closed. He walked down to the courtyard, and knelt. He sifted the soft dry 

sand through his fingers, knowing they had traveled in one step, farther than he had in all of his 

life. This was the sand of the desert, far to the south. Despite the cold, the sand was still warm. 

He stood and stared at it for a moment, as both hope, and fear flooded through him. 

 

 

 Ahrzahl TaiShan watched them come. They rode from miles away, never wavering in their 

approach, despite the heat. 

   He readjusted the cloth over his face, so that it would better filter the sand and dust from the 

air, and watched. His men spread out behind him. The sound of the banners, snapping in the 

desert wind, mixed with the snort of horses, the creaking of leather, and the occasional laughter 

of one of the men as they spoke quietly together. 

   As the riders drew nearer, the talking slowly subsided. Like the stars at night twinkling in the 

distance, they could now see flames erupting from the line of horses. Each time their heads came 

down as they ran, flames issued forth from their nostrils. 

   These riders, also wore armor of black, a serious mistake in the bright sun of the desert. 

   Their horses were also Black, except for their manes, and tails, which reflected the sun light in 

a myriad of colors from the silver strands of hair. They were large animals, yet they seemed to 

move with a grace, that belied their size and strength, in fact, they rivaled the desert bred horses 

his own men rode. The similarities ended there. His men rode horses bred to deal with the heat, 

their bones smaller, their bodies less bulky. Their nostrils large to draw in the hot air. Although 

born Black, by the time they were two, these horses became as white as the clouds, allowing 
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them to shed the sunlight, absorbing less heat. They were swift in the open desert, and could run 

for miles, even in the incredible heat. 

   His men did not wear heavy armor, it would only hinder their speed. It would also be too 

much for the horses to bare for long. His people used speed as their armor. He would not stand 

toe to toe with such a force as now approached, they would hit, and run, turn, and strike again. 

Outrun his enemy, then turn, and riddle them with arrows. Charge in and hit them hard, beak off 

and run again. Despite the strangeness, he held no fear of these invaders. They would die in the 

desert, and the sand would cover their bones, when the vultures finished picking them clean. 

   He could see their banners now. They carried a Golden Dragon, on a field of black. They rode 

five hundred wide, and six rows deep. He smiled to himself when he saw that they carried no 

bows. Their armor might be strong, but the longbows his men carried would still take their toll. 

His force nearly doubled theirs, and since he would not close with them, he knew it would be a 

slaughter. 

   He tilted his head, so that the cloth wrapped around his head would block more of the slanting 

rays of the sun from his eyes, and grunted in surprise. The lead rider, as well as one of the 

standard bearers, and at least half of the front rank wore armor that proclaimed them to be 

women. This was not good, his men would not like killing women. Women, were to be held, 

loved, protected, and respected, not killed. He licked his lips, also feeling the dry dusty cloth that 

covered his face. 

   They Rode to within a hundred yards, and he was on the verge of ordering the attack when 

they suddenly stopped. Dust swirled around them, and was born off by the wind. The lead rider, 

woman, then rode forward, her standard bearer the only other that rode forward. 
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   TaiShan nodded to his own standard bearer, and rode forward to meet her. She dismounted 

first, acknowledging him as superior, which surprised him somewhat. She stepped forward, and 

removed her helm. 

   Her beauty caught him off guard, but it was the lack of sweat or perspiration that actually 

scared him. The lack of weariness in her eyes, and the fact that her eyes, were those of a great cat 

that came the closest to turning his spine to mush. He realized, in that instant, that they were not 

the eyes of a cat, but the eyes of a Dragon. He realized who the banners belonged to then. He had 

heard the tower was now under the control of the DragonLords, but he had not expected to see 

them here. 

   The desert, was rich in lore, it was rich in heritage, but it was a poor place to live, it was a 

harsh environment, where few things grew, and it took a hard and harsh type of people to live 

here, but they loved their home, and few had the temerity to attempt to bring an army across the 

dry bleak landscape to face such a hardened people for so little gain. 

   His fear, slowly gave way to curiosity, and he dismounted, pushing aside the beauty, the 

blueblack hair that blew in the breeze, and nodded his head, giving her permission to speak. 

   "I am ShayenDrian'Mar, Third in command of the DragonLords, I have come, to speak with 

you, to secure an eventual alliance in the event it is needed to defend our world." 

   Obviously, she knew who he was, despite the cloth that covered all but his eyes. 

   "My people have defended the desert, from the gold coast, to the Great Thesane River for 

over a thousand years. We have defended our borders refusing trade from outside our realm for 

all of that time. I respect your bravery, and your fortitude in crossing the desert unnoticed until 

now, but you have invaded a place you do not belong. I will give you one chance, to return the 

way you came, and one chance only." 
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   He heard the rush of conversation from the ranks of men behind him, and turned his head. To 

his left Men were coming from nowhere, and spreading out across the desert. These men carried 

bows. He turned his head to the right, and saw more men emerging from no where, they also 

carried bows. He turned his back to her, and beyond his troops, he saw more men appearing. He 

folded his hands and watched them until they quit coming, examining them. Their armor was 

also black. They rode the same kind of strange horses. Their bows were short, and heavily 

curved, strange wheels adorned the ends of each limb. Despite the shortness of the bows, their 

powerful curve, and the small wheels told him he should fear them. Among the riders, there were 

also those who wore robes and carried staves tipped with the same type of crystal that adorned 

the swords they each carried. He realized, that many, at least half of these men, were not men, 

but also women. 

  He turned to face her again, when they finally quit coming. 

   "You realize, even if we are defeated here today, that my people will not now, or ever submit 

to you." 

   "We are not here to make you, or your people submit, we are here, to see that the agreement is 

made." 

  "If I refuse?" 

  "We will replace you with someone who will not." 

   "What agreement do you require?" 

   "Only, that if the time comes, that we must all stand together, to defend this world, that you 

will do so. That you will come to our call, and stand beside us. Build your army as great as you 

may, train your army the best you are capable, we will aid you with gold to pay this army, with 
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armor, and weapons, and when the time is right, stand beside us, with all of the rulers of this 

world in its defense." 

   "Who do we defend it from, and when?" 

   "The time will come within the next six to ten years." 

   He stared at her for a moment. "You do not know a time, nor do you tell me who we will 

fight, why should I believe you?" 

   "The choice is yours. who, and when will be more than you are willing to believe or accept, 

all that matters, is that we believe. If this thing does not come to pass, then we will never call 

upon you. You will receive our gold, you will receive our armor, and our weapons, and you will 

have a very large army that is well trained. If you do not accept the agreement, we will replace 

you with someone that will. What is it that you have to lose?" 

   "Our Freedom ShayenDrian'Mar." 

   "If we call upon you, it will be more than your freedom you will be defending, it will be the 

very existence of humans upon this earth. When the time comes, you will not regret this 

agreement, instead you will embrace it. Only when it comes time, will you understand the 

necessity of what we do, until then, we only ask you to prepare, at little cost to yourself, and 

much gain." 

   He turned, and again surveyed the force surrounding his men. He nodded to her. "I will agree 

to build my forces with your aid, and I will agree to stand beside you in the event that our world 

is threatened. I will promise no more than that." 

   "That is all we seek, now call you men from the sand before they succumb to the heat. We 

will be checking on you from time to time, to make sure, you spend our gold wisely." 
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   She bowed, and backed away from him. She backed to her horse, or whatever it was, and 

mounted, then the entire force before them backed away, staying in formation, and backing their 

mounts for a hundred yards, then they turned and rode back into the desert. A hole opened in the 

desert, and they slowly filed though it. 

   The Self proclaimed Emperor of the desert, Ahrzahl TaiShan smiled to himself as he turned to 

see the rest of her forces disappearing through similar holes. What she had done, amazed, and 

impressed him. By dismounting first, and then by backing away, she had clearly stated, that she 

considered him superior. His men began cheering as he returned to his horse. They believed, 

through her actions, that he had been victorious in his negotiations. He let it stand, for in a way, 

he had been. 

 

 

    Collen flew, high above the keep. He could not see it, or the island, but he knew it was there. 

It had become a very busy place, filled with sounds. But, up here, there was only the sound of the 

wind and a spectacular view. Darkness was covering the islands below, but up here, he could still 

see the sun peeking through the pink, red and purple clouds. 

   With each day that passed, he could feel his senses expanding. His power growing. He could 

master spells so complex that no one else understood what he was trying to explain to them. His 

body also grew stronger, defying logic. He was not gaining in muscle, but he was stronger none 

the less. It made him afraid. 

   Xaverin had told him there would be balance. Yet, he could not understand how this was 

balance. He knew, if he wanted to, he could reach into the sky, and destroy the moon. When the 

children of the Dragon came, he could obliterate them. How was that balance? Was he, to sit idly 
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by, and watch his people fight, and die to protect their homes, and their lives, when he had the 

power to end all of the suffering with a single thought? 

   He understood things he had never understood before. For there to be life, there must be 

death. It all came back to the balance. For men, to cherish life, there must be the risk of losing it. 

For there to be great Joy, there must be great pain, but this part of the balance confused him. He 

could take away their pain, their suffering and their sacrifice. He could take away the war, and 

the death, and the pain, but then what would they do? What would they become?" He had seen, 

the lowliest farmer, sweating to plow his fields. Blisters on his hands and feet, his skin burned by 

the sun, yet the man was happy. His heart filled with contentment. Yes, he wanted more, he 

wanted fine things for the woman he loved. The woman standing by their farmhouse, watching 

her children playing, with a smile on her face, yet knowing they may not make it through the 

coming winter if the crops fail. Even so, that man was happy. 

    He had also seen, the King. Who had everything a man could desire on this earth. Wealth, 

comfort and power. Yet he was miserable in his existence. Because he was miserable, he made 

those around him miserable. He had all the things the Farmer would never have, and dreamed of 

having. The farmer would never have those things, but he was happy. The King did have them, 

and was not happy. How was this balance? 

   Collen began to believe, that it was because the farmer had a dream. He had a goal, something 

to work for, something he could do, with the muscles of his back, and the strength of his heart, 

that would make him a better life. While the King, was happy when he became King, because 

that was his dream, but once he fulfilled that dream, what did he have left?" 

   He saw clearly, that for people to cherish freedom, they had to fight for it. For them to cherish 

life, they had to know that they would one day die. For them to cherish love, they had to know 
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that it could be lost. Yet he did not like it, nor was he willing to accept, that what they suffered 

had to be, when there was the ability to end it. 

  When the children of the Dragon arrived, there would be war. Uncounted thousands would die. 

The pain, and mortal anguish it would cause, horrified him to the very morrow of his bones. Men 

and women, that loved, would lose those they loved, and their suffering would be terrible. 

Mothers, and fathers would lose their sons and daughters. Sons and daughters would lose their 

mothers and fathers. That farmer planting his field, would lose his home, and his crop, and his 

family would starve, or freeze if they were not killed outright. Wasn't that farmers life difficult 

enough? He fought, and struggled to survive, wasn't that perfect balance? Therefore, wasn't that 

balance upset when his farm, his fields, and even his very life was torn from him? 

   These thoughts tore at Collen as he flew. The very heart of those thoughts, was Nacen, and 

Andrell. Nacen, had somehow killed Andrell. A new god may have been born in that instant, but 

it certainly did not balance the life that had been taken. The skills, the knowledge and the life of 

Andrell, could never be balanced, and thus, there could be no balance. 

   For certain things to exist, it did take their opposite to make them worthwhile. For life there 

was death, and for love, there was hate. This he understood, but it was not balanced, there was no 

equality in those things. So, as far as he could see and determine, there was not even the remotest 

semblance of balance. Why then, was he required to maintain a balance for this war. What 

difference would it make? Rather than letting his people fight, and die, why not just obliterate the 

attacking force, and spare his people the pain and suffering, as well as the loss that could not be 

balanced. He had tried, for several days to contact Xaverin, but she did not answer. 
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   How was he to know, what the balance was, how far could he go and still maintain that 

balance. What would be the consequences if he overstepped this balance? If these children of the 

Dragon overstepped the balance, was he allowed to respond in kind? 

   Nacen lead his people. Collen, as the new god ruled his people, but Xaverin was with him as 

well, did that not upset the balance? Was that why she would not answer him? Because to do so 

would upset the balance? 

  Lastly, who decided the balance? Who made the rules? 

 

   Days passed into weeks, and weeks passed into months. His people trained, and learned. 

Collen found it ever more difficult to deal with the mundane things. He sent his mind among the 

stars, and watched as a star died. He watched the beginning of a new star, and felt the very 

currents of the universe within his thoughts. The problems of Eden, slowly grew even smaller to 

him. The people here were no more than a spec within the universe, making their problems seem 

so trivial that it annoyed him to have to deal with it, and them. 

   He barked at Tawnen one evening. Her hurt look, as she turned, and left the room, brought 

him back to the ground with the intensity of a stone thrown from a trebuchet hitting a block wall. 

It made him re asses his own feelings, his own hopes and goals. 

   His love for Xaverin, was all encompassing. It suffused his entire being. Yet, it was somehow 

different than what he felt for Tawnen. 

  Xaverin, was a goddess, her love filled the hearts of everyone she came near, and there was 

nothing she could desire she could not have. She was perfect, in every way. Flawless in love and 

beauty. What was he to do for her? 
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   Tawnen was not perfect, yet those little flaws, made him love her even more for them. In a 

way, her beauty was even greater than the Beauty of Xaverin, for the very fact that those tiny 

flaws existed. They made her beautiful. 

   Xaverin filled him with Awe, the desire to kneel, and the desire to obey her every command. 

Tawnen filled him with the desire to coddle her, to protect her and keep her safe. While Xaverin 

filled him with passion, it seemed an untouchable passion, one that could not be fulfilled, even if 

he was to lay with her, he knew that desire would not diminish, because of who she was. With 

Tawnen, her passion was genuine, more of a mutual release of their love, that was fulfilled, even 

if only for a short time before it again began to build. 

   The differences between them immense, the love he felt for them so different, yet both 

undeniable. He felt as if his heart were being stretched, and that if he did not do something about 

it, that it would be torn in half. Yet, he did not know what it was he could do. When he had 

spoken harshly to Tawnen, it had hurt him. Knowing he had hurt her, even if only in a small 

way, made him feel like all these new things he could sense, were worthless, and wasted upon 

the man that held them, because with those expanding abilities, came the responsibility of not 

growing beyond himself. It was like the arrogant King, he was a king, but if all of his people 

hated him, what was he king of? 

 Collen apologized to Tawnen, and made sure she knew his words were sincere. He returned to 

working with the DragonLords, and dealing with those mundane things that would help them, as 

well as gain him friends. Not because of what he was becoming, but because of who he was, and 

who he wanted to be. 
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   There would be time enough, in the future for people to respect him, because of what he was 

becoming, until then, he wanted to enjoy friendship for its own sake, so that if it was torn from 

him, because of what he must become, he would always have these memories. 

 

 

  Cossculdi 

 

   Sthiss'Torr felt his crests. The fleshy folds of skin on the back of his neck filling with blood. 

Causing them to expand, flashing their brilliant colors as his pride filled him. 

   Nacen had chosen him. It was Sthiss'Tor who would lead this fleet. It was Sthiss'Torr who 

would gain the Honor of beginning the destruction of the humans. Nothing could stand before his 

fleet. Nothing could stand before his warriors. 

   His first assignment, was depressing, but, at least it was a beginning, and it would end 

quickly, so that he could move forward, to greater challenges. 

   This world, did not even have humans smart enough to travel beyond their world, they still 

rode horses, and fought with swords. He had been warned about their mages, but the Cossculdi 

could feel the magery in the core of their mind, and they could tell where it was being used. 

Whatever the cost, they would overwhelm these mages, and destroy them first. Once they were 

gone, destroying the rest of the world would be but a matter of days. 

   It had also dismayed him, that he could only use like weapons. Though once Nacen had 

explained it to him, he had understood perfectly. 

   To use the massive guns on his ship, to destroy an army of these men, that carried only 

swords, would not gain him, or his warriors honor. For them to gain Honor, they would fight 
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these men, with similar weapons. If they used swords, his warriors would use swords. Though 

they used steel, his warriors would use swords of power. If they fought with bows, his warriors 

would use their sidearms. If they used crossbows, his warriors would use their rifles. Despite this 

limitation, he felt no fear, in fact, he was anxious to get the job finished, so that they could move 

against more technologically advanced worlds, where he might be challenged. Where they could 

use the weapons of these ships. His warriors did not fear death, at least, death would be 

welcomed, if it was gained honorably. The only thing they truly feared, was death without honor. 

   To die, in an accident, was death without honor. To die when not in combat, was death 

without honor. To die without honor, was to be condemned to permanent death and oblivion. To 

die, with honor, was to be accepted by Nacen, was to be promised a place by his side, and if you 

fought with skill, bravery, and most of all, Honor, then there was the promise, of rebirth. 

  His warriors were bigger than these men. They stood ten feet tall. they had four arms, and a 

powerful tail, all of which could be used for defense, or offense. They weighed four hundred 

pounds. Their hides were scaly and tuffer than the skin of these humans by a huge margin. His 

warriors also had their teeth. They had bony projections down their backs, and along their 

forearms. They were walking weapons, and to make it even harder for these humans, they were 

also very resistant to Magery. Their spells could damage them, but they would not have the 

effect they had on their own kind. Yes, this first assignment would be fast. 

   He nodded his head, and the massive carrier flashed into the darkness of space. He needed 

nothing else to take this world, then he would meet up with the rest of the fleet, and take them 

into battle. This carrier had five hundred thousand warriors in its berths. More in reserve, but he 

had determined, that he would need less than one third of them to take this world, and turn it into 

a smoking ruin. 
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   It was a world of blue and green, so different from their own home world of deserts that 

looked red and brown from the vacuum of space. Even as the carrier disengaged the faster than 

light engines, even before they came within range to establish an orbit, he could feel the 

pinprick, the glowing use of magery. There were many locations where one or two mages were 

using their power, but one location stood out like a beacon within his mind. This then, would be 

their first task, to destroy them where they concentrated. 

 

 

 

   Thal watched Coll in the ring, and couldn't help but feel sorry for Lexcen, which was who he 

now faced. Over the last few weeks, Collen had slowly begun to develop an aura of command, 

that was undeniable when you were in his presence. One that he could not block. You did not 

even need to look to tell when he entered a room. Despite the youth of his face, his eyes told of 

incredible power and knowledge. His stance, one of undeniable control, of both himself, and of 

his surroundings, though it was not one of superiority, or arrogance, it was simply, who he was. 

  His head came up, and he stood, still deflecting Lex's attack, but his mind no longer on the 

fight. He looked into the sky, and lifted his helm. His voice was quiet as Lex lowered his blade 

and backed away from him, but everyone heard him. 

   "Drian Cossculdi, they are here. Notify the rulers, prepare for the first battle." He turned to 

Thallen. "You will lead it, they will attack the tower, take five thousand DragonLords, and meet 

them head on in this first battle. No Magic, no tricks, no bows or crossbows. Welcome them to 

our home, and kill them with honor." He then turned to Shay. "When they land, evacuate the 
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tower, bring the mages here, and inform everyone, to refrain from using the mage power. They 

can feel it, they can locate it, exactly and without thought. It will not be used again unless it is in 

battle with them." 

   Shay nodded and turned to follow Thal at a trot back toward the Keep.   

 

  Raiz'Thies deployed his warriors as the shuttles landed. Five of them, capable of carrying one 

thousand warriors each. The shuttles landed well below the tower in the closest open field. He 

formed the warriors, and they began the advance on the tower. They had covered half the 

distance, without any resistance at all, when a roar sounded in the sky. It was a feral roar, that 

made his bones weak. That roar halted the formation where they were, as five thousand 

Cossculdi looked to the sky. 

   If the roar had made his bones weak, what he saw, turned them to water. He was not afraid, 

but every fiber of his being wanted him to kneel to the creatures he saw appearing from nowhere, 

one after another. Here, on this world, was the last place he ever expected to see one of his own 

ancestors. These, these were Dragons, not wyrms. It was said that once his ancestors had looked 

like this, and been capable of flying. But time, and evolution, guided by Their god, had 

transformed them, into six legged maggots, with shriveled wings. They still carried the head of 

the Dragon, and the teeth, but the necks were much shorter. Nacen said it had been important for 

this change to occur, so that the Cossculdi, would have four arms, and could carry three 

weapons, and a shields. The Wyrms looked very little like these noble creatures, in fact, the 

Cossculdi, looked more like them, than their parents did. 
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   Nacen had promised them, that if they were successful, he would again return them to the 

skies, but he doubted, that their return would be as glorious as what he now witnessed, as 

thousands of Dragons circled over their heads. 

    

 

 

   Sthiss'Torr gaped at his viewscreen in amazement, and again felt his crests swelling as they 

engorged with blood. Why, would Nacen send them against their own? How could they kill their 

own ancestors. He knew that his warriors would be in complete awe of these creatures, even as 

he was. He zoomed in the screen closer, examining them, and felt, the desire, the yearning in his 

own veins to fly. He watched them land, and grunted in surprise yet again, as they changed, and 

became men, human men, instead of Dragons. They formed up, between the tower and the 

Cossculdi that had been marching up the hillside. As the last of them fell from the sky, and 

joined the ranks of mounted men in black armor, they began to sing. Sthiss'Torr turned to his 

communications officer. "Turn up the volume, I want to hear this." 

 

 

   The people of Eden will never die, so children come and fight today 

and we will teach your souls to fly, Oh how you'll learn with great dismay 

that the children can still cry, 

did you look in the eyes of your mate, and tell them this was your final date 

the time has come to claim your rewards. 

at the hands of the DragonLords 
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at the hands of the DragonLords 

Brothers are we it’s in our blood, Mar Skartae etched on my blade 

So come as one, or in a flood, then as you vision does fade 

be sure to read whats on my sword, so as you stand before hells gate 

you'll know who put you in this state 

twas the hands of a DragonLord 

twas the hands of a DragonLord 

When battle comes our eyes do blaze, for battle fills our hearts with Joy 

And the children we do honor and praise, for they are the Dragons toy 

you'll never take our treasure hoard, for on your bones our swords will grate 

and you'll know you've met your final fate 

at the hands of the DragonLords 

at the hands of the DragonLords 

An eery silence followed, and was quickly broken by a single baritone voice. 

"Drian Cossculdi! We welcome you to Eden!" 

"hip hip" 

as one five thousand voices rose 

"HUZZAH!" 

"Hip Hip." 

"Huzzah!" 

"Hip hip." 

"HUZZAH!" 

  The same voice then rose again as the cheering stopped. 
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"Drian Cossculdi, Mar Skartae, Dragon Children! Blood Brothers! JOIN US IN BATTLE!" 

   Sthiss'Torr groaned at the pain from his crests, they were swollen to three times their original 

size. He felt great pride in his commander as he watched the warrior step forward and raise his 

own voice. 

   "Aieten'Raisel Drian Skartae!" 

 Which he heard the translators in his own neck translate to human speach. "Die with Honor, 

Dragon Brother!" 

  Both sides roared and surged forward. 

 

   Collen watched through the gateway he had opened in the sky. The library was filled with 

people, and even as he felt his own heart surge with the lust for battle, so too did he feel those in 

the room as they tried to restrain themselves from diving though the gateway. 

   "Steady, one and all, your chance will come." 

   With an audible sigh, they tried to relax tensed muscles as the Dragonlords, mounted upon 

their Hess slammed into the front line of Cossculdi. It was a battle, unlike any before it, and 

would be unlike any after it. Both sides, fought and killed with only roars of battle. There was no 

screaming, no sounds of agony, only the sounds of battle. 

   The Cossculdi ignited swords of power, the likes of which none of them had ever seen. They 

ignited with a flash, similar to that of a gateway opening, and their blades the same silver color 

of the gates. The Cossculdi each carried two of these blades in their upper arms, and in their 

lower arms, they carried two shields, that were also made of power. They ignited with a blue 

flash, and were semi transparent. 
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   Collen noticed, that though the cossculdi fought well, they often ignored one of their 

weapons, or one of their shields, and fought with only two, or three of their arms, though on 

occasion, when a blow was blocked, they did bring their other weapon, or shield into play. Their 

strength was great, but their speed was not. Though the DragonLords fought with only two arms, 

and their strength did not quite match that of the cossculdi warriors, their speed made up the 

difference. Their black steel blades blocked the weapons of power, and their black steel armor 

deflected them as well, though if hit squarely, the blades of power did rend the plate.  

   It was obvious, that the warriors were greatly surprised that they did not do more damage. The 

Cossculdi were also taken un aware by the Hess, and at first ignored them, to their great 

misfortune. 

   When the blacksteel blades removed an arm, the Cossculdi fought on with three, two, or even 

a single arm, as if the loss of their limbs did not pain them greatly. They also used their powerful 

tails as a weapon, and more than one DragonLord was slammed off his Hess by them. 

   They fought to the death, asked no quarter, and gave none. Thallen faced the last standing 

Cussculdi alone, the Dragonlords forming a circle to watch. This one, fought with more skill, and 

used all of his weapons and shields in an intricate web of death and defense. The warrior tried to 

knock Thallons legs from under him with his tail. Thal jumped it, and sheared it from the 

creatures body before it could turn back to face him. It seriously unbalanced the warrior, and 

though he tried, he could no longer keep the black blades from his hide. 

   Bleeding from at least twenty deep wounds, the warrior crossed his blades and lowered them. 

It hissed at Thallon. 

   "Raisel Skartae!" and it lifted its snout, exposing its throat. 
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   Thal saluted it with his blades, and repeated the words. "Raisel Skartae!" and then he cleanly 

cut its head from its neck. 

   Collen sat and watched, as Thal then mounted, and rode to the shuttles. A dozen Cossculdi 

stood before the group of five immense craft. 

   "Gather your dead, this battle is done." 

   The Cossculdi saluted him, and ran behind him as he rode back up the hill. Abruptly, one of 

the shuttles lifted from the ground with a scream of power, it circled, and then dove. Not at the 

DragonLords on the ground, but at the tower. It impacted the tower with a tremendous 

concussion, and then exploded, with an even louder blast. A blast of such immense magnitude 

that this world had never known. The tower shuddered, and slowly began to collapse. It hit the 

ground in a cloud of dust and debris, many of the massive stones bouncing all the way to the 

bottom of the valley. 

   The DragonLords surged forward, and quickly killed the Cossculdi that had come to collect 

the dead, as the remaining four shuttles lifted. Within seconds, Dragons filled the skies. 

   Thal was the first to reach the shuttles. He sank his claws into the metal as flames erupted 

from his throat. The shuttle was already several hundred feet from the ground, as the entire nose 

of the shuttle was engulfed in white hot flames. Molten metal sprayed from those flames, and the 

shuttle shuddered, and dropped. Thallon opened his wings, catching the wind, flipping the craft, 

which was three times larger than he was into a nose dive. He yanked his claws free and shoved 

himself away. The shuttle impacted the ground, with another cataclysmic explosion. Behind him, 

there were more explosions as the other shuttles were similarly destroyed. 

  Sthiss'Torr went from extremely impressed, and honored, to horrified in the blink of one of his 

double lidded eyes. 
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   "I want the name of the pilot of that shuttle." 

   None of his people had to ask which shuttle. 

   "I want his family gutted before Nacen. Prepare my shuttle, so that I may try to repair the 

damage to our honor." 

 

 

 

   Collen turned to those in the room. "Watch, but do not interfere," 

   He took two running steps, and dove through the gate in the sky. He shifted and opened his 

massive wings, gliding in a circle above, as he watched the Dragonlords collect blades, and bury 

their dead. 

   Within moments, he heard the boom, and looked into the sky as a fiery comet streaked across 

the sky toward him. It quickly slowed, and turned, it maneuvered up beside him for a moment, 

and then settled to the ground. A single Cossculdi stepped from the shuttle, though he could 

sense that there were at least twenty more of them within. 

 

   Sthiss'Torr stepped from the ramp of the shuttle and looked up into the sky. The Dragon was 

even more impressive up close. This one, was easily as large as the shuttle, and he knew, 

somehow, that this was the leader of the DragonLords. He waited patiently while they dealt with 

their dead, and treated their wounded. Only then, did the massive Dragon spiral down from the 

sky and land before him. 

   Any other creature in the known universe, would have trembled with fear. Not Sthiss'Torr, he 

stood before the Dragon, staring into its golden eyes, not caring if it decided to kill him. It stared 



396 

down at him for several moments, inspecting him, and then it changed, and a man in Black and 

gold armor stood before him. It removed the helmet, and the helmet disappeared. Sthiss'Torr 

blinked, because he had not felt the Magery being used. This mans eyes remained unchanged 

from that of the Dragon. They were golden, and luminous. His Blue Black hair matched the color 

of the Dragons Scales. 

   Sthiss'Torr spoke the ancient language, and the translator in his head, and throat converted it 

to the language of these humans. 

   "The Pilot, died without Honor, and his family, will also die without Honor, what do you 

require of me, to regain the honor he has lost, the honor, my warriors fought so hard to gain." 

   "Your warriors did fight with great Honor, never before, have so many of my warriors been 

slain in any battle, you are a worthy opponent, and we look forward to future battles. To regain 

your honor, never again upset the balance, if you do, I will tear your ship from the sky, and 

destroy any other of your race that come here, without battle, and without Honor." 

   Sthiss'Torr somehow knew, this human who was not human, would do exactly what he said. 

He did not know how, but the truth was in his eyes. "It was a good battle." 

   Collen nodded his head. "It was a good battle, greater than any we have fought." 

   "We came here, expecting only humans, how is it, that Dragons reside here?" 

   "Long ago, Nacen filled these skies with Dragons, but he abandoned us, to create you." 

   Sthiss'Torr knew, that to follow this thread of conversation further, would mean his death, He 

would defend his God, while this Dragonlord carried only animosity toward Nacen, so he 

changed the subject. "We will use like weapons from here forward, no other of my warriors will 

dishonor us. What will you do, when your people are defeated?" 
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   "We will fight to the death, to the last man, and when you have killed that last man, your 

mission is complete. I will abide by the balance." 

  "You will stand aside, and watch?" 

   "One battle has already been fought among the gods, no living thing, can afford another." 

   Sthiss'Torr thought about that, and accepted it. "I regret, in part, that we meet as we do, 

though I also look forward to it." 

   "As do I, though our human brothers do not share our enthusiasm, we will fight, and die, with 

honor." 

   "So it must be, may I have my crew gather our dead?" 

   "We will carry your dead to you, with Honor." He turned, and gave the orders, and the 

DragonLords carried the Cossculdi dead to the shuttle. They carried them high upon their own 

shields of will, so that the bodies were above their hearts. 

   "It is unlikely, that we will ever again face an enemy, that understands, and respects us, as you 

do." 

   "Once you leave here, you will fight men, and they will use, every means at their disposal to 

survive, even if it means, lying, or cheating to win, they fight for their very existence. You will 

be surprised by them many times. I am bound, by the balance, they are not." 

   Sthiss'Torr considered the words this DragonLord had said as he watched his slain warriors 

being carried to the shuttle. He knew what this DragonLord was, both through his words, and 

because he could feel it, just being near him. The feeling was not as strong as when he stood near 

Nacen, but it was there, and it left no doubt to who, and what he was. He kept it to himself, why, 

he was not sure. Perhaps, it was because of the difference in that feeling. When he was near 

Nacen, he was awed, but he was also afraid, as in no other time in his life. He did not fear death, 
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but a God, could give you death, not only without Honor, but permanent death, filled with 

horror, and a dishonor that would last into eternity. When near Nacen, it always felt, that death 

was right on the verge of happening. This DragonLord, was only a new god, and his presence 

was not nearly the strength of the presence that Nacen projected, but what it told Sthiss'Torr, was 

that this would be a kind and fair god. One that could be spoken to as a friend, rather than fearing 

imminent death at every syllable. 

   Sthiss'Torr carefully buried such thoughts, buried them deep, so they would not surface again, 

and said nothing more as he waited for his enemy to carry the bodies of his warriors to the 

shuttle. 

 

   The Cossculdi were dropped in a dozen locations, and immediately began destroying every 

living thing in their field of fire. Within only a few minutes, the Dragonlords responded. The 

Cossculdi used their shields, their sidearms and rifles. Weapons that could reach great distances. 

But whenever they thought they had the upper hand, the Dragonlords, supported by men, hit 

them from very close, firing their powerful bows at nearly point blank range. Their armor 

deflecting the indirect bolts of energy, while the direct ones caused incredible damage. The bolt 

of energy penetrating a chest plate, did not have the power to punch through the back plate as 

well, and all of the energy was expended within the armor, utterly destroying the man that wore 

it. Those that had the power, worked hard at using it to deflect those bolts into the ground, or 

sky. Men could easily outrun the Cossculdi, but could not match their power. They now took 

their lessons, from Emperor Ahrzahl TaiShan. 

   If they did not close with the Cossculdi, then the Men of Eden stood on equal ground with 

them. It sorely wounded the Knights, and men at arms when they were told to run, but those that 
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did not, quickly died, reinforcing the lesson for those left alive. Men who had trained all their 

lives to carry a sword, or a lance, now learned as fast as they could, to shoot a bow, or a 

crossbow. They ambushed the Cossculdi formations in cities, in valleys, and found at one point, 

that the lizard men were terrified of water, and for good reason. One of the mages destroyed a 

Bridge that a hundred Cossculdi were in the process of crossing, they sank instantly, and 

drowned within moments. After that, the Cossculdi would go nowhere near a bridge, or even 

water, when it was required that they cross water, they brought in the shuttles to lift them across. 

Their horror of water, was not in dying, but in dying while not in battle, or, in their minds, dying 

without Honor. 

   On any world, they would normally have attacked, their plans, their strategy and tactics would 

have worked, but on Eden, there were DragonLords, who could respond to the Cossculdi 

deployments in an instant, and there was Collen, to know where those deployments were made. 

The Gates, could instantly transport hundreds of thousands to where they were needed. To make 

it all worse, the Dragonlords used both magery, and another power, that the Cossculdi could not 

detect to blast holes in the ground, throwing them into the air, though not injured greatly, it did 

tend to disorient the warriors. They used this power to deflect incoming fire, they used this 

power to reflect bolts of energy back into Cossculdi formations, and they used this power to 

make the Cossculdi attack themselves, often making one of their formations appear as if it was a 

formation of men. 

   Despite all of these difficulties, the Cossculd were tough, and hard to kill. They killed, and 

wounded as many of their enemies as their enemies killed and wounded the Cossculdi.  

  In any other situation, Sthiss'Torr would have been Frustrated and angry. In this particular 

situation, he was only mildly annoyed. This was going to take time, and effort, and many lives. 
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He sent a message back to the home world, for permission to use the reinforcements, explaining 

the situation, and was promptly refused, he was told flat out, that the Dragonlords were dead and 

gone, and that he was being fooled.  

   He then forwarded the recordings, and they had a lot of them. 

 

 

   Collen felt the presence an instant before he was summoned. It was a presence, that dwarfed 

even the presence of Xaverin. He knew, the moment that he was summoned, that he could fight 

it, and refuse, but in that summoning, he learned, and knew in the very instant of the act, how it 

was done. 

   He also knew, in the instant that he faced Nacen, how the balance had been maintained. 

Nacen had absorbed the essence, the knowledge, and all that had been Andrell. So that when the 

new god had arrived, it made no difference that the new god did not know how to be a god, 

because the knowledge, the memories and experiences were maintained. Nacen dominated those 

memories, and the essence of Andrell, he had fought on familiar ground, his own mind, while 

Andrell fought as if on ice, and Andrell had also lost that battle. The problem with that was, that 

now, Nacen was twice as powerful. Collen realized then, why Xaverin no longer appeared. If 

Nacen could catch her in the open, he would kill her just as he did Andrell. This knowledge, was 

not a comfort to Collen, for even as he realized these things, in that first instant, he also knew, 

his own life was now in great peril. 

   The room, was not a room, it was nowhere, and no when. Its edges faded away in obscurity, 

perhaps miles away, and perhaps, he could reach out and touch those edges. Light suffused the 

area in which they sat. Nacen, just out of his reach, siting in a chair identical to the one Collen 
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sat in. Between them, a table, with what Collen could only assume was refreshments, fruits and 

meats of types he had never known. A wine, darker, and richer than he had ever seen. 

   Nacen picked up his own glass, and nodded to Collen. "How is it, that you are alive, how is it, 

that the Dragonlords have grown to such proportions Collendrian?" 

   "The mages failed to destroy us Nacen, because the mages themselves were Dragonlords." 

   "I felt the death of the last Trueblood, Mitakan, yet somehow, you are her child, had I known, 

the DragonLords lived, I would not have sent my children to attack, for you too, are my 

children." 

  "How is it Nacen, that you did not know, that your children survived? How is it that you did 

not know, the mages that wanted to destroy us, were also of the Blood, and truly, Dragonlords?" 

   Nacen made a face, and twirled his wine, watching the liquid with vacant eyes. "All of my 

attentions, were on the Cossculdi, for hundreds of years. When I returned, I found, that Eden had 

been tilted, and that the battle had been fought, within only a few hours, of when I returned my 

attention to the world where it all started, the last dragon passed from the living. I was wroth, but 

Andrell, and Xaverin refused to allow me to interfere. They refused to allow me to repair the 

damage that had been done, they in fact, effectively banned me from Eden. We argued, and the 

universe shuddered. I tried, for many centuries to restrain my anger. They had both, watched the 

death of my children, and had not warned me. I could have stopped it, I could have returned the 

balance, but they refused ME!" 

   The God threw his glass of wine and stood. He paced back and forth, his eyes flashing with 

color as the anger flowed through his mind. He finally stopped, and grasped the back of the chair 

with both hands, leaning forward toward Collen. "Even as I tried to control my fury, and my 

hurt, they excluded me from decisions. They told me, that I was no longer a part of Eden, 
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because those I had created were no longer a part of Eden. I resigned myself, to nurturing the 

Cossculdi, their blood, taken directly from the Dragons of Eden. I decided to separate myself 

from Xaverin, and Andrell. Do you know what they did then?" 

   "They tried to curtail your development of the Cossculdi, or they told you to restrict them to 

the world upon which they were created." 

   Nacen smiled, and there was no kindness in that smile. "Exactly, that is exactly what they did. 

I decided, in that moment, that they would not be restricted, that in fact, they would do, to 

humans, the same thing that Xaverin and Andrell had done to the Dragons. That is what I told 

Andrell. He struck the first blow, it was a blow, that should have destroyed me. He expected it to 

destroy me, and that is the only reason I was capable of destroying him. Do you know what I 

did?" Nacen continued before Collen could make a guess. "I changed time, only a fraction of a 

second, and in that change of time, I struck before Andrell could strike. I expected it to end the 

universe, but Xaverin had done something I did not know of. She also changed time, she 

prepared a new god. I did not then know who, but rather than allowing Andrell to die, or to find 

his way to the body prepared for him, I accepted him, within my own consciousness. She had 

prepared the new body, to accept that consciousness, and when Andrell did not Manifest within 

the new body she had prepared, she realized what had happened, and she told me, that she would 

see to it, that one way or another, all of my children would soon die." Nacen ground his teeth in 

rage. "I did not know, that the DragonLords survived, had I known, I would never have sent my 

children here, because her promise is coming true, my children fight one another, kill one 

another. I can only imagine how amused she is as she watches." 

   "Then call our brothers away, and end this fight." 
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   Nacen sighed deeply. "I cannot, Eden must be destroyed, but, I can ask you, to bring the 

Dragonlords home, you could rejoin me, you could lead the Cossculdi, they would follow you, 

they would follow any of the Dragonlords, and when humanity is destroyed, my children will be 

free to live anywhere they desired, without fear." 

   "We already lived without fear, we coexisted with humanity here, and we were happy, until 

the Cossculdi came. All it would take, for the Cossculdi to live free, is for them to accept 

Humanity, and coexist with them." 

   "NO!" Nacen carefully controlled his anger again. "No, what is done, is done, Humanity will 

be destroyed, and with them gone, Xaverin will fade into obscurity, that is the only possible 

outcome." 

   Collen nodded slowly. "Then, I believe our conversation here, is done." 

   Nacen stared at him in disbelief. "You know, you cannot defeat me! My children will roll 

unchecked through the worlds of Humanity! I offer you, not only the ability to survive, but the 

ability to LEAD! To stand by my side when it is done, and help shape the universe with your 

own ideas, your own dreams!" 

   "You made us too well Nacen. My sense of Honor, is too highly developed, to allow me to 

step forward on a path, that I see, as the dishonorable one, I will die, beside humanity, defending 

them, because, it is what my Honor demands." 

   Nacen made a mistake then. In his arrogance, he thought of Collen, as he had thought of 

Andrell, and Xaverin, as gods, like himself. He even thought lesser of Collen, because he was 

but a young god. Collen was used to battle, he was used to trickery, and lies from dealing with 

those of humanity that had no true honor. He thought, not like a god, but like a warrior, a 

warrior, who's instincts were backed by the blood of Dragons, and the power of a god. 
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   Collen knew, that Nacen could sense his thoughts, and his intentions. Even as Nacen struck, 

Collen let his mind think only of escape. He thought of a gate, taking him home, out of the reach 

of the God. He sent the power, opening that gate, letting his mind fill with fear, and panic, 

releasing the power to shift his position, so that he could dive through that gate. Nacen saw those 

thoughts, and moved to block them, he never looked deeper. Though he was a god, and the 

universe trembled at his approach, he was inexperienced in the matters of war, inexperienced at 

killing, and inexperienced in dealing with someone who could think one thing, and yet do 

another. 

   Collen also flicked himself back in time but an instant, and in that instant, saw himself, 

forming the gate, and diving toward it, even as Nacen closed the gate, and struck out at Collen, 

who was no longer there. 

   The BlackSteel blade sliced through the Gods neck from behind, for Collen now stood behind 

the god. He felt the Pain, and the confusion within the mind of Nacen, even as his Sword Bit 

deeply, and he stumbled forward, as the God disappeared. 

 

   Nacen stumbled forward, again in his own private areas upon the Cossculdi Homeworld. He 

dropped to his knees, and felt his neck. The pain still there, still with him. His body had reverted 

to only a blinding second before the attack, but his mind remembered every detail and felt the 

blade slicing deeply. Had he been any slower, he would not now be alive, and he knew it. Nacen 

had never known such fear, but it filled him now. When he had fought Andrell, he had thought 

he felt fear. It was nothing to the debilitating terror that now coursed through his mind, and 

somewhere, in the back of that mind there was a smugness, and a gentle laughter, from the 

awareness that was Andrell. 
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   Collen sheathed his Blade, and sat in the Chair that had been Nacen's. He sipped the wine as 

he thought about the things he had just learned. Nacen had not brought him here to teach him, 

but he had learned, further expanding the vistas of his mind. When Nacen had left, Collen had 

grabbed the thought of what had created this place, a place of nowhere, a place that time did not 

invade. Collen could make such a place himself now. He had learned many subtle things from 

the God. The Balance, was more a balance of Presance. Xaverin had created him, as a receptacle 

for Andrell's presence. But Andrell, in his pain, and loss, had grasped the closest possibility in 

that instant, that of survival, even if it was a muted, and powerless survival, within the control of 

Nacen. Xaverin, in her own fear, had then allowed him to exist, as a tool. A tool for her own 

defense, and retribution. The Gods could die, and it would not upset the balance. There were 

many things that Xaverin and Nacen thought, that was not true. He had no way of knowing if 

those things had been true at one time, but something had changed with the death of Andrell. Just 

as he had originally thought, it had been cataclysmic, but he could not place it. 

   Eden, was the home world of all things. Eden, was the first world, the first creating of living 

things. Many creatures had lived on Eden, and they had been erased, the slate wiped clean in 

order to create new things. Xaverin, and Andrell, had created other worlds, and seeded them with 

humanity. Nacen had done the same, selecting a world upon which to play with his new children, 

and they defended those children now, with a childish intensity. Nacen had felt hurt, left out, 

shoved aside, and had taken out his frustration and Anger upon Andrell. Andrell was no less to 

blame, nor Xaverin. They thought of their creations, more as pets or toys, than living breathing 

thinking human beings. That, coupled with their childlike disregard for life, and their jealousies, 

scared Collen. If allowed to continue, it would end with the destruction of the universe. He did 
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not know how the Gods had come to be, but he now viewed them, not so much as Gods, but as 

simply another life form, although, with great power. They had worked toward a balance. 

Balance was needed for all things to survive. The Eagle needed prey to survive, and the prey 

needed to be able to avoid the eagle to survive. If there was no balance, both would eventually 

die out. If the Eagle ate all of the prey, so that no more young survived to reproduce, the eagle 

would starve. If the prey was adept at avoiding the eagle, their numbers would rapidly increase, 

and eventually they too would starve. It was the way of nature. 

   Many things maintained the balance. When the balance was disturbed. As when Men arrived. 

They killed the predators that were dangerous to them, allowing the prey to multiply rapidly. 

Sickness and disease thinned their numbers. It was a carefully orchestrated cycle that every 

living thing depended on. The only way to uphold the balance, was through the gods. When the 

Gods themselves upset that balance, they thought it would end the universe. This was not true, 

without balance, it may eventually end all life, but the universe would endure. Balance was their 

goal, their belief, and it was how things must work for Life to endure, but in the massive scope of 

the universe itself, balance mattered little.  

   Collen ran the summoning through his mind, feeling how it was done. How it was that he 

sensed where the one he wanted to summon was. He devised a new... thought, for it. It was not a 

spell, it was not magery, it was, exactly a thought. He shortened that thought, and modified it, 

and rather than Summoning Xaverin, he went directly to her. 

 

   Xaverin felt safe there, she couldn't be found, and she couldn't be approached. Her own castle 

in the void of space and time. It hit her hard, when Collen arrived, and for the first time, she also 

felt fear. Not that he would kill her, but if he could find her, then Nacen could as well. 



407 

   "Collen! How? How did you come here? It is not possible!" 

   Collen walked over to what appeared to be a window. It was in some ways like his gateways, 

but was only one way, and could not be detected from the other side as his gate's could. Again 

Collen learned.  

   "I do not know the rules, that you have all played by Xaverin, so I do not know what is 

possible, and what is not. I wanted to come to you, and so I did." 

   "If you can do this, I am not safe from Nacen, anywhere, not even here!" 

   "He would have to learn how I do it before he can, and he was long gone before I did it, so he 

has no idea it is possible." 

   "He was long gone? You SPOKE to Nacen?" 

   "I did, he summoned me, so I did not fight it, I went to speak with him, and we had a very 

interesting discussion." 

   "Collen! You must not believe him, you must not believe anything he tells you!" 

   "He believes, what he told me to be the truth, though that truth was skewed by his own 

desires, he only lied to me about one thing, the rest, is simply a slight alteration of the truth." 

   "What did he tell you?" 

   "He told me, why he killed Andrell, and he asked me, to return the Dragonlords to him, so 

that we do not have to fight one another. He asked me to reunite all of the children of the 

Dragon." 

     "You refused him?" 

     "I did." 

     "He did not try, anything? To harm you, to..." 

     "He attempted to kill me." 
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     "WHAT?!" 

     "He learned, that he could not." 

     "What did you do Collen?" 

     "I came very, very close, to killing him instead, and he fled." 

     A chair formed behind her even as she sat. "How Collen? He is so strong now, and your 

strength is but a fraction of what his is." 

     "I would say, my only advantage, was that I was willing to die trying to take him with me. 

He was not." 

     "The Balance will be even further upset if you kill him, or if he kills you, I do not know 

what will happen, if you both die. You cannot face him again Collen, no matter what, escape, get 

away, do what you must to survive!" 

   "No, What I fight for, is greater than myself. Neither you, or Nacen see the individual lives of 

the people that live here, and on the other worlds. You only see the things that you have created. 

You feel, that if all is lost you can start over, but what I feel, is that the destruction of those lives 

is wrong. Those people love, and hate, their lives are all they have. They feel no different than 

you do, about losing those lives. You want me to run, to survive, and to protect the universe. If 

the universe was destroyed in an instant, everything would die, would vanish in that instant, and 

all of the pain and suffering would also vanish in that instant. Those men, and women you 

profess to love are going to fight for the right to exist, just as you would. I will not run, I will not 

shirk my duty to them." 

   "You would rather see the destruction of everything instead?" 

   "This is all pointless, the universe will not be destroyed Xaverin, but I need you to teach me, 

so that I do not make mistakes, and so that I will be more capable of defending myself." 
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   "Collen, the training will change you. It is not something to take lightly. You will no longer 

be capable of, or desire to lead the people of Eden as you do now." 

   "Nacen directly leads the Cossculdi, and I will directly lead Humanity, but I will do it through 

my brother Thallen, while Shayen remains on Eden. Nacen attacked me, and tried to kill me, if 

you will not train me, teach me what you know, then I must face him now, while he is still afraid. 

If I do not, he will calm down, and think through what happened, and he will be able to counter 

anything I do." Collen paused and looked at her. She seemed, so small and uncertain now, but he 

did not allow it to influence what he knew had to be done. "I know, that I was not part of your 

plan, I was not what you wanted, but I am here, and already, I know things that endanger you 

and Nacen, so you must either accept me, and train me, or try to destroy me. Make your choice 

Xaverin." 

   She stared at him, in both wonder, and horror. His strength increased daily. He could already 

do things he should not be able to do, for many months and years. He could figure things out, 

that she had never known were possible. She feared his strength already, she was not a warrior, 

she knew nothing of battle and killing, hers was a power of love and passion, not war and death. 

His ability to find her, scared her. She was not findable. She was nowhere, in a place of her own 

making, a place where there was no time, and he had found her. She tried to think of how he had 

done it, but finding nowhere, in a time that was not, confounded even her most basic reason. She 

could feel, and see the thoughts of men, and once, she had been able to see his thoughts as well, 

but no longer. The best she could do now, was sense a little of his mood. He had felt excited 

when she had created the chair, and she knew he saw how to do it, she had refrained from doing 

anything else. 
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   He was correct, he was too strong, and gaining in strength too rapidly. He had been prepared 

as a receptacle for Andrell, something that had never been done. When Andrell did not come to 

him, he had then developed on his own. He had been trained, as a warrior, and a mage. The 

blood that coursed through his veins was predominantly the blood of a Dragon. She did not know 

what effect that would eventually have on him, but she could already see that the effect was 

greater than she had expected. She did need to train him, here, and now, it was her only chance 

of survival. If he proved to be stronger than she, there was always the ability to beguile him with 

love to get her way. The only way she would hold any place in the future, was if she sided with 

him. 

   “The training, will change you Collen, the first part of it, involves living the lives, that you 

choose to live. There are hundreds of books, each book, the life of a person, you will live that 

persons life, from beginning to end. You will learn, what that person learned, and you will live as 

that person lived, you will love as they loved, and their pain will be your own. You must decide, 

what lives you wish to live, and then only live those, that you can contain, and retain some part 

of what is you. If you live too many, they will overwhelm you, so pick well. After that, I have 

prepared more lessens, that you will also learn, in but a moment. Lessens in how to do hundreds 

of things with only the thought and will to do them. I will give you these things, but you must 

promise me, that you will heed my guidance when you are through." 

   "I saw, what was in Nacen's mind, and how he still struggled with having Andrell there, so I 

know something of what I face. When you have advice for me, I will always listen, but I will not 

promise to follow it." 

   She stared at him, her thoughts conflicting, worrying, and wondering what she was about to 

unleash. "I could refuse." 
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   "You could." 

   "What will you do if I refuse Collen?" 

   "The best I can, with what I have." 

   "Will you destroy me Collen? To add my power to your own?" 

   "I am not you Xaverin, nor am I Andrell, or Nacen, I am me, I do not Kill, for any gain to 

myself, I kill, when forced to it, through circumstances, or actions. My plans do not involve 

killing you." 

   "You make it sound as if we, I, had no compassion for those I have had a part in creating." 

   "You feel great love for them Xaverin, and you cherish their adoration, but you carry no 

responsibility for them, at least no more responsibility than a farmer with his flock. If that farmer 

must sacrifice his flock to escape the wolves, it would hurt him greatly, but he would do it. If that 

farmer did not like the blood lines of his flock, or how they were producing wool and meat, he 

would get rid of them, and find better blood lines, just as you would, if you became unhappy 

with those you have created." 

  This was so uncomfortably close to the truth, she changed the subject. 

   "What will you do Collin? Will you destroy the Cossculdi?" 

   "I will fortify Humanity against them, just as you wanted me to do, when they see, that 

Humanity is not what Nacen taught them it is, when they learn respect, and honor, then I will 

seek a means of ending the fighting, so that Both the Children, and Humanity can live in 

harmony. If they cannot do this, if the Cossculdi cannot accept humanity and live in harmony, 

then I will help fortify humanity against them. I will help Thallen lead humanity against them, 

until the Cossculdi are no more." 

   "Will you destroy Nacen?" 
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   "It is not my desire to do so, but I feel, that he will not respect, me, or my plans. I must try, 

but the final act of war, or peace, is his to choose." 

    "Will you defend me, if he comes for me?" 

  "I have plans for you Xaverin, so if Nacen comes for you, he will regret it greatly." 

   Xaverin stood, and the chair disappeared. "I will give you the things you need to learn Collen, 

for I feel, that whatever happens, you, will be the one who decides all of our fates." 

   A doorway appeared in one of the walls. It was simply a connection, of this place in nowhere 

with another place in nowhere. She took his gauntleted hand in her own, and led him through the 

doorway. It was a a large library. Hundreds of books lining shelves on every wall. In the center 

of the room a small table with a single chair. 

   The books were arranged by skill and date. For example there could be a book for engineers 

dating from antiquity all the way to current times. Each of these books, contained the life, of 

someone that had lived, on Eden, or any of the other worlds Andrell and Xaverin had placed 

them. On another rack, was only a dozen or so books, that would show him the skills, the 

abilities of the gods. 

   "Simply place the book you wish to live, and learn upon the table, and place your hand on it. 

You will live that life, as if it was your own. I have already warned you, but I will say it again, if 

you choose too many, they will overcome you, so select wisely, and learn, until you feel you can 

learn no more." 

   "How many did you learn Xaverin?" 

   "I have only learned about twenty, I chose simple lives, filled with love, and happiness, 

though each book ends the same, with the death of the person that lived that life. They will also 
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contain the death of loved ones, friends, family, parents and children, so there is also pain in 

those books, it is that pain, that will be hardest to deal with." 

   Collen nodded. "I understand, leave me, let me learn." 

   "I should stay Collen, you may need an anchor to show you what is reality, and what is 

learning, I could be that anchor." 

   "Thank you Xaverin, but I wish to be alone with this, at least for now, I will call upon you, if I 

need you." 

   He could clearly feel her anger, but none of it showed in her face. "Collen, I should stay, help 

you choose, and support..." 

   "It is for that reason, that I do not wish you to stay Xaverin, I know something of what I will 

face, and I must choose to learn what will help me in that, not what you wish for me to learn." 

   Xaverin disappeared in an instant, but not fast enough that Collin missed the fury that 

overcame her as she left. 

   Collin sighed and shook his head. How had she, and the other two gods managed the entire 

universe, and yet not learned to control their emotions. Xaverin acted like his refusal was a grave 

insult. 

   The first thing he did, was block the room, he surrounded it with a sphere of nothingness, so if 

she again tried to find it, she would not be able to. Nor would Nacen be able to find it. The last 

thing he needed, was one of them tying to kill him while he was living another life. Then, he 

reached out for Tawnen, and summoned her. 

   He had told her he was going to bring her somewhere, so she was not totally surprised. She 

looked around the room curiously as she removed her gauntlet's, and then her helm. 

   "What is this place Collen?" 
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   "It is where, I learn to become a God." 

   "You have grown, much in the last few days, I can feel your presence stronger each time I see 

you." 

   "How goes the battle?" 

   "The same as when you disappeared about fifteen seconds ago." 

   "Ahh, yes, I forget that time does not pass here." 

   "Time does not pass here? Where are we?" 

  He smiled at her. "We are nowhere, and nowhen." 

   "That would explain the lack of doors then, so, when we return, it will be the same moment in 

which we left?" 

   "It will." 

   "So, we could remain here, until we are very old, and then simply return to the moment that 

we left?" 

   "We, will not age here, time does not pass as you know it, but yes, we could stay here, for 

what seemed like hundreds, thousands, or even millions of years, and then simply step out of 

here into the very moment we left." 

  "What of Xaverin? Will she be visiting us here?" 

   "Neither Xaverin, or Nacen can find this place." 

   "Then we can be together, without fear of missing anything, or being interrupted, for as long 

as we wish?" 

   Collen smiled at her, and nodded his head. "It is as you have said. I will be...  changed, in the 

learning, I must absorb the lives others have lived, even as they lived them, when I am done, I 
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will no longer be the person I am, I need an anchor, something to hold onto while I learn. 

Xaverin wanted it to be her, but I refused her, and I chose you instead." 

   Her eyes widened in shock, both, that he would have refused the goddess, and that he had 

chosen her over Xaverin. "You have indeed changed already, from the man that bonded me 

Collen, That man would have refused the goddess nothing, what has happened?" 

   "Many things Tawnen. Nacen tried to kill me, but before he did that, he told me what 

happened between himself, Andrell and Xaverin, he also asked me to bring the Dragonlords 

home, to join with him and his Children, to lead them in the destruction of humanity. I refused, 

and he attacked." 

   "How did you escape Collen?" 

   "Tell me Tawn, if someone attacked you, what would you do?" 

   "I would likely bury them, or die trying." 

   "And so it was with me." 

  "But, but Collen, Nacen is a God! How, even with your strength growing, could you hope to 

defeat him?" 

   "I did not hope to defeat him, but he was so close to death, that even now, his body shivers 

and shakes, and his mind races with dread, I felt my sword bite into his neck, and he was gone." 

   Tawnen felt the chills run up her legs and arms, followed instantly by goose bumps. 

   "Wouldn't that have been the end of everything Collen? The end of the universe?" 

   "That is what was believed, even Nacen and Xaverin believed that, but I think, that was 

something that they themselves told everyone, in the beginning of time, so that none would try to 

kill them. A balance must be held, maintained, but when Nacen killed Andrell, the only balance 

was, that Andrell did not truly die, he is now, part of Nacen. What was Andrell was absorbed by 
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Nacen, and so, there is still balance, which brings me to you. While I learn, I want you to think 

about something." 

   "Okay, what is it you wish me to think about?" 

  "I want you to think, about absorbing Xaverin." 

   "Collen! You would, you would Kill her?" 

   "No, I will allow her to make that decision, she will have to do it voluntarily." 

   "Why would she do that? Why would I do that? Won't that also change me?" 

   "It would, you would, in effect, become the Goddess. Xaverin has the power to control your 

mind, and dominate you, except for one thing. We are bonded, and I will have much control over 

what happens when she merges with you. At first, it will be hard for you, and her. But once she 

has merged with you, and found, to her great dismay, that she cannot control you, she will begin 

to fade, and the differences between you, and her will also fade, eventually, it will be you that re 

emerges, with all of her memories, and all of her strength." 

   "Why would you ask me to do this?" 

   "Because, of what she is, because of what the gods are. They are no more than very powerful 

children Tawnen. They would sacrifice all of humanity because they are simply tired of them, 

they would destroy us all, and create something else, something new to play with." 

   "But, I feel her love when she is near, I feel her devotion and her passions, how could she be 

willing to just wipe us away?" 

   "Those things you feel, are just who she is, who she chose to be. They have nothing to do with 

how she thinks or acts, or what she is inside. What do you feel when you are near me Tawnen?" 

   "I feel, Honor, I feel truth, and leadership, I feel, someone I can rely upon, someone that 

would deal fairly with me in all things, yet I also feel, that if I betrayed that honor and trust, that I 
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would be destroyed in an instant. It is a very un-nerving feeling. I feel, many more things, a 

desire to fight for you, to prove my strength in battle, and I feel a desire, to lay with you, and 

prove my strength in bed. Your presence, is not like that of Xaverin. When I am near her, I feel 

her passion, and her love, but I do not feel these other small things." 

   "The difference you feel, is because, Xaverins passion, and love, is what she is, you feel so 

many more little things with me, because, it takes all of them to make me what I am. I would ask 

you to do this, because Xaverin is too shallow, and I could not abide her being my wife through 

eternity, any more than I could stand aside and watch her create living breathing people, and then 

simply destroy them when she did not want to play anymore. However, If you were to merge 

with her, I could abide being with you forever, those things that are Xaverin will be strong in 

you, but you will also exude these other small things you feel within me. You will absorb 

Xaverin, just as I am about to absorb all of these other lives. We will both be changed, but it will 

still be us, if we anchor to each other, and use our bond to hold on to what we truly love." 

   "To truly be able to be by your side, through all of eternity, may well be worth what you ask, 

but I will think on it while you learn. If you must live these other lives, how much time will it 

take? Must I wait here, by your side, for fifty, or eighty, or even a hundred years?" 

   "I truly do not know, it may be that it will take that long, it may be only a moment here in this 

place." 

  "If it appears that it will take long, I will shift, and hibernate until you wake me." 

   "As long as you are close, so that I can feel that closeness through the bond." 

   Collen examined the books, wondering which of the lives would most suit his purpose. 

Famous Generals? Great leaders? Inventors or engineers? He chose his first, not from the list of 
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great people, but of the life of a simple farmer. A man that lived, and loved deeply, and cherished 

the life he had been given. 

   He nodded to Tawn as he set the book on the table, then gently placed his hand upon the 

book. 

 

   His brother, and sister thought him insane to stand on the porch each evening, and watch the 

sun sink into the golden rows of tassels that had erupted from the stalks of corn in only the last 

few days. The sun was a glowing orb of red, only now, late in the afternnon, could it be looked at 

directly. A few streaks of clouds lined the sky, and added to the brilliance of the scene with 

colors that ranged from blue, pink, red and purple, Painting the sky like some great artist had 

waved a magical brush. It always took his breath away, and he did not really care that they 

laughed at him. 

   His father, stepped out beside him, and stood silently, watching as the sun slowly set. He 

knew they stood there together, silently, for at least a half hour, but nothing needed to be said to 

share this wonder. 

   As the last sliver of the sun disappeared behind the fields of corn, his father clapped a hand on 

his shoulder. 

   "Life, is a gift, that can be quickly taken away. When you are young, it seems like such a long 

time, but when you grow older, it seems so short. It seems, to me, as if I merely blinked my eyes, 

and the time has gone. I have lived, three quarters of my life here. I married your mother here, 

and all of you children were born here, and here is the place I love. I have no desire to go else 

where, and when my time comes, it is here, I will be buried." 
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   "Have you never desired anything else father? To see what is on the other side of the hill? In 

the next town?" 

   "Oh yes, I was young once, and where I grew up, it was a lot like here. It was quiet, and life 

seemed so slow to me. I left that place, and I traveled. I found, that I did not get on well with the 

city people. They talked fast, and were always moving faster, places to go things to do, it seemed 

to me that they were rushing through life, and not one of them ever saw a sunset like the one we 

just witnessed, and took the time to stand, and watch it, for no other reason, than to enjoy the 

beauty. Their world, was not for me. I did not like to worry when I walked on the street, if I 

would suddenly find a knife in my back, so some stranger, and thief could take the few coins I 

had in my pocket. In the city, a mans word means nothing. Those people, in the city's, they lie to 

each other, they cheat each other, and they all think that is how life is supposed to be, but I know, 

what they never will." He turned from the fading sunset to look at his son. 

   "I know, that life does not have to be so fast, that you blink your eyes, and realize, a year, or 

three years has passed, and you have not taken the time to slow down. They blink, and shrug, and 

hurry on to whatever they have waiting. Here, in this valley, we must rush, to get the crops in, we 

must rush to get he crops out. When we cut hay, we must rush to get it in the barn, before it gets 

rained on. There are a few things we must rush to do, but those things end with the seasons, and 

allow us to relax, and enjoy those we love. It gives me time, to spend with your mother, it gives 

me time to spend with you, and your brother and sister. Time those city people will miss.  

   I know, to you, time seems everlasting. but when you get older, and face your own mortality 

time cannot go slow enough, because once each day is gone, you can never reclaim it, or live it 

again. Whatever you choose to do in life, always try to take time to enjoy it." 

   "I think, I already know what I want father." 
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  The older man smiled down at the boy. "Really, then tell me, what is it you want?" 

   "I want to see things, I want to travel for a time, but like you, once I have traveled, I want to 

live here, or a place like this." 

   "Then you must make sure, that the woman you marry also wants these things, or she will 

never be happy." 

   "I don't want to marry father, girls are very annoying, not like mother." 

   The farmer chuckled to himself and tousled the boys hair. "One day, you will look into the 

eyes of a girl, and you will feel your heart torn from your chest, and then you will find, that you 

no longer have a choice." 

   "If I have no choice, then how would I ever make sure that the woman I married liked the 

things I do?" 

   "That, my son, has been a problem that has plagued mankind from the beginning of time. If 

you ever figure out how to fall in love with the right woman, make sure to write it down, and we 

will all become rich selling our secret. Come, let us do the chores before the light fades 

completely." 

   He grew up on that farm, he milked the cows, and churned the butter, he learned how to make 

cheese, and other things from the milk. He learned how to butcher a cow or pig, cutting across 

the grain to make steaks, and which parts of the cow, or pig were the best to eat, and which were 

best to use to make sausage, or burger. He spent seemingly endless hours behind the team of 

draft horses, plowing the field. He rode in the wagon, plucking ears from the corn stalks, and 

shucking the ears from the husks, tossing the shucked ear into the wagon bed. He walked the hay 

field, with a sythe, cutting the hay. He helped pack the hay into the hay loft, and when he was 

older, he ran the forks. They connected to a rope, and when he had wedged the forks into the 
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hay, he whistled, and his younger sister would lead the horse forward, that was connected to the 

other end of the rope. The forks would close upon the hay, and lift a great chunk of it into the 

loft, when the forks reached the end of their metal track, they would hit the trip, and the forks 

would open, dropping the hay into the loft. Men in the loft then spread the hay, and it was the  

children’s job to walk on it, jump on it, whatever it took to pack it tightly. The greatest part, 

about most of these things, was that neighbors were always there to help, and they often traveled 

to neighbors farms to help them, and when the days work was done, they often gathered. The 

Adults sat about a fire and talked long into the night, Consuming whiskey and hard cider, while 

the children played. 

   He realized, when he was fourteen, who it would be that he married. Just as his father said. 

They were playing hide and seek, and he had caught her in the darkness, she screamed, and then 

fell down laughing, and he had looked into her eyes as he helped her up. They had stood there, 

for many minutes, looking into each others eyes, and he had felt his heart ripped from his chest. 

   Her name was Cashia, and from that moment on, he struggled to be with her every moment he 

could. 

 

   Seth, I don't know if you have noticed, but your son seems to have taken an interest in my 

daughter." 

   "Aye Roger, I have noticed, I haven't said anything yet, they are still young, they might get 

tired of each other sooner or later." 

   "I thought the same way myself, until tonight." 

   "Oh?" 
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   "I was in the loft, hanging the forks, and I stepped up to close the top doors, and I saw him 

lead her up onto the hill." 

   "What did he do Roger? If he has done something inappropriate I will tan his hide from 

here..." 

    Roger held up his hands. "No, no, he did nothing inappropriate, it was my daughter that 

kissed him, not the other way around." 

   "Oh... well, what do you want to do? You want me to keep him home? Or..." 

   "No, they sat on the big rock on the top of that hill, and watched the sun go down, just holding 

hands, and when it had set, she kissed him, and then they came back here. It is not often, that I 

see a love grow as sincerely as this one has, I do not want to break it up, in fact, if you approve, 

then I do as well. I have twenty acres, that abut your land. I could see to it that it was given to 

them, if and when the time comes." 

   "Aye, I could stand to lose twenty from my side as well." 

   "Then its settled, when they ask, it will become theirs." 

   "Lets keep this to ourselves then, and see what comes to pass over  the next couple of years." 

   He had always been efficient when he did chores. The animals counted on being fed on time, 

and if he didn't get it done on time, he would eat cold supper himself. But it seemed, that no 

mater how hard he tried, he constantly found himself standing still, his mind thinking of her. The 

buckets in his hand hanging forgotten, or the pitchfork stuck in the hay forgotten. It frustrated 

him, and he was forced to eat leftovers more and more often. 

   "Hey!" 

   He jumped, and turned to see his father, leaned up against the side of the stall door. 

  "Aren't you supposed to be mucking out the stalls?" 
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   "Yes sir, sorry sir." He hefted a fork load of wet hay and manure into the wheel barrow. 

   "You know, if you just asked her you could get on with living, rather than standing around 

daydreaming." 

   His father lit his pipe, and sent a cloud of aromatic smoke into the air, nodded his head, and 

left without another word. 

   If he just asked her. He felt so stupid all of a sudden. With renewed energy he finished 

cleaning the stalls, and brought the horses and cows back in from the yard. He fed and watered 

them all, then ran to saddle one of the horses. 

   Claisy Aierinson was busy sewing a pair of pants, when she heard the horse coming. It was 

running hard, and she dropped the mending and ran out into the main room, where her husband 

was just standing. She followed him, and their daughter out onto the porch. 

   "Why, its Seth Johnsons boy, what do you suppose the emergency is?" 

   "I'd guess he finally got tired of waiting." 

   "Waiting? Waiting for what?" 

    The horse slid to a stop, and was still sliding when the boy came out of the saddle. 

  "This is between me and him dear, take Cashia and go back in the house." 

  She glanced at the boy, that was white faced, and trembling, and back at her husband. "But..." 

   "Now dear, you will find out soon enough." 

   "She glared at him, and then took Cashia by the hand and stormed into the house, and 

slammed the door." 

   "Take your horse to the barn Jacob, walk him for a bit, and rub him down, when he has cooled 

grain him and water him." 

  "But Sir..." 
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   "No Butt's, do it, you shouldn't have run him so hard all the way here, but since you did, you 

need to see that he is cared for, you will be spending the night here with us anyhow, so go settle 

him in." 

   Claisy was fuming, as angry as she had ever been, and it took her a while to notice her 

daughter, sitting in the corner chair, her hands folded in her lap. Her hands were shaking too, but 

she had tears in her eyes, and a slight smile on her face. 

   "Cashia, what is wrong with you? Why you look as shaken up as....." It dawned on her then, 

and dropped her into the closest chair. "How long has he been walking out with you?" 

   Cashia looked up at her mother, her smile widening. "He hasn't really been walking out with 

me mother, but, he comes here often to help us, and I see him every time we go to help other 

farmers, I have known, we would marry for the last two years, I have just been waiting for him to 

approach father." 

   "Why have you not told me? You will need a dress, and we have to..." 

   "Because, He has not asked father yet, and I was afraid he might change his mind." 

   "Oh dear, Cashia, a young man like him is never, ever in complete terror, like he was when he 

rode in, except when he has to face the father of the woman he wants to marry." 

    "I, don't understand?" 

   "Cashia, he is young, he is strong, and he is handsome, he could take on the entire world 

single handedly and he would truly expect to walk away unscratched, the only thing that could 

inspire such terror in a young man, is asking your father, for your hand, because your father 

could refuse him, and throw him out, and tell him never to return, and that would beak his heart. 

So, at this moment, terror fills that heart." 

   Her face had gone pasty white. "Oh Mother, he wouldn't do that would he?" 
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   Claisy gave a snort, and then a small laugh, and that small laugh slowly built, until she was in 

tears. When she had control of herself again, she walked over to Cashia, and knelt in front of her. 

   "It appears, that your father has been waiting for this, though why he did not tell me, I look 

forward to dragging out of him slowly and painfully, I would guess, by his calmness, that he has 

already spoken with Seth, and even now, he is playing one of his last acts as your guardian out to 

the hilt." 

   "What do you mean?" 

   "He is making Jacob wait to ask, he will make him care for the horse, brush it down, feed and 

grain it, all the while standing over him, criticizing any small thing he can, to see if the boy will 

lose his nerve. If he does not, he will then bring him back to the porch, and have him sit, and 

wait, while he pours them drinks, straight from his whiskey bottle, and lights his pipe. He will 

tell the boy to drink, it will calm his nerves, which Jacob will do, and he will choke and splutter 

on the pure alcohol. Then your father will ask him why he has come. It is a cruel test of fortitude 

and nerve, and more than one young man has failed it." She looked at her daughter. "Do you 

expect Jacob to fail?" 

   "No mother, he will not fail, even if father whipped him like one of the oxen, He will leave 

here with permission, or he will not leave." 

   "You have spoken with him of how your lives will be then?" 

   "He asked me once, what I wanted from life. I told him, I wanted to be able to sit with him, on 

a porch like the one at his parents house, and watch the sunset with him. I wanted a calm, quiet 

life, that we could enjoy together. When he looked at me, he said something strange." 

   "What was that?" 
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   "He whispered, thinking I could not hear, he said. "You were right father, she stole my heart 

just by looking in her eyes, but the only secret I have found, is that somehow god chose for me. 

Then he looked back at me, and he took my hand, and we said nothing, we just watched the sun 

set, and..." 

   "And what." 

   "Then he brought me back here." 

   "He did not try to kiss you?" 

   Her face turned red, but she lifted her chin. "No, he did not try to kiss me, so I kissed him 

instead." 

   "Cashia!" 

   "I'm sorry mother, I couldn't help it." 

   To her surprise, her mother laughed again. "No, I suppose you could not, and more than 

likely, that kiss sealed his fate, and yours. Have you given any thought to where you will live? 

How will he provide for you? No, don't answer that, I know the answer, it is always the same. 

We will find a way, am I correct?" 

   "Yes Mother." 

   "Well, if I know your father, he has already worked out some of it at least." 

 

  " Rub with the hair until you get all the sweat off him, then rub against to fluff up the hair, it 

will keep him warmer." 

   "Check his feet, won't do him any good if he has to hobble around on a stone all night" 

   "Hang that saddle from a piece of twine by the horn, so the padding can dry, and hang that 

blanket over the rail in the empty stall or he will pull it in and trample on it all night. 
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  He went on and on, waiting for him to get angry, because Jacob knew all of these things, had 

been raised to them all of his life, but he did not relent. He pushed much harder than he planned 

to, and still the boy did not react or get angry. Roger Aierinson was impressed. 

   When the horse was perhaps better taken care of than he had ever been before in his life, he 

led the boy back to the house, and bade him sit. He pulled the cork from his whiskey jug, and 

poured a glass for each of them, and handed one to the boy. 

   "Now, have a drink, your nerves seem to be a bit frayed, it'll do you some good." 

   "Thank you sir." Jacob took a swallow, though he knew from sneaking his fathers whiskey 

how strong it was. His eyes watered, but he managed not to choke. 

   "Breathe in through your nose, and out through your mouth, takes away the after bite, Now, 

what did you come charging in here like your tail was on fire for?" 

   "Sir, I have spent a lot of time with you and your family while we worked for each other, and 

our neighbors, and in that time, I have come to know your daughter well. I know, I have not 

come calling, to walk her out, but despite that, I have found myself thinking of her when I am 

working, often I find I have been standing for many minutes with my head in the clouds, Mr. 

Aierinson, I have come, to ask for your daughters hand in marriage, if you will allow it." 

   "I see, have you thought of where you will live? How will you support her?" 

   Two weeks ago, I spoke with Mr. Holdeman about cash renting the twenty acres he has, that 

boards my fathers land, we agreed that I could pay him twenty percent of the profit from each 

crop I raised, the rest I could put toward a house. I know, it will not be fast, and that you may not 

agree to release your daughter until I can provide her with a house and support, but If you are 

willing, I am willing to wait, and work hard to see that she is well cared for if, and when you do 

give your consent." 
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   "It seems you have thought things through, you have presented your case well, it also 

impresses me that you are willing to wait, most young couples, are in a rush, and are willing to 

live in a canvas tent just to be together, tell me how you have managed such patience at your 

age?" 

   "I intend to spend the rest of my life with her Sir, if it takes me one year, or three years to see 

that she is happy, and well cared for, then so be it. I want to marry her, tonight, my heart 

demands that I do so, but my mind tells me, it would be better, and that you, and Mrs. Aierinson, 

as well as my own parents, will be much happier if we can support ourselves, rather than living 

with one of you while we get on our feet. I am willing to take the responsibility to get on my 

feet, to prove that I can, if Only you will tell me, that you would have me as a son in law." 

   He watched Roger take out his pipe, and pack it with tobacco, tamping it slowly, as if in 

thought. He lit it, and blew out a cloud of smoke as he leaned back in his chair. 

"I had planned, on fixing fences tomorrow, but perhaps it can wait a couple of days. We will 

hitch up the wagon in the morning, depending on how you conduct yourself tonight, and go talk 

with your folks about this. We will all set down together, and if we can work out a plan, that is 

agreeable to all, Then I will give my consent, though, as you said, I want to see, that you can care 

for her, and provide for her, however long it takes, You must have your own house, I do not care 

if the land has not been paid for yet, but you must have a house to take her home too." 

   "Thank you Sir! I will not let you down!" 

   "It is not me you need to worry about son, it's her mother, once you see her cut meat, and 

realize that she knows exactly what to cut and when, you will toe the line, now come, let us go 

see what Cashia has to say about this." 
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   For some reason, that terrified him all over again. He followed into the house, and stood 

quietly beside the door. Mrs. Aierinson was busy washing dishes, but Cashia smiled when he 

entered. 

   "Jacob! What brings you to our house in such a hurry tonight?" 

   His heart fluttered in his chest, now, very unsure of himself. Despite all the talking they had 

done, he had felt sure she would know why he had come. 

   "Cashia, it seems, this young man has had some time to spend with you, while we were 

helping our neighbors, and he has taken it into his mind, that you, and he should be married, 

what do you think of this idea of his?" 

   Her face flushed with color, and she tried to hold it for a minute, then her grin burst forth, and 

his heart started beating again. 

   "It is, a dream we have both held for a long time father." 

   "A long time? Has he treated you, inappropriately during that time?" 

   "No father, he has been more than honorable, though I tried to get him to act inappropriately, 

he refused until we are married." 

   Jacob now felt his own face flush and his ears burn. He was glad at that moment, for both the 

dim lighting, and that Mr. Aierinson had tried to swallow his pipe. He distinctly heard a giggle 

from Mrs. Aierinson, but it was gone as quickly as it started. 

   "Go get my team hitched up to the wagon boy." 

  "But Sir, I thought..." 

   "Don't start arguing with me now, do as you are told!" 

   "Yes sir." 
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   The ride, was bumpy, and uncomfortable, but one that he would remember with fondness his 

entire life. He sat, nestled in the hay with Cashia, and neither of her parents turned their heads to 

look back even once. 

  They rattled into the Johnson yard quite late. His mother and father came out, his father was 

dressed, but his mother was wearing her robe. To Jacobs surprise Mr. Aierinson gave a whistle. 

At which point his wife elbowed him hard enough to make him grunt. 

   Mrs. Aierinson hopped from the wagon unaided, and hustled over to his mother, ushering her 

into the house. He helped Cashia down, and then unhitched the wagon, and took the horses to the 

barn. He rubbed them down, watered and grained them. Then stood in the dark doorway of the 

barn, listening to the faint giggling and talking of the women in the house. He finally worked up 

the courage to go back to the house. His father, and Mr. Aierinson were nowhere to be seen. He 

sat on the porch to await their return, unwilling to interrupt the women. It was hard not to 

overhear what they were saying, and eventually fled the porch, his ears burning. When his father 

did not return, and the talking and giggling did not subside, he eventually climbed into the loft, 

and fell asleep on the hay. 

   When he woke, he climbed down, and tended the animals. The talking from the house was 

muted, so he clomped up on the porch, making plenty of noise, and went inside. The smell of 

cooking bacon lit a fire in his stomach. 

   "Wheres Cashia?" 

  "Shes asleep dear, go wake her if you want." 

  "Where is she? Which bedroom?" 

   "Yours of course!" 
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   His ears burst into flames again, and he was glad he had not snuck in during the night and 

climbed into his bed. 

   He climbed the ladder and knocked on his door, and heard a sleepy "Come in." 

   He poked his head in the door, and just stared at her, laying in his bed, her hair a mess, and 

thought, that there was no more beautiful woman in all of the world. 

   "Are you going to come down?" 

  "No, I am going to sleep all day." 

   "You don't look all that well, are you Okay?" 

   "I am fine, though your mothers Cider has a bite to it, and about now I think my head is going 

to fall off, OH! Don’t look, I'm all messed up, My hair is a mess and ..." 

   He stepped in and closed the door, and went to sit beside her. "I think, that you are more 

beautiful right now, than I have ever seen you." 

   She covered her head with the blanket. "Oh Jacob! I’m a wreck!" 

   He pulled the blanket down so he could see her face, peeking at him through the blond hair. 

He tilted her chin up, and kissed her softly. 

   That was a mistake, because he tried to stand, and she grabbed him and pulled him back down 

beside her, and she kissed him, and it was no quick good morning kiss. 

   How he escaped, he never could remember. He remembered slamming the door, and putting 

his back against the wall, and standing there, until he could breathe something akin to normally 

again. He climbed down the ladder, and spoke before either woman could say anything. 

   "Where did Pa and Mr. Aierinson go?" 

   "They had something to go check on dear, we will go meet them around lunch time." 

   "Meet them? Where?" 
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   "Thats not your concern, now, sit down and eat, you will need your strength." 

   It was several minutes before Cashia climbed down the ladder, and he tried to avert his eyes 

from her long legs since she was wearing a dress. He waited for her to take the first bite, before 

eating himself. When they finished, the two women shooed them from the house so they could 

clean up. Jacob led her to the edge of the hillside, overlooking the river. 

   "I was, scared, a little, last night, when you asked me why I had come." 

   "I was supposed to play innocent, and I was supposed to mention other boys names, and do all 

sorts of things my mother wanted me to do, so that you would not think me over eager, but you 

already know how eager I am, you always run from me when I try to make you be naughty." 

   "I do not want to run Cashia, but I made a promise to your father, and it is a promise I will 

stick to, if it takes months, or years." 

   "What promise did you make Jacob?" 

   "That, I would have a house, and a means of supporting you, I have made an agreement to 

cash rent a piece of land. I will have to depend on my father, and our neighbors to help me plow, 

and plant, but once the first crop is in, I can buy some equipment, and horses, maybe have 

enough to get a barn put up. The next year, I will have enough for a house." 

   "Two whole years Jacob? It seems so long." 

   "Yes, it seems forever, and it will seem longer to you, I will be working, when I am not in the 

field, I will be cutting trees and clearing the fields, digging out rocks and such, planting, 

harvesting, cutting hay that I can sell, at least until i get a barn built, So the time will not seem as 

long to me." 
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   "Jacob, I want to wake up in your arms, I want to put my feet on your legs when I go to sleep, 

so they will be warm, and worse, I want to do, other, things with you, it is making me crazy, I do 

not know if I can wait!" 

   "I do not want to wait either, but Cashia, we need to wait, what would we do with a baby? We 

have no house, it would be born in one of our parents houses, and people would know, it was 

made before we were married. It would create hard feelings between me and your father, hard 

feelings I do not want, nor should you." 

   She sighed and leaned against him. "I know, I know the difference between right and wrong, 

it is just hard to wait." 

   "For me as well, will you promise me something?" 

   "Anything." 

   "Promise, not to make it more difficult than it is? If you will promise me that, I will promise 

you, that the wait will be worthwhile." 

   "How worthwhile?" 

   "Cashia! you make it hard for me to even breathe, if you do not help me, I will give in, and 

then we will have real problems." 

   She sighed and tried to pull him closer. "I promise Jacob, I will do my best." 

    "That is all I can ask, because I too will do my best, and between us, we can hope, that our 

best is enough." 

   They sat on the hillside overlooking the river all morning, not saying much, just being 

together. Eventually, their mothers came out, and Jacob hitched the horses to the wagon, and he 

mounted the spare seat to it so they could all ride comfortably, or, at least as comfortable as any 

wagon ride ever was. 
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   His mother directed him to turn south, and follow the river road. They had traveled for about 

an hour, when they topped a rise. Jacob pulled the team up, and stood, then he stood up on the 

seat, shading his eyes so he could see better. 

   "Somethings going on, there's a lot of people up ahead." 

   "Yes dear, keep going." 

   He sat back down, and clucked to the horses. They drew closer, and as they topped the last 

rise before the valley, Jacob again drew up the horses. 

   "Theirs a house here!" And its on the land I was supposed to be buying!" 

    Anger filled him, but he tried not to let it show. 

   "Yes dear, thats where your father has been all night. They had to get the house moved here." 

   "What?" 

   "You father went to see Lawrence last night. They had the house already jacked up to move. 

You know they built a new house, he was going to move that house to his back lot as a guest 

house or storage, anyhow, your father talked him out of the house, they backed wagons under it, 

and hauled it here. It is a small house, only three rooms, but it will be a good start, a place for 

you to live while you build the house you want." 

   Cashia leaned over against him, hugging his arm against her. He glanced down at her, a lump 

in his throat, and she had tears in her eyes. He clucked to the horses again, and they descended 

into the valley, where neighbors had come from all over to help them get the house set, and raise 

a barn. 

    They all cheered when the wagon rolled up and came to a stop, and gathered around them, to 

congratulate the young couple. After that, it was hard work. One crew was busy setting 

Limestone blocks for the foundation of the house, while the other crew was skidding trees up 
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from the bottom, preparing to stand a barn. By the time the sun was setting, the house had been 

lowered onto its foundation, and the barn was standing, and had a roof. A big fire was set in what 

would become the front yard, smaller cook fires farther away. Someone produced a couple Kegs 

of Cider and Whiskey, and someone else produced a banjo. The music instantly got everyone 

dancing, and soon a man with a harmonica joined the banjo. 

   Jacob remembered dancing with Cashia, her smile, and her eyes, but everything else became a 

blur, and he woke up next to the coals of the fire feeling pretty grubby, and as if his tongue had 

hair on it. 

   There were already a group of women starting breakfast, so he worked his way to the river, 

and jumped in, clothes and all. He scrubbed his clothes the best he could, and hung them up, 

scrubbing himself, and his hair. His clothes were still wet when he climbed back into them, but it 

felt a lot better than being grubby. He was about half dry by the time he got back to the 

homestead. More people were moving around now, most as if they were in a haze. 

   He found Cashia brushing her hair by one of the wagons, and sat with her while she prepared 

for the day, then sat with her while they ate breakfast, enduring the smiles and winks. 

  This day, was as hard as the last, but with the manpower, things went quickly. three teams 

were sawing boards. one team resting, while two worked, and they rotated when they got tired. 

The house was set, and three men were mixing mortar, and using field stones to build the 

chimney. Six men were continuing digging the well, while three more built the crank and drum 

to lower and raise the bucket. The siding went on the barn, poles were cut, and stalls built. A 

corall, a round pen, and wooden fence went up around the house, and by the middle of the 

afternoon, the work tapered off as everything was finished. 
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   Then, several wagons returned, canvas covering their contents. They stopped while still a 

ways from the house, and the drivers approached. 

   Jacob and Cashia were introduced to the Pastor from the town about twenty miles away. The 

men hustled Jacob into the barn, and put him into a suit, that was only very slightly to small for 

him. Cashia was herded into the house, and put into a borrowed dress, then they were both 

ushered to the porch of the house, and in about fifteen minutes, they were legally married. 

   Then the festivities started all over again, more food, and more drink, along with more music. 

Then, as the sun was setting, the wagons were brought forward, and their contents revealed. 

Furniture, pots and pans, along with kitchen utensils, lanterns, A fire poker, and shovel set with 

bronze handles, and metal buckets for ashes. The last wagon to roll up, had pitch forks, scythes, a 

wheel barrow,  A good used saddle, and a brand new saddle, Rope and hay forks, and it 

included the team and wagon. 

   When all of this had been presented, everyone stood back and cheered. 

   Jacob stepped forward to give his speech, with Cashia on his arm. He had a hard time keeping 

his voice from breaking, and tears from his eyes, but they all understood as he spoke. 

   "I never expected this, I could never, have expected such a turnout of friends, and the gifts, 

are beyond compare, what you have all done here, in the last two days, fills my heart with joy, 

and I want all of you to know, if you ever need me, you can count on me." He looked at Cashia 

then, and back at them. "You can count on US, to help you whenever you need it." 

   They all cheered again, and filed to their own wagons, and slowly rode off. As they were 

dispersing, his father approached, and handed him a new bow. Cashia's father came forward, and 

gave him a pair of knives. One was a short sword, the other a heavy skinning knife. To his 

daughter, he gave a cutlery set for her kitchen. 
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   Their mothers then came forward, with clothing for them, and a baby crib, along with baby 

clothing and cloth diapers. 

   Then they all hugged. 

   His father was the last to leave, and he stepped up as the others walked to the wagons. 

   "Jacob, I have sent in a letter, along with Cashia;s father, each of us signing over twenty acres 

to you, with the twenty you are buying from Lawrence Severson, you will have sixty acres. In 

the spring, I will give you the pick of ten calves, and Roger will also give you ten calves. the 

next litter of pigs I have, I will give you the gilts', and you will have the pick of a young boar 

from Rogers next litter. We will each bring you a half a dozen chickens when you have a coop 

built. You have your work cut out for you, so don't spend too many days in bed." 

   Jacob shook hands with his father, and then hugged him. 

   They stood on their porch, and watched the wagons disappear over the hill. 

   He unhitched the wagon, and took the horses to the corrall. He drew water from the well to 

fill their newly built trough. Hung the harnesses in the barn, along with the saddles, wheel 

barrow and other implements. Then went to the house. 

   He helped her arrange the furniture. Their neighbors had brought it all in, and set it up, but 

Cashia wanted it all moved, so he moved it for her. He carried the two chests to their bedroom 

for their clothing. He put the baby's crib in the other room, and then helped her unpack the 

kitchen utensils and store or hang them. It was quite late by the time they were finished. 

   She wiped her hands on her apron, and hugged him, then she looked into his eyes. "Okay, I've 

waited, and I didn't try to make it hard on you, now you have to fulfill your own end of the 

bargain!" 
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   He thought about arguing with her as she led him to the bedroom, but realized, it would be 

very counter productive. 

   The next day, he took the team to the river bottom, and cut fence posts, and poles for rails, 

and skidded them back to the yard. He dug holes and set posts, and slowly built a pen for the pigs 

well away from the house, but not so far that wolves would bother them. There was a large pile 

of boards left from the barn. He built a shelter for the pigs, and then set about working on a coop 

for the chickens. He had the framing up by dinner time when Cashia called him in. 

   She had spent the day making curtains for the windows, and had a simple meal of salted ham 

and fresh bread with butter waiting for him. He made sandwiches for both of them, and drug two 

of the chairs out on the front porch. They ate, talking of their plans and dreams as the sun set 

over the river valley. 

   It had been too late to plant, so Jacob went to work, cutting hay and filling his loft. It seemed 

like the work was so much harder when done alone. Eventually he had his hay in for the winter, 

and Cashia's father came by to pick them up, as the rest of the neighbors would be gathering to 

cut hay before it was time to bring crops in. 

   They spent several weeks, between haying, picking the corn, cutting and thrashing wheat, 

then returned to their own house. Jacob set about cutting logs, and hauling them to the house. He 

sawed and split them, and stacked the wood beside the porch. It took him several weeks to get 

the pile up to where he thought it would last the winter. Then he started building a corn crib. 

   It seemed like the work never ended, either for himself, or to help neighbors. they always 

repaid him in kind though, they filled his corn crib, so he would have corn for the cattle and pigs, 

and twenty bags of wheat to be milled or also fed to the animals. 
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   One of them gave him a puppy, to warn him of trespassers or wolves, and Cashia got morning 

sickness, and they both knew what that meant. 

   Their Son was Born the following  summer, and he occupied most of Cashia's time, often 

keeping her home when he went to help plant and plow. It seemed every time he left one of their 

neighbors places that he took half a wagonload of something back with him. Clothes for the 

baby, or a new pig, a dozen fertilized eggs from some fancy new chicken that was supposed to 

lay an egg every day. Time passed in peaceful wonderment. At the end of each day, he sat on his 

porch with his wife and watched their son play. The following year, they gained another son, and 

the year after that, a daughter.. She was the joy of his heart. Not a single evening passed that he 

did not hold her on that front porch and watch the sun set over the valley. 

   Life was full, and it was busy, but it was never hectic, and it never passed without him taking 

note of the time. 

   Their bankroll grew, as their children grew, and rather than build a new house, he added on to 

their existing house. He built an additional room for each of the children, and one extra. He 

bought a wood stove, that heated the house a lot more efficiently than the fireplace. 

   His cattle grew and reproduced well, and it seemed he always had shoats underfoot. It didnt 

seem to matter what he tried, he could never keep them in the pens. He built crates for eggs, and 

found a merchant that would pick them up once a week and pay him for them. He sold the extra 

hay he cut, and hauled his corn to market one wagonload at a time. He built sideboards for it, but 

corn was heavy, so it often took him over a dozen trips. 

   His oldest son, was thirteen when Cashia's father died suddenly one afternoon. The Doc said 

his heart just quit. It was a hard thing putting him in the ground, and harder still at the pain it 

caused his wife. Her mother seemed to lose the will to live at that point. They moved her in with 
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Jacobs parents, and they all tried, but within eight months, she too passed away. The hardest part, 

again, was seeing his wife in so much pain,  and there was nothing he could do to help her, but 

be with her. 

   The following year, she told him she was pregnant again, and it hit him hard, she was thirty 

one, and he feared for her ability to carry the child. To make it worse, she had difficulty with the 

pregnancy, she was always in pain, and when she was within four months of delivering, she got 

sick, very sick. So sick, that he feared the doctor may not arrive in time to help her. He did arrive 

in time, and had her on medications within minutes of arriving. He said she had a terrible 

infection, and treated it accordingly, he also found out why she had the infection, because the 

baby had died within her. He induced her to go into labor, and she delivered the stillborn child. It 

was a girl, they named her and buried her near her grandparents.  It broke her heart, and his too. 

It was nearly a year before she would lay with him again, and they were very careful that she 

would not become pregnant again. It seemed to take forever for him to get back into life after 

that. His heart always seemed to be heavy. 

    When his son turned seventeen, the day was forever marred when his own parents were on 

their way to visit, the wagon lost a wheel, which in itself would not have been bad, but his father 

tried to fix it on his own. The team jerked the wagon and it fell from its blocking, breaking his 

fathers back. He survived to see his oldest grandchild married, and take over the Aierinson farm. 

He too, it seemed, had lost the will to live. 

   Jacob moved his family to his parents farm, and tried to keep his father interested in life. but it 

only seemed to make him mourn the loss of his mobility more. It became a chore to make him 

eat. He said he was not hungry, and when he did eat, it did not taste good. he became thinner and 

thinner, and no matter what his mother did, his condition only worsened. 
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  Her wail of anguish woke him early one morning, and jumped down the ladder, to find his 

father had died in his sleep. he now knew, exactly how his wife had felt when her own father 

died. He also knew, there would be no relief from the pain. He was as helpless to help himself, as 

he had been helpless to help her when her parents died. 

   His mother, had been prepared for it better, and she seemed to get on with life, though she 

spent much time alone at first, she eventually returned to herself in action, if not in spirit. Two 

years later, she fell, and broke her hip. She was in a wheel chair for her second grandsons 

wedding, and he was given Jacob and Cashia's farm. She recovered eventually, but was never as 

steady on her feet again. She stayed in the house, and occasionally went out on the porch to 

watch the sunset, but the joy in it was gone for her, and she eventually left the sunsets for Jacob 

and Cashia. 

   Life was just seeming to get better again, when Jacob himself was badly injured. He was 

skidding out a log, and failed to jump in time as the team pulled it around a tree. It broke both his 

legs, and he lay in the timber on the river bottom for nearly an hour, when he tried to get he team 

to drag him, and the log home. The pain was too great, and he was forced to let go. He yelled at 

the team to keep them moving, and they drug the log up to the yard and stopped. Cashia saw 

them arrive, and went out to greet Jacob, and realized, he was not there. She sent her daughter to 

saddle a horse and go for help, and ran all the way to the bottom. It was dark by the time she got 

there, but found him when he yelled for her. It was two more hours, before she saw lanters 

coming down the hill. Jacob had passed out, and she feared that she would not find him again, so 

she waited until they were close enough to hear her yelling. They loaded him into a wagon, and 

took him back to the house. They had him in bed by the time he came around again. It was a 

night filled with agony while they waited for the doctor to arrive. as soon as he administered the 
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morphine, Jacob went to sleep. It was a blessing setting his broken legs while he was 

unconscious. His sons took turns helping with the work on the farm, and the neighbors visited 

often, also helping where they could. He was up and walking in a few weeks, with the help of 

crutches, and those he soon abandoned as well. The pain of the ordeal left him shaken, and the 

realization of his age crept up on him. 

   He sat on the porch watching the sunset, and looked at Cashia. The setting sun lit her face. 

She was older, and rounder. Her face showing the signs of age, with wrinkles and lines. but there 

was no woman in the world, as beautiful as she was. He saddled a horse the next morning, and 

rode the entire day. He arrived in the town, and went to the jewelers. He bought her a diamond 

ring. Something they had never been able to afford when they were younger, and had not thought 

of in many years. He bought her knitting needles, real metal ones, and several balls of colored 

yarn. He also bought her chocolate, and rode back to her. He gave he the needles first, and got a 

hug. Then he gave her the ring, and her eyes widened in wonder. Her smile, was worth every 

pain he had ever endured. Her face lit up, and for a moment, she looked to be no more than 

twenty again. He took her out on the front porch, to watch the sunset, and told her they needed to 

celebrate, he then gave her the chocolate. She broke the bar in half, and told him she would not 

celebrate without him. The moment was as sweet as the chocolate, and they sat until long after 

dark simply holding hands, and being together. 

   He woke late the following morning, and turned to her, wondering why she had not woken 

him. Her face held the smile of happiness the same as when she had gone to sleep, but she was 

cold, so cold. 

   His heart ceased to beat then, or that is how it felt. He sat there, on the edge of the bed, staring 

at her face, the slight smile, and look of contentment, and he touched her hair, and he knew then, 
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why someone could lose the will to live. His agony was so great, that he could not cry out. He 

prayed for his own death, he asked God to take him as well. 

   Their daughter Audra found him there, holding her. His mouth opened slightly, his eyes wide, 

with tears streaming down his face. The pillow beside her head soaked with his tears of grief. 

   The doctor said, she had died of the same thing her father had, her heart had stopped, and that 

it probably ran in the family. So their children should probably prepare for the eventuality, 

though there was no guarantee they too would have the problem. 

   It all took on an air of un reality to him after that. When they closed the lid of her coffin, and 

began nailing it shut, they had to restrain him, and finally, he was able to cry out in his pain. 

When she had been placed in the ground, and the dirt was packed, they finally released him. He 

curled up on the mound of dirt, and refused to leave. 

   Something inside of him had snapped. His daughter struggled with keeping him home, and 

eventually he seemed to understand that she was gone.  

   It was night time, and his room was so very cold. He turned to wrap his arms around her, to 

warm them both, when he realized she was gone, and had been gone for a long time. He did not 

remember going outside, and he did not remember going to her. The wind was blowing the snow 

across the ground, so that it was hard to see. He was not cold, only frustrated that he could not 

find her. Somehow, in the darkness, and blowing snow, he found the wooden cross that marked 

her grave. He wiped the snow from it, and then curled up beside it, the pain in his heart easing, 

because he was near her again. Even though she was gone, it was the only place that he could 

rest, without the pain. He drifted off to sleep, remembering her gentle touch, her softness, and 

warmth with a soft smile upon his lips. 
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  Collen gasped as he sat back. The pain searing his heart and mind. He gasped for breath, trying 

to differentiate what had happened, and what was real. She was there then, holding him, and he 

could feel the bond between them glowing with love and concern. 

  Tawnen watched him place his hand upon the book, and had just started to turn, to find a place 

to sit when she felt the jolt through the bond, as if every emotion he was capable of was suddenly 

thrust to the front of his mind with incredible intensity. She heard his gasp, even as he sat back, 

away from the book, and then felt only the pain, the pain of loss through the bond. She went to 

him, pouring her love into that bond until his mind began to clear, and he could again look at her. 

His eyes were wet. She had never seen him cry, but the pain she could feel made her want to cry 

as well. 

   "It's OK Collen, I am here with you. It was someone else's memory's, someone else's life. 

Hold me." 

   He held her, until he could breathe again, and then took her face in his hands. He touched her, 

and he kissed her, then he wrapped his arms around her, and drew her down into his lap, all the 

while, struggling with the life he had just lived. What had been the point? There was no skill to 

be gained. He could now hitch a team of horses, he could plow the ground, and he knew how to 

do many mundane things he had never known before. He realized then, what the lessen had been, 

and it had been Seth, Jacobs father who had delivered that lessen. 

   "Time seems everlasting. but when you get older, and face your own mortality time cannot go 

slow enough, because once each day is gone, you can never reclaim it, or live it again. Whatever 

you choose to do in life, always try to take time to enjoy it." 

   "My first lesson, from someone that lived a long time ago, or in a place far from here." 

   "What was the Lesson Collen?" 
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   "To cherish each day that we can, because once that day is gone, it can never be reclaimed, 

whatever we do in life, we should always try to make the time to enjoy it." 

   "Do you think this lesson is important Collen?" 

   "I do. Even though, I may be immortal, I can still be killed, or you, you are not immortal, but 

you will live a long life, if nothing else changes. But even that long life, will one day end. So 

whatever else we do, we cannot get so wrapped up in life, that we do not take the time, to be 

together, and to enjoy that life." 

   "Once we are both gone, what difference will that joy make?" 

   "Once we are both gone? It will make little difference to anyone, but to go through this life 

we were given, rushing each day, is a waste of our lives, we only have one life, to give it up, 

because we rushed through it, and then to die, knowing not the joy we could have had, would be 

a worse death by far, then if we had enjoyed it, with each other. The life I just lived, was filled, 

with so much joy, so much love and caring, when his wife died, she died in her sleep, and she 

died with a smile on her face, and when Jacob finally died, he too died, with a smile on his face." 

   "His wife died in her sleep, how did Jacob die?" 

   "After she died, his mind, sort of shut down. The only place he could find some small 

measure of comfort, was near where she was buried, and he went there every time he could get 

away from his daughter. He finally went out, one night, in the cold of winter, because of the 

pain. several weeks after she had died, and through the snow, and the darkness, He found her, 

and he lay down in the snow, beside her grave, and he went to sleep, with a smile on his face, 

and the pain in his heart eased because he was near her. He died there, it was the end of the story, 

when he went to sleep, but unlike us, he felt the cold, it was bitter and biting. When he was cold, 
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it made his body shiver, yet, on the night he died, he wore only his night clothes, and he did not 

feel the cold." 

   "Oh Collen, how can you endure more of these books, it is as if you were really the person, 

you feel everything, the love, and the loss." 

    "The Love Tawn, it was incredible. Jacob worked hard, his entire life was back breaking 

labor. If he was not working his own farm, he was working for friends or family, yet, when he 

was not working, the love of friends and neighbors was astounding. The friendship and bonding 

of shared labor, the satisfaction at the end of the season, when the crops were harvested, or in the 

spring, when the planting was done, it felt so... rewarding. Then, when the work was done, he 

went home, to be with her, and Tawn, the feeling of holding my, er, his daughter in his arms. He 

spent so many nights rocking her to sleep, There is no way, to explain the pure joy of it. As much 

as we love, right now, is inconsequential in comparison to how he felt, holding that little girl in 

his arms. The Girl he married, she was so beautiful, her blond hair seemed to absorb the sunlight, 

and when they loved, it was with all of their hearts. They got older, and as impossible as it 

seemed at first, their love grew deeper. Before she suddenly died in her sleep, she was pudgy, 

and wrinkly, she had bags under her eyes, and her hair was thin, and turning gray, and yet, when 

he looked at her, all he saw, was her beauty. The night she died, he gave her a diamond ring, they 

do that to show they are married, and she had never had one, because they were poor, but he 

bought her a ring, and other gifts, and her smile lit up his heart, made his very soul glow. He 

woke the next morning, to find that she was gone. The joy she felt at his gifts, no longer mattered 

to her, but he held that joy close, and carried it with him to his own death. It was the last thing he 

thought of, her face, her warmth and softness. I have never felt so much pain in my heart, but all 

of the pain, all of it, was as nothing compared to the joy they shared, in their simple lives. At the 
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end, all we felt, was the pain of loss. Tawn, you know, If I lose you, this is exactly how I will 

feel." 

   "When Collen, I will die some day, maybe even one day soon, and if there was anything I 

could do to... what?" 

   I could turn you into a statue, right here, and I could see your face forever, when I wanted to 

feel your arms, I could wake you." 

   "Collen!" 

   "I know Tawn, but it is so tempting, I am even more adamant than before, that you accept 

Xaverin." 

   "That only took an instant in time, I think you could live all of these lives, in only an hour, but 

it would tear you apart. Your eyes, they have changed, they look older, deeper somehow." 

   "Come, sit with me a bit, and watch the sunset." 

   "Collen were in a.... Okay, so were not, were in a cabin." 

  He dragged two chairs, from the house he remembered, and opened the door, onto a beautiful 

sunset. 

   He set the chairs, side by side, and had her sit in the chair, he sat beside her, looking out over 

the valley he remembered, the majestic colors in the sky backed by a great glowing orb of a sun, 

that glowed orange as it dropped lower on the horizon. 

   "This is what they did, every night Tawn, sat side by side, holding hands, and watching the 

sunset." 

   "It is a spectacular sunset, the colors are amazing." 

   "Have you ever had Chocolate Tawn?" 

   "I don't know what Choc o l ate is." 
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   He handed her a bar of chocolate, and she smelled it, and then tasted it, and her eyes lit up. 

   "Oh! This is GOOD!" She broke the bar in half and handed him half of it. "Here, enjoy it with 

me while we watch your sunset." 

   He took the bar from her hand and she glanced at him as his eyes again filled with tears. 

   "Collen?" 

   "That, is exactly what Cashia did with Jacob when he gave it to her." 

   She put her hand on his. "Love, is a universal thing Collen, when you love someone, you want 

to share everything that is good with them." 

  He slowly ate the chocolate, and held her hand, as the sun set before them, and he had a hard 

time, defining who he was, from who he was. 

   The next book, was a little easier. Not so much the pain of loss, but recovering from it when it 

was done. For this one, he had chosen a slightly more modern era, the life of a gunsmith. He 

learned what gunpowder was, what firearms were, he learned how to build them, and modify 

them, he learned how to Blue them, using a couple of different processes, the main one being the 

immersion of the metal parts into a tank of acidic salt that changed the surface of the metal to a 

deep blue black color, it also made the metal more resistant to rust. He learned to use a lathe, and 

a milling machine, he learned how to make these weapons more accurate at longer ranges, he 

learned how to modify handguns, so that the cartridges, fed into the chamber smoother, more 

efficiently, and he eventually got tangled into the political upheaval surrounding the ownership 

of these firearms. He fought for something he believed in, but he could see, why some people did 

not want others to have them. They made killing very quick, and impersonal. A handgun could 

be easily concealed, and then used on people that had no idea they were even in danger. 

However, he could also see quite clearly, that if all handguns were taken away, that people 
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would just find other ways to kill each other. The solutions to the dilemma to his mind, was to 

either arm everyone, or take them all away. A criminal would be much less inclined to hurt 

someone, if he knew they were armed, while on the other hand, in this society, if they were all 

taken away, those criminals would still get these weapons some way, even if it meant building 

them on their own. 

   This man worked long hours at his trade, partly because he loved it, and partly because the 

woman he married was vindictive and argumentative. nothing he did ever made her happy, but 

somehow, he loved her, and so chose, to live with her. He was highly skilled, and well respected, 

and his life came to a sudden stop, when his gun store was robbed, and he was shot. He returned 

the favor, by also killing the attacker before he died. The extreme emotion was not there this 

time, but it was enough to hurt. 

   He only took a few minutes after this one, to move on to the next book. 

   He lived the lives of Fighter pilots and test pilots, he lived the lives of men at arms, and of 

seamen, on ships both antiquated and new. He learned to work on the fighter planes, and the jets. 

He learned to manufacture parts for those planes, at first, in a foundry, making parts by hand, and 

in later lives, running CNC equipment. He went to colleges, and earned degrees. He learned to be 

a doctor, he learned to be a veterinarian. He learned to be a general, commanding armies of 

swordsmen and knights, and he learned to be a general leading tank divisions. He was a 

politician, and became the leader of a great country, and he was a king, and fought for the 

survival of his country. 

   Each of the lives he lived, dealt with joy, and pain, of love and loss, but each of them taught 

him something of humanity. How many people thought differently, and why they thought 

differently. One thing he did note, was that from his first life, Seths words were true, as society 
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advanced, and citys grew, life became ever more hectic, and dishonest. In a place, where 

everyone knew each other, they tended to bond, and help one another. Even if you did not like 

your neighbor, you were there to help him, because it was the right thing to do, while in 

advanced society’s, in the big cities, if someone asked for help, you ignored them, you had 

enough trouble in your life as it was, you didn't need to get involved in helping anyone else. 

   He had gone through thirty books, in a short time, and it was beginning to overwhelm him 

with memories. he was having a hard time separating his own memories, from those of these 

other lives. He realized then, why Xaverin had said it would change him, because he needed to 

let go, of his own memories, he needed to quit trying to separate them. Each of these lives, he 

lived a greater part of, and it seemed, to him, he lived them in real time, drawing in each breath, 

and then exhaling it. Putting one foot in front of the other. If he continued to try to keep them 

separate from the life he had lived, he would eventually break down into an incoherent blob. 

    She held him, while he lowered the walls he had built. She held him while he shook, and 

gasped, pouring her love into the bond. When he finally looked up at her, she knew he was no 

longer the Collen she loved, the young man was gone, and the ageless face of a God looked up at 

her, with Eyes the color of polished gold. 

   Fear rushed into her heart then, but he reached up and took her hand, and smiled at her, his 

voice, the voice of a multitude that seemed to echo from the walls. Fear not, my Faithful Tawn, 

for your love has anchored me. The life that is mine, is fresh in my memory, as if yesterday was 

yesterday, and those other lives, are farther back, as if, they were years and years ago. They are 

now me, but that which is me, my morals, my values, and my determination to stand with 

humanity have not changed. My love for you, if anything, is stronger, stronger than I can 

explain. I must continue." 
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   "Collen?" 

   He paused and turned back to her. "Yes Tawn?" 

   She touched his face softly, and he closed the strange golden eyes. "Your skin, no longer 

carries those little wrinkles you used to have when you smile, the lines on your forehead that 

used to appear when you frowned are gone, and your eyes Collen, your eyes, they have changed, 

they are the eyes Xaverin has, where they were once blue, and then gold where they were once 

blue, now they are all gold, there is no white showing. I can see myself reflected in that gold, it is 

as if a jeweler, has polished the gold in your eyes to a mirror finish." 

   "I must learn more, though the pain, is great, the knowledge of that pain, is greater. The 

wisdom, and the knowledge, that can only be gained, by living, and by growing old, in but a 

single life, is a treasure beyond compare. But to gain the knowledge, and wisdom, of all of these 

lives, has increased the way I can think, in unfathomable ways. I must learn the ways, and the 

skills of the gods, and when I have done that, I must return to these other books, these other 

lives, and through them all, I need you to hold me. Hold me in your heart, and hold me in your 

hands. When it is done, I will release you from your bond, so that you can learn, who I am, and 

fall in love with me again, if you will, if you can." 

   "You can release me? You would be willing to do that?" 

   "I can, and no, I am not willing, My heart screams its protest, and shudders within my chest, 

But I will not force you to remain with me, as changed as I am." 

   The muscles in her face, shoulders and arms seemed to relax. "It is still you, if you would be 

willing to release me, despite the love, that I feel within our bond. No, I do not want released, Let 

us stand together now, and do what we must, and when it is done, we will then decide, if the 

bond must stay, or go, but I think, we will decide then, as we do now, that it must stay." 
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  She released him, and he traded the book he had on the table, for several of the books, that 

would teach him the abilities of the gods. 

   He placed his hand, upon the first, and sighed gently. Tawnen felt no jolt this time, no smash 

of emotions all crammed into a tight ball that was hurled at the bond, instead, there was a 

satisfaction in the knowledge, he then placed his hand on the next book, and then proceeded 

through them all. 

   When he had finished, he returned the books to their rightful place. Then he turned, and 

opened windows along the walls. Each window, was a different place.  

   "These are all worlds, on which humanity lives, and they are all worlds that will eventually 

fight for their survival. Nacen, believes in the superiority of the race he has created, and in many 

ways, they are superior, but they are also lesser in some ways. They feel pride, not in the way we 

feel it, but in their Honor, and how they define that honor, dying in battle, is the greatest thing 

they can do in their lives, their weakness, is in their fear, fear of death without battle. Humanity, 

has no such weakness as a whole. Each man, has his own fears, but he also has the capability of 

ignoring that fear. The Cossculdi do not love, they do not feel the bond of friendship, in fact, 

they feel a greater kinship, with those they fight, than with each other. Like true Dragons, they 

only dream of dominating one another, of leading, and holding more mates, than anyone else. 

They are intelligent, as intelligent as we are, but their intelligence, is limited, in that its direction, 

is not governed by love and friendship, nor by vengeance. If the warrior beside them dies in 

battle, then they are glad for him, where a human, would feel the wrath course through him, and 

it will make him fear even less in his desire to take revenge. We can defeat them, we must defeat 

them, for only then, will Nacen realize he has made a mistake, and in his uncertainty, I can defeat 

him." He turned to look at Tawnen. He could, if he wanted see her thoughts, but he refused to do 
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that. Her thoughts, were her own. "Will you join me Tawnen? Will you become Immortal and 

stand by my side, for all of eternity?" 

   "I sense, that we are no longer talking of Xaverin." 

   "I no longer need Xaverin, to make you what I am, but she will become a part of you, a life 

you have lived, just as the lives of these books will become a part of who you are." 

   "What will we become Collen? Will we have the ability to see right and wrong?" 

   "As long as we have the bond, and we share in our love, hold to one another, and the shared 

desires for all things great, and small, then the core, of what we are, will not be changed." 

   "Yet, I feel, that with Xaverin, this did not happen, and that somewhere, she lost her ability to 

care, about things lesser than herself. not completely, for it is obvious she loves us, yet I feel, as 

if that love is somehow, only drawn upon the surface, and that a wet cloth, could erase it, and 

wipe it away." 

   "What you feel, is correct, She did not have the Bond, she had nothing to anchor her. It is like 

a doctor, that sees pain, and suffering every day, eventually, that pain and suffering no longer 

bothers him. The warrior, that becomes sick to his stomach the first time he kills, will eventually 

get over that feeling, and he will then kill, with no emotion, so too has Xaverin come to view the 

love, and passion that she originally cherished. She has seen so much of it, that she has become 

hardened to it, and it no longer affects her, deep down in her heart." 

   "What of the Balance Collen, if you make me a goddess, will the universe not be destroyed?" 

   "There is no balance, within the universe Tawn. Love, is balanced by loss. All of your life, 

you love, and when the one you love dies, the Pain is as great, as all of the love was. There is 

balance in Life, and death. There is balance in predator and prey. Somewhere, the truth of the 
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balance, was expanded beyond its intent. I could make a hundred gods, and kill all but myself, 

and the Universe, will continue on its course, ever expanding and growing." 

   "I accept Collen, I accept, so that I can stand by your side, and help you to guide the universe 

as it grows, I accept, so that I can stand by your side, for all of eternity, for no other reason, than 

because I can hold your hand, and kiss your lips." 

   His smile, was genuine, and she saw the blueness of his eyes, for but a moment. He reached 

his hand toward her, and touched her face, gently, lovingly, and she felt a shift, within herself. It 

was not a great change, It was not painful, or uncomfortable, but it was a fundamental shift in the 

way she perceived things. 

   "Oh Collen, is this, how you have always felt?" 

   "From the day I was born." 

   "I envy you that time, you have given me a gift greater than I could have imagined." 

   "Because of what we are, because of our blood, we will be greater than Andrell, Nacen, and 

Xaverin, we can learn more, because we risk more, we were born to fight, and that is something 

they fear. They fear death, while we, do not." He took her hand and kissed it. "Come Tawnen, 

and let us learn." 

   

  

 

   Collen stood with her, again on that wooden porch, watching the sunset. Her eyes, like his, 

were golden. The white of their eyes no longer showed and the elongated pupil was gone. The 

entirety of their eyes, reflected only a polished gold surface. They had each, lived every life, 

placed their hands on every book, and they had retained, the core of what they were. Collen 
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waited for the sun to sink, just to the edge of the horizon, and then he stopped it, so the scene 

would not change. He summoned Xaverin. 

   She appeared on the porch behind and to the side of them. She was angry. Angry at being 

summoned like a child, and angry that Tawnen was here, with him. She stepped forward to 

speak, even as her anger came rushing forward, it was squashed by shock, and more fear than she 

had ever known, as they turned to face her. She quailed before them, and stepped back. All that 

she had been about to say, was now lost.  

   She took another step back, shaking her head in denial. 

   "We have something, that you never had Xaverin. We lived, and loved, as mortals. We know 

what life is, we know what it is to fear death, and accept it. We know the pain of loss, and that it 

is part of life. What we share, is a love, that transcends anything you have ever known in your 

heart. We ask you, to know that love, to share that love with us." 

  Within her heart, she felt, a surge of hope. Yet she pushed it away. It would mean the end of 

self. The end of who she was. Yet, at the same time, she knew, it would not be an end. It would 

not be a death. 

   She took another step back as Tawnen stepped toward her. "You regret the things you have 

lost Xaverin. You did not learn more of the lives of these people that once lived, because you 

feared the pain of those lives, but those lives also had joy. They had times of happiness, and love. 

Those people all struggled with their lives, but they were happy in their struggles, they took time 

to enjoy their lives. When was the last time you looked upon a sunset, and cherished the moment 

Xaverin? When was the last time you were happy? Truly happy? You have become no more than 

a child, protecting your toys from other children. You worry, and you fear. What you did to 

Nacen, you did because you fear him, and his plans. Rather than meeting him and helping him, 
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you denied him, and pushed him away, and he reacted exactly as you would have reacted. He 

reacted in anger, and in fear. He, like you, has lost sight of what is important, he works only for 

himself now, just as you do. When you all lost the ability to love, truly love those you created, 

you lost the right to receive their love. Join with me, and know again, the love you once 

cherished." 

   Xaverin touched her own face, and stared in near astonishment at the wetness on her fingers. 

    "When was the last time you cried, because you were happy, or because you were in pain?" 

   She looked from her fingers to the golden eyes of Collen. "I do not know Collen, it has been a 

long time, very long." 

   "Too long Xaverin. Join Tawn, and know these things again, know again what it is to cherish 

life, know again the love, and passion you once cherished above all other emotions." 

   Xaverin let out a wail of despair and fell to her knees. Her arms uplifted. "I am afraid! I am so 

afraid!" 

   Tawnen fell to her knees as well, and embraced Xaverin. "Do not fear Xaverin. You once 

took the pain from me, now let me do the same for you, let me lift your fear, and take away the 

pain!" 

   Xaverin cried out again, and wrapped her arms around Tawnen. Her form became ethereal as 

she looked up at Collen, her eyes wide for a moment, then she smiled, and released a breath as 

the weight lifted from her shoulders. Her smile remained as her eyes closed, and she faded from 

view. 

   Tawnen slowly stood as Collen took her hand. Tawnen blinked several times, and slowly 

smiled. "You were right, she lost so much. When she felt our love, she craved so much, to be a 

part of it. Once she felt it, she could not resist, did not want to resist. We, are one." 
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   "I felt, such a surge of joy." 

   "It seems, that even the gods can become weary of life, weary of worry and fear. She lost 

sight of how much the joy can offset the pain." Tawnen turned to the sunset and leaned against 

Collen, A sad smile on her face. She realized in that last instant, that her joy was so great, so 

complete, because her fear had been so great. She did not even try to struggle for control." 

   "She knew it was time, just at Nacen will know." 

   "We must bring Thal and Shay." 

   "What will their roles be? Not that I disagree with you." 

   "The same as ours, there are so many worlds Collen, so many people who need to learn that 

we are real, and that we will not abandon them." She paused and shook her head. What of this 

war? Should we end it here and now, should we go after Nacen?" 

   Collen shook his head. "I am unsure what we should do about him. I feel he should have a 

chance, yet at the same time, he has created a race who’s sole purpose is to fight, all of their 

beliefs based upon lies. He has created a race without love or compassion. They have honor, 

which gives them some small semblance of these things, but it is not enough. The 

Drain'Cossculdi will fight to the death to the last one of them, and that last Cossculdi will die in 

battle, happy, thrilled because he died with honor. I see no way to redeem them, without 

recreating them from the start." 

   "So it remains, should we destroy them? Should we destroy Nacen?" 

   "We may be forced to do so, but Nacen will not just die, any more than Andrell, or Xaverin 

have died. In order to truly kill him, we will have to show him what he has done, how wrong he 

is. Even then, he may not care, I do not know if there is still a core left to him that retains what 

he once was. If he retains any of the true care, and devotion that he once felt." 
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   "They became so, selfish, and I can see why. These things, when put into perspective, are so 

infinitesimal that they have no meaning to the over all scope of the universe. With a thought, we 

can create a star, or destroy one. We can influence the universe in many ways, but even we will 

make no difference to it in the end." 

   "No, it is, and will be, until something even greater destroys it. We must remain as we are, 

and retain the love and compassion we were given, and guide those below us, help them become 

greater, help them to live, and grow, yet we cannot take away all of their pain, their suffering, or 

they, will become like Nacen. They will lose that love and compassion for each other." He turned 

and looked into her luminous eyes. "Yours, it appears, is the greatest of emotions and strengths. 

It is love, that will shape the universe, and mankind." 

   "Yet without pain and loss, there would not be the ability to appreciate it, and rejoice in that 

love. Men, when they have no one else to fight, will fight one another, despite the pain and loss. 

if we can convince him, Nacen must live." 

   Collen nodded. "Yes, but he must also learn, that he is but a slave to the needs of the universe, 

and those that live within it. Those that he has created. If he will not accept this..." 

   "We must be careful." 

   Collen took her hand, their minds already joined, he reached out for Nacen. 

 

   Nacen fought the summon. At first, only annoyed by it. Then, he felt the power behind it, and 

realization came to him, that he could not refuse it, then came the fear. The God fought, he tried 

to hide himself, he tried to change locations, he tried to create a place that was nowhere, and 

found, that he could not. He stood before them, and felt even more fear flood his being. Though 

he contained the essence of Andrell, the power the two before him contained, was beyond 
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anything he could have imagined. He knew that Xaverin was now part of this woman that stood 

before him, and could not comprehend why the goddess would have done such a thing. Collen, 

Collen was but a single entity, yet he radiated command, and confidence. He could feel no 

animosity in them. Andrell seemed to shift within him, as a sense of fear also came over the 

small part of Andrell that still existed. The God stopped trying to remain as himself. Nacen 

needed him, and all that he had been. If he allowed this moment to continue, Nacen would also 

die. Andrell allowed himself to become one with Nacen in that instant. 

   Even as Nacen felt his strength, his power, and his presence grow to over double what it had 

been, he knew it was still not enough. All of his life, for millennium upon millennium he had 

been what he was. He had always relied on his strength, and his determination to get where he 

wanted to go. Here before him, stood two, who were more. More than just the gods they 

personified. Either of them alone, were deadly. They were warriors, trained to fight, and kill, and 

accept death, be it their own, or the death of a friend, or even the death of the universe. Nacen 

had learned in that first fight with Collen, that he could not accept the things Collen did. The 

universe was his playground, he had spent his lifetime working within it, creating. To lose it all, 

meant to lose himself. If the universe died, so too would he, for without purpose, there was 

nothing left. Here, before him stood Andrell and Xaverin re personified. The balance had 

remained. He realized, that there was nothing he could do, to completely upset that balance, the 

universe, would restore it, if he wanted it restored or not. All he had worked to undo, was now 

completely redone, and he faced again, what he had faced before. Yet even as he realized these 

things, he also realized, that the joining of Andrell, had allowed him to think more clearly, to be 

calmer, and somehow, the anger within him was duller, less painful and demanding. 
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   He knew why he was here. They wanted him to stop, they wanted to control him, just as they 

once had tried to do, without his concent. 

   Collen shook his head. "No Nacen. I am not Andrell, and Tawnen is only a small part 

Xaverin. We did not bring you here, to control you. We brought you here, to teach you. To show 

you what you have become. What you are, is necessary. The conflict you bring, is part of what 

needs to be. If we wanted to destroy you, we would already have done so. We will not see eye to 

eye, we may not agree on what should be done, or how, yet what Andrell and Xaverin did, was 

also wrong. They wronged you Nacen. They hurt you out of their own selfishness. That will not 

happen again." 

   Nacen stood, uncertain, for perhaps the first time in his billions of years of life. It took him 

some time, to control the fear, and realize what it was Collen was saying. 

   "You, are not going to kill me then, you are going to allow my children to destroy humanity?" 

   A table, with refreshments and wine appeared before him, and Tawnen sat, and motioned for 

him to do so as well. She poured him wine, and handed it to him as he moved up to the table, 

then poured more for herself and Collen. 

   "Your children, will not destroy humanity Nacen. You made them better in many ways, but 

you did not make them so much better, that they can accomplish the goal you set for them. If we 

did nothing, they would destroy much of humanity, but they would not, could not, destroy all of 

it. Just as you stand by them, and guide them, so too will we stand by humanity and guide them. 

Your children, lack something, that you also lack. Something you once had, something you once 

cherished, and that something is necessary for their continued survival." She sipped her wine, 

letting him think about that for a moment. "Tell me Nacen, when your children come against 

humanity, and find, that they are well matched, but greatly outnumbered, what will they do? Will 
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they withdraw? Or, will they fight even harder, and stronger? Will they back off to insure their 

own survival as a species? Or will they fight, to the last single member trying to gain Honor with 

you?" 

   "My children were designed to overwhelm by numbers alone. If that were to fail, I could... I 

can create more, Enough to, enough... enough...." He trailed off staring into the wine he held. 

   "Enough to overwhelm even what we can also create to see that humanity survives? Should 

we go back in time, and flood every world in the universe with humanity to ensure that there are 

enough to fight, and destroy your children? Should we fight one another Nacen? Should we try 

to kill you to stop your destruction of humanity? Where does it End?" Tawnen pulled Collen 

down into the chair beside her, and they both looked at Nacen, still standing, the glass of wine in 

his hand untouched. "You have as much ability to create what you wish, as we do, but does that 

make it right to cause so much pain and suffering? Humanity will fight, if there is no one else to 

fight, they will fight one another, endlessly for all of eternity, because it is their nature to do so. 

They will create their own pain and suffering without our help. What you have done, is given 

them something to fight against, that will unite them. All of humanity will come together to 

defend their homes from your children. What we, have to decide, is if we want to escalate that 

conflict to the point that one, or the other of our children destroy each other. If we wish to do 

that, then perhaps, the battle would be better fought here, and now, in this room." 

   Nacen finally sat, and looked at his wine. The color changed from brilliant red, to a honey 

gold, and he sipped the wine, and set his glass down. Yet, he still did not say anything. 

    "You once cared for the things you created, the people, US, the children of the Dragon. We 

are the culmination of a dream you once had, you cared for us then. Somehow, the fight between 

yourself, and Andrell, and even Xaverin erased that care, that love, and replaced it with anger, 
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and hatred. You have become so petty Nacen. Look at what you have become, what you want to 

do and why. If you destroy all of humanity, if Tawnen and I fade from exitance, what will you 

do? What will you have? Will you be happy?" 

   For the first time, Nacen met Collens eyes, and shook his head. "I do not know." 

   "Something we share with those we create, is a desire to go on. We have dreams, plans, and 

goals. Without those things, we lose the desire to go on. We would be lost and adrift in the 

universe with no purpose. You have created a people, who’s only desire is to die with honor. 

What will they do when there is no humanity to fight? How will they then die with honor? Will 

they fight each other? Will you create another race to fight them? Did you even consider these 

things when you created them? Humanity has the ability to cherish life, for no other reason than 

because they ARE alive. Do your people look at the sunset, and pause to examine the beauty? Do 

they feel it flood their hearts with joy?"  What will be their purpose when their goal is met?" 

   Nacen took a deep breath. "You are right, if humanity is destroyed, they will have none. I 

created them, with only anger and vengeance in my mind." He looked at Tawnen. "I have not felt 

the things you speak of, in a very long time. I created you, the Dragonlords, with the same love 

and affection that Xaverin and Andrell created humanity. I wanted more for them, I wanted them 

stronger and better. I made them so that they could cross with humans, yet retain the Dragon that 

I so loved. I expected them to improve the vision of humanity that Andrell and Xaverin carried." 

   Tawnen smiled, a genuine smile and put her hand on Nacen's wrist. "They did that, though 

there has not yet been enough time for all of humanity on Eden to absorb the blood. The mistake 

you made, was that you did not talk to Andrell and Xaverin about it. They did not like what you, 

were turning their creations into. So they allowed things to happen, that would have eventually 

destroyed what you had done. Yet when you killed Andrell, it was the very thing you had 
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created, that Xaverin turned to, to save humanity. She was not a warrior, she did not know how 

to fight, nor did she want to fight, so she took the best of what she had available, and turned it 

against you." 

  "She expected my children to destroy each other, and her plan worked flawlessly." 

   "No, the Dragonlords will be few when the battle is done, but they will be enough so that they 

will not be destroyed. It may take a long time for them to become plentiful again, to grow, to 

adapt, and to be capable of standing against your children, but the Dragonlords will survive, and 

continue." 

   "You are saying, all of this, all of what happened is because of my actions." 

   "No, your actions started it, but Andrell and Xaverin should have worked it out with you, 

talked with you, just as Collen and I are talking to you now, rather than trying to command you, 

and pushing you away. They made a mistake Nacen, just like you made a mistake. They were too 

proud, and arrogant to admit it, and fix it as it should have been fixed. Neither of us will ever 

claim to be perfect, and we may make mistakes, but we, unlike you original three, will work to 

fix those mistakes. What we need to know, is do you still have the ability to love, to care, to 

show compassion, and to admit when you have made a mistake, and work to fix that mistake?" 

   Nacen nodded. "I have become, what I hated so much about them, and it takes two of my own 

children to show me the error of what I have done, what I have become. I no longer consider the 

lives of those I have created. I live only for the anger, and the vengeance." He looked at Collen 

again. "I tried to kill you, to get you out of my way. You were young, and weak, yet you still 

very nearly ended my existence despite anything I could do to stop it, why did you not come 

after me, try to find me?" 
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   "I could have, even then, I could have come to you, wherever you were. Instead, I went to 

Xaverin, and more or less forced her to give me the things I needed to learn, and become 

stronger. It scared her to the very core of her bones that I could find her, wherever she was. It 

was only fear that made her help me, fear, and hope, that I would protect her from you. Like you, 

she had also lost those things that had made her the goddess of love. She still emanated those 

things on the outside, but within, she did not feel them. We showed her what she had lost, 

allowed her to feel those things again, their power over her was so strong, that she joined, and 

became one with Tawnen, so that she would again have those things. Andrell is now one with 

you, yet you know he is still there, you can feel him. Tell me, if Andrell had not felt such fear, 

and joined with you, would you be now talking to us? or would your fear have been so great, that 

you would have lashed out, and fought?" 

   " I would have fought, tried to escape." 

   "But because of Andrells presence, your anger is tempered, and you can also see those you 

wish to destroy, as your own, even if only in a small way." 

  " I can. What is it you want from me? Why are we sitting here talking instead of trying to kill 

each other? Do you only wish to reiterate the things I have done wrong, or is there a point?" 

   Collen nodded. "Unless we now want to fight, and kill one another, we need to learn to talk, 

and to work in harmony. You once did things, that angered Andrell and Xaverin, because you 

did not talk to them. They also did things that hurt you, without talking to you about them. I, do 

not want to make the same mistakes." 

   "You have shown me the error of my ways, and made very vivid points of what I did wrong. 

What remains, is that, I owe you no explanation for what I do, or why, any more than you owe 

me an explanation. I will not stand by waiting for your approval, nor should you wait for mine. I 
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made a mistake when I was acting in conjunction with Andrell, and Xaverin. They are both gone 

now, and I have made no pact with you. No agreement that requires your acceptance before I act.  

It may be within your ability to destroy me. If you try, I will fight, with every resource I have. 

Andrels presence, and his wisdom have my mind in a bit of a whirlwind of conflicting emotions, 

so unless I am a prisoner, I will be taking my leave to try and sort these things out." 

   "Nacen." 

   He met her eyes unflinchingly. 

   "We are offering you a place with us. A place to regain what you have lost and start over." 

   "If a place was to be offered, it would be me offering that place, to you. To you that I created. 

I made that offer once to Collen, and he refused it, I will not make it again. You are strong, but 

you are also no more than babes. I can see your weaknesses, and your plans. I want nothing to do 

with them, I have my own plans. When they have come to be, you will crawl to me, begging for 

a place in this universe, if you try to stop me, if you kill me, all that you cherish will be 

destroyed, the universe, and time itself, will end." 

   Collen sighed and shook his head. "You err yet again Nacen. First, in order to end what you 

have done, we are both very willing for the universe to come to an end, it is but another way to 

end the suffering you cause. Second, your death, will not end the universe, we are no longer in or 

near that universe, or that time. You have no connection to it here. If you kill both of us, you will 

still be trapped here, for all of eternity, and for a god, that is a very long time. I do not want to 

kill you Nacen, I do not even want to stop you. Your purpose, the conflict you bring is necessary 

for humanity to relish life. If you wish, we will leave you for a time, so you may consider..." 

   Collen waited while Nacen tried to leave. While he fought against the walls of his new prison. 
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   What he felt, was not possible. Beyond these walls, there was nothing. Not the nothing of the 

universe that he knew so well, but the nothing of nothingness. There was no time, there was no 

universe. He now stood within a bubble that could not exist. He knew well how to create a place, 

that existed without time and without place, Those places he created billions of lightyears from 

the universe, where he could still anchor to it. Where he was now, was not just beyond it. He 

could search to infinity with his mind, and there was nothing there. Not even the most distant 

spec of anything that would allow him to grasp and pull himself away. This place, was not part 

of the universe. 

   "You see Nacen, if your death would end the universe, your leaving it so far away, would also 

end it. We are so far away, that even I could not find my way back to it, if I did not know the 

way. We came here, to offer you friendship, and a place in that universe, but it is obvious that 

you do not wish to be a part of it, at least a part of it that will allow it to develop and grow on its 

own, as it should, so what remains, is for you to die. I will not leave you behind, to somehow 

figure out this puzzle and return." 

   Nacen struck, and was moving. Here, in this place, he could not change time, because there 

was, in reality, no time to change. He spun, and gaped around himself as Collin multiplied. There 

were a hundred Collins circling him, and he could feel the power each of them carried, as they 

too struck. 

   He had only a fleeting moment to live, and in that fleeting moment, he grasped the only 

chance he had. He knew how to fight within ones own mind, he had conquered Andrell within 

his own mind after all, now he fled as his body was destroyed, directly to his destroyer. Within 

the mind of Collen, Nacen struck again, with all of the power he could muster. 
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   His attack, met nothing, did nothing. He fled then, to the mind of Tawnen, and found it 

blocked against him. His time was short, he fled back to Collen, and again tried to fight, to gain 

control, but there was nothing to fight against. Collen had prepared the way for him, his only 

choice, was to become one, or to fade into obscurity. What was left of the thinking part of Nacen 

thought then, to deny Collen his power, and that of Andrell. But Andrell had been freed, and 

Nacen could feel the laughter as he freely joined with Collen. His exitance fading, Nacen 

screamed voicelessly, and then followed Andrell. 

 

   "Where are we Collen? Where is the universe?" 

   He looked up at her and got the silly smile on his face that she loved so much. "The universe, 

is one of the atoms making up the walls of this room, he was so close to home that he could not 

see it." 

   Tawnen smiled and shook her head. "Well, we tried, now what do we do?" 

   "Now, we go bloody our blades, we fight to remove the Cossculdi from Eden, so that the 

Dragonlords will endure." 

   "Why not just send them away, or kill them with a thought?" 

   "Because it would be too easy. The pain, and the suffering, will make them cherish their 

freedom. The armies are meeting on the plains. It will be one final battle for Eden, let us go and 

gather the people, the citizens of Eden, so that they too may fight for their homes. We will arm 

them, and then lead them against the Cossculdi ourselves." 

   "One last battle before we begin fulfilling our obligations?" 

   Collen smiled at her. "Yes!" 
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   Thallen shook his head. "I wish Collen was here, this is shaping up to be the deciding battle." 

   Shuttles flew back and forth constantly, bringing the Cossculdi warriors. Gates opened from 

every corner of Eden as warriors poured through. Men who were used to the freezing climates of 

the north lands now stood beside those from the desert. Dragonlords joined their ranks along 

with the mages of the tower. They spread out along the hillside looking down onto the plains 

where the cossculdi gathered. The immensity of this battle would put the people of Eden at a 

disadvantage. they could not hit and run, as they should, they would have to meet the cossculdi 

head on. 

   Shuttles continued to pour from the sky, long after the amount of lizard warriors had reached 

the amount Collen said they had. 

   "They have somehow gotten reinforcements. It will not go well for us if we meet them head 

on. teh Dragonlords can face them, and kill them four to one, but the men, they will be at a 

disadvantage, and lose by three to one." 

   Vonden nodded. "We can only hope, that Collen will return, and somehow bring balance." 

   "Aye, but we can't plan on it. We let them come to us, keep the mages and archers high, meet 

them halfway up the slope so that the archers can fire over our troops into the mass of the enemy. 

pass the word, to use ice, make them cold to slow them down even more. Fill every crater with 

water to make them afraid, and bring the trainees. they are not ready, but they are as good or 

better than the normal men that fight this day. Give them their armor." 

   Vonden nodded, and went to pass along the orders. 

   Shayen checked her people for the tenth time, making sure they were ready, their crystals and 

stones filled with power. It was up to her to command the mages, and the Dragonlords that also 

acted in that capacity. They could all fight with their swords and bows, and would when called 
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upon, but their primary task, was to use their mental powers to disorient, confuse, and kill the 

Cossculdi. When the battle became so involved that they could no longer kill in mass, they 

would select and kill individually until ordered to charge, and join the fight nose to nose. 

   The cosculdi force was at least two hundred thousand stronger than it should have been. Their 

battles over the last weeks had killed thousands of them, yet they now numbered well over the 

five hundred thousand Collen said they had. Something had changed, and the balance was no 

longer being maintained. 

   Without warning, or any type of command, the Cossculdi formation stepped forward. They 

marched in step, three steps they took, and on the fourth, they clashed their shields together. 

They took three more steps, and on the fourth, clashed their shields together. They advanced 

across the plains in this manner toward the ridgeline. As they reached the bottom of the hill, the 

tempo increased in speed. When they were a quarter of the way up the hillside the archers and 

mages released. Hundreds of thousands of arrows and crossbow bolts slammed into the lines of 

Cossculdi, and they answered with their rifles and sidearms, never faltering in their rhythm. A 

sheet of ice formed over the foremost of the line, cracking and splintering as the warriors forced 

their cold bodies to advance, but their rhythm was now broken, those in the back being forced to 

slow or trample those in the front. the ground erupted in cataclysmic explosions that threw dirt 

and Cossculdi a hundred feet into the air. Then the ranks of warriors tried to stop, and part, to go 

around those massive craters, that were now filled with frigidly cold water. The Desert warriors 

charged on their swift horses, not into the battle line, but along the front of it, firing their 

powerful bows into the packed formation. Many of them fell from the return fire. As they 

reached the halfway point on the hill, trumpets sounded. Thirty thousand men, and Dragonlords 

lowered their lances, and charged down the hillside to meet the cossculdi advance. Hess, and 
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horse ran shoulder to shoulder into the mass of warriors. Cossculdi were big, and strong, but they 

were not as heavy as a horse. Those that survived the impact, instantly turned and retreated, as 

another thirty thousand lowered their lances, and charged. the Cossculdi advance withered, and 

stalled, but they did not stop fighting, or firing. With each charge, thousands of men died, but 

thousands of Cossculdi also died. 

   Thal raised his head as Trumpets sounded. He lifted a blacksteel clad gauntlet to shade his 

eyes from the glare of the sun. 

   "Who are they?" 

   " It’s Collen, I can feel him from here, but I do not know who he leads." 

   "They wear armor of polished gold." 

   "I cannot even begin to count them, there are hundreds of thousands, perhaps a million." 

  The trumpets sounded again, and the golden army charged the rear of the Cossculdi formation 

with a roar of raw and righteous anger. 

   "Von! Collen and Tawn are leading that charge." 

   She nodded, a gauntleted hand also lifted to shield her eyes. "Would you deny them their 

desires my love?" 

   He smiled and shook his head. "No more than I would deny you yours... my love." 

   He reached up and closed the visor of his helm. Vonden, and the line of warriors to either side 

of them did the same. The last line of Knight’s had slammed into the cossculdi lines and was 

reforming. They drew their swords, and held them ready. Thalen lifted his voice to be heard over 

the din. 

   "My Brothers! TO BATTLE! 
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   The trumpets sounded. Three hundred thousand warriors charged down the hillside, and 

slammed into the now very confused Cossculdi lines. 

   The mages and archers continued to do their work, until the fighting became so confused they 

could no longer safely pick a target. A hundred thousand archers then dropped their bows to the 

ground and drew their swords. 

   Mitchell Gallentine lifted his arm, and held it for a moment, and then dropped it, His hess 

leapt forward as the trumpets sounded again. Those who had been designated as archers, now 

joined the fight. 

 

   Collen charged ahead, and met the rear of the Cossculdi formation. Tawnen fought at his side. 

They were no more than blurs of destruction as they tore into the rear of the Cossculdi host. The 

Citizens of Eden, did not fare as well. They were farmers, and merchants. wives, sons and 

daughters. They were not skilled warriors, but they were determined. They did not falter, and 

fought with fury and righteous anger. The Cossculdi killed them five to one, but still they came 

on.  

   The mages slowly moved closer to the fighting now. Picking their targets one at a time. 

Releasing Spells of Air and Ice. They had learned early on that fire and lightning did not have 

much of an effect on the Cossculdi. Their hides were tough, their bones strong, and their 

resistance to fire as great as the Dragonlords. Now, they released their energy within the bodies, 

or skulls of their targets. The explosions bypassed the tuff scaly hides and blew bits of brain 

matter out of their eye sockets. It was dirty work, but effective. 
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   The Dragonlords that had been acting as mages now abandoned their positions above the 

fighting, and drew their own blades. they did not stop casting, but now followed Shayen down 

the hill, and joined the fight with their blades. 

 

   Sthiss Torr watched the battle on his screens. He had done everything he could to give his 

warriors the advantage, and still these people had brought more. 

   He had felt the bond to his god leave him that morning, and had been confused by it. With 

careful consideration, he had realized, Nacen had freed him. Given him the freedom to destroy 

these people. Without having to worry about the balance any longer, he had pulled the reserve 

warriors out of their cold hibernation. He had even sent over half of his crew with them to join 

the battle, and still, they were losing. There were just too many of them. His warriors were 

superior, but could not match the sheer numbers. 

   He had thought to just use the ships guns on them, but Honor had held that thought in check. 

These people, deserved to die with honor, but if he could not defeat them, he knew, he would die 

when he faced Nacen. 

   The battle on his screens played out. It took time, because there were so many. But the 

outcome was becoming increasingly clear. He waited, with resignation. His warriors fought, and 

died, to the very last one. They had killed hundreds of thousands of these humans, but they had 

lost. 

   He gave the order for the gunners to target the black armored man that had led the golden 

warriors, and fire all guns. 

   Thallen was thrown from the back of his hess, and rolled through the blood and gore, 

completely deafened and blinded by an explosion the likes of which he could not imagine. 
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   When he could see again, he saw that everyone, like himself, had been thrown to the ground, 

except Tawnen and Collen. They sat their hess, their arms raised to the sky. Above them, a shield 

was inexorably moving away into the sky. Scarlet beams of energy impacted that shield over and 

over again. Then Collen released a blast of energy that blazed into the distance. A moment later, 

there was an explosion in the sky. A few minutes later, a dozen smokey trails became visible 

falling toward the earth. 

   "Something huge, has had to happen, if they have abandoned the balance, and their honor." 

   Her words were muffled to his still ringing ears, but he understood her. 

   They re mounted their hess as Collen and Tawnen approached them. 

   "Somehow, Tawnen is now Xaverin." 

   Thallen nodded in agreement. "And Collen is so much more powerful." 

   "Well done brother!" 

   "Well done yourself Collen! Who were those warriors?" 

   "They were the people of Eden, come to fight for their freedom and their lives." 

   "They fought well for being untrained." 

   "They fought with their hearts, fueled by righteous anger, they deserved the right to fight in 

defense of home and hearth." 

   Thallen nodded his agreement yet again. "That they did, without them, this battle may well 

have turned out differently. What has happened? Why was the balance upset?" 

   Tawnen removed her helm, Thallen and Vonden stared in wonder at her golden eyes. 

   "Collen killed Nacen." 

   "And you Xaverin?" 

   "No, I did not kill her, she joined me of her own free will." 
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   "We will speak of it later, now we must tend the wounded." 

   Collen spoke then, and somehow, Thallen knew everyone on Eden could hear him. 

   "My people, my friends. Today, you have fought a battle for your lives, and your freedom, 

and you have won! Never again, will the Drian Cossculdi come against you. You have lost loved 

ones, fathers and sons, wives and daughters, but they did not die easily. They fought, as valiantly 

as any DragonLord, their hearts true and strong! They fought for YOU, and they died for you, so 

that you, could live, and be free! From this day forth, let no man pass this field without bowing 

his head, and giving thanks to those whose sacrifice made your life, and your freedom possible!" 

   The ground rumbled and shook. From the center of the battlefield a spire appeared, and 

continued to grow as the human and DragonLord bodies began to dissappear. Upon the stone that 

rose from the ground, the names of the dead were etched. The swords of hundreds of 

Dragonlords embedded around the tip of the spire. It rose hundreds of feet into the air before it 

stopped growing. Around its base, stone statues of warriors, carrying the crests of their kings and 

lords. Statues of the citizens who fought and died, and statues of DragonLords Covered by a 

stone roof supported by marble pillars. A stair wound its way around the tower going all the way 

to the top, where another platform allowed people who climbed those stairs, to read the names 

etched on the blades embedded in the stone. 

   Shayen had joined them and put her arm around Collens shoulder. "That is a fitting monument 

to those who fought and died here this day." 

   Collen shook his head. "No, it is not, but it will have to do. I hope those that remain, will 

remember them. Remember that it took all of us to win, and that we won, because we stood 

together." 
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   They watched as the mages and Dragonlords healed and helped the wounded from the 

battlefield. Gates were opened, and warriors returned to their homes all across Eden. 

 

 

 

   Three days later, they stood on the roof of the keep. Construction had begun on a new tower a 

few hundred yards away. Other new construction had also begun outside the walls. New homes 

and shops. 

   Collen looked over the plans and approved them. Then took Shayen by the hand. "The threat 

is passed. From here on out, there will be little use for the DragonLords, but they need purpose. 

You must lead them, and assure them that they will have a continued purpose." 

   "What will that purpose be brother?" 

   "To insure continued freedom. Let no ruler become so hungry for power, That he treads on 

those below him, or his neighbor. Create an active alliance of all rulers and all provinces. If any 

ruler becomes abusive of his power over the people, then a majority vote of the other 

rulers/members can bring the Dragonlords down on the him. You know whats right and wrong, 

set it up, and see that its made to work." 

   "I think I know what you want. Will you be available if I have questions?" 

   "I can be, if they are very important. otherwise, I think, plan, to be very busy with plans to 

stop the Cossculdi across the universe." 

   "When will you come back Collen?" 

   "I wish I knew Shay, this may take... a very long time, but we will all come back, as soon as 

we can." 



476 

   She hugged him. "Good luck Collen, take care of them." 

   "I will Shay." 

   He waited for her to hug them all, then took the entire group to a previously prepared location. 

Nowhere and no when. 

   Thal sighed and ran his fingers through his thick black hair. "No rest for the weary, whats the 

plan big brother?" 

   "Actually, I have only the inkling of a plan, were going to sit here as long as it takes to figure 

one out. We have nothing to rush for, no time will pass, so everyone can recover while we plan." 

   "That sounds so good. Where are we?" 

   "This, is my home now. I have constructed this place both for utility and for beauty. It is 

indeed a paradise where you can get away. I have made it permanent. When we need to plan, or 

take a few days, weeks or months to relax, we can come here. I have taken the liberty, of 

preparing some things for you, and Vonden to learn. These things will not exactly make you 

gods, but they will bring you close. I do not want you two to have as powerful an Aura, or the 

golden eyes and ageless faces. It will increase your aura, and make you both very commanding 

figures among the humans and DragonLords, but will not be so overpowering that they will be 

kneeling like they do when Tawn and I show up. Now, the inkling. There are many ways we 

could proceed, it will be up to you to decide. We could simply move in and take over one of the 

systems, and then use it as a midpoint to build our alliances and forces, or, we could start our 

own system, finding and rescuing those who have been hit by the Cossculdi, and bringing them 

back to it. What are your opinions?" 

   Thal dropped into a chair and rubbed his chin. "There are advantages and drawbacks to both. 

If we move in and take over a pre existing system, we may have some hard feelings, and there 
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will certainly be no respect, at least to start. Starting from scratch, will mean a lot of work, but 

will give us the instant respect and command, while taking over a system will give us the instant 

power of an already existing technology and military, an already built command structure. If I 

had the option, I would start from scratch, build a structure similar to what we had with our 

Dragonlords on Eden. Take the technology’s and advance them further, build them better, but, do 

we have the time to go that route?" 

    "Good, because I would prefer to go that route as well. To do it that way, we go back in time. 

I could probably just create a system outside the bounds of time, but the amount of work starting 

from scratch is prohibitive. So we use a pre existing system, I know of a few that would work, 

but one in particular that would work perfectly. It is an isolated star within the bounds of a gas 

and asteroid field. Because it is completely surrounded by gas and debris, light, heat and energy 

is redirected back into the system, making three of the planets orbiting the sun habitable, without 

the worry of intrusion from outside." 

   Collen opened a window on the wall, that showed the system from outside of its barrier. "The 

debris within the field is constantly moving and shifting, and because of the thickness of the gas 

fields, it is more or less impenetrable, unless you have a death wish, it's not worth attempting. 

Scanners cant see far enough through that mess to give collision warning in time." 

   He moved the window through the barrier. 

   "The third, fourth and fifth planets could all support a very sizeable population. the third 

planet is mostly desert, with tropical zones around the poles. the fourth planet is similar to Eden, 

Ice caps on the poles and tropical near the equator, and the fifth planet has very large polar caps, 

but comfortable habitat near the equator where crops could be grown with seasonal weather. I 
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would recommend that the third planet be the home planet, the fourth the agricultural planet, and 

the fifth where you train and build your military industry." 

   "Recommend?" 

   "The choice is yours, you are the two who will begin, like Edens original Adam and Eve, 

though I will be helping a little to get you off to a good and technologically advanced start." 

   "Buildings and other amenities? A nursery for eggs? Food and other things we will need over 

the course of years while we raise children? Are our children to mate between each other?" 

   "I will return to Eden, and secure an egg from each clutch, then I will duplicate them.  The 

genetics of the Dragonlords is pure enough, thanks to Nacen, so that doubling up the genes 

through Line breeding will not cause a problem. The addition of the Genes from Eden will allow 

you to produce a large population in only about three hundred years. I will select only the best 

from Eden. Lines that will produce Children similar to you both in size and strength. To begin 

with, we can use the books I have prepared for teaching, though they will need to be revamped a 

bit so that they can be learned at different stages rather than all at once. Eventually, you will need 

to develop technology that can be used in a similar manner to the books for training. Once your 

first generation is old enough, we will begin working on a space station, shipyards etc." 

   Collen opened a doorway. "Shall we?" 

   Thallen stepped through, with Vonden right behind him. Collen then followed Tawnen 

through. 

     "We are high in the norther hemisphere of the third planet. Further to the north is more 

humid climates where the growing range is, to the south it becomes increasingly desert. This 

planet is only about one quarter water. There are places in the desert that water bubbles up 

through the sand, but they become less and less as you near the equatorial zone. There is a 
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relatively well balanced animal population here. Large herds of medium sized grazing animals, 

that are prayed upon by a Catlike predator the size of a hess, and there is also a large bird of prey 

about the same size that prays on anything that moves. you will have to deal with them or they 

will try to prey on you , and your young as well. If you wish to eliminate them, I would suggest 

waiting until you have enough of a population here to keep the prey animals population at a 

reasonable level. There is a grazer that is similar to a bison, or a cow, if domesticated, it will 

produce meat the likes of which will make your mouth water." 

   "What about that, what about seeds for crops and other similar...." 

   "I would prefer, that you learn what is here, and make it better, rather than introduce plants 

from other worlds. Make your people self sufficient, so that they need nothing from the outside. 

Balance your world, do not devastate it, as some humans have done to their worlds. Teach your 

children to respect their worlds, and use their resources wisely." 

   Collen opened another doorway, and stepped through, holding it for them to follow. 

   "This is my recommendation for a starting location. This is the last, greatest lake, and river 

before entering the great deserts further south. This river flows out into that desert, and slowly 

dries up as it progresses. Seen from the air, it would look like the river had two start points 

ending at this lake, because it gets progressively smaller as you move away from the lake in both 

directions." 

   Collen turned around and faced the plain behind them. Buildings began appearing. One blink 

of the eye, and they were there. Another blink and more appeared. Within moments there were 

enough buildings that it looked like a small city. 

   "Go inspect what I have wrought. Tawnen and I will return when you have delivered your 

first clutch, with more eggs to fill your nursery. In the Room above the command center, you 
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will find the books I spoke of. Learn them soon, so you will have the ability to do more for 

yourselves. When you have learned them, I will remove them. They are for you, not those who 

come after. We will assemble something different for your children." 

   Vonden hugged him. "Thank you Uncle Collen." 

   Collen got a crooked smile. "Thats true, I will be an uncle soon!" 

   Collen and Tawnen disappeared. No fading or flash of smoke and flame, they were just gone. 

   Thallen took Vondens hand, and turned to look out over the lake. The sun reflecting from its 

surface, giving it a golden hue. 

   "Does he know what he has given us?" 

"I think he does, but he also expects us to earn it when the time comes. Here, we will build the 

guardians of humanity." 

   "There will be time though, while we do it. We can take the time to enjoy ourselves. We can 

raise our children, and spend time with them while they grow." 

   "Yes, but were also talking about a hundred children in the very first clutch, that’s going to be 

a steep learning curve." 

   Vonden smiled at him. "Yes, but it will be fun as well." 

They stood together, hand in hand as the sun slowly set behind the distant mountains. 

 

 

     Collen stood looking through the window, watching them as he held Tawn’s hand. 

    “Is this the right thing to do Collen?” 
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   “I do not know Tawn. The TIME it will take them to advance their technology will be great. 

The instincts of their heritage will be their greatest weakness. From here forward, it will have to 

be them. The Drian’Mar of Eden that evolve to become what they must.” 

   “I find it hard to understand the balance. So many millions of them will die while they 

struggle to become more than they are. So many thousands of years will pass.” 

   “Yes, but they will eventually become more. They will fight, and die, and they will be 

scattered across the universe, but there will come a time when one leader among them begins to 

understand what they must become. That they must embrace more than their past, and that they 

must become one with both past and future. When they do, we will be ready and waiting.” He 

turned to put his arms around her. “While we wait for that to happen, we have thousands of years 

to be together.” 

   She put her arms around him as well, and smiled up into the golden eyes. “I know what were 

going to be doing for the first hundred or so years. Can we occasionally add an egg to the 

hatchery?” 

   “I think that is a great idea, but, just one? Why not hundreds?” 

   “Hundreds? That could take some effort if you plan to do it the normal way?” 

   “Definitely the normal way!” 

 

 

 


