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 One 
 
    A small shadow passed along the pristine marble floor and touched the lord’s hand. Kaylik turned his eyes to the immense glass windows along the throne room. A black crow glided along silently in the bright sunny sky. The lord turned his eyes back to the throne room, calm spreading over his nerves and an anticipation swirling around his digital heart. 
 
    Guards lined each side of the throne room, their bodies rigid. The lord turned his head to the crowd of nobles gathered at the bottom of the raised dais. Crystal walls reflected light, giving the entire room a heavenly touch as if the gods themselves would come down at any moment.  
 
    Kaylik mulled over the degree of comfort he felt in the very room he sat. It felt natural and pure. He couldn’t remember exactly why he sometimes felt nervous in his own throne room but today felt different. Today he felt like everything was going to go well. Letting out a gentle sigh, he vaguely listened to the gathered nobles as they gossiped and murmured on about heroic stories and events on the war. 
 
    The swirl around his heart dimmed. The war raged on and he regretted not sending his troops to the front lines. The council was insistent on noninterference. They could aid the other races with knowledge and strategy but nothing more. If the dragons joined the war, then all of Lukken would quake to their power. It would defy the very foundations of their society as lovers and caretakers.  
 
    History bloomed in Kaylik’s mind. They tried a long time ago to rule and it was disastrous. The races grew soft, for their dragon lords would see to their every need. There was no shortage of food or homes to be filled. There was no war. Lukken had known peace, and the dragon lords and ladies felt their purpose had reached fruition.  
 
    Then the humans arrived. 
 
    Kaylik sat back in his throne as he remembered the stories told by the elders. The curious and dashing race, they took to Lukken easily enough. Their need for adventure and exploration spoke to their passions. Many of the lords and ladies welcomed the new race with open arms, the human’s beautiful desires reinvigorating against the growing stagnation of peace across the realms.  
 
    A number of their ships touched the east point of Lukken and soon towns and cities rose up. Envoys met with the new arrivals and a pleasant dialogue began. They brought many wonderful stories, artifacts and lustful appetites. For a race to have such passions equal to dragons, it was unheard of at the time. Art and love flowed and for a short time, the bliss seemed to go on to the very heavens.  
 
    Kaylik basked in the memory, seeing the elders speak of such a wondrous time. Their eyes would glaze over as they relived the moments, and some would shed a happy tear. The smiles would always fade, however, and the elder’s mood would change when telling of the troll’s part, which led to anguish and profound sadness. The jealousy of the trolls could not be contained as they felt they were the true lovers of dragons. The spark was there and soon it grew into a blaze of hate and malice. The young lord would look on as the elders spoke of atrocities. Their words haunted his mind and heart with evil acts that could never be forgiven.  
 
    Kaylik shifted on his throne, pushing away the vile stories of young ones being crushed to death and dragon lovers killed in their sleep. The trolls stole all they could and retreated to the southern tip of Lukken, opposite of the very kingdoms that had welcomed them at one time. Now the war raged on. The human middle kingdoms began falling to their blue hands, and several more had fallen recently. The lord pleaded with the counsel to help send troops but they denied him, speaking to the importance of remaining neutral. 
 
    “Sun Drinkers….” A noble whispered to another. 
 
    Kaylik’s slightly pointed ear perked up but showed no other response. Sun Drinkers were a secret faction of young dragons bent on getting involved in the war. The lord was notified of their deeds routinely, and secretly admired their tenacity. They believed in a truth where they must act in the best interest of all races. Their truth was pure like the blazing sun in the sky and they would often disregard the set ways in an attempt to bring peace back to Lukken. At first, they were small and hidden in whispers, but with the fall of the Middle Kingdoms, their numbers had grown. Kaylik wanted to be with them, fighting the good fight. Instead he was here on the border of the dragon cities; keeping the lantern on, so to speak. 
 
    The main doors at the opposite end of the throne room parted. Kaylik looked up from his daydreaming, a small smile creeping into his cheeks. A blue haired man in a blue robe stepped forward, his eyes to the lord on his seat. Kaylik nodded to him, always happy to see his younger brother and Royal Hand, Karrik. Behind the sibling, four knights walked with their heads held high and helmets under their arms. They carried themselves with the strength of heroes, and Kaylik felt better the closer they came. The four knights reached the bottom of the dais steps and each fell to one knee, their heads bowed. 
 
    “Welcome to Bright Storm Castle. Before you is Lord Kaylik Bright Storm, ruler of these lands,” Karrik bellowed. 
 
    Kaylik raised a hand, “Please rise good knights and tell me what brings you to my humble home?” 
 
    The knights rose up and gazed upon the lord with bright eyes and small smiles. A male knight stepped forward as his hand reached into a side pouch. 
 
    “Greetings, my lord. My name it Ravor. My companions are Quella, Luna and Daver. We have answered your quest and have located the Scroll of Gallis,” Ravor smiled as he pulled out an ancient scroll from his pouch and held it before him. 
 
    Kaylik looked down with a pleased gaze but his heart thudded in his chest. Karrik stepped over and took the scroll from the knight. Moving with reserved ease, the Hand took the dais steps to his lord and held out the scroll. Kaylik took it with a polite nod and placed it on his lap. 
 
    “You answered my call and have come back in victory. The scroll is an heirloom to my family line. To show my appreciation, we shall have a feast in your honor! My Hand will show you to your rooms to prepare for the festivities. Let all know that tonight we dine in honor of these heroic knights!” 
 
    The nobles clapped and shouted as the knights looked on with big smiles. Kaylik eyed the four knights as they basked in their hard-won victory. The quest he set out was a dangerous one, a number of miles south of Journey Road and in monster infested ruins. Those who took the quest would be handsomely rewarded. Kaylik held the scroll close, satisfaction filling him. 
 
    Karrik lifted a hand and touched Ravor on the shoulder. The knights looked to the Hand and followed as he led the way they came. The lord sat on his throne until the four knights stepped beyond the entranceway and the large doors closed behind. With a happy sigh, the lord was too his feet. Servants rushed to his side, ready to take down his requests for the feast and celebration to come. 
 
    “Be sure to have the finest meats, breads and fruits. Bring up many cases of Fire Belly wine and inform the towns of the celebration. I want dancing in the streets tonight,” Kaylik said with zest. 
 
    Most lords often had the Hand take care of the finer details but Kaylik enjoyed setting it into motion. Karrik wasn’t much for parties and a poor planner in that regard. Kaylik was happy knowing his celebrations brought so much joy. Wine and food would be carted out to the nearby towns and the townsfolk would rise to the occasion.  
 
    The lord walked along as his servants trailed to the left and right of him. A quick turn and through a door, he walked along a lavish balcony overlooking the main courtyard laid out before the main entrance to the throne room. Fountains flowed as birds chirped in the afternoon sun. The air was crisp with the scent of roses, lilies and jasmine.  
 
    After the servants were informed, they rushed along for the evenings preparations. Kaylik stopped at the edge of the balcony and gazed upon the gardens below. With a smile, he drank in the beauty before turning and walking to a familiar door. 
 
    Climbing a spiral staircase, the lord reached a higher floor and stepped out. Walking down a corridor, he nodded to the guards and they nodded back. The dragon lord tried to keep things light, though he had the utmost faith in his guards to rise to any challenge. A sense of foreboding touched his heart but he quickly pushed it away.  
 
    Reaching his destination, he smiled before two heavy banded doors. A guard reached out on each side and opened them. Kaylik stepped beyond the threshold into a massive chamber. Harps played as giggling and laughter filled the air. The lord looked on to half and fully naked concubines chasing each other. Some lay in fine couches, beds and chairs, several with books in their hands. Water flowed from fountains into steamy pools. Plants grew in sections against white marble and crystal ceilings.  
 
    When the dragon lord stepped in and the big doors closed behind him, eyes turned and smiles brightened. Dozens of concubines were to their feet, making their way to him. Kaylik gave them a gentle smile as they crowded around, all happy to see each other. 
 
    “My lord, will you play with us today?” A fae asked with glee. 
 
    “Shall we read to you while you feast on grapes?” A female orc asked with a book in her hand. 
 
    “We miss you!” A pair of twin elves grinned. 
 
    “My beautiful concubines, I wish to spend my time with you but I have come to ask for your help.” 
 
    “Anything for you,” several concubines said at once. 
 
    “We live to love and serve,” a few others said with smiles. 
 
    “We have guests tonight. Four knights who have performed a great deed for the kingdom. I need all of you to show your appreciation. There are two male knights and two female knights. I know several of you can shape change so please ensure they are all satisfied. Will you do this for me?” 
 
    Heads nodded instantly. 
 
    “You make me so proud,” Kaylik smiled. “I must be off. Tonight, will be one to remember.” 
 
    The concubines rushed to each other, words spilling out in excited tones. Kaylik turned and walked to the entrance, his heart filling with its own excitement. Stepping through, he made his way down the corridor toward his chambers where he could pick out an outfit for the evening. 
 
    After two turns, the doors to his chambers greeted him at the end of the corridor. A figure dressed in a blue robe stood, face a blank mask. Kaylik kept his smile as he closed the distance. 
 
    “I trust our guests are comforted,” the lord smiled. 
 
    Karrik nodded, “The tailors are seeing to their garments for the evening but they have already expressed their wishes to stay in their armor.” 
 
    “Then let them wear their armor. I see nothing wrong with their choice.” 
 
    Karrik’s head dipped, “They also wish to keep their weapons. I have expressed that would-be folly but they are insistent.” 
 
    Kaylik eyed his brother with a grin, “Do you fear they may make an attempt on my life?” 
 
    Karrik’s face remained neutral, “No, my lord, but it is highly irregular to allow them to do so. What if they become drunk and wish to hurt another guest?” 
 
    Kaylik eyed the younger brother with compassion, “Then the guards will subdue them, and if the guards cannot, then the concubines have enough power and skill to stop them. Must you fret over my well-being?” 
 
    Karrik let a small grin slip, “It is my duty as Hand to watch over the lord and keep his best interests at heart.” 
 
     “A duty you do very well, bother. Now if you want to keep my best interests at heart, you will dress for the evening and enjoy yourself. We have plenty of captains that will be clear minded to watch over us. I expect you to join in the festivities and enjoy yourself. Consider it a royal decree.” 
 
    Karrik bowed, “Your will shall be done.” 
 
    The Hand stood up, turned and walked down a corridor. Kaylik eyed his younger brother with sibling love before entering his chambers. Stepping to the walk-in closet, he moved with purpose toward his royal garments and planned accordingly. 
 
    *** 
 
    Laughter filled the great Hall. Kaylik looked down in amusement as jesters tumbled. Guests cheered with cups filled, spilling ale and wine. With chalice in hand, the lord lifted it to his lips and drank deeply. The guests of honor raised their cups with the crowd as the jesters hopped onto shoulders of two random guests. With wooden lances in their hands, they began to play joust, bringing on more cheers as the two jesters tried to unseat one another.  
 
    Kaylik let out a laugh as one jester lowered his lance and hit the other jester in the leg, causing the jester and guest to spin around before falling to the floor. The crowd jumped on tables and thrust joyful fists in the air. The lord looked down at his honored guests and they seemed to be enjoying their time. He tried to ignore their sudden glances in his direction that seemed to grow more frequent with each passing moment.  
 
    Karrik stood by his lord’s side, face a blank mask even during the jousting. The lord eyed his brother and darkness touched his heart. Blaming the wine, the lord stood up and a hush fell over the guests. 
 
    “Truly this is a time to celebrate. The sacred scroll has returned to its home and I have these brave knights to thank. I want everyone here to drink, fornicate and laugh until every kingdom of Lukken knows of these heroic deeds!” Kaylik raised his chalice, “To the Sun, Heaven and the Holy Realms!” 
 
    “To the Sun, Heaven and the Holy Realms!” the crowd cheered with unbridled power. 
 
    Everyone, including the lord, took a deep guzzle of their drink and when cups fell to chests, the infectious cheering and laughing rose up like a summer storm. Many creatures from all races took to each other in a drunken revelry. Clothes pulled away and some disappeared. Kaylik stepped from his seat and down a few steps to his four guests of honor. The four knights were to their feet, grim shadows under their eyes. 
 
    “Come with me, I have many rewards for you,” Kaylik smiled. 
 
    The dragon lord turned and moved to an open archway. The four knights followed with Karrik taking up the rear. The crowd fell into sensual caresses, deep yearnings and decadent desires.  
 
    The sound of boots echoed off the stone floor and against dark crystal walls. Kaylik led the way, a smile on his lips and a song in his heart. The four knights moved in a 2 by 2 formation behind the lord. Karrik’s eyes looked down as he walked behind them silently. 
 
    “Have you heard of the Bright Storm Amulet?” Kaylik asked. 
 
    All four heads nodded in unison. 
 
    “We have my lord,” Revor said with a deep voice. 
 
    “My bloodline carried many skills. Enchanting items was a skill we excelled at. The scroll you have brought back can help my family relearn some of those skills. Because of that, you must be rewarded with the greatest gift I can bestow.” 
 
    The knights marched in a steady rhythm. Eyes moved from side to side, taking in every inch as they walked along a long corridor. Kaylik glance back to their hard expressions, questions blooming in his mind. 
 
    “Are you not relaxed?” Kaylik asked. 
 
    “No, my lord,” Revor said simply. 
 
    Kaylik raised an eyebrow as they walked out of the corridor onto the crystal and stone balcony. “You may feel better after what I have to show you.” 
 
    “Where are we going?” Quella asked as her hand moved to the pommel of her sword. 
 
    Kaylik smiled, “I’m sure after your harrowing journey, you all wish to unwind. My private harem will see to your heart’s desires, a small token of my gratitude before I bestow on you a special gift.” 
 
    The group moved to the other side of the balcony and into another corridor. They turned to a spiral staircase and proceeded to climb. The knights continued to scan everything as they moved. When they reached the next level, everyone stepped out into a great hallway. Kaylik stopped and faced the four knights and Karrik. 
 
    “The Bright Storm amulet is a family heirloom. It has great power to enhance one’s skills. I would be honored if one of you would wear it, fighting evil in my family’s name.” 
 
    “We would be honored, “Revor said with a slight bow. 
 
    Kaylik’s smile broadened, “Excellent but onto the task at hand.” 
 
    The group moved down the oversized corridor, at the end stood large double doors. Kaylik’s brow furled as he saw the guard stations were empty. The lord stopped in his tracks as did the group. The knights turned around but Karrik stepped through them to his lord’s side. 
 
    “Karrik, where are the guards?” Kaylik said with a soft voice. 
 
    The Hand continued to walk, past his lord’s side and toward the closed doors. Kaylik eyed the back of his brother as the Hand continued on until he stood before the entryway. Raising a hand, he snapped his fingers. A glowing bolt appeared in front of the door, securing it with a magical “clank”. 
 
    Instantly, the four knights spread out and surrounded the dragon lord, drawing their blades. They put their backs to Kaylik in a protective stance as they looked up and down the large hall. Kaylik stared past two of them to his brother’s back, the darkness snuffing out his inner light. 
 
    “Karrik?” the dragon lord whispered. 
 
    Down the hall, dark figures emerged from the spiral stairwell. Blades out, large bodies moved with caged power. Several more appeared in their ranks, crossbows in thick blue hands. They all wore dark blue hoods and black skin-tight clothing. The very air grew heavy as dark eyes stared down the corridor at the four knights. 
 
    “Don’t let these bastards get any closer! Protect Lord Kaylik as all costs!” Revor commanded. 
 
    Karrik whispered a few words and a glowing aura appeared around his body.  
 
    “Tonight, your rule comes to an end,” the Hand said with a manic edge. 
 
    The front line of bodies was shoulder to shoulder, blades at the ready. Over the front lines thick shoulders, crossbows aimed. Kaylik eyed his brother with an edge of desperation and disbelief. There was no shout of attack or talk of how it would all end. Fingers simply pulled triggers and crossbow bolts fired with a sickening “Twang” of strings. Two knights braced themselves as a dozen bolts closed the distance in a blink of an eye. 
 
    Swords flashed, slicing through most of the bolts. Kaylik barely flinched as two stabbed into his back. The lord continued to stare at his brother as bodies charged. Two knights rushed the Hand while two knights rushed the incoming assassins. Karrik raised his hands and pointed his fingers. Lightning bolts exploded and streamed down the hall. One knight dodged an incoming bolt while another took one to the shoulder. The knights didn’t falter as they charged the dragon in human skin. 
 
    Assassins moved with only the sound of their padded feet muffled against the smooth stone floor. Revor and his fellow knight met them midway and blades clashed. Sparks flew into the air as the knights hacked and slashed with skillful nuance. The sounds of battle flooded the entire hallway.  
 
    Kaylik could feel the poison seep into his bloodstream as he stood stunned. The knights charging Karrik reached him just as the Hand’s body began to shift and grow larger. Scales exploded from pale skin, ripping through his blue robe. A hard snout pushed outward, skin ripping away to reveal shiny blue scales. Snout open, Karrik didn’t wait to finish his transformation before taking a breath and exhaling lightning. The two knights clashed their swords against his protective shield as one took lightning breath to the chest. The knight shattered into shards of greenish glass, hitting the wall and floor before vanishing. 
 
    “Dammit! Keep fighting!” Revor shouted as his blade came hard across an exposed neck. 
 
    The assassin gurgled a cry as his body shattered. The two knights kept at it but blades rained down, pushing them back inch by inch. Kalik watched as the lone knight slashed again and again at Karrik’s aura. It flashed with pulsating power. The blue dragon took up the end of the hallway, neck craning down and maw opening. The lord fell to his knees, the poison sapping his strength with each passing moment. Karrik gave a serpent grin as he unleashed his attack. The knight spun away but the lightning blazed on. Stone floor blackened as the knight hit the wall and lightning cut up the front of her body. She let out a disappointed grunt as her body split and fell away in cracked shards of light. 
 
    The blue dragon shifted his attention on Kaylik who was on his knees. Serpent eyes widened as his maw opened again and blue light glowed. Kaylik’s strength bled away as lightning arced and flashed across the medium distance. The dragon lord lifted up a hand and smacked the bolt right out of the air. The power of the blow was enough to redirect the lightning into the wall but it was also strong enough to send the lord in the opposite direction. Kaylik’s back hit a wall while stone shards filled the air across from him. The chaos stormed on until another knight fell. Kaylik watched as he shattered to greenish shards and faded away. 
 
    Revor backed up, armor with dents and a gash across his forehead. Some assassins moved closer with blades while others aimed with reloaded crossbows. Kaylik slid to the cold stone floor as the poison stripped him away piece by piece.  
 
    “Forgive me for not being strong enough,” Revor said with a thick growl. 
 
    “You did your best,” Kaylik said with a weak whisper. 
 
    The dragon form of Karrik grinned as he stepped closer, tail swishing back and forth. Kaylik eyed his brother, regret and strange waves of sadness pulsating under his skin. Images of his brother over him, played on again and again. The cosmic swirl of death touched his being but this time, another swirl of light joined it. 
 
    Revor grunted as arrows riddled his body. A moment later he fell and shattered into a greenish light. Assassins stepped closer, reloading crossbows while others held their swords at the ready. 
 
    Karrik stayed where he was, a jagged smile showing, “I want to watch this to the last moment.” 
 
    Kaylik looked away from his brother as crossbows aimed and triggers were pulled. Bolts stabbed into his form. When the last crossbow finished, swords came down in stabbing motions, penetrating his body, pulling out and stabbing again. The dragon lord shuddered with each stab until the light behind his eyes faded and crumbled into the glowing void. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Two 
 
    Rays of light shined down through glass windows and crystal walls. Kaylik sat on his throne, eyes surveying the throne room. Guards lined the walls to the right and left of him. Nobles gossiped and chatted close to the raised dais of his throne. Karrik stood off to the side, face blank.  
 
    The dragon lord turned to the immense glass windows, expecting a shadow to cross over his hand. Instead, a clear blue sky greeted him. The lord’s eyes lowered as a thought stabbed at him. Why did he expect a shadow? Wasn’t there a bird outside? He swore he remembered there being a black crow in the blue sky. 
 
    Thoughts whirled on as the nobles continued their conversations, speaking of Sun Drinkers and the war. The atmosphere felt familiar in a sense but he was a lord after all, spending his time directing his people and the kingdom. The duties were often repetitive so why did he feel like something was different? 
 
    Glancing down at the long blue hair of his younger sibling and Hand, gloomy thoughts invaded his heart. Sadness curled around like a cold blanket and for the first time, the lord had misgivings of his beloved brother. 
 
    A mood took over and without a second thought; the lord was to his feet. Voices hushed and noble eyes turned to their lord. Kaylik turned his head, eyes looking down at the nobles and then to the guards. Even the Hand turned his gaze to his older brother, all waiting for his command. Panic crawled up Kaylik’s spine but he didn’t let it show.  
 
    “Report on the war,” the dragon lord asked as he tried to deflect his own confusion. 
 
    Karrik turned, “The troll masters have sent reinforcements to the Middle Kingdoms but they have focused their attacks on the neighboring kingdoms. Several human kingdoms have fallen as a result along the eastern road.” 
 
    “Have we sent aid to them,” Kaylik asked already knowing the answer. He simply couldn’t bring himself to believe that they hadn’t. 
 
    Karrik kept his gaze neutral, “No my lord, we have not. The council has decreed we are to provide only advice until further notice.” 
 
    Kaylik took a step forward and then another. Everything Karrik said was true but why was he having a hard time believing it? The dragon lord couldn’t understand why they would hold back their forces. If the dragons and humans combined their armies, the trolls would be sent back to the south for another thousand years. Why did everything seem so muddled. 
 
    The Hand and nobles all kept their attention on Kaylik as he moved to the edge of the dais and stepped down a step. Uncertainty painted their expressions as the lord’s eyes contained a faraway gaze. Kaylik took another step and the main doors to the throne room opened. Eyes shifting, the dragon lord watched as a woman walked in with four guards trailing behind her.  
 
    Karrik quickly fell to his duties by turning and approaching the robed woman. Kaylik, on the other hand, stood and stared, taken aback by the beautiful woman entering his throne room. The Hand moved to the woman’s side as she stood in the middle of the bright chamber. 
 
    “Welcome Lyssa Spellfire, mage and adventurer,” Karrik bellowed. 
 
    The lord continued to stare, eyes drinking in her form. Red hair flowed from a widow’s peak, over her head and down her shoulders. Two strips of blue flared out from her temples to the end of her long, lustrous hair. A medium tan colored her high cheek bones and smooth skin. A thin neck and slight cleavage lay exposed while the rest of her body was covered in an arcane robe, adhering to her feminine curves. Even the thickness of her robe could not contain the shape of her round breasts as they seemed to stretch the fabric.  
 
    Eyes tracing up the lines of her neck, they travelled to see a small smirk and deep pools of emerald green eyes. The light behind them stunned the lord, and he stood frozen like an animal in sudden torch light. Karrik eyed the lord before tilting his head, a small smile blooming. 
 
    “Lord Kaylik Bright Storm is happy to meet you,” the Hand said with an even tone. 
 
    “I can tell,” Lyssa’s smirk stabbed deeper into her cheek. 
 
    Kaylik woke from his trance and continued to step down, “I am pleased to meet you, Lyssa Spellfire.” 
 
    Kaylik closed the distance and stood before the shapely adventurer, “What brings you to my humble kingdom?” 
 
    Lyssa looked up to the dragon lord with cool eyes. The dragon in human skin stood at roughly six two. As he observed her, Lyssa took in his wide shoulders, athletic build and strong jaw. Azure eyes regarded her, with short, dark blue hair lying neatly under a lord’s crown. 
 
    The mage’s eyes looked down as a thought entered her head. Reaching down to a small pouch hanging on her hip, she opened the flap and began digging. The nobles and guards looked on as the mage dug around, silently grumbling to herself. Kaylik eyed her as her hand continued searching, her thin eyebrows beginning to furl. Karrik craned his head to look down at the swirling darkness of her pouch. All he could see was her wrist. The rest of her hand disappeared in the seemingly magical pouch. 
 
    “Have…to..organize….my…damn inventory,” Lyssa mumbled. 
 
    Someone coughed and it echoed off the crystal walls. Kaylik looked down with a touch of amusement while Karrik pretended to whistle silently. Lyssa let out a sigh and pulled her hand out. Waving it once across the air, a 2D screen appeared. Karrik continued to not notice but the dragon lord’s eyes locked on the glowing screen. Fascinated, he watched as the mage scrolled down the page a few times. Words spun by in a blur until she tapped it again. A thin finger tapped at a few words and her hand waved across. The screen disappeared and a scroll appeared in her hand. 
 
    “I’ve never seen lights manipulated in such a way. Is this a new kind of magic?” Kaylik asked, astonished. 
 
    Lyssa raised an eyebrow, “You could see that? I didn’t think you could.” 
 
    The dragon lord looked to the Hand, “Did you see it?” 
 
    Karrik shook his head slightly, “I only saw her take the scroll from her pouch, my lord.” 
 
    Lyssa held the scroll out, “I have brought you the Scroll of Gallis.” 
 
    Kaylik looked down at the ancient scroll. Hesitation crawled along his nerves. Words flashed in his mind but he could not speak them. Odd whispers ran along his ears but he couldn’t make out what they were saying. The throne room took a dark edge and then it was gone, replaced with bright sunny light. 
 
    Kaylik lifted a hand and curled his fingers over Lyssa’s hand holding the scroll. The mage looked up with a sweet glint in her eyes. Karrik looked over, reached out and pulled the scroll from them. Lyssa gave the Hand a sideways glance and her bright eyes were touched by shadow. Kaylik soaked in the small touch between them, savoring her smooth skin before letting his hand drop to his side. 
 
    “You answered my call and have come back in victory. The scroll is an heirloom to my family line and to show my appreciation, we shall have a feast in your honor! My Ha….I will show you to your room to prepare for the festivities. Let all know that tonight we dine in honor of this heroic mage!” 
 
    The throne room erupted in clapping and cheers. Karrik’s eyes bulged as he looked to his lord. Lyssa’s smirk melted into a smile as everyone congratulated her with shouts of glee.  
 
    “Karrik, look to tonight’s arrangements while I give our heroic mage a tour,” Kaylik said while never taking his eyes off the beautiful mage. 
 
    “My lord….this is highly irregular,” Karrik stammered. 
 
    Lyssa gave the Hand a hard scowl, “Make sure there is plenty of wine.” 
 
    Karrik raised his hands and opened his mouth but no words fell out. Kaylik turned and stood by Lyssa’s side, arm slightly out. The mage curled her arm under his as the nobles continued their appreciative applause. The dragon lord gently escorted the mage to a door at the rear of the throne room. Karrik stood staring with wide eyes. The lord took hold of the door handle and opened it. Lyssa bowed her head and walked through with the lord close behind.   
 
    A balcony spread out before them, overlooking lush gardens. The mage kept her arm entwined with Kaylik’s as they walked. Birdsong filled the air as the two stepped to the balcony edge. 
 
    “I didn’t know lords gave private tours,” Lyssa said as she looked out to the gardens. 
 
    “We don’t normally but I felt this time was an exception,” Kaylik said with a small smile. 
 
    Lyssa raised her eyes to take in the glow of the countryside. Green fields stretched out with clumps of dark green forests. In the distance, the faint spires of several more kingdoms shined like glittering beacons.  
 
    “Every time I visit the Dragon Kingdoms, it still takes my breath away,” Lyssa said in a low voice. 
 
    “You visit often?” 
 
    The mage glanced over at the lord, a small smile on her lips, “You could say that. There are many dragons who need quests completed.” 
 
    The mage leaned forward against the balcony edge, “Is your brother still an evil jerk?” 
 
    Kaylik raised an eyebrow, “You know my brother?” 
 
    The mage nodded, “I know you too. Do you remember me?” 
 
    Kaylik eyed the mage but his lips remained closed. 
 
    Lyssa continued to stare out, “I came here a few months back. I managed to get the scroll and bring it to you. I thought that was all to the quest.” 
 
    “I have no memory of our meeting,” Kaylik said flatly. 
 
    Lyssa nodded, “I didn’t think you would. I was new to the game and thought once I completed the quest, I would get the Bright Storm amulet. I didn’t know there was an extra surprise.” 
 
    Kaylik leaned over, eyes searching for any hint of a memory, “If you came to me before, surely I would have given you the amulet as payment.” 
 
    Lyssa looked over, her smile fading, “I was wet behind the ears. Your brother betrays you, sends assassins to kill you and whoever you’re with before you can hand over the amulet. I died trying to defend you.” 
 
    Kaylik grew silent, shadows covering his eyes. 
 
    “It was the first time I learned that the game was not that forgiving. Finding sex and love is the easy part. The fantasy game is a lot harder.” 
 
    Lyssa shifted to her side and looked up into the dragon lord’s confused expression, “Do you give the tours now? Because you didn’t last time. I haven’t heard of anyone else getting a royal tour. I thought maybe the programmers changed something.” 
 
    Kaylik looked to the beautiful mage, “I…I don’t know. I had an urge to…spend some time with you.” 
 
    Lyssa eyed him, “Is it because you like what you see?” 
 
    The dragon lord shook his head, “Your beauty is stunning but…there is something more.” 
 
    “You sure you don’t remember me?” 
 
    “I cannot say,” Kaylik said softly. 
 
    Lyssa turned to the gardens, “Your quest bothered me. I knew I could get another scroll but I still wouldn’t be strong enough to defend you. I’ve spent months growing my mana pool and learning new spells, getting ready for the day I could complete your quest. I think tonight might be the night.” 
 
    Kaylik’s head dipped, “I feel I am at a loss. You speak about my brother betraying me, assassins and of times where we met before. I have no memory of any of this.” 
 
    Lyssa gave an understanding smile, “I’m sorry. I’m probably messing with your algorithms talking like that. Most of the time people in this world gloss over it.” 
 
    Kaylik turned his attention to the gardens. This was the first time he had met Lyssa, yet she spoke of a past meeting. Surely, he would remember someone so striking, but a thick fog enveloped his mind. Was she playing a game with him and to what end? Questions rolled through the dragon lord but they all came up unanswered. 
 
    “The blue roses look like they’re about to bloom,” Lyssa said as she looked down at the garden. 
 
    Kaylik looked down, “They bloom in evening light. When the sun sets, they should fully bloom this very evening.” 
 
    “If everything goes well, maybe I can see them,” the mage said with a touch of sadness. 
 
    Kaylik eyed her for a long moment. Light touched his mind and a rosy glow surrounded the mage. He couldn’t explain it but it was whipping at everything he thought he should do. A noise exploded in his mind, telling him, directing him to follow a set of pathways. Instead, a burst of internal heat changed the course and the dragon lord let out a cleansing sigh. 
 
    “Let’s go down and look at them,” The lord said simply. 
 
    Lyssa continued to look down, “I thought we had to prepare for the feast in a few hours?” 
 
    Kaylik let a mischievous grin slip. The lord took a step back as two mounds pushed the fabric covering his backside. Garments tightening, fabric parted and slick limbs protruded outward from his back. Lyssa turned to see the folded limbs open and blue leathery wings unfurl. Before she could react, the lord’s arm swept around and held her close. With a push of powerful legs, the dragon lord and mage were airborne. Lyssa clutched to him, a wide smile appearing as the lord made a few flaps of his wings. The pair glided down to the gardens and Kaylik released his grip. 
 
    Lyssa stepped away, wonderment filling her eyes. Turning, she looked to the garden as Kaylik flexed his wings and folded them back. The lord stepped closer as the mage leaned over a blue rose, bent it to her and took a sniff. 
 
    “They smell like mint and roses,” the mage said as she took another sniff. 
 
    “They will smell better when they fully bloom.” 
 
    “You weren’t this spontaneous last time,” Lyssa said as she straightened up. 
 
    “How was I…last time?” 
 
    Lyssa walked over and sat on a stone bench, her hand patting the seat next to her. Kaylik stepped over and sat down, wings sinking into his back and the fabric closing behind them. 
 
    “I hope I’m not rude but you weren’t like how you are now.” 
 
    Kaylik smiled, “I’m stronger then I look. Please, tell me about this lovely encounter that I cannot remember.” 
 
    “You looked the same, handsome and fit, but you seemed a little hollow...until you…” 
 
    “Hollow?” Kaylik interjected.  
 
    Lyssa tried to smile, “It’s not coming out right. I mean, you were a gracious host and we did talk for a little bit, but that was it.” 
 
    Kaylik listened, mind working to remember her story. The mental walls were there; big, strong and foreboding.  
 
    The mage continued, “The roses bloomed the last time I was here. I know they run in cycles but I was only a few weeks into the game. I loved meeting you but…there was something missing until the feast when you wanted me to sit by you. I did, and loved the attention. You seemed to pamper me and even put a flower in my hair, the back of your fingers grazed my neck.” 
 
    “Did I offend you?” 
 
    Lyssa let out a laugh, “No, very much the opposite. Probably the reason I had to return. The way you looked at me, though brief, was… intoxicating. It was…really nice. But then you went on with a regular speech about the quest and asked me to join you. We walked up to the upper floors, you telling me of my reward when….” 
 
    “My brother betrayed me,” Kaylik said with a touch of indifference. 
 
    Lyssa looked to the dragon lord’s grim expression, “You remember?” 
 
    Kaylik shook his head, “No, but I feel that was what you were going to say.” 
 
    Lyssa’s shoulders sank, “I didn’t want our meeting again to be like this. I’m sorry. I have been looking forward to seeing you and…..it seems different.” 
 
    The dragon lord looked to the mage with a slightly raised eyebrow. 
 
    Lyssa let out another laugh, “Its good different. You seem…I don’t know…more alive.” 
 
    “I will take that as a compliment,” The dragon lord smiled. 
 
    Lyssa’s eyes turned away, “I wish we could just fly away for the evening and miss all the ugliness.” 
 
    Kaylik reached over behind the mage and took hold of a thorny stem. With a simple twist, the stem snapped. The dragon lord brought the rose to his chest. Lyssa looked down as he put two fingers to the stem and ran it down, thorns popping off against his fingers. When it no longer had thorns, the dragon leaned in and pushed the blue rose into the mage’s blue streak of hair. 
 
    “I see the lord and lady are having a pleasant afternoon,” said a smooth voice from a nearby path. 
 
    Kaylik and Lyssa turned their eyes to see Karrik step closer, a sardonic smile on his lips. The mage’s eyes narrowed as Kaylik looked to his brother, a sliver of darkness wrapping around his heart. 
 
    “I didn’t want to interrupt but we have many plans for the evening,” Karrik said with a sly smirk. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Three 
 
    “Stay close to me,” Lyssa whispered. 
 
    The dragon lord gave the barest of nods before addressing the Hand, “Karrik, I take it the arrangements are going well?” 
 
    The Hand bowed slightly, closing his eyes, “The servants have been informed and wine is being delivered to the towns in the kingdom. Lady Spellfire must see the tailors for her gown this evening.” 
 
    “I’m fine just the way I am,” Lyssa said with obvious distaste. 
 
    Karrik continued as if he didn’t notice, “I must insist. I’m sure your clothes would be fine with common human lords but here, our heroes wear the finest garments in the kingdoms.” 
 
    Kaylik glanced at the mage, “I don’t know, we could make an exception. She is our hero.” 
 
    Karrik gave the lord a sideways glance, “It wouldn’t take longer than…..” the Hand was cut off. 
 
    “If Lady Spellfire wishes to remain in her garments then so be it,” Kaylik stated with a strong tone. 
 
    Karrik bowed again to the lord, “I have overstepped my bounds. I do apologize.” 
 
    The dragon lord let out a small exhale, “I will show Lady Spellfire her room and then we can discuss the finer details before the celebration.” 
 
    “As you wish,” Karrik said and straightened up.  
 
    The Hand turned on his heels and walked along the garden path until he was out of sight. Kaylik felt his shoulders sag a little and turned his attention to Lyssa. The mage stared at him, her eyes drinking him in. 
 
    “I do apologize for my brother. He forgets his place.” 
 
    Lyssa continued to look to the lord, “He isn’t forgetting his place. He will betray you by the evening, after the dinner.” 
 
    “Do you have proof of his betrayal?” 
 
    Lyssa’s eyes lowered, “No, just my experience.” 
 
    Kaylik leaned in a little closer, “Even if you are speaking the truth, there is nothing I can do unless I have proof. My brother has been by my side since he hatched. As difficult as the thought of betrayal is, as a lord I cannot accuse anyone of wrong doing unless I have proof.” 
 
    Lyssa looked up into his blue eyes, “Then you cannot leave my side for the rest of the evening. I must protect you.” 
 
    Kaylik eyed the beautiful mage, “For the amulet? We could go now and I would happily give you your reward.” 
 
    “This isn’t about the amulet…….” Lyssa shook her head and trailed off. 
 
    Birds chirped on as the lord gazed upon the mage. Lyssa turned away. 
 
    “It doesn’t sit well with me knowing you are being killed regularly, betrayed by your brother. My head tells me it’s a story line but it’s a story that hasn’t been broken. Every player that has tried to win your amulet ends up defeated. For once, I would like to know that the good people won against your brother’s jealousy.” 
 
    Kaylik sat, eyes on the mage. Reaching over, he placed his hand over hers. Lyssa turned and looked up into his eyes once again. 
 
    “Then you will need to protect me for as long as it takes,” Kaylik grinned. 
 
    Pink touched the player’s cheeks. When the moment passed, Lyssa was to her feet. 
 
    “How about instead of showing me my room, you show me yours,” Lyssa asked simply. 
 
    Kaylik was to his feet. The air took on a warm fog as he gazed upon the mage. Electric fire ran along his nerves as the scent of the beautiful mage swirled along his sensitive nose. Images played out and try as he might, he could not push away their lustful temptation. Lyssa’s eyes seemed to hint at the same rhythm, drinking in his strong collarbone and shoulders. 
 
    “I did say I would give you a tour,” Kaylik grinned. 
 
    Lyssa’s hand snaked around his arm and the two walked off, arm in arm through the magical blue garden. 
 
    *** 
 
    The doors swung open and Lyssa stepped inside. The room was vast with open balconies, flowing curtains, an oversized canopy bed and a table with a bottle of wine and two glasses. Dark crystal-like walls mixed with white marble. The sun was low in the sky, golden light turning a slim shade of orange. Pillars dotted the room as tapestries of dragons covered the walls. 
 
    Kaylik stepped past the mage and moved toward the finely crafted table. Lifting up the wine bottle, he whispered a word and the cork popped. Hand moving in a blur, he caught the cork and placed it on the table while his other hand poured wine into each glass. Lyssa sauntered over, her eyes on the dragon lord as he moved with relaxed ease.  
 
    The lord put down the bottle, picked up the two glasses and handed one to his guest, “To the gods of love, may they smile upon us.” 
 
    “To the gods and us,” Lyssa said with warm eyes. 
 
    The lord and mage clinked their glasses and took a hearty sip. Lyssa stepped over to the bed and sat on the edge. Kaylik eyed her as he sat down on one of the comfortable chairs. Despite the open balconies and cool breeze, a heat began to bloom. 
 
    “Have you entertained guests here before?” Lyssa asked as she swirled her drink. 
 
    “Sadly no, I spend some time here but most of my time is spent in my treasure room. If you talk to the servants I’m sure they will tell you a time or two where I was asleep in the library.” 
 
    “What about your harem?” Lyssa asked with soft voice. 
 
    Kaylik smirked, “Despite their constant demands, I prefer my books…..and a certain kind of company.” 
 
    A mental wall cracked and a memory oozed into the dragon’s mind, “You chose your profession because of your thirst for knowledge.” 
 
    Lyssa’s eyes widened slightly, “I told you that…when we first met.” 
 
    Kaylik sat forward, keeping his calm demeanor, “I don’t know why, but I can see pieces of images.” 
 
    “Can you remember anything else?” Lyssa took another sip of wine. 
 
    The dragon lord’s brow furled as a mental leak sprang, “I’m not sure. Do you attend a library of sorts?” 
 
    “I told you I worked in a library. I was so chatty that night by your side. I know I said you seemed hollow but when I told you what I did, your eyes seem to understand.” 
 
    Kaylik nodded, “Knowledge is the first greatest treasure to a dragon.” 
 
    Lyssa took another sip and held her glass on her lap, “Kaylik, do you….like humans?” 
 
    The dragon’s eyes centered on the mage, “I adore humans. You are free to travel anywhere you wish. You can fight whatever cause you believe in. I must confess that being a lord is rather difficult. I was born into royalty and cannot leave my kingdom. Some dragons have become diplomats but the elders felt I would do better as a protector in the northern kingdoms.” 
 
    “Why can’t you leave?” 
 
    Kaylik continued to lean forward, wine glass in hand, “It is forbidden for my kind to assist in the natural progression of Lukken. The elders tried many thousands of years ago and it ended in disaster.” 
 
    “What do you want?” 
 
    The dragon lord sat back and took a sip, “To be free, like you. To strike out into the great unknown and find my true purpose in life. Deep down, I don’t believe I was meant to wear a crown and sit on a throne, waiting for adventurers to bring treasures to me.” 
 
    Lyssa looked down at her wine, her reflection staring back at her, “That is the reason why I’m here. I wanted to travel but the real world seems a little too gray. I don’t have enough money to take long vacations so I come here and live the life I always wanted.” 
 
    “Is this truly the life you always wanted?” Kaylik asked with a soft edge. 
 
    The mage nodded, “I have visited the Plains of Savarr. I have battled the hags of Abyssal Swamps, and explored dungeons and ruins in the Eastern forests of Lukken and now, I have set my eyes on the West. There have been a lot of rumors about knights exploring the untamed edge of Lukken. I wanted to begin my journey but…I had to see you before I left.” 
 
    Lyssa stood up and stepped over to Kaylik. Standing before him, her demeanor softened but her eyes contained a fire needing to burn. Kaylik looked up into her beautiful face, his own wants and desires crashing against the shores of his heart. Never had a human captivated him in such a short time. Why now? Why her? Was it because she followed the path of knowledge? Was it because she pushed aside her desires to come and save him from some preordained betrayal? Whatever the reason, Kaylik was glad she came. 
 
    “We’re running out of time,” Lyssa whispered. 
 
    Kaylik slowly stood up and looked down into the mage’s green eyes, “What do you ask of me my lady?” 
 
    Lyssa’s heart fluttered, “Leave with me. We can go to the West and explore. The longer we stay here, the greater the chance of your brother killing you again. I’m strong but I’m not sure we can win this.” 
 
    Kaylik reached down and took Lyssa’s hands into his. He brought them up and kissed the back of her hand before looking deeply into her soulful eyes. 
 
    “As tempting as your offer is, I cannot leave my people. I cannot leave my kingdom.” 
 
    Lyssa’s brow formed a hard V, “Your kingdom is built on your death. You stay here; you will die again and again.” 
 
    Lyssa broke away with a few hard steps, “I don’t even know why I’m trying! You’re just a computer AI. I can’t believe I feel this way for something not even alive!” 
 
    Kaylik eyed the mage as she hugged her waist and turned away from him. A blaze flared and the dragon lord crossed the short distance between them. Hands reached out, taking hold of Lyssa’s arm and spun her around. The mage glared up as the lord held her, their bodies separated by inches. Mental walls cracked a little further. The spring turned into a thin waterfall. Emotions and faint memories splashed against the dragon lord’s digital mind. Desire overcame thought and walls cracked a little more. 
 
    “Alive? I will show you how to live,” Kaylik said with a dark hiss. 
 
    Information spilled into the dragon lord’s thoughts as claws burst from his fingertips. Lyssa’s eyes widened to the size of saucers as a claw sliced down the middle of her robe, past her voluptuous cleavage and down her stomach. The lord snapped his hand away and the mage’s robe opened down the middle, her tanned skin untouched.  
 
    Claws sank back into his fingers but serpent eyes stared down at the mage. Lyssa made no attempt to hide herself as her firm breasts spilled out and her womanhood lay bare for the lord to see. A cloud of hunger surrounded the lord and mage. Kaylik’s poised demeanor shifted to something deeper, primal. Eyes running down her smooth skin and over her light brown nipples, he continued to drink in her sensual form. A triangle of short dark hair lay in her feminine valley. It spoke of a forest that needed to be explored. 
 
    “You make me…hunger….” Kaylik growled, his eyes slitted like a serpent on the hunt. 
 
    Lyssa trembled but not in fear, “Use that tongue for something other than talking, my lord.” 
 
    With a heated growl, the lord took hold of the mage. In the blink of an eye he lifted her up and tossed her onto the oversized bed. Lyssa landed on the firm bedding, robe splayed out and thighs parted. Heart thumping in her chest, she stared at the lord as he moved with measured steps to the edge. Kaylik’s sense of control drowned in fiery desire and molten knowledge. The dragon in human form raised a hand and traced strange symbols in the air while speaking arcane words.  
 
    Lyssa looked to him, her eyes widening as she understood some of the arcane language. Light flashed in four places around the bed. Bright chains of light snaked out from thin air. One end anchored to the bed posts while the cuffs at the other end clamped down onto wrists and ankles. The mage struggled in her bonds but the chains held fast.  
 
    Kaylik let one talon grow as he moved along the side. Lyssa eyed him as her legs tried to move in her restraints. The chains made of light turned black, clinking to her small struggles. The dragon lord bent over and sliced at the mage’s robe with a few quick strokes. Lyssa let out a breathy cry as the remnants of the robe were pulled away and tossed aside. 
 
    “You want my tongue to teach you a lesson? Then it shall, but not the way you expect.” 
 
    With a snap of his fingers, a blindfold appeared above the struggling mage. Lyssa stared up at the black fabric as it drifted over her eyes. The ends tied behind her head as darkness covered her world. 
 
    “Is this you? Is this really you?” Lyssa gasped as she struggled in her bonds. 
 
    “No….this is us,” The lord said simply as his clothes turned into wisps of smoke and floated away. 
 
    Lyssa continued to struggle as the Kaylik grew silent as a grave. All the mage could hear was the fluttering of the curtains and whispers of the breeze. She couldn’t hear his breathing or his motions until something touched her thigh. A gasp rose up as she pulled at chains. The claw ran along her inner thigh slowly. Fear touched her senses but they were quickly overrun by a primal, heated wanting. The claw continued along her thigh and then suddenly it was gone.  
 
    The mage could not contain her haunting gasp. The sound of sniffing vibrated in the air between her legs. Trying to squeeze her legs together, the chains held fast and even pulled at her, spreading her thighs an inch wider. Seconds ticked away as Lyssa stared with wide eyes against the black fabric until something licked her. A trembling coo rose up her throat as something hot and west touched her sensitive valley. It moved with purpose, up and down, brushing away hair and touching her sensitive line.  
 
    Kaylik looked up, his eyes watching the mage squirm to his power. Lyssa writhed to his touch as a long, forked tongue tasted her valley. Wetness spilled and the dragon lord could barely contain the flutter of his eyes. Lyssa’s taste was intoxicating and he could barely keep himself from invading her with his dragonhood. Digital blood drained from his head to his growing member as the lord licked and slathered along her pink line.  
 
    Lyssa let out another gasp the moment the dragon’s tongue slowly dragged across her glowing nub. It was so powerful that her hips moved of their own accord, shifting so they could pull every morsel of bliss. Wet sounds floated in the breeze, mixed with small moans and teasing touches. Kaylik felt it in his core. He knew what pleased her. It spelled out in his mind despite digital blood filling his member with strength.  
 
    Lyssa felt her nipples point as air caressed them and strong hands clamped on her thighs. The gasp grew louder as a tongue lashed at her clit. Deep wanting pulses vibrated on. The tongue pulled away from her demanding nub and the mage begged for more. A moment later, the long thick tongue pushed at her pink slit and spread lips apart. Wetness coated as it invaded her tight space, pushing at inner walls. The mage could do nothing but surrender to the advance. With another cry, the thick tongue moved inside her, touching her sensitive spots in ways she never imagined. 
 
    “Lord….Bright Storm…..I can’t….” the mage managed before her mouth made a perfect O. 
 
    Nerves tightened. Lyssa took in one long inhale and her inner world exploded. Kaylik looked up as his tongue moved in and out of her tight space. Nerves released to an orgasmic song. Hips bucked but Kaylik held her in place, slathering the tip to the sensitive ridges of her inner universe. Lyssa cried out again as another orgasm rushed her frayed nerves. 
 
    The hunger pushed at Kaylik like a rolling storm. Electricity shot from digital nerve to digital nerve. Light flared and the dragon lord withdrew his tongue. The time for play was finished. Looking down at the mage, she moaned and struggled pathetically at her chains. Wetness touched the hair surrounding her valley while some glistened down to where her thighs and ass met.  
 
    “I….I need you….” Lyssa moaned as the pit inside her begged to be filled. 
 
    Kaylik could see the desire spike as she pleaded with him. Visions of Lyssa danced before his eyes, of battles where the mage caused her enemies to tremble to her power. He could also see the times she surrendered herself to friends and allies, a tender side showing in a private moment. He wanted to question the visions, he wanted to know where they came from but instead he fell to her needed desires. 
 
    Arcane words were spoken. Lyssa could feel the bonds shift against her wrists and ankles. The black chains released from the posts and folded into one another. Lyssa’s wrists were brought together and bound as were her ankles. Turned on her side, the mage found that she could move until a strong hand touched her shoulder and held her down. Another strong hand grabbed her round ass. Chains snaked out, connecting from the wrist clamps to her ankle clamps. The chain shortened, bringing Lyssa’s knees up to her chest. 
 
    “Kaylik?” Lyssa asked with a sultry whisper. 
 
    “Lie still…..” the dragon lord trailed off as he looked down. 
 
    Licking his lips, the taste of the mage was everywhere. His member was fully erect, throbbing with contained power. Moving his hips, he pressed the tip to her opening. Lyssa let out a gasp as the large head dipped into her valley. The position she was in, she couldn’t spread her legs to accommodate him. Instead she braced herself as the tip massaged at her heated opening. 
 
    Kaylik eyed her as she lay on her side. Looking down, the tip of his member moved slightly, pressing at her. The human mage trembled but even he knew it was because of anticipation. Unable to hold back the ocean of desire, inches pushed at Lyssa’s tightness. The mage let out a long exhale and then a sharp intake of breath. The lord’s cock was thick. It forced its way in, inches disappearing. Even with the blindfold, her world opened up. Moans grew louder as thick veins smoothed against tight pink flesh. Madness filled her mind as the lord filled her very soul. When the lord reached his hilt, it was the mage who wiggled her bottom, forced to accommodate his thick spear. 
 
    The dragon lord lifted his hand from Lyssa’s shoulder and pulled the blindfold off. The mage turned her head, Kaylik’s hips touching her bare ass, his spear sheathed in her flesh. A gentle vibration flowed between them, a knowing for a brief instant they were complete. Kaylik could no longer hold back his desires, hips moved as inches of thick cock massaged the mage’s tender inner self. Lyssa barely pulled at her bonds as the lord moved with liquid but powerful grace. Instead she stared at his powerful body as it moved with hypnotic motion. 
 
    Moments passed and the tempo increased. The sounds of their union played on as the lord gazed down on the beautiful mage. Lyssa couldn’t take her eyes off the dragon lord. Hips moved with power and an undeniable need. Lyssa’s body shuddered with each strong thrust. Despite his primal desires, there was a certain level of care. Inches moved in long strokes, both mage and dragon could not deny the sensual pulses as eyes fluttered and moans dripped. 
 
    Kaylik’s mind drifted to a warm place. Symbols appeared and disappeared in his vision as his cock thickened. A whisper flowed through him and a sudden realization fell over him. 
 
    “Something…..something is different….” The dragon lord said as he continued his sensual invasion. 
 
    Lyssa fought through the waves of bliss, “What…what do…you mean?” She managed with sultry gasps. 
 
    Kaylik fought for control, “If..if I come, something will change between us.” 
 
    Lyssa trembled as her nerves tightened. The pulses grew stronger and she could not deny anything he could do to her. Fingers clutched at the bed sheets as her eyes closed. The player’s heart opened as she squeezed him with her womanhood. 
 
    “Take…. what is yours. Co…come in me….” The mage said and let out a long moan. 
 
    The sound of Lyssa’s moan was the tipping point. Kaylik thrust his throbbing member deep. Together, groans filled the lavish bedroom as their inner world exploded. Lyssa clutched at the bed, body shuddering from her own orgasm. Nerves flashed like fireworks and the wave of bliss crashed into her being. Kaylik pushed in a little further before his cock thickened. Heated grunts rose up as molten come burst from the tip and quickly filled the mage’s tight valley. Nature took over as the dragon lord continued to pull back just an inch and drive himself deep again and again. The two lovers let out blissful cries. 
 
    Kaylik looked down, heat coloring his vision. Lyssa moaned as another orgasm flared. The dragon lord watched as she moved slightly to his invading member. The mage’s skin grew transparent as white seed invaded her. Some spilled out with his continued thrusts but a bit pushed in deeper. When it reached her stomach, the seed displayed a strange code and swirled. A percentage appeared of 25% briefly before fading away. 
 
    Kaylik stopped moving, eyes filling with concern, “What have I done?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Four 
 
    Lyssa lay on her side, waves of ecstasy caressing frayed nerves. Kaylik had stopped moving and she barely heard him through the blissful haze. An alert appeared in her vision as she continued to clutch at the bed. Mentally she tapped the alert and her skill menu came up. A new skill appeared at the bottom but it was nothing more than three question marks and a 25% next to it. 
 
    The mage half propped herself up as the dragon lord pulled his thick member from her. Come spilled from her line but she focused on the new skill. Mentally she tapped at it, hoping a description would appear but it came up blank. 
 
    “I don’t know what it means,” Lyssa said as she sat up, wrists and ankles still bound. 
 
    Kaylik whispered an arcane word and the chains and cuffs faded from view, “I could see it interact with you but…I don’t understand what it means.” 
 
    “Well, I can’t get pregnant in the game, but something new has appeared in my skills menu,” Lyssa said and she shook away the blissful cobwebs. 
 
    Kaylik raised an eyebrow but remained silent. 
 
    The curious mage stared at the question marks for a long moment before tapping the list to close. Legs spread; she looked into the dragon lord’s concerned brow. Confusion colored the lord’s expression. Mind working, she couldn’t resist the temptation that this was something that had to be discovered. With a mild smirk, the mage leaned forward onto all fours and crawled toward the concerned dragon. 
 
    Kaylik eyed the beautiful mage as she moved to him. He was still on his knees, his member half hard between muscled thighs. The mage wrapped her fingers along the veiny girth and gently began to stroke. Tension bled away from Kaylik’s shoulders as he looked down to Lyssa’s mischievous gaze. The cock in her hands began to harden with each slow stroke and the lord found it difficult to think again. 
 
    “I don’t know what it means but I think we should finish what we started,” The mage said with a sly smirk. 
 
    “It could be something terrible,” Kaylik said as his breathing grew heavy. 
 
    Lyssa stroked him, picking up the tempo, “Or wonderful.” 
 
    Kaylik lifted a hand and touched the mage’s cheek, “We should stop.” 
 
    “We should keep going,” Lyssa said before opening her mouth and wrapping her lips around the tip of his dragonhood. 
 
    The lord let out sigh as lips tightened and suckled. The mage’s head bobbed with long strokes, tongue caressing the underside of his member. Kaylik was going to push her away but the urge died as her tongue pressed and squeezed it to the roof of her mouth. Powerless, he fell to her skillful charms and playful tongue. Hardening to her tight mouth, he simply watched and enjoyed the gentle bobs of her head. 
 
    Pressure began to build and the lord let out a small groan. Lyssa picked up the tempo as her tongue slathered against the shaft. The tip of his cock touched the back of her throat and the mage let out a muffled moan.  
 
    The sun dipped lower in the sky as the mage and dragon pressed on with sensual moans. Kaylik tried moaning to fight his urges but it fell on deaf ears. He was caught in the mage’s spell and he would do nothing to break it. Lyssa tasted the lord’s pre-come as it swirled in her mouth. Needing more, she upped the rhythm, her tongue massaging his cock to explode in her waiting mouth. Fingers reached underneath and touched her glowing clit. Fingers massaging, she moaned her pleasure as inches appeared and disappeared between tight lips.  
 
    Sensations cascaded over the lord’s senses as the pressure began to build more and more. A hand cradled the mage’s head as she sucked harder, demanding he come in her mouth. The pressure building, the world around them turned into a white flash. Lyssa bobbed with quick strokes until the dragon’s human like cock thickened. A moment later, spurts of come painted the back of her throat and filled her mouth. The amount was obscene but Lyssa swallowed in gulps. Some spilled from the corner of her mouth but she hungrily drank it down. 
 
    The mage pulled away, fingers still stroking her clit. Another alert appeared in her vision. She eyed it as she was on her knees and moving closer to the dragon lord. Taking his cock in one hand, she moved up to sit in his lap. With one quick move, she put Kaylik’s tip to her dripping womanhood. Letting go, she slid down his still hard member as she witnessed the mysterious skill go from 25% to 50%. 
 
    “We have to….keep going,” The mage said with a sultry sigh. 
 
    Kaylik reached around and gripped her ass, holding her to him as she slid down to the base. Part of him wanted to deny her but the bigger part wanted to keep going. He couldn’t deny his own curiosity as the mage moved like a beast in heat. Helping her rhythm, he picked her up and she slid down. Squeezing her ass, the mage let out a girlish moan as her arms wrapped around his neck. Snuggling her face into his warm neck, she let him lift her up and slide her down on his thick spear. The dragon lord took control and she surrendered to him as the wet sounds between them played on. 
 
    “I’m…sure it’s something special…” Lyssa whispered as a hunger caused her womanhood to squeeze. 
 
    The mage lifted her head up as she bounced on his steel hard cock. Thrusting her bouncing breasts into the lord’s face, his mouth quickly found a nipple and suckled on it. The sensations rose and fell like the tide. Wetness dripped down the shaft with each up and down motion. The lord held her close as teeth grazed a pointed nipple and lips clamped down. Lyssa’s hands clutched at his head, fingers running through blue hair. She hugged him close, burying his face against her chest. The lord’s cock stiffened. Lyssa’s mouth made a perfect O. The charge between them arced and bliss spiraled. 
 
    Lyssa let out a soul crushing moan as orgasm after orgasm assaulted her nerves, body trembling but unable to stop, she thrust up and down on the lord’s cock. Kaylik suckled on Lyssa’s sensitive nipples, his cock thickening with each wanting thrust. Reason floated away as the urge to release grew all consuming. With a mighty groan, the dragon lord forced the mage down to the hilt and spurts of come streamed upward. Lyssa shuddered as another orgasm exploded and followed by another. She clutched to Kaylik as he held her hips down, forcing every spurt of come deep within her tightness.  
 
    Eyes squeezed shut; she could still see a new alert as mini explosions went off. When she opened her eyes, dizziness took over as she barely held on to the powerful lord. The mysterious skill blinked to 75%. Lyssa tried to speak but the sudden look in Kaylik’s eyes unnerved her. The dragon lord stared like a hunting wolf. There was no reason or sense of self, simply blind instinct. Strong hands lifted her up, turned her around and threw her down on the bed. Lyssa landed on her stomach, face buried in the pillow. 
 
    Darkness turned to light as she lifted her head up and looked back. Eyes grew wider as she watched the dragon lord regard her like meat from a kill. Skin turned blue as scales emerged and cascaded down from his eyes, along his face, down his neck and along his strong body. The mage stayed where she was as Kaylik’s body grew larger and shifted before her eyes. Limbs extended and a tail appeared, sprouting upwards and moving back and forth through the air. Webbed wings rose up from the lord’s back and unfurled. The lord’s face elongated into a scaly snout and electric blue eyes glowed with power.  
 
    Lyssa watched as his dragon form completed its transformation. He was the size of a horse but she knew he could get bigger. Dragons are master shape shifters. Looking down, she could see why he didn’t make himself any larger. The dragon’s cock was bigger. She thought he was impressive before but she wondered if she could contain such delightful thickness. 
 
    A long-fingered hand touched her, beckoning the mage up. Lyssa pushed down with her arms and knees, standing up on all fours. She continued to look back as the dragon moved over. Wings spread out; he dipped his serpent like neck down. Tongue slithering out, he licked at the mage’s back while the tip of his cock moved to her dripping valley. 
 
    “No matter how much I scream, keep going,” the mage stated with her own hungry eyes. 
 
    The dragon nodded as a spindly blue hand took hold of her hip. Lyssa knew the game would compensate and never actually hurt her but seeing the dragon’s cock, stiff as a metal spear, did unnerve her in a taboo way. Pressing her womanhood to the thick tip, she coated it with dripping wetness. The blue dragon eyed her with intent as he pressed to her pink flesh and pushed. 
 
    Lyssa’s head snapped forward, eyes wide and mouth open. Inner walls pushed aside and inches buried in. With a wide stance on her knees, she let out the longest moan of her life. Kaylik continued to gaze upon her, inches forcing her to accommodate as much as she could. When he was half way inside, it was the mage that began to move. Restrained cries filled the room as the mage controlled the tempo. There was some pain but there was a mountain of bliss crushing every single nerve in her body.  
 
    The mage moved back and forth, her moans turning into heated cries. The dragon was impressed as she took him, her body begging for more. On and on they moved. Lyssa’s breasts swung as her hips pushed against Kaylik’s dragonhood. The dragon reached down and squeezed an oversized breast, a thin finger gently massaging a pointed nipple. The heat between them exploded despite the cool, refreshing breeze filling the room. 
 
    Lyssa pushed on, taking her lover and losing herself to paradise’s touch. Kaylik pressed his chest to the mage’s back, feeling her slid along him. The mage reached up to grab a blue scaly shoulder. Kaylik pressed his snout to the side of her face. Lyssa’s cheeks turned a glowing pink as her body could not hold back the flood. The mage squeezed as her nerves exploded. Shock waves pulsed through her body as each wave sent her to the edge. Biting her lip, she thrust against the dragon’s member until her muscles shook. 
 
    Kaylik gazed down as Lyssa’s desires were unchained. Unable to hold back, he could feel the mage coax him closer and closer to climax. The dragon snuggled his snout to her pink cheek as she writhed on his member. Cock thickening, he pressed closer, eyes closing. 
 
    “Jennifer….” The dragon whispered. 
 
    Lyssa cried out with a long scream. The dragon’s member thickened until white seed burst from the tip. Spurts of come instantly filled the small space as the mage and dragon moved to a private dance. Lyssa could not contain the obscene amount as it spilled from her. Bodies moved of their own accord, milking every last blissful sensation.  
 
    Strength giving out, the mage collapsed onto the bed. The dragon’s member slid out, spurts of come landing on the mage’s lower back and ass. Body shifting, the dragon grew smaller until Kaylik resumed his human form. Falling to the side, he landed next to the mage. Both Kaylik and Lyssa gasped for air as the sun dipped lower in the sky. 
 
    *** 
 
    Lyssa snuggled against Kaylik, her hand on his chest. She could feel a powerful heart beat and snuggled closer. Kaylik rested his chin on her head, his arms around her and holding her to him. They lay in silence for what seemed forever. The sun had touched the horizon and the yellow light turned to a burnt orange. 
 
    “You called me by my real name. How do you know my name?” The player asked in a soft voice. 
 
    “I don’t know,” Kaylik said in an equally soft tone. “It came to me, one after another. I know your kinks. You chose BDSM, submission, monster men, dragons, forced orgasms and romance. I know you live in a city named Boston but I don’t know where it is. I know you joined Lukken exactly two hundred and seventeen days ago but you are as you are now. I can see numbers next to attributes but I’m not sure what they mean. I can see your skills and how proficient you are but it confuses me.” 
 
    Kaylik pulled his head back and looked down into Lyssa’s green eyes, “I know that mysterious skill reached 100% and then changed to 1%. I cannot fathom why.” 
 
    Lyssa’s eyes shifted to the pulse in Kaylik’s neck, “I don’t know either. I thought maybe it was a special quest I could achieve but it doesn’t make sense you knowing those other details about me. I mean, you’re a virtual Non Player Character. How can you see those things?” 
 
    “Does it scare you?” Kaylik asked softly. 
 
    Lyssa looked up and grinned, “No, it doesn’t. Does it scare you?” 
 
    Kaylik paused before he spoke, “Yes, it does. I feel strange. I can sense a foreboding doom and I want nothing more than to leave. Some unseen force is keeping me here.” 
 
    Lyssa’s smile faded, “It’s the storyline. You need to finish it before the next part happens.” 
 
    Shadows covered Kaylik’s eyes, “My brother is going to kill me…again and again…” 
 
    Lyssa sat up and faced the dragon lying on his side, “Maybe not. If I can protect you then maybe we can break the cycle.” 
 
    “You said it yourself; no one has completed the second part of the quest.” 
 
    Lyssa gave the dragon lord a confident stare as she spoke, “Then tonight we are going to beat it.” 
 
    The sun disappeared behind the horizon. A flash of light filled the sky before the loving embrace of night curled along the Lukken sky. Music rose up in the distance as the celebration began. The mage and dragon lord looked to each other and smiled. 
 
    “It looks like your celebration has already started,” Kaylik grinned. 
 
    “Should we get dressed and join them?” Lyssa asked with bright eyes. 
 
    “It may be safer to be in the company of the party. But first before we go….” Kaylik reached over to a nightstand by the oversized bed. 
 
    Lyssa gazed on the lord with warm eyes. He dug around in a small drawer, fingers gliding along for something. The mage turned her head to the balcony. Stars began shining their heavenly light. Lyssa let out a deep cleansing breath when shadows moved along the stone balcony. Something black reached over and then another. Shrouded faces peeked over the railing, shiny black eyes reflecting torch and star light.  
 
    Lyssa’s smile melted away as one of her hands touched Kaylik’s shoulder and another touched her chest. The dragon lord looked up just as a robe appeared around Lyssa’s naked body. The dragon lord pulled his hand back, whispering arcane words. Clothes and light armor appeared over his body as the lord and mage stood up on the bed. Twin moons rose against the dark horizon, their light illuminating the thick shadows. 
 
    Large bodies moved silently over the edge and onto the balcony. The gleam of blades being drawn reflected in the moonlight. Kaylik sniffed at the air as the scent of trolls drafted in. Lyssa looked to the posts of the canopy bed. Her eyes focused on the ropes holding the curtain to the posts. With quick snatches, she pulled the ropes and the thick canopy curtains fell, obscuring any line of sight the enemy may have. 
 
    Bodies moved in, feet not making a sound. Some of the cloaked figures hefted up crossbows, arrow tipped bolts shining in the dim light. On mass the figures moved inside, black eyes on the shrouded canopy bed. Quick hand motions were made and the figures holding crossbows hefted them up, aiming at the still bed. A silent acknowledgment whisked through the room as burly bodies surrounded the bed. With a final head nod, blue fingers pulled triggers.  
 
    Crossbow bolts launched. A dozen bolts stabbed through the thick hanging fabric and disappeared on the other side. The intruders waited for any signs. With dead silence greeting them, the assassins reloaded and aimed. Another volley cut through the fabric and again, no sound returned. Assassins looked to one another in slight puzzlement before reloading. But this time, the ones carrying blades stepped closer. Blades held to chest level with the point out, the assassins stepped to the bed’s edge. One looked through a torn hole when a protective light barrier glowed and a human woman smirked. 
 
    Blades stabbed outward just as the last word of the incantation was uttered. The tips managed to touch the hanging fabric when a shockwave of power blasted outward. The force was so strong; it lifted every figure in the room and threw them backward. Several assassins went over the edge of the balcony while the rest hit the floor, pillars and walls. Furniture splintered and cracked against hard bodies as they rained down. The canopy bed fell to pieces as a blue dragon reared up, a mage at his feet with hands glowing. Crossbow bolts lay littered at their feet as the bed legs collapsed. 
 
    Before they could recover, the mage took a step forward and unleashed a magical maelstrom. Hands up, the mage chanted words and pointed fingers. Lightning blasted outward, striking an assassin. The bolt fried his body before the bolt burst forth and struck another and another. Three bodies shattered into greenish shards.  
 
    Crossbow’s aimed at the mage as she began another spell. Kaylik looked down, his form growing bigger. Opening his maw, he unleashed a stream of lightning. Another three assassins fired their crossbows before their bodies were cut in half and shattered to nothing. Lyssa spoke the last arcane word of the spell and the incoming arrows were knocked from the air. Chaos bloomed as the several assassins rushed the dragon and mage. An armored tail whipped around, separating an assassins head from his neck. Lyssa turned her hands to a troll airborne with a blade in his hands. He was aiming for the dragon when a lightning bolt knocked him from the air and sent him crashing into a pillar. 
 
    “The arrows and blades are poisoned! I will hold them off while you attack!” Lyssa shouted. 
 
    “Done,” The dragon said in a deep voice and opened his maw. 
 
    Lyssa took control of the very air as the spell activated, manipulating it to her will. Arrow bolts were pulled from midflight while air slammed into the back of heels and knees, knocking assassins off their feet. Energy poured into the dragon’s mouth as he aimed and unleashed. A stream of lightning shattered stone and large bodies as it streaked across the room. The display of power was terrifying as trolls attempted to dodge and flee but ultimately, they were blasted to broken shards. Kaylik continued his roaring rampage as he turned his neck, blasting away every figure and shadow in the room. The use of his breath weapon drained him the longer he fired. Weakness crawled into his heart and he clamped his snout shut. Lyssa counted over twenty when they first crawled over the side, now only seven remained.  
 
    “Leave now and keep your miserable lives or face the fate of your cohorts!” Kaylik bellowed. 
 
    The remaining assassins glared at the dragon and mage before charging. Kaylik and Lyssa unleashed a torrent of lightning attacks. The dragon exhaled another stream just as his wing sliced at an incoming troll assassin. The troll was knocked away and into the stream of lightning, shattering to pieces. Lyssa advanced, chain lightning striking a troll and then another and another. Their bodies fell and shattered to greenish light. The three-remaining launched into the air with blades held high. Kaylik blasted one with lighting breath while Lyssa blasted another with a lightning spell. The final one was within inches of the dragon when a tail flashed. The troll’s eyes widened as the top part of his body separated from the waist. Cracks appeared along both halves before bursting into a shower of light. 
 
    The battle ceased as smoke curled up from blackened stone and smoldering broken furniture. 
 
    “Did we win?” Lyssa asked with spells still at the ready. 
 
    The dragon was about to speak when an arrow darted through the room and sank into Lyssa’s shoulder. The mage stumbled back, hand clutching at the arrow shaft. Hit points drained as she gripped the shaft and pulled it out. Kaylik turned his keen eyes to the balcony. Vision adjusting, he watched as a troll stood on the roof of a tower, pulling another arrow from his quiver and notching it to the bow. Without a word, the dragon charged off the broken bed toward the balcony. With a flap of webbed wings, Kaylik launched himself into the air. 
 
    Lyssa was running to the balcony, shouting “Stay with me!” 
 
    Kaylik flew on as he opened his maw. The archer drew back the bow string as the blue dragon’s wings flapped. Letting out a small exhale, the archer released. The arrow sped through the air but a flash appeared. Lighting disintegrated the arrow and streaked on to the tower. The troll turned and jumped into the air as the lightning bolt struck the tower, shredding it to pieces.  
 
    The archer was free falling when a large, hand curled around his body and turned him around. Kaylik flapped his wings as his snout moved in closer to the struggling troll in his grasp. 
 
    “Is my brother behind this?” Kaylik asked with a deep growl. 
 
    The troll wiggled his hand to his belt, fingers curling around the pommel of a dagger. Kaylik growled as his dragon hand squeezed. The troll screamed before his body burst into shards of light. 
 
    Lyssa heard a loud “Bang!” and turned back to the room. The main door to the bedroom banged again before it blew off the hinges and hit the floor. Karrik stepped in with a sardonic smile. The mage whispered a few words and a glowing aura appeared around her body. Before she could whisper her next incantation, Karrik turned to her and opened his mouth. Lightning blasted out as the mage threw herself to the side to avoid it. The blast shattered the railing and chunks of stone fell to the streets below. 
 
    Kaylik turned back toward his room as he flapped his mighty wings. He stared as Karrik stepped in but Lyssa was nowhere to be seen. The dragon roared and pumped his wings toward the cracked balcony. Cloaked figures emerged from their hiding places on roofs below. Arrows gleamed as they were pulled back. A moment later, the trolls released.  
 
    Kaylik roared as arrows penetrated his soft underbelly. They penetrated his flesh to mid-shaft but the dragon ignored them as he barreled to the room. Terrible thoughts filled his mind as he rushed to Lyssa. 
 
    Lyssa stood up amid the smoke, aura glowing. Finishing her incantation, her fists burst into flames and raised them up.  
 
    Karrik let out a laugh, “Hand to hand with a dragon?” 
 
    “You don’t have a choice,” Lyssa growled. 
 
    The dragon in human skin let out a tired sigh before opening his mouth. Lightning blasted out, striking the mage’s aura and reflecting off. Karrik’s eyes widened to the size of saucers as his lightning breath veered off the mage and struck a pillar, shattering it to pieces. Mouth closing, he backed up as the mage rushed him. Lyssa pumped her legs to reach the backpedaling dragon and lashed out with flaming fists. Karrik blocked only to have the fire fist burn his sleeve and flesh underneath.  
 
    The dragon backed up, rubbing his burned arm, “How?” 
 
    “A lot of practice,” Lyssa smiled and charged.  
 
    Karrik backed up, dodging the mage’s strikes as his own body grew bigger. Shape shifting made him clumsy and Lyssa took full advantage of it. Flaming fists rained down on blooming scales. The dragon cried out as magical fire burned at him. Lyssa unleashed herself as her burning fingers took hold of a scale and pulled, ripping it off. There was a painful shout and a tail whipped around. The blue tail struck the mage’s aura and sent her flying sideways to the floor. 
 
    Kaylik crashed landed on the balcony and slid into the oversized bedroom. Eyes locked on his brother who had finished shifting to his true dragon form. The two wyrms eyed one another, snouts snarling and teeth showing. 
 
    Karrik looked down at the arrow shafts sticking out of Kaylik’s underside, “The poison should be entering your bloodstream.” 
 
    “Why, brother?” Kaylik snarled. 
 
    Karrik gave a serpent grin, “You don’t deserve a kingdom. Die so I can rule it in peace.” 
 
    “No brother, you will never rule,” Kaylik growled and charged. 
 
    Blue dragons crashed into one another, claws flashing and tails whipping. Sparks burst to life as talons raked across hard scales. Karrik opened his mouth and clamped down on Kaylik’s neck. The dragon roared but could not shake off the bite. Karrik allowed a charge to build in his throat before exhaling pure lightning. The bolt struck Kaylik point blank, blasting away scales and tearing dragon flesh.  
 
    Kaylik let out a sickening shout as his hand reached up with talons slashing at Karrik’s face. The younger brother released and pulled back, clutching at his bleeding snout. Kaylik centered his head and roared out a stream of lightning. The streak struck the younger dragon in the chest, sending his whole body sliding back and crashing into a wall. 
 
    Kaylik tried to pour on the lightning but weakness took hold. Mouth closing, the dragon stumbled forward as his vision lost focus. Karrik lifted his scaled body from the broken wall and grinned at his brother. Energy accumulated in the younger dragon’s throat as he opened his maw for a killing blow. 
 
    “Hey! Dragon breath!” 
 
    Karrik’s eyes shifted to the mage and his serpent eyes widened. By the destroyed bed, Lyssa stood by an open night stand. In her hands was a blue amulet as she put it over her head and around her neck. Karrik turned his head and screeched out a stream of lightning. Lyssa dove to the side as bolt ripped the destroyed bed in half. The mage rolled to her feet and pointed her hands. Incantations spilled from her lips as power from the amulet increased her mana pool and spell power. 
 
    Balls of fire filled the mages hands as she reared back an arm. Karrik took a deep inhale, energy glowing in his throat. Maw open, he prepared to blast out at the mage when a clawed hand wrapped around the younger dragon’s throat. Karrik choked on lighting, clawing at the hand gripped around his throat. Kaylik moved in close, his grip powerful and unwavering. 
 
    Lyssa hurtled a fireball and then another. The flaming orbs crossed the room and struck the struggling Karrik in the face. The explosions rocked the stone and crystal chamber as wild screeches filled the air. Kaylik moved his scaly face closer to his struggling sibling. Karrik’s face was blackened and charred, mouth gasping and one eye sealed closed. 
 
    “Stop this and I will let you go,” Kaylik hissed, weakness causing his hand to tremble around Karrik’s throat. 
 
    Karrik looked to his older sibling with one eye. The moment Kaylik’s hand loosened its grip, the younger dragon spit lightning. Lyssa was rushing forward as Kaylik pushed at Karrik’s throat. The lightning stream missed the elder dragon and blasted out chucks of stone from the ceiling. Karrik continued to defiantly blast out lightning as the older brother took hold of the dragon’s neck with both clawed hands. 
 
    “Forgive me…brother,” Kaylik whispered. 
 
    Muscles bulged under thick scales. Karrik’s eye widened as his lightning attack stopped and an inhuman scream filled the area. A terrible ripping assaulted Lyssa’s ears as she watched. Horror colored her eyes as Kaylik separated Karrik’s head with a sickening crunch. The younger dragon’s body cracked with light. The screaming stopped and the blue armored body shattered, falling to the floor in thick shards before bursting into the abysmal, greenish light. 
 
    Kaylik let out a sorrowful moan before collapsing to the floor. Lyssa rushed to his side, falling to her knees and taking hold of his pointed head. She cradled the dragon’s head in her lap and stroked his neck, eyes watering. 
 
    “You should have stayed by me,” Lyssa sobbed. 
 
    Kaylik let out a huff as he looked up into Lyssa’s eyes before shifting to the necklace around her neck, “The…Bright Storm…Amulet…suits you.” 
 
    “I can get a healer. I can…..” Lyssa trailed off. 
 
    The dragon’s mouth curled into a small smile, “This is my fate. I killed my brother and even…in self-defense….I would be sentenced to death….” 
 
    Kaylik groaned and the mage held him closer. 
 
    “The…poison they used…..fatal to my kind….” The dragon lord said with labored breath. “The trolls…..they have found ways to kill us…..please tell the other lords and ladies…..I fear they may try to wipe us out…” 
 
    “Kaylik…you can’t leave me…..” 
 
    The dragon looked to the beautiful mage as a tear rolled down her cheek, “Live well….beautiful mage. May we meet again…..” 
 
    Lyssa clutched at Lord Kaylik’s head as cracks of light appeared all over his body. The cracks grew longer until they engulfed his entire form. The mage held him close as he whispered a kiss and fell apart in her hands. Lyssa cried out as the last bits shattered in a flash and faded into the stone floor. A cold wind blew into the smoldering room as guards rushed down the hall. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Five 
 
    Thick shafts of light filled the middle of the crystal and stone throne room. A shadow touched the marble floor and the lord turned his head. Kaylik let a small smile slip as he witnessed a white dove flying past the immense windows. Wings flapped as the dove changed direction and flew off into the clear blue sky. 
 
    The dragon lord turned his attention back to the throne room. Guards lined up against the walls to the right and left of the cavernous chamber. Local nobles gathered to the right and left of the throne dais, discussing politics and gossip. The Hand stood in the middle, his eyes up with a stiff demeanor. Kaylik was happy to see his brother in such an important position as Hand. His organization skills were necessary to run a kingdom and his passion for order was unmatched. 
 
    The lord shifted in his seat as his gaze moved back to the large windows. A faint whisper of wanting filled his heart, a dream of leaving everything behind and seeing the world. It was a happy dream but not one for dragon royalty. Kaylik sat back on his throne, pushing away the childhood dreams and focusing on the kingdom. 
 
    The main doors to the opposite end of the chamber opened. Mouths ceased their gossip and eyes turned. Karrik lifted his head, eyes on the open doors. Kaylik watched as a lone woman stepped through. Her hair was red with blue streaks running from her temples and a blue rose perched in her ear. Her robe adhered to her nearly perfect body. Around her neck, a blue crystal amulet gleamed, inches from warm, inviting cleavage. The lord was stunned by her beauty and smiled as she crossed the throne room. The closer she stepped, the more he noticed the bright sadness in her eyes.  
 
    “Welcome traveler to Bright Storm castle!” 
 
    The Hand stepped forward, walking to the woman’s side. Karrik bowed to her before standing up to ask her name, the woman continued walking forward ignoring him. The Hand moved to her side but she shot him a dirty look and continued to the bottom of the dais steps. Karrik stopped following and looked to the human woman in puzzlement. 
 
    Kaylik gazed down at the beautiful woman as she stared at him, “Have you come to answer my call?” 
 
    The woman’s eyes lowered and she barely shook her head, “No my lord. I have come to see you and ask for a moment of your time.” 
 
    Kaylik eyed her and warmth filled his heart, “My ear and time is for the people. What brings you to my humble home?” 
 
    The woman shifted her feet a littler, eyes looking away as if trying to pick her words carefully. Returning the lord’s pleasant gaze, her heart firmed up. 
 
    “My name is Lyssa Spellfire…..Do you remember me?” 
 
    Kaylik’s eyes gazed upon the beautiful woman. Something familiar and comforting touched his mind but it quickly fell away.  
 
    “I must confess if we had met before, I would never forget such beauty. Sad to admit, this is our first meeting,” The dragon lord said with sorrow in his heart. 
 
    Lyssa’s lip trembled, “You don’t remember anything? You don’t remember how we met? You don’t remember giving me the Bright Storm amulet? You don’t remember how we became close?” 
 
    Kaylik’s bright demeanor dimmed as he stared at Lady Spellfire, “I truly wish I did, but I cannot say with certainty.” 
 
    Lyssa kept her gaze steady, “I stayed on the grounds, and have come back to this thrown room every day for the last four days, waiting for you to respawn. You came back today and….you don’t remember anything?”  
 
    Kaylik stood up, his hand over his heart, “I must apologize. I have no memory of a prior meeting or spending time together. Was it for a previous quest? Maybe it was connected with another dragon lord?” 
 
    Lyssa’s head bowed forward, shadows covering her eyes, “No, it was you.” 
 
    The woman lifted a hand and a fireball appeared. The nobles gasped as they retreated back. The guards pulled swords from sheaths. Karrik backed up as the mage stood motionless.  
 
    Kaylik kept his stance as he looked down to the mage, “Please, don’t do this. It is a crime in the dragon kingdoms. You will never be able to come back.” 
 
    Lyssa let an evil smile slip, “It is a crime to assault a dragon lord, lady or elder.” 
 
    The mage turned her attention to the Hand as he backed up, “But anyone else, is just a hefty fine.” 
 
    Karrik’s eyes widened, “Please my lady, there must be some kind of mistake.” 
 
    Lyssa eyed him long and hard, “No mistake.” 
 
    The mage shifted her body to face the back-stepping Hand, “Karrik Bright Storm will betray Lord Bright Storm again and again!” 
 
    Kaylik’s heart sagged in his chest, “These are serious accusations. Do you have any proof?” 
 
    The mage let out a small, insane laugh, “I don’t need proof. It will just happen. I know I can’t stop it but I will make sure he regrets it when he does it again.” 
 
    Karrik tried to speak to his own defense when the mage whipped her hand forward. The ball of fire crossed the distance between them. The Hand braced himself and just as the fireball was inches from him, it exploded. The force knocked the Hand to the floor, robes singed but no damage. Karrik raised his head and gave the mage an incredulous stare. 
 
    The guards moved on mass until the lord lifted a hand. They halted in their tracks. Karrik scrambled to his feet and darted through the guard ranks, hiding behind them. Lyssa eyed him with contempt before turning to the dragon lord.  
 
    “Lyssa Spellfire, I must ask you to leave,” Kaylik said with a quiver in his heart. 
 
    The mage nodded, “I know. I just have to say two things before I go. I love you, Kaylik Bright Storm. What we experienced together will haunt my dreams. The second thing, if you ever decide to be free from your kingdom and obligations, I will be travelling to the West. I could use a fellow explorer.” 
 
    Lyssa gave the dragon lord one last gaze, drinking in his handsome face before turning around and marching to the main doors. Guards turned and followed her, swords still drawn. 
 
    The mage walked with her head held high. Part of her swirled with embarrassment. Never had she spoken out loud like that in her entire life. Another part stormed with passion as she knew now that she could do it. Memories floated on as she stepped through the main entrance into a beautiful courtyard. On she walked with her escorts keeping a safe distance behind her. Mentally she called up her skill list. At the bottom were the three question marks and a 3% beside them. Over her stay in the castle, she watched as the percentage rose little by little. The time they spent together meant something and the mage smiled at their union, no matter how brief it was. 
 
    The main gates appeared and the mage continued her march. Lyssa touched the blue rose at her ear as she thought about the future. The west called to her with the promise of high adventure. The mystery of the skill she acquired would reveal its self with time. The player decided she wouldn’t worry too much about it until it neared a hundred percent. For now, she would keep to her quest and happy memories. 
 
    Lyssa stepped through the main gates and onto the road. The guards closed the gates behind her. The mage continued to walk the stone road before her, eyes to the southwest. 
 
    “When you’re ready, please come to me my blue dragon. You will always be welcomed in my heart,” Lyssa whispered to herself. 
 
    Sunlight bathed the lands in yellow light as doves swirled into the air, their song praising another day.    
 
    ~Fin~ 
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