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Prologue
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The teal dragon lifted its head. The effort was costly after many days without food or water. Still, through the brain-fog, it knew that something was... different. The men, with their lab coats and clipboards, were milling about as they normally did, huddled on the opposite side of the chamber. Even after all this time, they were afraid to get too close. The teal beast may not have its magic, it may be weak, but it still had teeth and claws. It could still cause harm. 

It sniffed the air, hoping its olfactory senses could tell it what was happening. All it could smell was the sterile scent of the stone walls and the barely contained fear of the men. There were nine of them that day. Nine smug, frightened bastards cooking up another way to torture the dragon. What will it be today? It wondered. Shock? Poisoned meat? Rip out a few more of my scales? 

Then it heard something strange. The clinking of metal. The rattling of chains. 

My chains! 

The teal dragon forced itself up onto its legs. Across the room, the men stopped talking. They turned to look at the dragon, curious at first, uncertain yet as to why it had risen. 

The rattling morphed into a rumble that started out low, almost as if it came from far away. Beneath the dragon, the stone floor began to shake. Above its head the ceiling cracked, showering it with a curtain of dust. 

The men just stood there, trying to stay upright, unsure what was happening. A few of them looked at the dragon, accusing it with their eyes. One of them tried to run to the door, but was pitched to the floor as the shaking grew more violent. No one attempted to help him, and before he could scramble back up to his feet, a large chunk of rock from the ceiling fell on him, crushing him as his companions looked on in horror. 

The dragon instinctively pressed itself against the wall to which it had been chained for sixteen years. If the ceiling collapsed, this would not save it, but it might lessen the damage. 

Dust and falling debris obscured the men from the dragon’s vision, but a sudden wave of fresh air and the screams of the men told it that that side of the room no longer existed. Peering through the cloud, it saw slivers of blue sky and the expanse of an ocean. The sight, the first glimpse of nature it had seen since it had been imprisoned in this fortress, brought tears to its one remaining eye. 

Suddenly, it felt itself start to fall. For a brief second, it thought it was free and began to unfurl its wings—a skill it almost forgot it possessed. Then, just as suddenly, it stopped falling; the chain around its neck tightening as the floor dropped out from under it while the wall continuing to hold. 

The dragon twisted around to face the wall. It scrambled to find purchase for its talons in the smooth stone. Flailing and screeching in desperation, it hung there, strangling at the end of the chain until it passed out. Finally, a last ferocious tremor shook the wall loose and the dragon tumbled 500 feet down into the cold ocean water. 

A mile out, the passengers and crew of a passing ship witnessed the destruction of the fortress. While the captain shouted orders, the crew scrambled to turn the bow into the oncoming waves. They couldn’t outrun them; this was their best chance of not being swamped and possibly capsized. 

On board were a group of six very large men, passengers who were supposed to be delivered to the same fortress they had just watched fall into the drink. The leader, far from being upset about the turn of events, told the captain to take them to the site. This was met with vehement resistance, and settled with a bag of gold. 

“We will recover dragon,” the leader said. 

This time, all it took to convince the captain was a slight tilt of the head and a single raised eyebrow. Accompanied by six hands on six sword hilts. 

It took most of the rest of the day, but eventually the teal dragon’s body was recovered and hoisted onto the deck of the ship. The six very large passengers worked into the night to revive the beast. 

“You should have let me die,” the teal dragon croaked when the passengers’ ministrations were finally successful. 

“Dying is not good,” the leader said. “Living is good. You live now! Where we should take you?”

“Take me to the nearest Boundary to Thraeh,” the dragon said. “Preferably one that goes to Epoh.”
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Chapter One  
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Princess Meg stood in front of her full-length mirror, admiring the dress she was wearing. The midnight-blue gown had belonged to her mother, Queen Alex. It was the same one Alex had worn the night Meg’s father had been crowned King of Epoh, and tonight Meg was wearing it to the grand ball in celebration of her, and her twin brother Hart’s, sixteenth birthday. The elegant gown, made of elven silk, hugged her diminutive figure like a second skin, only flaring slightly from the hips and falling to the floor in shimmering folds. 

Like her mother’s had been, Meg’s hair was a mass of unruly, blond curls; a halo of gold around her cherubic face. She had pinned it back with sapphire-studded combs that matched the simple sapphire pendant she wore around her neck. 

As she stared at her reflection, she wondered what her mother had been like. She’d heard the stories—all the stories—about King Arthur’s cute hippie girl wife and how the two of them had come from another world called Earth to rule the people of Epoh. But the stories were just stories, second-hand memories of a woman Meg only barely remembered and suddenly dearly missed right then. A knock on the door tore Meg away from her thoughts and she turned to greet her visitor. 

Meg’s lady’s maid, Renata, opened the door to let Prince Hart, Meg’s younger twin brother, enter the room.

“Look at you!” Hart exclaimed. He wasn’t used to seeing his sibling in a dress. “You are absolutely stunning, big sister!”

Meg smiled up at her tall and handsome brother. “You’re looking pretty spiffy yourself, little brother,” she said as she welcomed Hart’s affectionate embrace. “Is it time?”

“Almost,” Hart said. “Father asked if we could join him in his chambers before we head down to the great hall.”

Meg sighed. “Seriously? He’s going to make me climb two flights of stairs in these shoes?” She lifted the hem of her dress to reveal a pair of strappy heels that their Aunt Anayah had conjured up to match her dress. 

“I could carry you,” Hart offered, turning his back to her and squatting down.

And much to Renata’s horror, Meg hiked her skirts up above her knees, jumped onto her brother’s back and disappeared in a flurry of elven silk and gleeful teenage giggling.

“Harpur help us all!” Renata sighed as she watched Prince Hart piggy-back the future queen of Epoh down the hall toward the stairs. “I suppose I should just be happy that she agreed to put on a dress!”

“Who are you talking to?” 

Renata turned to see Lady Anayah and Sir Davynn approaching from the other direction and was pleased to see them decked out in grand finery. Anayah wore an emerald-green sheath that clung to her curves and complimented her bright, auburn hair, which fell in cascading waves to her waist. She was the epitome of beauty and grace. Her handsome husband, Davynn Willhart, looked sophisticated in a charcoal-grey tuxedo-like suit with a cummerbund that matched Anayah’s gown. Behind them, Alexa, nine, Brodie, seven, and young Caleb, just turned four, followed their parents. The children’s excitement at being allowed to attend the celebration was palpable and Renata couldn’t help but wonder at the wisdom of putting white shirts on the precocious little boys. Then again, Anayah was a witch. A snap of her fingers would take care of any stain her progeny was likely to decorate themselves with. 

“It appears that all my years of service to the princess have left me vexed to the point of talking to myself now,” Renata said with good humour. “That girl is a force to be reckoned with.”

“What has she done now?” Anayah asked with equal good humour. Then with some concern, she asked, “She did put on the gown, didn’t she?”

“Aye,” Renata confirmed. “She did. And with almost no complaint, I might add. I was beginning to wonder if I was dressing a changeling of some sort. Then Prince Hart arrived to escort her to King Arthur’s chambers and he carried her off on his back! Can you imagine?”

Anayah and Davynn both laughed. They could imagine. Being piggy-backed up the stairs was no surprise when it came to Meg. But Anayah would have to actually see the princess in a dress to believe it. 

“We are on our way up there as well,” Anayah said. “Would you mind watching these three for us for a while? We’ll fetch them again when we come back down for the party.”

“It would be my pleasure,” Renata assured the witch and the knight. “Come, children! Let’s wait for your parents in the library.”

With the little ones looked after, Davynn offered his wife his arm. “Or,” he said with a mischievous smile, “I could carry you up on my back.”

Anayah rolled her eyes. “Not in this dress.” She slipped her own arm through Davynn’s and together they proceeded to the king’s private chambers. 

They had just reached the last flight of steps when a tall, silver-haired elf came bounding up behind them. He was dressed in leaf-green leggings and an elaborately embroidered, matching vest under a tailored, grey, knee-length coat. A pair of dark-grey leather boots enveloped his feet and calves. He slapped Davynn on the back as he leapt ahead of the knight and his pretty wife, and kept going without a word.

“Good to see you, Sok!” Davynn called up after the elf. 

“Likewise!” Sok’s voice drifted back down the stairwell.

The knight and the witch continued on their way with a shake of their heads. They found the door to King Arthur’s private chambers open and, oddly, unguarded. Davynn, who was the captain of the guard, made a note to find out what happened to the sentries that were supposed to be keeping the king safe. Not that Arthur was in any imminent danger. The Kingdom of Epoh had not come under any real threat for centuries. But it was always better to be safe than sorry. Besides, the guards had come in handy once or twice when Arthur had found a spider in his rooms. He was a good king, but his bravery ended somewhat dramatically at eight-legged, creepy-crawly things. Davynn’s question about the guards was answered when he entered the main room and found them drinking ale with the king on the sofas. 

“What is this?” the knight demanded with a glower aimed directly at Arthur.

“Oh, relax, Davynn,” Arthur said. “I invited them in.”

Anayah placed a calming hand on her husband’s arm. “Let’s not get too caught up in protocol right now,” she whispered. 

Both of the guards drained their cups and returned to their posts outside Arthur’s rooms. Davynn closed the door on them and turned to Arthur. “You really need to stop treating your guards like they are your friends.” He felt another squeeze on his arm from Anayah, but ignored it. 

“And you need to lighten up!” Arthur smiled at his friend and raised his own cup to his lips. 

This time, Anayah’s warning squeeze included fingernails. Davynn flinched, but acquiesced. Sort of. “We’ll talk later.”

“Personally, I have given up on trying to get Arthur to behave like a proper king,” Sok said, pouring Davynn a cup of ale. “I think it has something to do with being from Earth that prevents him from understanding the importance of his role.”

“I think it has something to do with being practical,” Arthur replied. “Why do I need guards outside my door anyway?”

“Because I said so,” Davynn answered. 

Anayah rolled her eyes again and sighed. She snapped her fingers and conjured herself a cup of tea—even after all these years, there was never any tea available—as she turned to the young prince and princess standing next to the fire, seemingly in deep conversation. “Meg, you look wonderful!” Anayah announced as she approached. “And Hart, you are just too handsome!”

“Thank you, Aunt Anayah,” Meg said. She smiled brightly, but Anayah saw something in her eyes that belied her outward glee. 

“Thank you, Aunt Anayah,” Hart said with a slight bow. 

Anayah looked closely at the twins, but decided that now was not the time to probe into whatever was going on with them. “Tonight promises to be quite spectacular,” she said with a winning smile of her own.

“Indeed,” Hart agreed. “Meg and I are both excited to finally be coming of age.”

Meg’s face scrunched up in a grimace. Her hand strayed subconsciously to her hip, but the hilt of her sword was not there. Anayah watched the gesture with interest. 

“Don’t worry, big sister,” Hart said to his diminutive sibling, “Elanfoil is safe in the armory.”

Elanfoil was the name of the dwarven-forged sword that was gifted to Meg by the king of the dwarves to mark the auspicious occasion of her sixteenth birthday. King Röggenar was terribly fond of the twins and, in spite of Arthur’s resistance to the gesture, had forged swords for both the prince and the princess. While Hart had hung his, a blade named Arggengrayl, above the hearth in his rooms, Meg had immediately commissioned an intricately tooled-leather scabbard from the elves and had worn it proudly ever since. At her father’s request, albeit somewhat grudgingly, Meg had agreed not to wear it with her gown to the birthday celebration that night. 

When she realized that Hart had noticed that she had reached for her sword, Meg’s face flushed with embarrassment. “I know,” she said, averting her gaze from her brother’s amusement. “Just habit, that’s all.”

“Nothing is going to go wrong,” Hart assured her.

“Are you expecting something to happen tonight?” Anayah couldn’t help herself. She’d seen how serious the twins had seemed a moment before.

Meg appeared to consider how to answer. “No,” she said at last, again affecting a cheerful smile. “I’m sure everything will be just grand.”

Anayah smiled back and excused herself. She caught Davynn’s eye and nodded her head toward the door. When her husband extricated himself from some debate between Sok and Arthur and joined her in the hallway, he was hoping for a display of affection. Instead, he was greeted with pursed lips and hooded eyelids—and not in a good way.

“What did I do?” he asked, assuming the consternation was directed at himself.

“You didn’t do anything,” Anayah said. “I need you to keep an eye on the twins tonight.”

“Why?” Davynn asked, somewhat relieved that he wasn’t the reason for his wife’s displeasure.

“I’m not sure,” Anayah said. “But something is bothering Meg and it seems to have happened since she and Hart arrived up here. Just keep an eye on them both and if you see or hear anything strange, let me know.”

“Of course!” Davynn leaned in to kiss his wife and was rewarded with a quick peck on the lips. More may have been forthcoming, but right then two more arrivals showed up for the pre-party party.

Hiro, a Krist from the world of Mysturna, and Bon, an android from Earth’s future, glided around the corner on Hiro’s hover gilly, a telepathically controlled chariot of sorts, that he used to get around in. Standing only four feet tall, Hiro used the hover gilly to keep up with his much-longer-legged friends. Bon, one of those longer-legged friends, was a frequent passenger on the hover gilly. The two had grown to be nearly inseparable since coming to live in Epoh. Their bond was forged in Hiro’s laboratory, where they worked on science projects, mostly involving the marriage of technology and magic. For the past sixteen years, they had been trying to invent a hover gilly for the Epohian guards. But they had yet to find a way to enable the non-magical human guards to effectively make use of an essentially magical vehicle. 

To both Anayah and Davynn’s surprise, the Krist and the android had foregone their usual grey robes in favour of something a little more daring. Hiro was dressed in purple and gold stripes. Bon was sporting a rather dashing tartan kilt and tam, complete with a leather sporran. 

“Why are you wearing a skirt?” Davynn blurted when Bon stepped down from the hover gilly.

“It’s not a skirt,” Anayah explained. “It’s a kilt.”

“Looks like a skirt to me,” Davynn said. “What’s the difference?”

“Kilts are worn on Earth by...” Bon began, but was interrupted before he could fully educate the knight on traditional Scottish attire. 

“It’s an Earth thing,” Anayah said to her confused husband. “I’ll explain it all to you later. Bon, you look amazing! I’ve always thought kilts were rather sexy.”

Bon, who normally resembled Obi-Wan Kenobi in his typical monotone grey robes tilted his head to one side. “I was not trying to be sexy.”

Anayah laughed. “Still,” she said, “if you weren’t an android, I guarantee you’d have the ladies swooning.”

“I’m not wearing a kilt!” Davynn asserted, sensing his wife’s imagination was taking flight.

“We’ll see!” Anayah said, patting her horrified husband on the cheek before sidling back into Arthur’s private chambers. 

“Perhaps these costumes were not the best idea,” Bon said quietly to Hiro.

“Perhaps not,” Hiro agreed with his signature giggle, looking down at his own brightly-coloured robes. “I can’t believe she thought your kilt was sexier than this.”

Davynn shook his head in disbelief and followed Anayah. 

“Oh, good...” Arthur began when he saw the hover gilly glide through the door. Then he took in how Hiro and Bon were dressed. “Orhowyn’s eyeballs! What are you two wearing?”

Everyone in the room stopped talking and turned to look at the Krist and the android. Meg had to clamp her hand over her mouth to keep from laughing. Hart’s jaw dropped toward the floor. Sok’s eyeballs nearly popped out of his head. 

“Is that a kilt?” the elf asked as he approached Bon.

“It is,” Bon confirmed. “How is it you know about kilts?” 

“Harpur wore one once. I thought he had lost his mind, but when he explained what it was... Well, I thought it was pretty sexy.”

“I don’t know which is more disturbing,” Arthur began, “Harpur wearing a kilt, or you thinking Harpur looked sexy in one.”

Harpur Diggins was, at one time, the Dragon Lord of the Kingdom of Epoh. To all intents and purposes, he had died shortly after Meg and Hart were born, killed by a challenger who had subsequently abandoned the kingdom a few months later. While it was not common knowledge that dragons possessed complex magic, most of those gathered that day in Arthur’s private chambers remembered their friend in both his dragon and human guises. Only Meg and Hart had no real recollection of the great purple dragon and all that he had sacrificed for Arthur; they only had the stories that Arthur, Sok, Anayah, Davynn, Hiro and Bon told them. But those stories had become like memories and neither of the twins could imagine the gruff and surly Harpur in anything resembling a skirt. 

“I didn’t say that I thought Harpur was sexy in a kilt. I said that I thought kilts were sexy,” Sok said defensively. 

Arthur turned to his senior advisor and best friend. “Your only experience with kilts was one wrapped around Harpur, right?”

“Right.” Sok nodded.

“So, how did you make the mental leap from that image to the general conclusion that kilts are sexy?”

“Anayah!” Sok said, waving his hand to encompass all the males in the room.

Without hesitation, the witch snapped her fingers and everyone, save herself and Meg, were dressed in full Scottish regalia. 

“Ak!” Davynn squealed as he leapt behind a chair to hide himself. “Anayah, get his off me!”

“Yep,” Meg said with a droll lilt in her voice, “that’s pretty sexy.”

“I like it!” Sok said enthusiastically.

“Me too,” Hart agreed. Then he slapped Meg’s hand away from the hem of his kilt. “Stop that!”

“I just wanted to see what you are wearing under there,” Meg said with a smirk.

“I have to admit, it’s not half bad,” Arthur chimed in. “But some shorts would be prudent, Anayah. If you don’t mind.”

Anayah shrugged and snapped her fingers. “Is that better?” she asked, receiving nods from everyone but Davynn.

“I’d prefer to have my pants back,” the knight snapped.

“Oh, come on, Davynn,” Arthur said, “be a sport. You have to admit that they are comfortable.”

Davynn sighed. “Fine! But if anyone makes a crack about this at the ball...”

“Yeah, yeah,” Anayah said dismissively. “Are we ready to go down to the hall?”

“Not yet,” Arthur said. “We’re still waiting for King Röggenar and Elder Dhonna to arrive. I invited them to come up for a toast before the festivities begin.”

While they waited for the dwarf king and the elven guild master to arrive, Arthur, Sok and Hart compared notes on the virtues of kilt-wearing. Davynn, however, was trying to figure out how to sit in a skirt, something that was proving to be extremely awkward for the masculine knight. No matter how he arranged his legs, he felt either prissy or exposed. At last, he resolved not to sit down for the duration of the celebration. Hiro and Bon discussed making kilts their usual attire and Anayah and Meg watched it all in abject amusement. 

At last, the door opened and a tall elf wearing a sparkling, gold kaftan between her shock of shortly-cropped, crimson hair and bare feet entered accompanied by a short, stalky, elaborately bearded dwarf wearing a leather jerkin emblazoned with jewels over leather pants tucked into leather boots. An enormous gold amulet hung from a thick, gold chain around his neck. 

“No one told me we were cross-dressing for the occasion,” King Röggenar said by way of a greeting.

“Ah, Röggenar! Welcome!” Arthur said. “What do you think of our fine new kilts?” The King of Epoh actually did a pirouette in front of the dwarf. 

Davynn planted his face in his palm and swore under his breath. 

“Harpur’s heaving haunches!” Elder Dhonna exclaimed. “Have you all gone mad?”

“Not at all!” Arthur replied. “These were Bon’s idea. On Earth kilts are often worn at special occasions.”

“Well, I’m not wearing one,” Röggenar announced with gruff finality. 

“Your loss!” Arthur said. “Come, let me pour you some ale.”

“If Röggenar doesn’t have to wear one, I don’t either,” Davynn said, trying to sound as gruffly final as the dwarf had. 

Anayah decided that she had pushed her husband as far as she dared. She snapped her fingers and returned Davynn’s tuxedo. 

“Thank you,” the knight said, wondering how he was going to have to pay for not playing along. Then he sat down on the sofa feeling comfortable, but not altogether at ease.

Arthur poured King Röggenar a cup of ale and then made sure everyone else’s cups were filled as well. Now that everyone was there, it was time for the toast he’d planned to commemorate his children’s shared sixteenth birthday. He stepped to the hearth and beckoned Meg and Hart to join him. When the twins were positioned on either side of him, he raised his cup and cleared his throat.

“Sixteen years ago, these two wonderful young people came into our lives. Since then, they have brought endless joy to this old castle. It has been such a privilege watching them grow and learn and become the wonderful adults that stand before us now.” Arthur turned to his daughter. “Meg, you are amazing. You’re smart and funny and about the best damned archer the royal guard has ever known. Am I right, Davynn?”

Davynn nodded. “She split four arrows dead center yesterday!”

Meg bowed with a flourish of pride. 

Arthur turned to Hart. “And you, my son, you are incredible! Every day, I see you making life better for all the people of Colwygshire and beyond. Your mother predicted you would become a scientist only hours after you were born. I only wish she could be here with us now. She would have been as proud of you both as I am. 

“To Meg and Hart, the apples of my eye. I love you both so much!”

“To Meg and Hart,” the others echoed before tipping their cups and drinking to the royal twins. 

Sok stepped forward and bowed to the prince and princess. “Live long and prosper!”

While the others confirmed the elf’s sentiment, Arthur’s eyebrows shot up in surprise. “How very Vulcan of you, Sok. Where did you hear that term?”

“What do you mean? What is a Vulcan?” The elf sensed he had stumbled upon yet another Earthism from Arthur’s past.

“It’s not a bad thing,” Arthur said. “Live long and prosper is a Vulcan blessing of sorts. I haven’t heard it since before I came to Epoh. It just surprised me to hear you say it.”

Sok wanted to move on; these kinds of things often led to confusion. But he couldn’t help himself. “Vulcan is a country on Earth, right?”

“Not exactly,” Arthur said. “It’s a fictitious planet from the Star Trek series. But with your ears, you’d fit right in!” 

“So, there are no real Vulcans?” Sok probed. He had a vague understanding of the thing Arthur called television, but it still baffled him that Arthur seemed to identify with the make-believe entities that were represented on it.

“No, there are no real Vulcans,” Arthur confirmed. “Although, there is a town not far from where I come from...”

Sok held up his hand. “Stop. I don’t want to know. I’m sorry I said anything.”

Arthur laughed at his senior advisor. “Don’t be, Sok. It was really very touching.”

A knock at the door drew everyone’s attention. Arthur excused himself to go and answer it. When he opened the door, one of the guards put an envelope in the king’s hand. 

“From Berryl, I believe, Sire,” he said, peeking over Arthur’s shoulder at the ale table. 

“Thank you,” Arthur said and closed the door again. 

He looked at the wax seal on the back of the envelope and knew immediately that whoever sent the enclosed missive, it was definitely not Berryl, a member of the city council and former advisor to the Athur’s predecessor, King Gnik. The wax was teal in colour, for one thing, and instead of a calligraphic B, the embossed image was a dragon. Arthur opened the envelope and removed the folded vellum containing a short note...


Dearest Arthur;

Meet me in your chambers after the entertainment starts tonight. I have a plan to bring Harpur back to Epoh.

Morgaine Fayle


Arthur gasped.

“What is it, Father?” Hart asked, seeing the confusion on Arthur’s face.

“Nothing,” Arthur said. “It’s nothing to be concerned about.” He returned the note to the envelope and then tucked it into his sporran. “I think it is time we all headed down to the great hall. Finch will skin us alive if we let dinner get cold.”

Not a single person in the room with Arthur believed that the note was nothing to be concerned about. But only Bon noticed the twins suddenly touch their foreheads as if they had felt something hot between their eyes. While the others, focused on Arthur as they were, began to file out of the room, the android moved closer to the twins.

“You feel it, too, don’t you?” Meg whispered to her brother. 

Hart forced his hand away from his face. “Let’s just go down to the hall and enjoy the party. We’ll figure this out later.” He offered his sister his arm and escorted her into the hallway and down the stairs. 
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Chapter Two
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The great hall was filled to capacity with people from all across the kingdom. Elves, dwarves and humans mingled throughout the vast space, sharing stories, renewing acquaintances, eagerly anticipating the arrival of the twins so that they might all acknowledge the coming-of-age of the prince and princess. The only race that was not represented at the celebration was the Fae; they preferred to keep to themselves. And the elves preferred it that way. The long-standing rivalry between the elves and the Fae remained at a precarious standoff. Where the elves considered the Fae to be unnatural abominations, the Fae simply resented the elves for thinking so. As far as Arthur was concerned, the Fae were strange and unpredictable beings, and it was better for everyone if they just stayed in their territory and didn’t bother anyone. 

There were, as far as anyone was aware, no dragons present either. 

Had Harpur Diggins been alive, he, of course, would have been there to help usher Meg and Hart into adulthood. But he was long dead, killed by Karrys Evergreen shortly after the twins had been born. It had taken Arthur a long time to accept the demise of his friend, but now, with the words on the note he’d received burning in his brain, he had an inexplicable, nagging feeling that he should remember something more about Harpur’s death.  

As they entered the great hall, Arthur couldn’t help but scan the crowd for the hulking form of Harpur Diggins in his human guise, a giant of a man standing well over six feet tall with skin the colour of poisonwood, violet eyes and a neatly trimmed beard as black as pitch. He was rarely seen without his top hat and ascot, perfectly knotted and pinned with a large amethyst brooch. For years he had carried an ornate walking stick, but that had been lost during a desperate fight to kill three wraiths that were terrorizing Colwygshire under the directions of the murderous Edlyngton Bloomregaard, who had killed King Gnik and attempted to usurp the crown. The precious cane had never been found and Harpur, for reasons unknown, had never replaced it. 

Not seeing anyone that even remotely resembled Harpur Diggins, Arthur didn’t know whether to feel disappointed or relieved. It had been sixteen years since Harpur had lost the challenge to Karrys and, if he had somehow survived, Arthur was uncertain that he would be able to forgive the dragon for abandoning the kingdom, which was now under the lordship of a bronze dragon named Glynnis Warwyrm. 

For the most part, Glynnis Warwyrm left the peoples of Epoh alone. He had no interest in what the four races did as long as they also left him alone. After Karrys Evergreen had inexplicably left Epoh, the dragons had held a contest to appoint a new Dragon Lord to the kingdom and Glynnis had killed eight other dragons to win the title. It had been argued that Harpur’s twin sons, Framanjesk and Phiercesten, should inherit Epoh and rule it jointly, but in the end, it was decided that Harpur would not have been pleased to see his sons given a kingdom to rule that they hadn’t earned. Neither of them had put their names in to compete in the contest either, knowing that they would have to fight against each other at some point. 

And so, Glynnis Warwyrm sent eight other magnificent dragons to their deaths for the privilege of ruling over Epoh and had accepted the terms set out by the Dragon Council to allow the four races that Harpur had welcomed into the kingdom to live there under his protection. He had rather hoped that the elves and the Fae would go to war and annihilate each other, taking the dwarves and humans with them. He could have used that as an excuse to exile them all, but, to his great chagrin, the races remained settled in mutually beneficial cooperation with one another, and he was left charged with their general protection. Every once in a while, however, he would grow bored and burn some crops or steal some livestock, but he always gave fair warning and never broke his vow to keep the people safe. 

Still, it was always disconcerting when the great, bronze beast would assert his sovereignty and wreak havoc in the kingdom. There wasn’t much the people could do about it, other than to get out of his way and hope that he didn’t cross the line. Since his appointment as Dragon Lord, only three humans and one elf had been killed during his raids, and they had all been foolish enough to vainly try to stop him. 

Arthur took his seat at the head table while the others all followed suit. Two chairs remained empty. One to Arthur’s immediate right in honour of Queen Alex, and one to Meg’s immediate left in honour of Harpur Diggins. This practice was Arthur’s way of ensuring that his cute hippie girl wife and the Dragon Lord who had brought him to this world were never forgotten. While many had hoped that Arthur would take a new wife and Alex’s seat would be filled, the two empty chairs had become an accepted, albeit heartbreaking, reminder of the love the King of Epoh held for these two special people. For Arthur, there could never be replacements for Queen Alex and Harpur Diggins and the chairs would stay empty as long as he wore the crown.

As the festivities progressed through a lavish dinner and the requisite speeches, Arthur continued to scan the crowd for the possible author of the note in his sporran. No one among those gathered in the great hall stood out in any significant way. He didn’t know everyone there personally, however, and that did not help him in singling out a plausible suspect, until the entertainment started and a striking, raven-haired woman wearing an eye patch and dressed in teal leggings and a split-tail jacket caught his eye. The woman wore a top hat with a purple hat band and a cream-coloured ascot, pinned with a large amethyst brooch. She was sitting at the back of the room near the door and, at once, Arthur felt a sense of familiarity. When she stood and moved toward the exit, he followed her with his eyes. Before she left, she turned and smiled at Arthur, tipping her hat and nodding at him. Just like Harpur might have done. 

Arthur’s breath caught in his throat. He jumped from his chair and excused himself from the table, saying that he had to visit the loo. No one in the crowd noticed the king leaving, but the entire head table watched with suspicion as he ran out of the hall, not toward the water closet next to the kitchens, but toward the stairs that lead up to the south tower where his private chambers were located. There was no need for discussion, one-by-one they made their own excuses and followed Arthur’s egress from the great hall. 

When Arthur reached his private chambers, he finally understood the value of having guards at his door. “Do not, under any circumstances, allow anyone to enter my rooms,” he ordered the two bored sentries. “Do you understand?”

“Yes, sire,” the watchmen said in tandem. “Is there a problem, sire?”

The only problem Arthur could think of was keeping Anayah from zapping herself into his chambers once she and the others figured out that he hadn’t gone to the loo. He would have to ward the room and hope it kept her out long enough for him to find out who this Morgaine Fayle was, and what she wanted. 

“I just need some time to myself for a while,” he answered. “It’s been an emotional day.” 

The two guards exchanged sardonic looks. “Indeed, sire,” said the guard on the left. “We won’t let anyone in.”

“What if it’s Sok?” the other guard inquired.

“Especially if it’s Sok!” Arthur ordered. Then seeing the look of dread at having to face Sok’s anger at being denied entry, he added. “I will lock the door from the inside as well. Try to convince them that I didn’t come up here.”

With that, the King of Epoh entered his rooms and closed and locked the door, leaving the guards to wrestle with their orders. He was about to cast a warding spell to prevent anyone else from entering magically when he was startled by a voice behind him. 

“I’ve already done that.”

Arthur spun around to find the raven-haired woman from the great hall sitting in a wing chair next to the sofas. The same chair that Arthur usually sat in. The same chair that Harpur Diggins had always sat in when he was alive. 

Arthur approached his guest, studying her closely. She was indeed a striking woman. Her complexion was pale in contrast to her ebony locks and her unpatched eye was a deep sapphire-blue, flecked with violet. Her elbows rested on the arms of the chair and he noticed that the fingernail on her left index finger was, unlike the others, marbled with a streak of black. 

“I know you from somewhere,” Arthur said, trying to remember where he’d seen this woman before.

The woman nodded, but said nothing else. 

Arthur reached into his sporran and retrieved the note. “Morgaine Fayle, I presume?”

“For now, that will do,” Morgaine said. “Sit down, Arthur.”

Arthur frowned at the directive. He wanted to rebel, but something made him acquiesce. “Harpur is dead,” he announced, deciding to cut to the chase. He tossed the note onto the low table between them.

“Not exactly,” Morgaine said. “Tell me, Arthur, what do you remember about my... uh, Harpur’s death?”

Arthur frowned at the bizarre correction. “Just that Harpur was weak from having lived in human form for so many years on Earth and that he was challenged by another dragon named Karrys Evergreen. He lost the challenge and was killed. Then, a few months later, she imprisoned two of my friends in her lair and then just disappeared from Epoh, never to be seen again.”

“That’s all you remember?” Morgaine probed.

“What more is there? It was awful. I don’t like to talk about it.” Arthur squirmed uncomfortably. He sensed that there was much more to the woman sitting across from him than met the eye. And, quite frankly, what met the eye was a lot. 

“I appreciate that,” Morgaine said with a rueful smile. “So, no one has ever offered an explanation for what happened to Karrys Evergreen?”

Arthur considered his answer carefully. “Well, Sok, my senior advisor, has always believed that Harpur wasn’t actually killed in the challenge. He continually tries to convince us that Harpur somehow managed to take over Karrys’ body and is alive and well, probably living on Whyte Avenue... That’s a street in a city on Earth where I came from originally. But that’s just Sok being Sok. He’s got quite an active imagination. Besides, if Harpur was still alive somehow, he would never have abandoned us like that.”

Morgaine nodded. Her rueful smile faded at the accusation. “The elf is far more perceptive than is good for him sometimes,” she said. 

Again, Arthur frowned. “How do you know Sok? And what do you mean by more perceptive?”

“We’ll get to that,” Morgaine said. “And Bon has never said anything to you about... that time?”

The frown deepened. “How do you know Bon? And what would he have told me? He doesn’t remember anything more than the rest of us do.”

Morgaine stood up and went to the table next to the balcony doors. “Ale?” she offered. She didn’t wait for Arthur to reply; she filled two cups and handed one to Arthur before walking over to the bookcase against the wall separating the sitting room from Arthur’s bed chamber. She scanned the titles until her eyes settled on an unassuming book, which she pulled from the shelf. Sitting down again in the wing chair, she started to open the book. “Arthur, there’s something I have to show you...”

Before she could continue, a cacophony of shouting broke out in the hallway outside Arthur’s chamber door. 

“Open this door immediately!” Sok’s voice penetrated the thick oak portal as if it wasn’t there. 

“King Arthur is not here,” one of the guards said in a quaking voice.

“He left orders not to let anyone in,” the other guard said, sounding only slightly more assertive.

“I don’t care!” Sok shouted. “Open this door!”

Morgaine’s smile returned. “Some things never change, do they?” 

It was obviously a rhetorical question, so Arthur didn’t bother to reply. 

“Let’s go somewhere a little more private,” Morgaine said, standing up and beckoning him to do the same. 

Arthur stared at the mottled fingernail. Where do I know her from? he wondered. He stood up as well, assuming he was about to be zapped away from the castle and let Morgaine place her hand on his shoulder. Just as they disappeared in a plume of teal smoke, he heard Anayah’s voice, “The room has been warded. I can’t zap us in!”

A moment later, Arthur found himself standing in a small cave high on a mountain top overlooking Braydon Wood from the south. He moved to the entrance and looked out, but quickly stepped back. A shear drop invoked his vertigo and he pushed himself against the back wall, needing to feel its solidity. Several minutes passed before he could open his eyes again.

“Still afraid of heights?” Morgaine asked. “I should have warned you.”

“Where are we?” Arthur croaked.

“We are in a cave above the Fae Lands,” Morgaine said. “More importantly, we are where no one is likely to disturb us.”

Arthur wished he’d brought his ale with him. “You were going to show me something...”

“I was,” Morgaine confirmed. “But we might as well get comfortable. This might take some time.”

Morgaine snapped her fingers and two purple velvet wing chairs appeared. She gestured, inviting Arthur to make himself comfortable, so he forced himself away from the cave wall and took a seat across from the mysterious woman who held the book she’d taken from his rooms out to him. 

Arthur studied the cover. “The Gargoyles of Rednow,” he read the title. “Did you bring me here to read a book?”

“Open it,” Morgaine said. 

Arthur frowned at the raven-haired woman. “You do realize that tonight is my children’s birthday celebration. I’d rather not waste it reading about gargoyles. I think you should take me back to the castle now.”

“Open it,” Morgaine repeated. “I think you will find it most interesting.”

Arthur’s frown deepened, but he opened the book, hoping that whatever this nonsense was all about would be revealed quickly so he could return to Meg and Hart’s birthday party. As he lifted the thick, leather-bound cover, a sheaf of folded papers slipped out from between the pages. A sudden jolt of familiarity shot through Arthur as he unfolded the papers. Recognizing his own hand writing, he looked up at Morgaine.

“What is this?” he asked. 

“Read it,” Morgaine said. 

Trepidation seeped into Arthur’s veins and sent a shiver down his back. He started to read the lengthy missive, a sense of awe and horror filling him as he took in a most fascinating tale of things that simply could not have happened. When at last he reached the end, he looked up, once again, at Morgaine.

“I don’t understand.” His voice was barely a whisper. 

“Harpur knew his end was coming when he saw me in court one day,” Morgaine began, filling the gaps in the dispatch Arthur had just read. “He left to go see Elder Dhonna, whom he had convinced to help him put an elaborate plan into action. He had hoped to keep his plan a secret—at least as long as possible—but his friends sensed that something was amiss and would not give up trying to help him. You, Arthur, had the foresight to record everything you knew and hide it in that book before Harpur erased your memory.”

All at once, Arthur remembered everything. It had all begun with Morgaine Fayle appearing in court one day, and Harpur sneaking out as if to avoid her. The dragon-wizard’s strange behaviour had puzzled Arthur and Sok at the time, but then Harpur Diggins often behaved oddly. They had been concerned, though not overly at first. 

Later, Arthur had met with Morgaine Fayle, who told him that she was interested in acquiring property in Epoh. While he believed she wanted to buy land, she was, in fact, the dragon Karrys Evergreen, come to challenge Harpur for rulership over the kingdom. And Arthur had written it, and everything that transpired during the following weeks, down so that if Harpur did erase his memory, he would still know what had happened. The problem was that Arthur hid the pages in a book so unfathomably dull, he never found it again. 

“So, you’re...” Arthur couldn’t bring himself to say it.

“I am,” Morgaine said. 

Arthur’s mind was reeling from the revelation he’d just been privy to, emotions ricochetting off every corner of his mind. Relief. Excitement. Anger. Fear. Disbelief. They all vied for dominance over his psyche. The only one that couldn’t quite make it into the mix was acceptance. 

Morgaine watched Arthur carefully. Expecting another of his infamous meltdowns, she was prepared to knock him out if she had to. But Arthur was so overwhelmed with the knowledge that Harpur Diggins was actually still—sort of—alive, he skipped the meltdown altogether and sat in his chair in catatonic withdrawal. The dragon-wizardess was left not knowing what to do next, or how to get him out of it. She elected to let his dazed state run its course until, eventually, Arthur blinked and sat up straight.

“What are we going to do?” he asked. 

“Are you okay?” Morgaine countered.

“I’m not sure,” Arthur admitted. “Part of me wants to punch you in the face.”

“I wouldn’t recommend that,” Morgaine said with a smile. “But perhaps I should be thankful to be trapped in a woman’s body.”

“Perhaps you should,” Arthur said, though he was almost certain that even if Harpur Diggins was in his usual human guise, he would not be brave enough to punch the dragon-wizard in the face. “But you haven’t answered my question.”

Morgaine sighed. She stood up and walked to the back of the cave, stopping near the spot where Arthur had been pressed against the wall earlier. She waved her hand and an aperture open up in the rock. From it, Morgaine retrieved a golden chalice with a large amber stone embedded into its side. She handed it to Arthur.

“Harpur’s holy heartbeat!” Arthur jumped out of his chair and held the Amber Chalice up to examine it. Then he turned, ashen-faced and hopeful, to Morgaine. “It really is you, isn’t it?”

Morgaine nodded. Then she braced herself for Arthur’s abrupt embrace. 

“This is so weird!” Arthur sobbed as he held onto his long-lost friend. “You’re a...”

“Yes, I think that’s obvious,” Morgaine said, extricating herself from Arthur’s arms. “And weird is an understatement.”

“Where have you been? Why did you leave us?” Arthur’s excitement was palpable. But before Morgaine could respond, his demeanor shifted radically away from glee to anger. “Let me rephrase that! Where the hell have you been all this time? How could you just abandon us like that?”

Morgaine had been expecting this. Sooner or later, Arthur was going to lose it and she knew that this was likely just the beginning of a doozy of a meltdown! “Sit down, Arthur, and let me explain.”

“Explain? Explain what? That you duped us all into helping you survive a challenge so you could take off and leave us for sixteen years. Sixteen years, Harpur! And not a single word in all that time. Did you ever even consider what that was like for us? Did you even think about how hard it was for us to lose you?”

“It was hard for me too, Arthur. Please sit down and let me...”

“Don’t you dare tell me to sit down!” Arthur started backing away from Morgaine.

“Arthur, stop,” Morgaine said, her eyes widening in alarm.

“You stop!” Arthur shouted. “How could you do this to us?” He backed farther away.

“Arthur, please stop...”

But it was too late. Arthur took another step backward and fell out of the cave. His terrified screams echoed off the mountainsides.

Morgaine had no choice but to follow the shrieking king. She leapt through the cave entrance and, as soon as she was clear of the small opening, transformed into the teal dragon, Karrys Evergreen, once again. She spotted Arthur, flailing and screeching, dangerously close to the steep cliff. Worse, though, he had let go of the chalice. She watched it bounce of the rockface, splitting into two pieces on impact. 

“Orhowyn’s balls!” Karrys groaned as she dove straight down after Arthur. “At least he had the good sense to wear shorts under his kilt.”

She had to get beneath him and turn her belly to the mountain to catch him. She reached out with her left hind foot and caught Arthur as she pumped her wings to keep herself from smashing into the rocks and crushing him. With her right foot, she pushed off the cliff and spun her huge body around to gain altitude again. The moment Arthur felt her talons pluck him out of the air, he passed out and hung limply in her grasp. 

Karrys’ first priority was to get somewhere safe. In dragon form, Glynnis could very well sense her presence and come looking for her. The last thing she needed right then was a confrontation with the ruling dragon of Epoh. Had they been in the north, she would have crossed the mountains into the plains, but the mountains in the south bordered on two other kingdoms, both of which were also ruled by dragons who would not welcome Karrys either. If she was recognized, she’d have to explain her whereabouts over the past sixteen years, and that was not part of the plan. Not yet. 

Her best bet was to find somewhere to land and transform, then zap them back to the cave. Karrys circled to her left and headed toward a plateau that was large enough for her to land on. The moment she touched down, she transformed back into Morgaine and lifted Arthur, still unconscious, over her shoulder. With a snap of her fingers, she zapped them both to the safety of the small cave and laid the inert king down on the ground. 

“You’re still a bit of an idiot, aren’t you?” she said aloud, though her words fell on unconsciously deaf ears. “You better hope that your new Dragon Lord didn’t sense me here.”

While she waited for Arthur to come around, she called the pieces of the Amber Chalice from where they had fallen at the bottom of the cliff. To her dismay, she discovered a crack in the amber stone that was embedded into the side of the cup. For centuries, it had contained the essence of a Fae girl who had been killed by elves. But now, that essence had been freed and the spirit of Willow, the Fae girl, was loose somewhere in Braydon Wood. All Harpur could do about that at the moment was hope that she remained in her ethereal form and did not take on a body of any kind. As for the Amber Chalice itself, it was now useless, a relic that could neither help nor harm. Karrys tossed the pieces to the ground and bent to revive Arthur from his stupor.

The king groaned and opened his eyes. “Am I dead?”

“No,” Morgaine answered, “but you should be. Seriously, Arthur, you really do need to get your fits of pique under control.”

Arthur sat up and rubbed the back of his neck. “In my defense, I have every right to be pissed off at you.” 

“Actually, you don’t,” Morgaine said. “And if you had just let me explain, you would have known that. Instead, you had to go off halfcocked and nearly get yourself killed. Not to mention the danger you put us both in by making me transform. If Glynnis sensed my presence here, he will come looking for me.”

Morgaine moved to the entrance and scanned the sky for any sign of Glynnis Warwyrm. She was relieved to see none, but she still felt the urgent need to get out of Epoh as soon as possible. 

“Well, are you going to explain where you’ve been and why you abandoned us, or not?” Arthur crawled farther away from the entrance and sat with his back to the cave wall. Having got his memories back, he needed to know what had kept Harpur from returning for so long, but he also needed to let the adrenaline rush pass.

“I was in prison,” Morgaine said quietly. She moved away from the entrance of the cave and settled on the ground next to Arthur.

Arthur let that sink in for a moment. “Like dragon prison? The dragons found out what you did?”

“Yes,” Morgaine said, “and no. I was imprisoned, but not here—on Thraeh.”

“Where, then?”

“After I left Epoh, I went back to Earth. I needed time to figure out what to do. Long before Karrys challenged me, I had planned on using the Amber Chalice to transfer my soul into my challenger’s body. I would continue to rule over Epoh and protect you and Alex... I’m sorry about Alex, Arthur. I know how much you loved her.” Arthur didn’t respond, so Morgaine continued. “It didn’t occur to me that I would be challenged by a female. But once Karrys had made the challenge, I had no choice but to go through with the plan. So, I had you retrieve the Amber Chalice from the Fae, hoping to keep you busy and distracted long enough to get the challenge over with before you and the others figured it out and tried to interfere.”

“But Sok and Anayah weren’t so easy to fool, were they?” Arthur interjected.

“Alas, no.” Morgaine sighed. “If it wasn’t for Elder Dhonna, the whole thing would have fallen apart. How is my dear friend, by the way?”

“Elder Dhonna? She’s still barefoot and crimson-haired. She misses you, though.” Arthur paused. “We all do.” 

Morgaine sighed again. “Anyway, once the deed was done, things were not as simple as I had envisioned they would be. Bon knew everything and Karrys’ magic did not work on him to wipe his memory. He agreed to be my prisoner for the duration of his stay in Epoh, but Anayah wouldn’t accept that and I knew that my secret would not remain a secret for long with her determination to free the android from the evil new Dragon Lord. So, I fled. It was irresponsible of me, I know. I’ve been beating myself up about it for sixteen years, Arthur. You can’t possibly make me feel worse than I already do.”

Arthur didn’t know how to respond to that. He reached over and picked up the pieces of the chalice that Morgaine had dropped and stared at them. “So, you went to Earth. Obviously, you didn’t stay there. What happened?”

Morgaine sat down next to Arthur. “I couldn’t stay on Earth, for obvious reasons. Eventually, even if I stayed in a remote place, I would have been spotted. Can you imagine what would happen if a dragon was found living on Earth?”

Arthur shrugged. “The government of whatever country you were found in would have covered it up.”

Morgaine scowled at that. “Make me a resident of Area 51, I suppose?”

“Or someplace like that,” Arthur agreed. “You can’t get much more alien than a dragon.”

“Well, I decided to go to another world where dragons are common. Unfortunately, dragons on that world are feared and hunted. They possess no magic, and Karrys’ magic didn’t work there either. I was set upon by a band of dragon slayers and was overwhelmed. They were going to kill me, but dragons of Karrys’ colour were unheard of and so they put me in chains and took me to a facility to study me.”

“Like Area 51...”

“It was more like a mad scientist’s laboratory from some old B horror movie.” Morgaine shifted to cover up the revulsion the memory invoked. “They kept me sedated so I couldn’t use my fire. They pried scales off my body. They tried to feed me virgins!”

Arthur turned and stared at Morgaine in horror. “I’m so sorry, Harpur. I can’t imagine how awful that must have been for you. How did you escape?”

Morgaine released a derisive snort. “I guess fate stepped in. The facility where I was being kept was built on a cliff overlooking an ocean. There was an earthquake. The walls crumbled. I was hurled from my cell into freezing water. I was weak and the sedative they gave me left me unable to do anything but sink into the depths. Part of me was relieved that it was over. I just wanted to let the ocean take me and be done with it all...”

Arthur remained quiet. He felt terrible for yelling at Harpur, but focusing on what Morgaine was saying helped keep his mind off the fall from the cave. He couldn’t even look at the entrance. 

“Do you remember Frode?” Morgaine asked.

“The Drengrokil? How could I forget him? He made you look tiny,” Arthur said. “I mean he made Harpur look small.”

“The Drengrokil have giant blood in their veins,” Morgaine concurred, ignoring Arthur’s confusion over talking to Harpur in Morgaine’s body. 

“What of him?”

“He rescued me.”

Arthur’s eyebrows shot upward. “Frode rescued you?”

“He and his men were on a ship off shore when the quake hit. They saw me hit the water and, in spite of the rough seas, sailed in to pull me out of the water. I don’t remember all that happened, but several hours later I woke up on the deck of his ship, unchained and surrounded by very large men with very large swords. Once Frode explained that he had pulled me out of the water and meant no harm, I asked him to get me to a Boundary back to Thraeh and he agreed to help me.” Morgaine explained.

“Does he know who you really are?” Arthur asked.

Morgaine sighed. “No.” She did not elaborate further. 

“How long have you been here?”

“Long enough to come up with a plan to return Karrys’ body to her,” Morgaine said. “But you dropped the one thing that would have enabled me to do that.” She took one of the pieces of the Amber Chalice from Arthur and frowned at the wreckage. 

Arthur handed Morgaine the other half of the chalice and stood up, staying close to the back wall. “Well, I think we need to get that broken cup to Hiro and Bon at the castle and let them get to work on fixing it.” He held out a hand to help Morgaine to her feet.

Morgaine stared, perplexed, at Arthur’s outstretched hand. Finally, she got it. “Arthur, I know this is weird, but you really have to remember who it is you’re actually talking to.” Morgaine stood up, without Arthur’s assistance. 

The raven-haired beauty handed Arthur the cup and sighed while, inwardly, Harpur Diggins weighed his options. They did need to get out of the cave. And, if anyone could repair the chalice, it was Hiro and Bon. Then there was Willow’s essence floating around in Braydon Wood, about to cause Orhowyn only knew what mayhem. But there wasn’t much he could do about that just then. It would take forever to find her while in human form. And he couldn’t exactly go flying around as a dragon in Karrys’ body looking for the spirit of the Fae girl. Glynnis would definitely notice that. 

Harpur’s inner debate lasted all of ten seconds. “Might as well get this over with. I was going to ask you to keep it to yourself, but we both know that’s not going to happen.”

Arthur shook his head, not in disagreement, but in confirmation of his inability to keep such a big secret. There was no point in pretending. “There’re going to be questions. Sok and Anayah, at the very least, would see right through any lie I attempted to tell them. I think you’re right; you might as well get it over with.”

Morgaine took Arthur by the arm and raised her hand to zap them back to the castle. “Wait,” she said, releasing him again. “I think I better take this with us.”

She moved over to the wall where the chalice had been and waved her hand. Another niche opened up and from it, she pulled a large, leather-bound book. “My life book.”

“I was wondering what had happened to that,” Arthur said. “It is still being written?”

Every dragon had a life book that magically recorded the details of their life. The last time Arthur had seen Harpur’s life book, it had ended with his death in the meadow that spread out in front of the entrance to his lair. When Arthur had first come to Epoh, Harpur had given it to him to read, but the writing was all but illegible and he had never been able to decipher its contents. For a time, it had been kept in a vault in Arthur’s bed chamber, but it had disappeared, along with Arthur’s memories of the vault and all that had happened when Harpur had supposedly died. 

Morgaine opened the book and flipped to the back pages. There was a sketch of Karrys Evergreen in chains, surrounded by the dragon slayers that had captured her. The next several pages chronicled her imprisonment and the experiments that had been performed on her. There was a picture of Frode standing next to her unconscious body on the deck of his ship after the earthquake. The last page showed Morgaine and Arthur standing in a cave, reading the book.

“I suspect that all this has been added since I returned. I doubt that any of it could have been written while I was not here on Thraeh.” Morgaine closed the book and tucked it under her arm. “Shall we?”

Arthur took hold of Morgaine’s arm this time, allowing her to snap her fingers and zap them to his private chambers back in the castle. 

The rooms were blessedly unoccupied. A fire was burning low in the hearth and candles burned in wall sconces around the room. Arthur placed the broken chalice on the low table between the sofas and lowered himself onto one. Morgaine deposited the book next to the chalice and sat down in the wing chair that Harpur had always favoured. 

“What now?” Arthur asked.

“I suppose it’s too late for you to return to the party,” Morgaine said.

“I suppose it is,” Arthur agreed. “Meg and Hart are going to be so upset with me for ruining the celebration.”

“Technically, I ruined the celebration,” Morgaine said. “Feel free to blame me.”

Arthur raised his eyebrows and looked over at Morgaine. “Living in a female’s body has mellowed you.”

Morgaine snorted. “Don’t even go there.”

Arthur chuckled. “It’s good to have you back, my friend,” he said.

“I need something to eat,” Morgaine replied, ignoring the heart-felt sentiment. 

“Me too! Let’s say we send down to the kitchen for some leftovers from the supper.”

“Or...” Morgaine waved her hand above the table and plates of roast pheasant, venison, steamed vegetables, bread, and cheese appeared. 

Arthur nodded with approval. “Yep, I think or will work just fine. 

The two of them dug in, sating their appetites in silence. When they were full, Arthur stepped out onto the balcony and looked out over the sleeping city below. His thoughts were still reeling with all that had happened and he needed time to process. Morgaine joined him and handed him a freshly filled cup of ale. They clinked glasses and leaned against the railing. 

“You recovered quickly from your fall,” Morgaine said after a few minutes had passed. “I’m impressed, Arthur.”

Arthur grunted. “I just try not to think too much about it when things like that happen.”

“Do you fall out of mountain caves often?” Morgaine asked.

“That was a first,” Arthur said. “But my penchant for getting into messes hasn’t changed much since the last time you saw me. Somehow, I always manage to survive.”

“I better let you get some sleep,” Morgaine drained her ale and retreated back inside.

“Where are you going to go?” Arthur asked, following her.

“The innkeeper at the Shire’s Bend likes me,” Morgaine said with a sigh. “I’ll get a room there.”

“You can’t stay in human form, Morgaine.”

“I know. But I can’t be a dragon either, not here.”

“How long have you been in human form?”

“Not long enough to do any damage,” Morgaine assured the worried king. “A few days isn’t going to make a difference.”

“Why don’t you stay here,” Arthur offered. “I’ll take the sofa; you can sleep in the bed.”

Morgaine cocked her head to one side. “Chivalry still lives,” she said with a smile. 

Arthur blushed. “It is kind of hard to keep things in perspective here, Harpur. I mean I know it’s you, but... Well...,” He waved his hand to indicate Morgaine’s shapely figure. “...it’s just weird.”

Morgaine laughed. “Like I said, weird is an understatement. I’ll tell you what. You sleep on the sofa and I will shrink your bed to make room to transform for the night. There’s plenty of room for Karrys in your bed chamber.”

Arthur shrugged. “Sure. Just let me get my night shirt.” He walked into his bed chamber to change. “I thought it was too dangerous for you to be in dragon form,” he said as he reemerged. 

“First
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