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Authors
Note:

My Dear Readers. This
is the second story set in the lands of Tagartte and Tamer. The Elves
verse the Dragons again in another action packed family friendly
sequel to ‘Darkness Falls’. If you haven’t yet read Darkness
Falls, please do so. Even though these stories are standalone, the
background within this previous story will give you a richer
understanding of this new story.

If you enjoy any of my stories please
leave me some feedback. This gives me direction. I will better
understand the type of stories you like and create new works to
entertain you all. This sequel was written after readers asked for
more of these Dragon and Elf adventures. By for now. Enjoy :-)


Thank you.


Catrina Faye,


Author.


Prologue.

The sun had topped the
mountain range of the Taragette eastern escarpment to shine down upon
the port city. Several ships docked in port were beginning to unload
their cargo as the city folk began to awaken from their slumbers.

Queen Hedrell awoke
with lingering echoes from the previous nights dreamscape bouncing
about inside of her head. She sat up and concentrated upon the
lingering visions. In the past her visions or dreamscapes had been
warnings or premonitions of what was to come.

However today they were
just an incomprehensible jumble of random pictures and thoughts,
except one. It was a very persistent feeling that something was going
to happen soon. Something that could bring about her long awaited
vengeance upon the Elf King, Ti. To achieve this the Queen needed to
cross the ocean. To cross the ocean she needed to regain her previous
alliance with Hudor, the Water Dragon, ruler of the seas.

Although following
their previous encounter, there was a wide rift between Queen Hedrell
and the Mighty Hudor. The Queen had kept her negotiations open
through various other aquatic creatures. The ancient Water Dragon was
an unusual beast, however living in the deep waters there were
other’s just as long lived, that were just as odd. The open
communication with some of these oddities was Hedrell’s only hope
of reconciliation. One in particular was more amenable than most.
Rork, Hudor’s confidant and friendly adviser on matters of State.

Rork was a strange
oceanic beast with characteristics of several creatures. It was one
of the creatures that been born eons ago from the primordial soup and
like Hudor it seemed to live on forever. It was a hemispheric shape,
a dark dome of armoured shell with long limbs dangling down from the
main body. Some of the long limbs held claws like a lobster at their
ends while others were covered in fine venomous hairs to sting its
prey. It’s dark brown almost black colouring hid the sizeable beast
well in the ocean depths. Rork an elephant sized creature who was the
only one of its kind in the world had no definable sex. Alone inside
vast oceans, lonely, it sort friendship from other creatures for
companionship.

Although not a creature
of the ocean Queen Hedrell had heard about the unfortunate plight of
Rork. Ever so slowly the Queen of Taragette made her presence known
through mutual friends, until she finally met Rork. It took hundreds
of years to become a trusted friend of the beast that was Hudor’s
adviser. Even then, the Queen had to be patient with the ancient
creature. She would spend many hours each week sitting upon a rocky
outcrop near the sea talking with Rork.

These diplomatic
conversations would invariably discuss the estranged relationship
between herself and Hudor and how sad it has made the Queen. Every
week she would ask Rork what could be done to reestablish her
friendship with Hudor. Hedrell would tell Rork every week how empty
her heart was, how sorry she was for her actions, how much she missed
her friend Hudor.

Finally through Rork’s
diplomatic channels, Hedrell the Queen of Targartte Dragon Clan was
able to convince Hudor the mighty Water Dragon that she posed no
threat to the greater world. After several decades of her
reacquaintance with Hudor, the Targartte Dragon Clan were once again
allowed to fly across the waters.


Chapter
One—

Truant.

Fifteen year old Omer
was in trouble yet again. His homework sat inside of his school bag
untouched ever since he had placed it in there at school yesterday
afternoon. Yet again, and for the third time this week he had failed
to do homework. If he went to school today he would probably get an
afternoon detention for his lack of diligence. And have to sit
through another round of boring lectures from his teachers and his
parents.

The how lazy he
was lecture, he really hated that one, after all he wasn’t
lazy he just got distracted by the excitement of youthful pursuits.
The you’re future lecture, it was about how he
wouldn’t get anywhere in life if he didn’t knuckle down and take
his school work seriously. They should actually ban that one, he was
already depressed enough because of his average scholastic levels and
that particular lecture only made him feel worse about himself.
Adults! Zeeeech!

Omer thought everything
over while he was walking along the three miles of country laneways
toward his school. Today didn’t look like it was going to end very
well for him no matter what he chose to do. Truancy could only place
him in a far worse situation, however it began to seem like the best
option after considering his present circumstances. The consequences
could be dire when or if he was caught, expulsion or far worse, could
they impose life long after school detention. A daunting thought.

Although Omer was
greatly concerned about the consequences, he shrugged off those
concerns and he smiled broadly as he made the decision to take a side
turning. This side turning, unbeknownst to Omer at that time, would
lead him on towards an adventurous, yet somewhat dark future.

A morning mist still
hung in the air over the lower fields that lay behind the short hedge
rows and dry stone walls. All of Omer’s problems seemed to
disappear as he made his way through the sun drenched countryside.
The land was beginning to warm up after a cold winter morning. A
warming breeze blew in from the direction of the far distant southern
ocean. The warm air quickened Omer’s steps and widened the smile
upon his youthful face.

As he progressed, Omer
began to perspire from his exertions. He paused to remove his woollen
winter pullover, revealing a red plaid long sleeve country shirt
tucked into blue denim jeans. As he put the jumper inside of his
school bag he sensed real freedom for the first time in his life. His
outlook on the day was much brighter as he shouldered the pack.
Without another thought of his school, the consequences, or his
parents and teachers, Omer continued to wander along that country
laneway quite happily enjoying his morning stroll.

A tall boy, yet hefty
fellow for his age, Omer feared little in this world, excepting the
wrath of his elders. The laneway that he took was peaceful, quiet,
except the sound of a tractor engine chugging away in the distance.
Some small hedge birds would occasionally break out in song, shouting
their territorial warning. He progressed along his way, the
repetition of his heavy footfalls crunching down upon a rough gravel
surface became rhythmically enchanting.

He began skipping along
the country lane merrily without a care in the world. Laughing,
enjoying his new found freedom. Without a precise plan for the day
any experiences that came his way were going to be a pleasant
surprise. After rounding a sharp turn in the laneway Omer was given a
real thrill when he realised that he was heading towards the base of
the cliffs that towered high above the city of Kinsvale.

Whether it was fate
that had drawn him this way or whether he had subconsciously chosen
the direction, he didn’t care. Omer had always wanted to explore
the vast cave system above his city ever since he’d heard about it
during history classes. The Dragon-Elf War and the Dragon Den that
had been left abandoned afterwards had been an enthralling subject
for a student with an adventurous heart.

It was of course a
totally forbidden place to enter. There were many stories told as to
the reasons why. Stories of magical spells left behind to entrap
people who dared enter, keeping them captive for all eternity, never
to be seen again. In other stories, the enraged ghosts of Dragons
inhabited those cavernous dens, if they caught you they devoured your
very soul. It was also said that a magical ward had been set to kill
anyone who dared enter the complex.

However Omer wasn’t
one to be fooled by these ancient stories of ghosts, or residual
magic that could kill. Sure those stories were chilling tales of woe
that did frighten the young man. However the creepy stories also
intrigued him even more, cementing his desire to venture there. Plus
for Omer, those terrifying stories just added an extra layer of
excitement to the overall quest.

With his new found
freedom and his confidence building, an overwhelming desire to visit
the ancient ruins became all. Today was the perfect day for an
adventure of this kind. Omer felt free from the daily constraints of
life and he now had a purpose of his own to fulfil. With nobody to
restrain him, no one telling him what to do, a feeling of absolute
freedom took over his youthful mind. As Omer walked towards the
cliffs, he seemed to magically float along the narrow lane and he
hardly noticed the miles going by.

The laneway came to an
end at a picturesque spot where picnic tables were strategically
located to view the spring fed waterfall that tumbled down from the
cliff face to then splash on down into a small brook that meandered
its way through the subtropical rain forest between the cliff and the
edge of the picnic area.

It was almost little
lunch time as Omer walked underneath the ‘Dragon Falls‘
sign carved into a large curved slab from a tree that was attached to
thick posts above the wooden ranch style gateway. He walked on into
the empty parking and turnaround area, being a week day, nobody else
was about. Many deciduous trees provided summer shade or winter sun
over the picnic tables that were used by visitors to the park.

Omer took off his
backpack and sat at one of the tables. Feeling a bit hungry, he
rummaged through the pack to find his lunch box. His mum always made
sure that he had plenty of food, enough for almost two people really.
When she handed him the lunch box she would always say.

“You’re a growing
boy. You need lots of energy.”

Omer smiled as he dug
out his favourite sandwich, salami with sweet mustard pickles. He
loved his mum, probably the only adult who didn’t chastise him for
his lack of enthusiasm toward school. As he munched away on his
sandwich he gazed towards the cliff face to try and find a way up to
the forbidden Dragon caves.

It didn’t take him
long to work out that after being left to nature for hundreds of
years the original path up to the caves had become so overgrown and
eroded now, that it was almost invisible. This would be a real
challenge to anyone’s abilities, but Omer wasn’t daunted by it,
instead, to him the climb up the steep cliff was going to be a fun
adventure. His sandwich having been devoured was quite happily washed
down with a swig from his water bottle. Omer packed up, picked up his
pack and walked off towards the cliff face.

The small brook was
easily crossed with just a run and jump to the other side. On this
side of the brook the forest was natural and thick brush crowded the
understory. Several species of flowering shrubs, large tree ferns,
and ground cover plants, plus the filtered sunlight gave the area an
exciting, almost magical appearance. A tingle ran up Omer’s spine
as he progressed through the forest. It was a grand feeling of
exhilaration though, not one of fear. This was a feeling of
excitement mixed with some mystique, opening up previously
undiscovered pathways within Omer’s mind.

The forest eventually
gave way to the cliff face where carved into it was a broken down
stone staircase. Upon each side sat two identical plinths holding the
remnants of ancient columns topped with carved stone Dragon statues.
One had actually cracked and the upper section lay toppled upon the
first step. The staircase zig zagged up from the base of the
waterfall to be almost level with its top thirty yards above.

Omer held back from
ascending the staircase momentarily. A few moments of indecision
plaguing his subconsciousness. Should he break all the rules and
climb up to the caves, or should he turn about and go home. These
annoying deliberations brought on by his conscience began to depress
today’s happy go lucky mindset. Omer finally shrugged off the guilt
brought about by over thinking his behaviour. Adventure into the
unknown finally triumphed over guilt, excitement reasserted itself
and Omer gingerly took the first of many steps up the cliff face.

He carefully stepped
past the fallen column to attain purchase upon the ancient staircase.
From here Omer could clearly see the steps to the first landing in
the zigzag stair. It didn’t appear to be all that difficult for a
healthy young man to traverse. Although the stairs were crumbling in
places there was a safe path by stepping over those areas. Omer
manoeuvred his way past crumbling stone and slippery moss patches to
stand upon the first landing.

This minor triumph gave
Omer a new resolve. Yes he could do it. He could become the first
person in hundreds of years to ascend to the caves. His smile widened
as his confidence grew stronger. A few minutes later he was at the
next landing. Then before he knew it the next landing had passed by
and he was almost at the top. An exquisite view greeted him as he
turned to look back over his path. From here Omer could clearly see
the forest below stretching back to the picnic area, and beyond that
the tops of the city towers were visible.

The view although
breathtaking was distracting. Omer reset his attention upon the task
at hand. From this high landing above the waterfall the pathway was
of a different construction. Short steps gave access to long upward
sloping pathways carved into the side of the cliff face. The overhang
from the cutting was high enough to walk underneath. In some places
the overhanging stone had crumbled and fallen to the walkway. As Omer
ventured further up the pathway the fallen scatter of stone created
more obstacles to manoeuvre around.

The slaves of the
Dragon masters used to walk this path, Omer thought. The poor
souls would have been carrying goods up to the caves for their
masters. Probably food mostly for the Dragons had little need of
anything else. Oh they did have their grandiose plans to takeover the
Tamer continent and a love for precious jewels, but food would have
been their largest consumable. Omer had been considering his ancient
ancestor’s and what trials they must have gone through while under
the spell of the Dragon Lord, distracted by these rumination’s he
tripped on a rock and almost fell over the side of the cliff. He
righted himself drawing his attention back to the trail.

Omer found the way
easy, although slowed down by the rubble that had fallen from the
roof. He was almost half way to the caves when a rest area presented
him with a place to stop and recuperate from his exertions. The sun
was high in the perfectly blue sky now
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