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Alone in a world that
wants her blood, she seeks out friends who embrace her and a new
home where she can grow and evolve.

 


 



Zzara has been learning magic forbidden to dragons. When the mage
guild catches on to what her tutor has been showing her, they are
both in trouble. Helping a dragon to learn magic is a high crime.
If the dragon wasn’t the child of Magus Warrok, the dragon wasn’t
allowed spellwork.

Zzara has few
choices. Either she can remain in her friend’s home and put her in
danger, or she can leave with the knowledge she already has
mastered. It is a choice that forces her to make decisions she
wanted to leave for another year.

Emory guards
the blood dragon. He has been waiting for this moment for years.
The moment the call came out for guards, he got clearance from the
elders and made his way to the capital.

The blood
dragon was shorter than he had imagined, but she had an
intelligence and a will that never failed to surprise him. He had
to remain on his toes when she was around, and keeping an air of
mystery was his first line of defense.
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Waiting until the night
was firmly in control was not her favourite thing to do, but Zzara
read magic books while she practiced patience. She nearly dozed off
when she jerked herself awake. The sun was down, it was time to
head next door.

She yawned and
got out of her chair, stretching and holding out her hand. She
didn’t know where the staff had been, but it smacked into her
palm.

She stared at
it. “Where were you?”

The staff
didn’t answer, but there was a small flickering glow from inside
it. It was with her now, and it was very content to be in her
grip.

She looked at
herself in the mirror, reset her hair into a crimson mess on her
head, and straightened the black collar of her shirt. Despite
wearing black, she was relatively impervious to dust and smudges,
so she did one quick pirouette, and then, she put her new slingshot
in her pocket and grabbed an empty pouch. She needed something to
carry the fire stones in.

She eased her
door open and crept down the stairs. Emory was nowhere in sight,
but she could feel him nearby. She grabbed a sandwich and a flask
of water from the kitchen, creeping out the kitchen door and to the
workshop without incident.

“Are you going
to keep sneaking or just walk to Horcross?”

She tensed but
didn’t jump as Emory emerged from the shadows behind her. “I am
going to keep sneaking. I don’t want to wake everyone. That’s
rude.”

He shrugged and
followed her as she continued her escape to the ruined city on the
other side of the magical portal.

The rush of
cool air caressed her features. There was a different breeze in
Horcross tonight.

She didn’t
speak to Emory yet. Her first bit of business was to fill the small
pouch with the exploding stones. They went into one of the pockets
in the short skirt of her tight vest.

“You are
carrying those with you?”

“The dragons
aren’t going to stop just because I was at a press conference. They
are going to have to be addressed directly.”

He grumbled,
“How do you know that?”

“My dragon
knows. She knows what it is to be hurt, hunted. She knows the pain
of her human form being torn limb from limb in search of more
blood.” She gave him a dark look. “I know what it feels like to die
a hundred times. My mother used to hold me when the memories
threatened to pull me under. It wasn’t horror, it was mourning. For
the last seven years, I have mourned all the blood dragons that
there have been, knowing that in some way, they were always
me.”

She paused. “I
didn’t mean to say that.”

Emory nodded
slowly. “And yet, you did. So, you are reincarnated?”

She finished
tidying up the workspace and turned to the door. “That does seem to
be what my memories are telling me. What they have always told
me.”

“Your mother
knew?”

“She did. She
knew that it wasn’t what a normal dragoness was supposed to know
and feel, so she held me when the memories of the past tortures
swamped me.” She stepped out of the ruined building and looked
around, pausing when she saw something new in the moonlight.

Emory was next
to her, his body tense. “Who is that?”

She walked
toward the dark figures in grey clothing, their skin a deep
charcoal, and their hair as white as the moon. They were working on
pacing and measuring around a flat and empty space. A single member
of the gathering turned and walked toward her.

She stared into
the crimson eyes and blinked in shock. “Yutin?”

The speaker for
the Deep smiled and bowed. “You recognized me. That is good.”

“What? It was
just yesterday, what happened to you, to all of you?”

Yutin came
closer, and the wild scent of night came off her skin. “You paid us
for our services, and what the speaker gains is shared by all.”

“My blood did
that?” She looked at Yutin, and she was now seeing eye to eye
instead of looking down.

“It did. The
Deep have lost their magic over the centuries. We live under the
ground, and we tend our gardens, but we were fading, near the edge
of extinction. One drop of blood from you, and we have recovered
our stature. Over the years we hope to earn another drop to regain
our power.”

“Earn, how?”
Zzara cocked her head.

“By service to
you, Lady. We are anticipating your needs based on the records of
our seers. We are building you a home, providing it with water, and
making it comfortable for you. It will be done in a few days.”

“Days?”

Yutin chuckled.
“We have some magics left to us.”

“Why are you
making me a house?”

“You will need
one. The mages forget. They claim to record all, but they forget
the details that make all the difference.” Yutin smiled. “We record
all that the seers whisper.”

“Do you have
anything that I could borrow, could read?”

“All of our
records do not leave our caverns, but if you would like to view
them tomorrow evening, I would be happy to escort you down and
translate what you find.”

Emory spoke.
“Why not tonight?”

Yutin glanced
at him and quirked her lips. “Tonight is for discussing her home,
what her water needs are, and how much food she requires
daily.”

Zzara looked
and him and sneered, “Yeah. Like a new pet.”

Yutin gasped
and quickly said, “That is not what I meant.”

Zzara chuckled
and inclined her head. “It was not taken that way. It was just the
reminder of what my mother told me about keeping an animal in the
house. The place you keep it is just as important as how you keep
it.”

Emory murmured,
“What did you want to keep?”

“A tortoise. It
walked through our yard every year, and I wanted to keep it. I was
eight. My mother explained that it had a path to walk and that it
might not keep the tortoise as safe as I would; it wanted the
freedom to walk where it wanted to. Holding it back would be for my
own satisfaction.” She chuckled. “It was an interesting lesson on
choices affecting others. My mother wanted to keep me near her, my
father wanted to keep my mother, everyone wanted something, and in
the end, we were all disappointed.”

“So, what was
your desire? What did you want for yourself?”

She paused and
looked out over the dusty landscape and the night sky. “I never
formed a particular want... but if I did, this would be it.”

Emory looked
around. “This? This is nothing.”

Yutin gave him
a narrow-eyed look. “It is our home.”

Zzara stepped
between them so they couldn’t glare at each other. “This is a place
where there is no particular shape for me to take. No people to
please or hide from. It is nothing in the way that I can begin my
life from this point. This is where I will learn magic. This is
where I will live on my own, and this is where my friends can find
me.”

Yutin smiled.
“I hear you call it Horcross. Perhaps it needs a new name.”

Zzara sighed.
“It is far too early to know what I want to call my new home.”

Emory smiled.
“You have decided to move here?’

“I know that
the folk of Rekker will get irritated with my flashes of magic.
They have regulations, testing, authorizations, and licenses. Aeli
has been great in simply teaching me to defend myself and work with
magic to understand why I am so useful to it, but I know she has
skipped a few steps in her society’s rules and regs.”

Emory frowned.
“Aeli is a dragon doing magic?”

“And how many
others are there? She is unique. She was a mage before she was a
dragon, and that is not something I can claim. I didn’t blend in at
home, I don’t blend in on the run, it is time to find a place and
shape it to suit me.”

Yutin nodded.
“We stand by to fulfill your requests.”

Zzara looked at
her and the others beyond her. “Why? I paid you for the
ingredients, fair and square.”

“What you have
woken in us is worth far more than the herbs and minerals we
provided to you. We will owe you through your life and possibly
into the life of your offspring.”

She smiled.
“Well, in that case...”

Zzara outlined
her ideas for what she considered to be a perfect home with plenty
of places to work, create, and simply be. She drew the plans in the
silt in front of them, and an engineer from the Deep came over and
began drawing what she laid out with the tip of her staff and the
dirt beneath their feet.

Emory and Yutin
offered suggestions, and their information was taken down. It took
hours, but they finally managed to get all of the bits and pieces
of what would make her perfect home come together. It was a grand
plan, and there were no materials to execute it, but the engineer
and Yutin looked smug when Emory and Zzara headed back to Rekker.
They had something up their sleeves and were having fun with their
possibilities.

Zzara was just
hoping for drinkable water.
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Secking home is tricky
but with a dragon as her co-pilot,
she finds a way.





