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–  Disoshhl’ach -—thank you

–  Rinissshh—a slab of meat from the Rini animal (looks kinda like a tritipped cow)

–  Saah- yes

–  Ssshrat sa rinissshh—eat your meat 

–  Laarooss—welcome to my place

–  Laarosa—your welcome 

–  Rahosha- drink that comes from Rini

–  Drayssnar—Dragon king 

–  Draygana- female dragons 

–  Draygonian—their language

–  F’sheerah- bastard

–  Draygon- their world 

–  Shoranta—choosing 

–  Chrindalla-stuipid/brainless/useless

–  Niss’arn- Follow me

–  Afrima- ass

–  Wisira- whore, slut, sextoy,

–  Yeish-hell (a desolate waste land where the wind blows so hard the scales will rip of your skin)

–  shambrashi draygonain-counsel 

–  Norshhem- treaty 

–  Drayssnor- My King 

–  Drassnara- my Queen 

–  Sanshas-Poisonous creatures that look kinda like lizards and kind of like eels 

–  trussha- female genitlia- pussy

–  Narhas’fa- Green Draygons 

–  Hars – slang for Green Draygon Juice (Narhas’fa Hars)

–  Goorian- ocean that connected this continent and another one. 

–  Cariissan- Black Draygons

–  Shonian- Red Draygons
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Chapter One 
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I walked this path once more as I had done a million times before on similar days like this. However, this time it had to work. The timing was exact, the weather was exact and the day was exact. Everything had aligned absolutely perfect and I knew that because I had made sure of it before I had even left my parent’s house this morning. 

Every detail was crucial to my cause. 

I had tried everything else over the last 10 years and this, this was my last hope. 

Pulling my brown fleece jacket closer around myself, I desperately tried to ignore the coldness that was seeping into my bones despite the thick coat I had on. I wasn’t going to let anything keep me from doing this today even if it meant the shivering and the teeth clattering painfully.

The well-worn cobblestone walkway twisted and wound around the green grass that highlighted the red and yellow leaves that were hanging from every tree and bush that lined both sides. Autumn had come in a vibrate flash of rainy days and colors. Normally, I would be in heaven walking along such a picturesque path. But, today my mind was on my brother and not the beauty I was surrounded by.

I strained my eyes to see past the bright foliage to the dirt path I knew would take me to the archway. Okay, so it wasn't truly much of an archway. It was more of an opening between two trees, yet it was still what the people used to refer to it as The Great Oak Archway. It was always spoken of by the older people in reverent whispers. Ones that I never paid attention to growing up. What child listens to old wives' tales, anyway?

At least, that's how I had thought of the stories until my brother went missing.

10 years ago to the day, my brother went for his morning jog around the park and never came back. Nothing was ever found of him. No clothing, no shoes, no body. Nothing. The only clue the police had to go on was the fact his footprints had been found on the dirt trail until they disappeared in the archway. They suspected foul play except no one had seen him that morning much less left any other clue.

That was the day that I began believing in those far-fetched tales.

My parents had been devastated and had easily, at least in my eyes, given up hope. Me, on the other hand, I delved deep into the history of our town knowing the answer had to be there. When I found the lore about the Great Oak Archway I knew without a doubt that my brother had found the portal from the stories of the Old Ones. 

Every day for a year I tried coming out to this very spot and walking through the opening and every day for a year there was nothing. I spent the next year researching different rituals, spells, incantations, legends, anything that would give me a hint as to how to open the stupid thing.

Nothing worked.

When my parents found out what I was doing they flipped out and forced me to stop. Once I graduated and went off to college I made mythology and folklore of the paranormal my focus. Much to their dismay instead of studying a "decent career path", I delved even further into the occult, supernatural, and the paranormal. Hell, I even took several courses on aliens and UFO’s just to cover all my bases.

When I graduated with honors and a Master’s degree in paranormal research my parents reluctantly showed up at the ceremony only to a congratulated with sad, disappointed looks on their faces.

Still, I didn't care. 

I was going to find my brother no matter what happened.

My first order of business was to delve into the history of the place. All the way back as far as the Native American tribe that used to roam these lands. Much to my surprise, the Archway had in fact been a part of their stories as well. They spoke of it in hushed tones as a place where their ancestors would greet the travelers from the stars.

That's one of the things that had intrigued me so much about their fables. That's why I knew I had to be on the right path. 

It became even more clear when I stumbled upon a very old news article about several disappearances that had been happening over the years at this exact spot.

In the last fifty years at least four people, including my own brother, have disappeared. Before that, the superstition and folklore about the area had stopped many from going there after their own spattering disappearance around the time the valley was first settled. If there were any missing from the Native American’s they either didn’t blame the Archway or they celebrated them. 

However, this was enough to go on. I looked deep into the disappearances and found so many amazing similarities that I was able to recreate the circumstances. I knew deep in my soul that this had to work.

I had everything perfect, everything exactly right, everything, down to the number of grasshoppers there were in the woods that year. Everything was precisely the same. 

As I walked up to the Archway the wind picked up slightly. I was smart enough to see that this was a sign that I was on the right path. Yet, the twisting in my gut told me the wind was trying to warn me away from the portal. 

Stubborn and undeterred, I continued forward not allowing anything to stop me when I was so close. Out of nowhere, a thick cloud of fog grew and streamed through the trees until I could hardly see my hand in front of my face. 

“I know what you are,” I said out loud to the fog. “I know what you are hiding and you cannot stop me.” 

Keeping my eyes on the ground, I pushed ahead pointedly ignoring the blatant warnings to leave. There was a voice on the wind screaming at me to get out now before it was too late. I had come this far and I was not about to let anything else stand in my way I told the voice silently. Despite my conviction, my steps slowed just a bit, I tried to tell myself it had more to do with the fact that it was difficult to see and not that I was fearful. 

I thought the fog was going to go on forever and I was never going to be able to find my way out of it. I was going to be lost in the fog until the end of time, I just knew it. Was this where my brother was? Where he had been for 10 years?

I wrapped my arms around myself to try and press back the tidal wave of horror and sadness at the thought of him being so alone.

Shadows began to materialize in the fog. They were blurry at first, mere wisps, unformed, and fleeting. Then they grew, shaped, and darkened until I could almost see them clearly. 

They were people. 

People moving just beyond the curtain. Massive people, somewhere between six and seven feet tall with a width almost twice the size of an average person. They looked like dark gods, swaying and shifting. The closer I got the taller they grew until they threatened to block out the light. In fear, I tried to step back only to find that I was rooted to the ground. I didn’t even know when I had stopped and now I couldn’t move away or towards them. 

Panicking, the fear began to outweigh the hope of finding my brother in this insanity. It was too late, the fog would not let me leave. It closed in on me, closer and closer until a hand burst through the cloud and gripped my shirt yanking me through the barrier. 

The hand was huge and fit the owner of the shadow well. I grabbed at it and found the skin coarse almost as if it was reptilian. The sharp nails tearing into my sweater so easily that I couldn’t help but think of what they could do to my skin. I opened my mouth to scream however it was stolen from me before even the high squeak came out. The air seemed oddly thin and I couldn’t get a deep enough breath for more than a small sound. I tried to dig my nails into the hand, hoping it would let me go, but it was useless. 

In the space of a heartbeat, the world went from dense, dark fog to a bright and blinding one. The shadow quickly moved to block out the sun as it looked down at me. I was right about the thing being a giant as he stood about a good two feet taller than me. Or maybe that’s how he seemed as he held me off the ground, of course, I was just assuming he was male. I thought to myself. For all I knew, this person could be a giant... ugly... female! Who was I to judge? I was hysterical, I realize. The shock of going through the Great Oak Archway as well as the lack of oxygen to my brain had sent me off the deep end, I just knew it. 

As my vision began to clear the first thing in my eyesight was a large face. The skin was dark and tanned like a piece of animal hide left out to dry with just a tinge of green around the edges as if he was glowing. Dirt was streaked randomly across the forehead and cheekbones. And if that wasn’t enough to prove this guy needed a bath, the smell of body order and god only knows what else, sure was. 

Over one eye were thin lines that looked like a pen drawing or a tattoo. Just three swirly lines that accented one eye and eyebrow: One gold, one red, and one silver. The same configuration swept across the top of his cheek on the opposite side. 

His eyes were golden with several odd silver glints in them and narrowed into an odd squint. But, I could still see the pupils enough to know immediately that it was not the normal pupil of a normal human They were elongated narrow slits like a cat with little white flecks dotting the depths of the black areas. 

His dark blond hair was twisted and knotted into strange rows that framed his face. It was dirty and scruffy yet what bothered me the most was the dried red stains that matched the color that stained his normally white leather vest. 

He hissed something at me that I assume was some sort of language. I just shook my head, my fear choking me and making it almost impossible for me to speak. He jerked me closer until his small sharply pointed nose was touching mine and hissed once more. 

“I-I don’t understand,” I forced out through my tight, raw throat. 

As soon as the words were out of my mouth his whole demeanor changed. His eyes widened in surprise and he pulled away a bit before jerking me close once again and sniffing me from the top of my head to the area around my collar. He started to go lower, but indignation and a sense of self-preservation made me slap him on the top of his head. 

“Hey! Don’t do that!” I snapped. 

He jerked back again, his face showing a surprise that was mirrored on my own at my strike. He set me down gently and backed away slowly as if he was afraid I would hit him again. 

I turned around to find the portal again only to watch it slowly collapse on itself trapping me in this place with this monstrous man. The clearing that the portal had dumped me in was surrounded by trees that were a multitude of greens, reds, and browns. I think there was even a streak of blue in a few of them. However, it was the giant rocks that intertwined with the trees that intrigued me the most. They seemed to have been placed there like guardians and, as I scanned the area again, I found the two oak trees that resembled the ones that I walked through in my world.

My world... my home... my family... were back through the portal. 

Except for my brother.

The reminder of my brother gave me something real to focus on as my mind spun around the unbelievable nature of my predicament. I turned back to find the man grabbing an odd green pack off the ground outside the circle of trees and rocks. He still had the look of concern on his face, but he was no longer seemed interested in grabbing me again, which I took as a sign of hope. He lifted his hand to me with his palm out as if he was trying to show me that he was not going to hurt me. He hissed something again, his tone sounded a bit more soothing than the other. If a hiss could sound soothing. 

He waved me over to him and pointed to a path off to the side of the clearing.

“What?” I asked him. “You want me to follow you?” 

He hissed again, this time it seemed more urgent and made the gesture again for me to come closer. Still unsure if I could trust him, I stood there looking between him and the path several times as I tried to get a read on the situation. 

I guess I didn’t have much to lose, I thought almost hopelessly. I was stuck in this place and I could only hope that the portal had brought me to the same place my brother was. After all... I didn’t know much about the... doorway, I guess it was. For all I knew, it could have simply dropped me off to a parallel dimension and there was an infinite amount of those. The chance I had been able to actually reach the place I needed to be to find my brother was astronomical. 

Even though I wanted nothing more than to sit in this clearing and watch the two trees like a hawk to see if the opening would come back. I knew that was a ridiculous and wasted endeavor. It took years for the conditions to be perfect this time. I wouldn’t survive that long on my own and I wasn’t about to fool myself into thinking otherwise

I sighed, forcing myself to stand up and trudged up to the behemoth. 

“Alright, I’ll follow you,” I reluctantly agreed.

Even without completely comprehending what I had said, he seemed to understand my meaning anyway.

He quickly led the way down a well-worn path occasionally looking back as if he was worried I would stop following him or maybe worried that I would disappear. Which, given the way I arrived, was much more likely. 

I took my jacket off and looked down at my shredded blue sweater in chagrin. Useless now that it was one step away from being destroyed and unnecessary due to the warm temperatures that I had fallen into. I jerked it off thanking the stars that I had put a tank top on underneath. 

The walk gave me time to look around and take in the surroundings without freaking out too much. As I had briefly noted before, the leaves looked almost normal, except their coloring; the few green leaves were a shade or two duller than those I was used to. The reds and browns, however, were extremely vibrant and eye-catching.

I grabbed the nearest brown leaf and pulled it off the branch. I expected to find it either dead or dying yet as far as I could tell it was as alive as any green leaf. The veins that scattered through the brown leaf was what caught my attention the most since they seemed to be shaded or tinged orange in color

"Fascinating," I murmured staring at it from all angles as if the color would go back to normal if I just tilted my head.

My eyes caught the grass under my feet and my mind immediately melted a bit. The grass was turquoise.

Not green, not blue, but a light blend of both.

I bent down and grabbed a few blades of it to look at closer, but even that didn't change the coloring of the grass. I pulled it apart and watched it excrete juices that were far milkier than any plant that I had ever seen.

The giant in front of me hissed in a tone that was obviously agitation and I looked up to see him standing at the edge of the tree line looking at me expectantly.

"Sorry, sorry... I was just looking at the leaves and grass and... this is all so familiar, but not. It's crazy!" I said to him despite knowing he didn’t understand me. 

He hissed again and pointed towards the tree line where the path tapered  

"Alright, alright. I'm coming," I said.

I hurried towards him and step through the opening to the top of a tall hillside. As I took in the view, my jaw hit the ground. The woods might have intrigued me, but the scene that unfolded before me took my breath away. 

There was no natural path that cut through the large open plain; yet no path was truly necessary anyway. The large fortress that surrounded the enormous white towering castle was difficult to lose. 

It was mind-blowing.

The brilliant white tapered tower sat far back from the front gates. Each circle around the structure grew smaller and smaller until it ended in a single perfect cap that was nothing but windows. It reminded me of a lighthouse and I could almost see the light that would be shining from the top of the tower on the darkest of nights. It was absolutely, amazingly, beautiful. 

The white exterior was a sharp contrast to the bluish-green sea of grass that covered the plains for as far as the eye could see, making the fortress look like it was rising out of the ocean instead of on dry land. 

I hadn’t realized that I had stopped to stare until I heard a hiss from farther down the hill and my escort had already made it to the bottom and was waiting impatiently. Hurrying down towards him, my shoes that had seemed quite sensible for walking through the park were suddenly practically useless on the hillside. I slipped several times until my hands held a good amount of scratches and my backside was hurting from all the random rocks it had hit.

"Good gods, you guys seriously must be part goat or something to make it up and down those flipping mountains!" I groaned at him.

His answer, of course, was just a hiss and a wave as he began walking towards the village. I trudged behind him running my hands through the grass on either side of the path. It was soft as fur and tickled my fingers as I walked. I reached down and plucked a piece of it shocked at the sweet smell that drifted up from it.

As I gazed around I realized something odd, or odd for my sense of normal. This field was obviously the main road in and out of town, so why wasn’t there a pathway for travelers? I purposely stepped hard on some of the grass blades to see what would happen. The minute my foot moved the grass bounced back up as if nothing had happened. 

This place was amazing, I thought as I played with the blade. I didn’t know if my shock was wearing off or maybe I had buried it deep within my mind. Either way, the lack of it allowed me the chance to see the beauty of this place and awe at its every difference from my own. 

Loud echoing trumpets jarred me to quickly from my deep thoughts I jumped three feet in the air and screamed so loud it wouldn’t have shocked me if I had been louder than the horns. My escort looked back at me and I could have sworn I saw him roll his eyes at me. Though that would have been such a human thing for him to do. He waved his hands impatiently at me indicating I must hurry. 

I looked up at the village to find two large gates wide open. The marble they were made of matched the walls so well that if they were standing open no one would be able to tell the difference between them. Suddenly there was a roar so loud that the ground seemed to shake. My feet skidded to a halt at the sound, no doubt what it was designed to do. My escort, however, responded with a roar of his own that was quieter but no less powerful.

The moment he walked us through the gates I was surrounded by his people. Women, children, and men encircled me so fast that I didn’t have a chance to getaway. They all looked a lot like my escort. Narrow faces, long hair, scaled skin, and the odd large shaped eyes. They each even had similar markings around their eyes and cheeks. There were several that had extra markings in addition to the golden ones near their eyes which were the same odd shape as my escorts. 

However, that is where the similarities ended. After that, every single person was different. Different hairstyles, different clothing choices, different features. Most green with bright golden tinges, however, others held slight blue tinges and other prominent colors. 

Overwhelmed, I tried to run, but every turn I took was cut off by a group of these people hissing at me. I fell to my knees and hid my face in fear, knowing, just knowing these people were going to kill me.

“ENOUGH!” shouted a loud voice over the crowd. 

All at once the hissing stopped and I sensed rather than saw the people back away from me. I peeked out from behind my fingers and saw that a path had opened up off to my side. A set of knee-high brown boots came into view moments before a hand reached down for my own. Cautiously, I allowed my hands to drop as I looked up at the owner of the helping hand and I could not believe my eyes when I did. 

“Erik,” I whispered in disbelief. 

The man’s familiar brown eyes clouded with confusion for a moment then cleared. 

“Yes. How do you know my name?” he asked in shock.

“Erik. It’s me. It’s your sister. It’s Mara,” I whispered my voice clouding with emotion.

The man reared back and stared at me in complete disbelief like I was an alien. That thought almost made me laugh. Me? Alien? Well, I guess here I was, whereas they were alien to me! 

The man, my brother, just stared at me like I was insane until finally he barked, or rather hissed hard, at the man behind me and pointed at me indicating he take me to the castle.

My escort said something back as if he was trying to defend me but was quickly shot down. He grabbed me gently under my arms to help me up then led me through the crowd quickly.

“Where are you taking me?” I demanded uselessly even though I knew he wouldn’t be able to understand me. 

He did hiss though as if he was answering me or maybe telling me to be silent. 

I tried to pull away, however his grip on my arm tightened just a bit. Not enough to hurt yet enough to let me know that I was not going to be able to break free of him. With a sigh, I stopped fighting and took in my surroundings. The village looked like something straight out of a medieval reenactment with the only difference being the buildings were well taken care of and mostly made of white marble instead of stone and wood. 

Before I could make any other observations we were inside the castle. He took me down a side hallway that led to another and another then up a stairwell. By the time he stopped, I was lost and would have sworn that he had double back a few times. He halted outside a door that was being guarded by two men dressed almost exactly like him. 

They had the same kind of hairstyle only pulled back a bit more. They were wearing golden shirts under their white vest paired with black leather pants and a sword was strapped to their sides. The hilts glittered gold with a few random diamonds, they looked like real diamonds as well, glistening from the tops. 

The man hissed at them and they opened the door revealing a rather well kept, but still tiny and barren cell. 

They were putting me in a cell. 

I struggled for real and begged him not to leave me in there. I even smacked his hard chest a few times, however, all that served to do was hurt my hand.

Much to surprise, the man pushed me gently to the bed despite my screams, curses, and my striking him. He backed out the room slowly with a look on his face that told me he would rather be doing anything other than locking me in this room. I didn’t truly think he was going to do it, all the way up until the door shuttered closed on me. 

The minute it was closed I rushed it and began pounding on it screaming to speak to my brother. 

The guards were very professional and well trained, ignoring me as if my shouts were nothing more than the wind. Might as well have been with how much they understood me. 

When my throat began to hurt I stopped and, with a sigh, went and sat on the bed. “Well... that went well.”
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I looked out through the metal bars that covered the window in the small cell I had been thrown into. I wouldn't have expected this cell to have a view, but beyond the bars that guarded the window sprawled the valley up to the hilltop. I pushed the surprising light, metal bed over to the window to look out it and watched the grass blow in the wind. It shimmered lighter shades of green and blue like a rolling kaleidoscope.

Even with the amazing view, watching it for hours had become tedious. I crawled down sitting on the stained grey-mattress that felt harder than rocks underneath my backside and stared at the wooden door that was barring me from leaving. 

I picked at my filthy clothes and wished that I had brought a clean set with me. I had intended to bring my backpack with me. Yet, it had seemed frivolous when I wasn’t sure exactly what I would find. The one thing I wish I had grabbed the most was my hair-tie. My long curly red hair was sticking to me and driving me crazy. I grabbed my hair and lifted it a bit trying to get the slight breeze to cool off my neck. 

This was not exactly how I had expected things to be when I went through the portal. I'll be honest this was not how I expected my reunion with my brother to go. I guess it was naïve of me to think that if I found him he would immediately recognize me and then we would prance happily back home through the portal where I could prove I wasn’t crazy.

Yep... naïve.

Dejected, I flopped back on the bed then lost my breath as the hard mattress caused that simple everyday movement to feel like I had been slammed into by a ton of bricks.

"Damn it," I gasped out and coughed. "That was a stupid idea."

I sat up and put my head between my legs trying to catch my breath. I had almost succeeded when the wooden door swung open with a groan and slammed angrily against the wall.

"Who are you?" demanded her visitor in English.

Slowly, I looked up to find Erik standing in the doorway. He was glaring daggers at me with his large arms crossed over the broad expanse of his chest. His arms, legs, and chest were covered in what looked like odd white leather all of them being held in place by black straps that were sewn into them. At least, I assumed it was leather, however now that I took the time to examine it, the material kind of reminded me of snake or alligator skin. 

The only thing that was familiar with him was his eyes and the nose he had inherited from our father. As well as the slight red tint to his otherwise dark hair.

Long gone were his slim runner's body and in place was a thick, muscular body that was built just for battle. A few scars along his left side showed that he probably had already seen a few battles. Across his cheek and up to his temple were the same golden markings that everyone else was sporting, abstract and floral, they were gorgeous. However, it was still not something my brother would have sported back home. 

This place was crazy.

"I told you who I am, Erik. I'm your sister, Mara," I reiterated once again.

"That's enough of your lies. That is impossible and I'm not stupid enough to fall for that. You're a spy. I just want to know exactly what Sólas sent you to collect? Troop count? Battle plans?"

My jaw dropped. “I am not a spy! I told you what I was doing here and how I got here!”

“Lies!” Erik shouted his voice reverberating off the stone into a harsh chorus on my ears. 

“They are not lies!” I shouted back jumping up to confront him. “I am your sister! I have searched for you for the last ten years! Why would I lie about that?” 

“Sólas would do anything to get his hands on this information. He is getting desperate if he thinks he can have someone pretend to be my sister,” he snarled. “Although, I have to give him props on the research. I wouldn’t have thought he was that intelligent.”

“Look, I have no idea who Sólas is! I am not his spy and I am not here for any information. I am here for you. I have spent the last 10 years trying to find you and get through that damned portal!” I shouted at him. 

He stood there staring at me for a moment, the first wisps of doubt floating though his eyes only to flash away quickly.

“I will not hear your lies anymore,” he snapped waving his hand as if he could dispel the words in the room. “But, no matter, once the King gets back with the Sorcerer, he’ll get the truth out of you. Until then,” he bowed and swept his hand around the room dramatically, “enjoy your stay.” 

The smile on his face was hair-raising and I suddenly understood why he would feel that I was not his sister. Looking and listening to the man in front of me I had the same sensation. 

This man towering over me was not my brother.

Dinner arrived that night and much to my surprise it was more than just bread and water. The man who brought me down from the hilltop now stood at the threshold with a large plate and a pitcher. I gave him a soft smile in greeting and held out my hands for them. 

“Thank you,” I said slowly. 

“Disoshhl’ach,” he hissed back. 

“Disoshhl’ach,” I repeated. 

He gave me a broad grin that made him look ten years younger and half as scary... well, I thought to myself eyeing the twin swords on his back. Maybe a third as scary.

He pointed to the food. “Rinissshh” 

“Rinissshh” I repeated pointing to the food. 

He nodded enthusiastically, stopping just short of clapping his hands in joy. 

I circled my hand around the whole plate and said slowly. “Food. Rinissshh.” 

He shook his head and pointed at the slab of meat that was on it. “Rinissshh.” 

I nodded understanding. 

This was one of the things I had taken time to study in college. The hardest thing about learning new languages was the context. One word could mean a million things and you needed to be clear when you spoke it. 

I put my hand to my chest. “Mara. My name is Mara.” 

He put his hand to his chest. “Treddian.” 

“Treddian,” I repeated pointing at him. 

“Saah, saah,” he explained happily. 

“Saah... means yes,” I said just as happily.

It wasn’t the greatest conversation in the world, yet it was a start and a promising beginning. 

There was a hiss outside the door and Treddian looked over and responded. I listened in fascination but couldn’t pick up the differences in each word, it sounded like nothing but a string of hisses. Almost as if a rattlesnake was warning me to stay away. 

“Ssshrat sa rinissshh, Mara,” Treddian said to me waving towards the plate. 

“Eat your meat, Mara,” I translated quietly to myself. 

He nodded understanding me. 

“Disoshhl’ach, Treddian,” I returned to him. 

He smiled and nodded before leaving me alone again. As soon as the door closed I set the plate down and stood back on the mattress to look out the window. The moon had risen, a planet that kinda looked like Jupiter except for it was more purple. The enormous body shined down on the ground changing the green to a multitude of violets and blues. The trees lit up with their lights and they finally looked green or at least partially green. 

Maybe once I got out of this stupid prison cell I would be able to get my hands on a set of paints I would be able to paint what I was seeing. 

If I was ever going to get out of here. I thought morosely. If I could convince Erik to let me out of here and that I meant what I said. I wasn’t sure if that was ever going to happen. And I wasn’t truly sure if I was right anymore. That was supposed to be my brother, yet that man that had thrown me in here had looked at me like the stranger I was to him.

I slumped on to the bed, gently this time, and looked up at the sky. Even with the luminescence lunar planet, the stars were most brilliant than any I had ever seen them. During college, I had gone on numerous trips out in the desert and other random places to stare up and search for alien life. Yet, I couldn’t recall a single time when the sky had looked as bright as it did now.

None of the stars were familiar, or any of the constellations. Out of nowhere the walls suddenly seemed to close in on me. I was on an alien world, maybe even an alien parallel universe and I didn’t know if I was ever going to find my way home. I didn’t know if I was ever going to see my parents or any of my friends again. 

To make matters worse... without Erik ... I was well and truly alone.

––––––––
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I HADN’T EVEN REALIZED that I had fallen asleep until a roar woke me. This time it was accompanied by the trumpets that rang almost as loud as the roaring. 

Startled, I tumbled out of the bed hitting the rocks on the ground that was oddly softer than the bed itself. Gasping a bit, I pushed myself up off the cold floor and sat back on my knees. 

“I’ll remember that tonight and might just sleep down here,” I said to myself. 

Groggily, I crawled up on the bed to look out the window. Standing at the front gate was a large contingent of men lined up in three separate rows. Six different flags flew above their heads, some of them I remembered vaguely seeing above the walls when we walked in. Each flag was in the shape of a banner and held a creature in the middle.

Dragons. 

They were all in the shape of dragons.

There were black banners with green dragons on them and white banners with golden dragons. Even their clothing was sorted into groups that sat under each matching flag. No more than five men per each small group and at their head were two men. One of them was cloaked from head to toe in black and carried a really large stick next to him. The other man was dressed in gold that looked elaborate even from my tower.

There was something about him... something intimidating. Not because he was much larger than any of the other men because he wasn’t, but because he held an aura of authority that bordered on majestic. 

I knew immediately that this was the King. The other man was probably this Sorcerer that Erik spoke of the night before. He was different from the rest yet still commanded a lot of respect.

Oh, goodie. I thought sardonically. I was going to have more questioning. 

The gates below me swung open and a large group of people came out of them. They all bowed as they went by the king and gave the Sorcerer a respectful nod. However, by the way they gave the Sorcerer a wide berth it seemed they were afraid of him. 

I waited to see the King's family come out to greet him yet the only person that walked to him was Erik who greeted him like an old friend. 

My eyes stayed glued on the two until they left my sight completely. I turned and sat down on my bed and watched the door fully expecting them to come straight here. 

However, after what seemed like hours of waiting, I realized my error was that I would be considered unimportant by their standards. I laid back down and put my arm over my eyes deciding that I might as well try to catch up on some sleep if I wasn’t going to be disturbed. 

I had almost dozed off again when the clanking on my door let me know that I had finally been remembered. However, when the visitor stepped in, I was a bit disappointed. 

“Treddian,” I greeted him. 

“Mara,” he greeted back bowing to me slightly. 

I gave him a wide smile and waved my arm around. “Welcome,” 

He nodded his understanding and stepped inside mimicking my movement. “Laarosss,” he informed me. 

I did the gesture again and repeated his word. 

He smiled happily and handed me the plate of food that looked exactly like last night's offerings. 

“Disoshhl’ach,” I thanked him and sat down with my food and drink. 

The meat was kind of spicy for my taste buds but it was delicious with the odd milk that he gave me. I held up the cup and indicated the drink. 

“What is this?” I asked. 

“Rahosha,” he said to me sitting down on the other end of the bed. 

“Rahosha,” I repeated pointing at the liquid. 

“Saah, Rahosha,” he replied. 

I smiled and patted myself on the back silently for learning everything so quickly. 

“Would like some?” I said offering him a piece of the meat.

His eyes widened and he stumbled away from me like I was offering him poison. I dropped it back on the plate and pushed it away from me. 

“Is it poisoned?” I asked shrinking away. “Is it going to kill me?” 

Treddian hissed out the door and they opened it once more letting him out. He jetted out the door hissing something to one of the guards. An odd noise rumbled through the door that sounded suspiciously like laughter.
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I laid on the bed staring up at the ceiling counting the blocks for the thirtieth time. Oddly enough the number hadn’t changed from the 75 I had counted a half an hour ago. I was going crazy, I knew I was. I was the picture-perfect definition of insanity. I couldn’t take this anymore. Jumping up I raced to the door and began pounding on it. 

“Erik! Bring me Erik! Please!! Erik!” I screamed. 

The guard on the other side of the door hissed something back at me slamming his arm on the door. I knew it was more than likely he was telling me to shut up, but I didn’t care. I was not going to spend one more hour in this tiny room staring out this window wondering what my fate was.

“Look ya giant, gold, greenish... people... I want to speak to my brother! Doesn’t the prisoner get some sort of rights! This is inhumane! Even on earth, they got let out once a day!” I shouted. 

“You’re not on earth,” said a voice just beyond my view. 

“Erik,” I gasped out happily. “Look, I know you don’t believe me and that’s okay. I will do whatever you need me to do in order to persuade you. But, please... please don’t leave me here another night.”

Erik’s face came into view. His dark hair was swept back in a thick ponytail of dreadlocks like so many of the other men around wore. Yet, his brown eyes... those I remembered from my childhood. The way they would light up when he laughed or teased me. Or how they would narrow when he was angry about something. 

“Please... Erik,” I pleaded. 

“I want to know why you think you are my sister. And the truth this time,” he demanded. 

“Because I am. I am your sister Mara Natalie Corliss. Your name is Erik Rupert Corliss,” I purposely used his middle name that he had always wished to keep secret knowing that had to get his attention. “You were born in Minneapolis on February 29th. Leap day. We always celebrated it on the 28th because you’d rather celebrate it early than late,” I explained my voice breaking with the intense amount of emotions that rose up. 

Just standing here looking into his eyes reminded me of how just how much I had missed him. He squinted those eyes at me as if he was trying to figure out how I knew all of this. 

“You disappeared on October 23 ten years ago. You had gone on your morning run since you were training for some sport or another. The only thing they found of you was one muddy shoe print right before you entered The Great Oak Archway,” I said fresh tears entered my eyes and I swallowed hard trying to ignore the lump in my throat. “I have searched for you ever since.”

He stepped back a bit and turned, rubbing his face thoughtfully before finally turning back to the door and throwing it open. 

“Come with me,” he said, reaching out he grabbing my arm and practically dragging me out of the room. 

“Hey!” I shouted trying to dig in my feet. 

“Look, girl. You say you’re my sister, and I’ll admit you seem to know a hellova lot about me, but if you wish to be free of this room, that will be up to the King,” he explained to me. 

He walked me down the steps towards the courtyard. Halfway down the stairs, I could hear the commotion going on below. 

“What’s happening?” I asked. 

“King Tohrah is back from his trip to the neighboring kingdom. It is the reason for our celebrating,” Erik explained his mouth turned up a half-grin. 

The sounds that were coming from the room gave me the distinct impression that the celebration was not just food and drink. I tried to prepare myself for whatever I would find once we joined the party. When we stepped through the large wooden doors, what I found on the other side was not anything like I had imagined. 

It was wall to wall people. Several tables were lined up and laden down with all sorts of different plates and cups filled to the brim with food and drinks. Wherever there wasn’t food or cups there were people. Most were eating, laughing, and drinking. Some of them, however, were locked into various erotic acts.

The King sat at the head of the tables with his own personal posse of half-naked women prancing around him. One of the women decided to fall into the chairs, though it didn’t look accidental. 

The King let out a roar that reverberated through the chamber, and I wouldn’t have doubted if they had heard it through-out the whole valley.

All the noise in the room came to halt and everyone looked to him. The woman in the chair immediately dove out of it and knelt before the King trembling. The King hissed something out angrily and two guards stormed into the room. They grabbed the woman jerking her out of the room despite her cries. At least, I thought they were cries, yet the weird hissing language could be misconstrued easily.  

“Wh... what is he doing?” I asked Erik. 

He looked back at me his eyes dark with the anger that seems to be rippling through the room. 

“She sat in the queen's chair. The only person who sits in it is the Queen. It was a great insult for her to touch the queen's chair much less have the audacity to sit in it,” Erik explained. 

“What will happen to her?” I asked not sure I wanted to know. 

“She will be reminded of her place,” Erik said simply leaving the rest to my imagination. 

I wasn’t able to delve into that any further as the king caught sight of us and waved us forward. As we walked through the hall every eye turned on us now. Agitated, I dropped my eyes to the ground and tried to pretend the people I was walking by were not in various states of undress... or without clothing at all. 

My brother knelt on one knee as soon as we were in front of the King. I stood behind my brother and kept my eyes down until I heard a gruff growl. I jerked my head up and came face to face with the king of these intimidating people; the man that had won such devotion from my brother. His golden eyes boring into mine pinning me to my place like he had grabbed me by my shoulders and held me physically. 

He wasn’t extraordinary handsome or even classically handsome yet I felt the pull to him none the less. His dark honey blond hair was exceptionally long and pulled into a tight fishbone braid down his back. His broad chest was encased in a soft-looking silk top that was bright white and slightly translucent highlighting the skin underneath. His pants were the same soft-looking fabric, but bright gold with intricate designs woven throughout it. 

Across his forehead was a golden flowing tattoo much more fluid and elaborate than everyone else's. Only these were similar to fire, like a crown of pure golden fire had been marked across his forehead. 

I wondered briefly if they were colored on, tattooed or natural. I stored that question back for later as he stepped even closer invading my space and moving all thoughts aside save for him. He had an aura of strength, dominance, power, and danger like a snake ready to strike at the first sign of a threat. 

Just standing under his gaze made my body warm and flush. His nostrils flared as if he was sniffing the air around him. His yellow eyes heated until they changed to a molten gold as his greenish golden skin flushed slightly. His thin masculine lips turned up into a dark predatorial grin as his eyes looked me up and down. 

“So, this is the intruder you were concerned with?” King Toharh hissed out in English much to my surprise. 

“Yes, my King,” Erik answered still kneeling. 

“A pretty little intruder,” the King said reaching out and touched my face softly.

I was shocked at how my body rose to his touch eager for more. I tried to jerk away, confused by the eager reaction, but his other hand came up and held me in place. I stayed still under his perusal, understanding his natural curiosity. That was until he reached down and grasped the hem of my shirt and tried to jerk it upwards.  

“Stop that!” I snapped slapping at his hand. 

The room gasped in horror and I recoiled realizing the error of my actions. What the hell was I thinking? My life was literally in this man’s hands and I was hitting him. That would have been a death sentence in the eyes of any monarch. The King shocked everyone in this room when he threw his head back and laughed.

“Ohh... she has the fyre in her!” King Toharh exclaimed in approval touching my bright red hair.

“Are you making fun of my hair?” I asked indignantly unable to help myself. 

“No, little fyre. I am paying you a compliment. Most Draygons do not have half the soul of fyre in them that you do. We may breathe fire. But you embody it. Fyre is what you are! It is beautiful to see the outside is a warning for the inside. Be warned, you may be burned,” the king replied with a wolfish grin. 

King Tohrah walked back towards Erik. “Rise.”

Erik rose gracefully and stood proud before his King. 

“She certainly seems like your sister. What say you, Champion?” King Toharh asked. 

Erik turned to me, his eyes thoughtful for a moment as he regarded me. There was nothing more I could say that would change their minds if they didn’t believe me anyway. So, I kept my head high and my mouth silent.

“Yes, my King. She is, in fact, my sister,” he said slowly. 

“You don’t wish for me to ask the Sorcerer?” the king asked waving his hand towards the one table that stood apart and had one lone cloaked figure at it. 

The man barely moved and kept himself cloaked. He would have been easily ignored, dismissed or even missed completely. My gut clenched in worry at the thought of that man coming near me. I looked to Erik trying to plead with him to just accept it.

“No,” Erik replied answering my silent plea. “She is my sister, I’m certain of it.”

The King smiled his predatorial smile once more. “Good. It is settled then. She is the sister of the Champion.” 

King Tohrah’s golden eyes burned as they moved up and down my body and once more my body heat rose in response. I suddenly felt exposed despite my clothes being the most modest ones in the room. Without warning, he stalked towards me purposefully and grabbed my hand jerking me into his arms. I struggled against his chest, however, he was too strong to break free from. His mouth descended on mine, capturing it with a power that snuck in and overwhelmed my senses. Though his kiss seemed hard and demanding when his tongue pressed up against my lips, it was soft and gently seeking more entrance. 

My passion, that seemed to have jolted under his gaze, bloomed under his lips. Despite my protests, a soft moan dropped from my mouth and my body stopped fighting him. Even with my mind screaming at me to stop him, I couldn’t do anything to fight him or the desire that was spreading through my body.

Once I went limp in his arms he pulled his mouth away and pressed a kiss to my forehead. He stepped away and addressed the room with a series of hisses and a loud roar. They returned the roar with a fervor that caused the walls in the room to shake. 

Still in a daze, I turned to Erik. “What’s going on?” 

Before he could respond the King pulled me to his side once more and locked an arm around my shoulder so I couldn’t getaway. 

“The Draygons are greeting their new queen,” he told me with pride.

Stunned and with no small amount of confusion. I allowed him to steer me towards the chairs at the front of the room as the people renewed their celebrations with the wild fervor. 

I looked at the seat he was urging me to then back at him. “Excuse me?”

Surely he wasn’t insisting I sit on it? I saw what happened to the last woman and I was not about to be dragged off by the guards, again. 

“I don’t understand,” I stated my blank mind refusing to process any other words. 

“Sit,” the King insisted. 

“Where?” 

“There.”

“But, that’s the Queen's chair. Only the Queen can sit in it,” I replied stupidly. 

“Exactly,” King Toharh stated simply as if that answered every confusing question that was rolling around in my head.

“But...”

“Mara,” my brother hissed behind me. 

“What?” I responded turning to him for further explanation. 

His eyes were burning with anger. A look I hadn’t seen since I had taken his Walkman apart to get the wiring out for my radio to contact the aliens. He had been so pissed he hadn’t spoken to me for a week. I had proceeded to try and put his walk-man back together but, though it did play tapes, all the music had sounded like something straight out of Alvin and the chipmunks. He had laughed so hard he had instantly forgiven me and had continued to listen to that Walkman for another three months before my parents took pity on him and paid for another one. 

In my borderline delirious state, I began giggling until I caught the look on Erik s face. 

“I’m sorry. I just don’t understand what’s going on,” I explained to him.

However, it was the king that answered me. “It’s quite simple, little intruder.” 

I turned to the King and was immediately trapped by his molten gold eyes once more. 

“I am taking you as my Queen.”

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Four
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I spent the rest of the night in an uncomfortable silence with my eyes pinned to the ground unwilling to look up through all the frolicking or random moans and sounds that echoed throughout the room. Occasionally, King Tohrah would reach out and touch my hand as if to make sure I wasn’t going to be running away. However, when I didn’t look up he would let go and continue speaking to someone. Of course, they all still sounded like hisses and little growls for the most part yet I could make out the word sssahhh every once and a while.

A few times I heard Erik say something in English, but I wasn’t even going to try and look up to see what was going on. I was too afraid of seeing some of those naked people and the bawdy acts that they were performing on each other.

It wasn’t long before hunger, exhaustion, and stress had my eyes drifting shut and my body melting into the chair. I had almost fallen out of my chair when a strong hand grabbed my shoulder to hold me in the chair.

“It’s time for you to get your rest, Mara,” the King told me softly in my ear. 

I blinked up at him trying to clear my mind enough to comprehend what he was saying. Yet, as soon as my mind heard the word “rest” I was more than willing to follow him to the ends of the earth.

I allowed him to help me out of my chair and towards the small door at the far side of the room away from everyone else. Despite the small number of people still sitting around enjoying the ample delights of the party, no one even looked up as we departed. 

“Where are you taking me?” I asked him with a sleepy yawn. 

“To my bed,” he replied nonchalantly.

With those simple words, I was suddenly wide awake again. I skidded to a stop and jerked my arm out of his grasp.

“I am not going to bed with you! I am not going to be your queen and I am not going to sleep with you! I don’t know who you think you are, but you have no right to treat me like a piece of property!”

The King swung around and advanced on me, there was a hard determination in his eyes. Fearful, I stumbled backward until I was pressed hard against the unforgiving stone. 

“Actually I do. This is my world and this is my kingdom. You came under my rule the moment you stepped through the opening. The only right you have is to do as your brother or your king commands you to do,” he growled at me. 

“Excuse me?” I breathed out in shock. 

“Here in my world the oldest Draygon in each house is in charge of the Draygana. Your brother is yours and he has given you to me. Even you must know the honor I am bestowing on you by making you a Queen,” King Tohrah replied his haughty tone rubbed me raw. 

Anger overwhelmed my fear of him and I stepped closer pressing my face into his.

“I am NO ONE'S property!” I shouted at him. 

He put his hand on my chest right above my heart making it skip a beat. I growled internally at the stupid thing demanding it stop reacting to the man’s touch.

“I have staked my claim, little fyre. You can fight me all you want, but you may want to think twice before you take on the King of the Golden Draygons,” he warned me softly.

My pounding heart suddenly stopped at his words. He couldn't be serious. Certainly, he wasn't talking about actual dragons. No... dragons weren’t real. I thought trying not to laugh out loud at the absurdity of this man.

He gently pushed me back against the wall before stepping away and stalking down the darkened hallway leaving me to follow him as if he was certain I would.

King Toharh threw open the doors at the end of the hallway bathing the darkened areas with the purple light from the planet outside. He turned back to me and waved his arm to the opening beckoning me towards it.

A large shadow swooped by, blocking out the light for a moment before zipping away. I moved in beside him, looking into his hard eyes, it was obvious he sensed my disbelief and was not happy about it at all. I swallowed hard and tried not to let my discomfort at his anger show; unwilling to give him that much of an upper hand with me.

A thunderous boom from above startled me and I screamed, jumping back and slammed into the King. He wrapped his arms around my waist pulling me tightly against his chest. Whether it was to protect me or stopped me from running away, I didn’t know and, honestly, I didn’t really care.

"Fear not, little fyre, I have you," he whispered into my ear. "Look above." 

Slowly my eyes rose up and the sight would have dropped me to the floor if King Tohrah been holding me so tightly.

In the violet hue of the lunar planet, shapes were gliding through the sky. Shapes that were absolutely impossible to be in the sky.

Dragons. 

The sky was filled with dragons. 

"Oh my god," I whispered as I watched them swoop dive and rise seemingly playfully.

Several had locked talons and tumbled a bit then broke apart and began flying again together. 

"Beautiful, are they not?" he asked me, the pride and awe in his voice inspired the same in me. 

"Yes," I breathed out in awe.

"We Draygons are proud, strong and powerful," he explained. 

A dragon broke off the group and flew down to the top of the tower mere feet from us. The purple light sparkled off the Golden scales of the dragon-like brilliant amethysts that seemed so real that I could almost reach out and pluck one of the crystals off. The head of the dragon was twice as big as my whole body with two horns on the very top and another smaller set just below that one. Both sets of horns were covered by the same dark sparkling scales. My gaze connected with its huge yellow cat-like eyes that blinked oddly at me. There was some intelligence to it, but also hostility as they looked at me. Almost as if they didn't approve of the human its king was wrapped around. Its enormous talons were sharp and deadly, yet it gripped the wall so gently that it was obviously worried about destroying the ledge it sat on. Its massive bat-like wings slicked back as it crouched down and pushed its snout towards me. It let out a low, hostile, growl that shivered through me.

Frightened, I shrunk away from it, burying myself deeper into the King's arms. Unfazed, King Tohrah grasped my hand and pushed it towards the dragon. I struggled against his strong grip to no avail as he lifted my hand to the dragon. The Dragon lowered its enormous head and sniffed my outstretched hand.

The King let out a low growl that resonated from deep within his chest. The dragon's head perked up a bit then seemed to bow to the both of us reverently before shooting straight up letting out a
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