
  
  [image: ]




  
  
Endless Sea Of Stars

Dread Spring

Project Pardus

Syphon Bound

A Bond of Storms and Stitches

A Bond of Armour and Artfulness

Syphon Bound Novella

A Tourney Bond

Second Acts of Weary Warrior Women



The Swordswoman and the Vampire

To Break A Dragon Bond

A Pentagram Of Candles and Spectres

Her Castle, Her Howl, Her Pack

The King’s Pixie Seer








  
  Copyright © 2023 by Elizabeth Shearly. 
All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, stored, or distributed without express permission. No part of this book may be used for AI training without express permission.
ISBN (ebook) 9781738890064
For more information, visit www.elizabethshearly.ca
Editor: Maggie Morris, The Indie Editor
This is a work of fiction. The story and characters are strictly products of the author’s imagination, and any resemblance to real people, living or dead, is unintentional and entirely coincidental.






  
  Content Notes

Choosing to die, exile, intrusive thoughts. 






  
  [image: ]

Their eyes stared sightlessly at the ceiling. No breath nudged their chests up and down. They were all frozen, unmoving. In her dream, Raisa recoiled, but a heavy hand seemed to shove her close to one of the corpses. The child’s eyes were closed, as if asleep, but the little girl was just as still and silent as the rest. 
Raisa gasped and startled awake, the staring eyes still dancing before her in the darkness. She slammed her mental defences into place, as she did every morning. That thrice-damned dragon knew she couldn’t defend herself while she slept.
Raisa dragged her heavy limbs out from under her wool blanket into the too-silent cottage. She settled her thick shawl about her shoulders and crept across the room out of habit: Jarom was no longer here to disturb. 
He’d given her a perfunctory hug as he settled his pack on his back.
“I’ll come back soon, Mum,” he’d said and grinned.
She’d smiled back at him. How could she be dejected when he looked so happy? He wouldn’t be back very soon; his apprentice duties wouldn’t leave him any time to visit her. These days, the only way to get up here into the mountains was by horse and cart.
“Write me every week, let me know what you’re learning in the capital,” said Raisa.
“Of course, Mum,” said Jarom.
She gave him one last hug, and he scampered out the door. Or maybe strode would be more accurate now. He wasn’t a little kid anymore. Raisa watched him from the doorway as he bounded down past the bend in the road and disappeared behind the trees. She went in and shut the door. 
Her shoulders hunched as she surveyed the cold hearth, the empty chair beside it, the wood Jarom had stacked carefully in the corner for her. Only a week had passed since he’d left, far too early to start wondering when he was going to come back. She stirred the fire in the hearth to life.
“I should go into town, check for a letter from him,” she said to the empty house. It had been a week, and she had asked him to write. If they’d still been able to channel the magic, she would have gotten his replies instantly. Having a rider carry a piece of paper was painfully slow. Even if he’d written her immediately, the letter might not arrive until next week.
She hauled the heavy cast-iron kettle to the water pump in the corner and filled it. Raisa paused to brush her unruly hair out of her eyes, the scales at her hairline bumpier than skin. She hung the kettle over the fireplace and sat back to braid her hair.
Too bad her dragon bond was able to survive without the magic. How convenient it would have been if that too had withered with the retreat of their channelling. Her routine had become reflexive: block the bond in the daytime and suffer through the nightmares while she slept. Breaking the bond for good was out of the question, what with her parental responsibilities . . .
Raisa swallowed hard. Jarom would be fine without her from now on if something did happen. Her heart pounded and her mouth went dry. Breaking the bond had seemed impossible for so many years, and she had spent the better part of two decades reminding herself it was too risky, dismissing it out of hand. But now?
Raisa tied off her braid, added oats to the kettle, and stirred them.
Every dragonrider knew the only way to break a dragon bond was by the monarch’s hand, but it hadn’t been done in generations. Raisa shivered. Legend had it that the rider and dragon had begged the queen to dissolve their bond, though the reason for it was lost to time. The queen had granted them a favour and dissolved the bond as requested. Neither the rider nor the dragon had survived.
Raisa stirred the oats again and gathered her shawl about her shoulders.
Older records of the procedure being successfully performed did exist, but without the specifics, death had to be an accepted risk, and Raisa hadn’t been willing to accept that risk. 
But what kind of life was this? Alone up in the mountains where Kalanthi couldn’t follow, far from the capital and her son. Hiding from her past. If she broke the bond, she’d be able to move to the capital permanently and be near Jarom while he studied. Maybe she could even reach out to her old friends, the friends she’d had to leave behind when Kalanthi started terrorizing her with the constant barrage of heartbreak and death.
Raisa scooped some oats into her bowl.
No, she couldn’t keep on like this. Breaking the bond was her only option, risks be damned.
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The palace towered high overhead, all shining marble and gilt rooftops. The iron bars out front were cool in her hands. Truth be told, Jarom had seemed a little disappointed to see her, eager as he was to strike out on his own. Her plan had worried him, though she didn’t tell him how high the chance of her death was. 
Petitions from the populace were accepted today, so Raisa had every right to be here. After the last time she had seen the king, would she really be welcomed back?
Twenty years earlier . . .
Kraisa peered down at the palace far below, the afternoon sun glinting off the roof and sparkling over the white facade. An image popped into her head, seamlessly imparted by her mental link with Kalanthi.
The wide courtyard, easily large enough for a dragon to land.
“We’ll head that way,” said Kraisa and pictured the two of them circling and landing in the spot Kalanthi had imparted.
She squeezed the dragon’s neck with her knees as they dove, skimmed over the wrought-iron fence, glided over the palace walls, and touched down in the middle of the courtyard. Kalanthi’s claws scraped on the stone, but no damage was done; the place had been made for dragons. Kraisa alighted, patted Kalanthi’s neck, and strode into the palace. An aid jogged after her.
“This way, dragonrider,” said the aid, gesturing her down a long hallway.
“Kraisa,” she said. Her new dragonrider name came naturally to her already.
“Dragonrider Kraisa,” said the aid and inclined their head toward a large set of doors, standing open.
Kraisa paused on the threshold. Was that the king? The actual real king standing over a table in the middle of the hall? Yes, it was. And she was a dragonrider. An actual real dragonrider. She squared her shoulders and marched into the throne room. She ducked her head in a quick bow, and the king looked up from his maps.
“Dragonrider,” he said, taking in the green luminescent scales scattered at her hairline.
“Yes, Your Majesty,” said Kraisa.
“As you have no doubt gathered, I have requested a dragonrider’s assistance contacting some of my subjects in Rams Village. The bridge to Rams Island has been destroyed, likely by raiders from the Northern Kingdom, and they are not responding through the usual communication methods. Please ensure their safety, as rebuilding the bridge will take several weeks.”
A milk run. Her first assignment was to count heads in some tiny village?
“Not what you had in mind, dragonrider?” said the king, and Kraisa startled.
“Of course it is, Your Majesty. Any task you set is my honour to perform,” she said.
The king chuckled, the lines on his face deepening. “Good to hear. Do some simple work, and I’m sure the Roost will see fit to assign you something more exciting.” He went back to his map. Kraisa had been dismissed.
As Kraisa strode through the vaulted corridor back to Kalanthi, she pictured the location of Rams Village and imparted their assignment to ensure that the villagers were safe and reassure them that their bridge would be rebuilt as soon as possible.
Rain slashed down, and waves crashed against the base of sheer cliffs.
A bit of a storm wouldn’t keep them from their task. They’d flown in all kinds of weather as part of their training. She pictured the sun at its height in the sky (the only way to impart time to a dragon) and flying to the village.
Kalanthi didn’t respond.
Kraisa pictured the mountain pool at the Roost, Kalanthi diving into it and rolling under the water. Kalanthi soaring through the clouds, mist gathering on her scales.
The route to the village and Kraisa talking unintelligibly to the villagers. 
The images flickered through her head so fast she could barely make them out.
Kraisa laughed as she reached the courtyard and patted Kalanthi’s snout. “The sooner we get this errand over with, the sooner we can go have fun.”
Kalanthi rumbled in response. She didn’t understand the words, but she could often get the gist of anything Kraisa said through their bond. Kraisa leaped to her back and crowed aloud as they took off in a cloud of dust stirred by Kalanthi’s huge wings.





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
.

END THE NIGHTMARES






OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    
      Contents


    

    
      
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Content Notes
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        1.
        
        Chapter 1
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        2.
        
        Chapter 2
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        3.
        
        Chapter 3
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        4.
        
        Chapter 4
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        5.
        
        Chapter 5
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        6.
        
        Chapter 6
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        7.
        
        Chapter 7
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        8.
        
        Chapter 8
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        9.
        
        Chapter 9
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        10.
        
        Chapter 10
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        11.
        
        Chapter 11
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        12.
        
        Chapter 12
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        13.
        
        Chapter 13
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        14.
        
        Chapter 14
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        15.
        
        Chapter 15
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        16.
        
        Chapter 16
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        17.
        
        Chapter 17
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Second Acts of Weary Warrior Women
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Preview of "A Bond of Storms and Stitches"
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        Also By Elizabeth F. Shearly
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
        
          
      		
      
      
        About The Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      


    
        
        
      


    
  



OEBPS/images/cab03f78-6cef-4df4-a444-17f58f060c91.jpeg





OEBPS/images/b5115c52-7753-4d49-9bdd-ef5ced61ed30.jpeg








