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    To all of you out there who love dragons at least as much as I do!
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A message from Anna Rose:
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This story is separated into sections, rather than chapters, for the reader’s convenience. I hope you find it to be a useful tool.

I have loved dragons since I was very young and knew that I would eventually end up writing about them. I am only sorry that I took so long to get around to it.

The first novel about dragons I read that left me wanting more was DRAGONFLIGHT, by the inestimable Anne McCaffrey. She wrote many more novels about the Dragonriders of Pern, and I eagerly devoured each one of them. I just could not help myself.

If you have not read them, I highly recommend that you do. Do not forget to read her Harper Hall of Pern trilogy, which is aimed at young people, but is still fine reading for the nominal adults out there.

Thank you to my wonderful, patient beta readers and editors, who have done a wonderful job to make sure I don’t make a complete fool of myself with my writing. 

NJ, Robin, Janet, and The Ape have been wonderful, and I want to extend special thanks to His Mooseness, who has always been especially wonderful to me in this regard.

In conclusion, I hope you all can forgive me taking this long to get this done, NJ. It should have been done a very long time ago. Now you can stop shaking your finger at me.

All my best to all of you.

Anna
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The flight of dragons glided lazily overhead, the sun dancing across their shining hides, creating a living rainbow of prismatic color that reflected down onto the ground below. Enormous in comparison to the human riders they bore, the dragons made the scattered buildings below them look like a children’s fragile playthings. 

The nearest village was at least ten miles beyond the furthest buildings of the farm, over dauntingly rough and dangerous terrain. On horseback, a trip to the village could take an entire day, there and back once more. If one left first thing in the predawn morning, they would not return until long after sundown of the same day. It was not a journey to take lightly.

This particular plot of land, surrounded by rocky cliffs and uncounted acres of forest, was many miles from the nearest barony. It simply was not worth the time and effort of the closest local baron to add it to his holdings. 

The entire farm was almost four acres in size. It featured a reasonably kept, whitewashed stone cottage, a barn made of mixed stones and heavily weathered lumber, a few patched and ragged animal pens, a small, fenced cemetery, and a little beyond that barn, a battered chicken coop that was now in the process of being cleaned. It was a young woman with long white-blonde hair pulled back into a loose bun at the nape of her neck and large, dark brown eyes that contained occasional flashes of copper and gold.

She was almost finished cleaning the coop, after a long, hot day of shoveling and scrubbing. It was thankless work as the hens, being only slightly above pigs in cleanliness, simply did not care how their home looked and smelled, unlike the humans who had to collect their freshly laid eggs on a daily basis.

The small flock of elderly hens that clucked at her, done for the day with hunting for juicy, protein-rich bugs outside, were disturbed by Aya’s continued intrusion, as they wanted to settle back into their nests, and she had broken the relative peace of their comfortable, although stinking, wood and wire home. She wondered why she even bothered to do more than shovel out the collected manure, as it did not matter how much one scrubbed, the stink never went away. It truly seemed to be an exercise in futility.

After changing out the straw in the last two nesting boxes, it was a blessing to be able to step out of the cramped, humid coop, into the fresh, early evening air. Aya had to remind herself not to use her filthy hand to brush her hair, which had escaped its tether at the nape of her neck, out of her eyes.

As she gazed out into the waning day, she watched the rainbow-colored flight of dragons and their riders on their evening flyover, now traveling along the edge of the forest that lay about a quarter mile from where she stood. It took Aya a moment before she remembered to breathe again.

The dragons always astounded her, no matter how many times she might see them. Despite the creatures’ great size, they seemed so very graceful as they made their way through the air. They dipped and soared, wingtip to wingtip, in a wondrous aerial ballet.

She did not remember ever having seen them on the ground, which she found surprising. You would think they would have to land sometime if only to rest the muscles that supported and moved their massive wings.

As far as she could tell, they came in every conceivable color, and even a few she had never thought existed. Even if she would never be able to have a dragon of her very own, just being able to touch one, once, would be reward enough for her patience.
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Aya had wanted a dragon for as long as she could remember. They consumed her thoughts, day and night. She would see members of the elite, mysterious Dragonguard, mounted atop the fabulous beasts that dwarfed their riders in comparison, and her sense of jealousy would be overwhelming. Her emotional response to seeing them was always visceral, something deep down inside her that made her whole body start thrumming with excitement. Something told Aya that she was meant to be among their number, but her life seemed not to reflect that feeling.

Once upon a time, she had shared that excitement with her parents, but her down-to-earth parents quickly knocked down her enthusiasm. After all, why would the Dragonguard want a slip of a girl like her, someone who only had two sets of clothes to her name, and those patched and worn?

Constantly reminded by her father that she was little more than a servant, and only a girl besides, Aya’s chances of joining that auspicious company were little to none. It hurt, knowing that was the case. He told her that only the highest ranked, and most privileged of men were given the opportunity to ride a dragon, much less own one. Look at him. He was nearly half a century old and had never gotten within fifty feet of a dragon.

As she had left their small farm fewer than five times in her sixteen years of life, and then only to the closest village, Aya had had far less experience with the world than he had, so he must know something she did not. At least, that is what he often reminded her.

Determined to prove him wrong, to show she was both clever and worthy, Aya had searched the forest for hours on end for dragon eggs. But she never found any, to her great disappointment. Aya wondered where a dragon would lay her eggs, or even if they laid eggs at all, as she had once seen a harmless, shiny, black and green snake by the pond, giving birth to dozens of exquisite little miniatures of herself on the shore, before slipping back into the concealment of the algae-rich primordial broth. 

The resident snakes ate the frogs and tadpoles that might otherwise overrun the pond, and the snakes sometimes fed the hawks and owls who often glided soundlessly over the surface of the crops, ever vigilant for the unwary rodent that had strayed too far from its burrow.

Reptiles must be a tasty alternative to rodents, Aya thought, but that did not make her at all curious about how they tasted. She would leave that sort of culinary curiosity to the raptors. Then her mind wandered into wondering what the dragons ate. Whatever it was, it must be substantial.

An entire bullock, perhaps? And then, how often? Were they like snakes, who only ate once every few days, and spent the time in between laying out in the hot sun? Or did they need to eat daily? She hoped she might one day have the opportunity to ask that question and get an answer that had real knowledge behind it.

Aya’s father had told her to accept her lot in life, as that was the way things were, but she refused to accept his assertion. She was 16 years old, now only a year or two from some an arranged marriage, which she also did not want either. She wanted exploration and adventure, not a home to which she would be tied for the rest of her life. Hungry mouths to feed and clothes to wash.

She had recently heard her parents discussing her marriage prospects, late at night, when they thought she was asleep. Her parents were fortunate enough to have their sleeping chamber, instead of sharing the main room with their children. Unfortunately for them, as the cottage was not very large, every little noise would grab one’s attention, and such an expectation of privacy was unreasonable.

Almost without exception, the candidates she had heard her parents discuss were older men, some of whom already had children from wives who had passed on, and she did not want to be a mother to children who were old enough to be her siblings. Nor had she any desire to play nursemaid to a husband in his dotage. Her father seemed more focused on securing a lucrative match, rather than his daughter’s future happiness, while her mother seemed more concerned with Aya





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Anna Rose

Ayas Dragon





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





