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CHAPTER 1
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Professor Aleshia O’Kin loved Mount Flame. 

She didn’t know why she loved the amazing mountain that was the tallest in the entire Realm, but there was just something so alluring, amazing and breathtaking about it. It popped up in her dreams, her work, her everything, Aleshia had to find out everything about the mountain. 

Even if it killed her.

As Aleshia sat on her favourite wooden rocking chair inside the wonderful log cabin she was staying in, she stared out over the amazing mountain range and towards her obsession, Mount Flame.

Whenever the university asked her why she was requesting funding for yet another expedition to Mount Flame, Aleshia would always give them the same answer, because it was her duty.

In all honesty, she had no idea what that duty was, but if she had ever wondered about leaving the mountain, her research or her field of study (Pre-Realm History), then that night without fail she would get weird dreams about the Mountain wanting her. 

Aleshia tried to push those awful memories away and she simply focused on the amazing view outside the log cabin. The wonderful blankets of thick white snow dusted the entire mountain range, like her favourite sweet sponge cakes she had had as a child.

The wonderful smell of rich bitter coffee with a dash of caramel syrup made Aleshia wrap her hands round her mug of coffee next to her and take a massive sip of the battery acid.

There was something just so peaceful, so wonderful so mysterious about the mountain range that Aleshia had once wondered about living here, just so she could feel the cold bite of the snow every morning, but the university and real life had always called her back. 

The sound of people talking, muttering and moving heavy equipment outside made Aleshia frown as that spoiled her perfect silence and she would have sworn she heard the mountains moan in their frustration. 

That was probably the only thing Aleshia hated about these expeditions, all these newbies, junior professors and interns that wanted to come along and get famous. She had no idea why they all believed they would get famous just because of they were travelling with an O’Kin.

Aleshia loved exploring the world with her mother, father and brothers as a teenager. She loved discovering ancient cultures, tombs and even some magical weapons, they were fun to use before her father turned them over to the King.

Spoil sport!

But since her parents died and her brothers went off into the military, Aleshia had been left alone, and quite frankly she knew she would never be as great as her parents. They were the true historians, they knew everything about the Realm and all the other races on each side of the borders.

Aleshia hated comparing herself to them, but that was the truth. She felt as if she was playing around, pretending to be far greater than she would ever be normally. 

That’s why she loved the mountain so much, Aleshia felt like Mount Flame understood her and wanted her to come to it. 

And Aleshia wasn’t going to disobey. 

Then Aleshia stood up and stretched her neck, forcing herself to look away from her beloved mountains, she smiled as she stared at her log cabin with all its desks, files and books scattered around. 

Her husband, Charlian O’Kin, just wanted her to clean up, but Aleshia wasn’t going to do that. This was her cabin, it was the only space in the Realm where she could work in peace to figure out why Mount Flame wanted, needed her to visit it.

Just the thought of her husband made Aleshia want him here. 

After meeting him two decades ago in a lecture on the unification of the human tribes to form the Realm, Aleshia had travelled everywhere with him, and him her.

They were married on an expedition, they would both stay up late each night talking about their adventures, arguing their hypothesis and celebrating (like married people do) each other’s successes.

If Aleshia could have her way, he would be the only person on the expedition, but the university would never allow that sadly.

Aleshia went to take a step forward but her feet touch an opened book, and Aleshia smile’s deepened. The opened book was on the very thing that allowed her to get her funding for the expedition.

The Reflection of Mount Flame.

In the tens of thousands of years since Mount Flame’s first historical mention only a hundred people had seen this so-called reflection. Aleshia was probably the most recent, and she loved the Mount for it. 

It was an impossible thing to describe, but Aleshia always mentioned about how smooth, strange and unnatural Mount Flame looked normally, but sometimes, just sometimes the Mount would become engulfed in fire and the flames would perfectly reflect the sunlight.

When Aleshia first heard it, she knew it was a myth, a lie, a legend but after seeing it and becoming scared out of her wits, Aleshia knew for a fact it was no myth. 

But the one thing Aleshia could never understand about the reflection was why only certain people throughout history could see it. When she had witnessed it the first time, she had been standing with her husband, another professor and two interns.

She was the only one who had seen it.

To her amazement, Aleshia’s husband hadn’t tried to dust her off as a crazy woman, he had tried to help her figure it out and even his dragon had tried to be helpful.

Aleshia wished she could remember her name!

As Aleshia picked up the book, she slowly closed it and wished that the expedition would get underway soon, she had to go to the mountain, she had to see Mount Flame and answer its call.

The entire expedition waited for two things, Charlian to return with his dragon from the university with new equipment after some stupid interns had got drunk and urinated all over it, and most importantly they were all waiting for the weather to clear. 

Aleshia hated that factor. From down here the entire mountain range looked so peaceful and wonderful, but if she really focused she could clearly see a thin veil of white around the top of Mount Flame.

Meaning it was a full scale blizzard on the mountain, and no dragon loaded up with crew and equipment could easily survive that.

But Aleshia had to get to Mount Flame, she needed to see it, savour it and answer its divine call.

No matter what others said.

Even her husband.
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Honourary Professor Charlian O’Kin leant against the warm stone walls of the university and stared out across the courtyard with its stunning maple trees, roses and talking tomatoes as he waited for the new equipment.

Charlian couldn’t deny he didn’t love being back at the university in the Capital for the day before he had to fly back off into the frozen wastelands towards Mount Flame.

There was just something good about the university, it felt comforting, alive and filled with knowledge that Charlian just wanted to learn. He loved learning more than anything else in the world (except his wife and dragon, of course) and that was why he became a professor, in a way, because he never ever wanted to stop learning.

The amazing refreshing smell of the roses sent a wave of pleasure down Charlian’s spine, the amazing plants at the university was another great benefit.

As the sounds of students talking, laughing and groaning about their latest piece of “impossible” coursework, Charlian just focused on the sense of life here, he was going to miss it when he went to the frozen wastelands. 

Charlian loved his wife that was a fact, but he didn’t enjoy all the strange locations she wanted to go to. Maybe it was her historical training that made her want to go to these random places, but Charlian wanted to explore the “real” ruins of the past. Like temples, ruins and destroyed cities.

Not some mountain in the middle of nowhere.

Charlian wondered if his military training was partly at fault here. He had always loved to serve as a dragon rider with his dragon, Octon, fighting for the Realm against the orks in the North, the dwarfs in the west and all the damn creatures from the south. 

But when he saw that beautiful, sexy Professor Aleshia, he couldn’t help but become fascinated by her, her history and her ambitions, and Charlian had learnt a lot of the Realm’s history from military school, so he impressed her and the university offered to make him an Honourary Professor.

The sound of massive wings flapping overhead made Charlian excited as he looked up and focused on his amazing dragon float down to the ground. Charlian was always stunned by her beauty with her long wings, deep fiery orange scales and her killer smile.

He was glad he had taught her decades ago how to hide all her hundreds of dagger-like teeth inside her mouth, because those things were scary.

As Octon landed gently, she smiled and Charlian and he went over to her. Charlian ran his fingers gently over her fiery scales and was amazed by their coldness, he didn’t realise how much he had missed waiting for her.

“Got our fish?” Charlian asked.

“Sure thing Boss,” Octon said as she waved her massive tail.

Charlian didn’t need her to go and catch fish for them whilst he waited, but she had looked like she needed something to do, and Charlian had fond memories of playing in the university’s lake when he first met Aleshia, so that seemed the perfect place.

“Professor O’Kin!” a man shouted.

Charlian turned round and frowned when he saw a tall stuck-up looking man wearing a posh black suit walk towards him with a piece of parchment. At least there were ten young men walking behind him carrying boxes of equipment.

“Yes Lord Chancellor Duran,” Charlian said. He hated the head of the university.

“I need you to sign these forms saying you will personally cover any costs incurred due to damages on your expedition,” 

Charlian laughed. “Why? We didn’t need to sign any forms before,” 

“That was before you and Professor O’Kin allowed interns to urinate all over the equipment,” 

Octon started laughing. Charlian playfully hit her.

“Of course Lord Chancellor,” Charlian said bitterly and signed the forms. 

Duran turned, clicked his fingers and walked away as the young men came over to Octon and started attaching the boxed of equipment to her.

Charlian looked at Octon. “I don’t know why you don’t burn him,” 

“Cos boss, that’s murder. And murder’s bad,” 

Charlian smiled and shook his head. Aleshia might have called Octon childish, but that was why Charlian loved her. She was a fun, amazing dragon that he would protect to the end, no matter what Aleshia thought.

“True,” Charlian said, “how long until we return to the wastelands?” 
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