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      Can two fugitives beat Draco at its own game?

      Van and Sang are on the run, forced to log on and play Dragons of the New World from a dank basement hideout with borrowed characters while the world crumbles around them. Sang is losing hope after being fired by the CIA, but Van’s resolve is only growing. 

      When Allie reveals that her people defeated the Dracos by striking them directly, they know what they have to do, but there’s just one problem—their only access to the mysterious Dracos is through a game that’s rigged against them. When they learn of an online tournament that will make five players Pros—and access to the Draco compound—Van and Sang know they have to win at any cost.

      Now, with the help of some old friends from the Iron Dragon mercenaries, as well as a few bold new recruits, Van and Sang must survive every punishing challenge and prove themselves to be the best players in the game. With an in-game rebellion brewing and spies targeting them in meatspace, it will take all their courage to face Draco’s bloody endgame.
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      "Do you think what they're saying is true?" Fredlin asked as he stalked through the woods, bow in hand. Alongside him was his companion, Savorn. The two were busy searching for elk to hunt in the Great Forest of Alketho.

      "If what's true?" Savorn answered, pointing at one of the bushes. They could see evidence of grazing on the corner of the green shrub. Saliva glistened off of the plant in the sunlight, indicating that an animal wasn't too far off.

      "The rumors," Fredlin said, "about the Iron Dragons?"

      "Oh, them again," Savorn said with a chuckle. "Look, I don't know what you're on about. They're a bunch of crazies and cheaters. Whatever they're yammering about is nothing more than silly myths."

      "You keep saying that," Fredlin replied as he knocked an arrow onto his bow and crouched down, "but I'm not convinced. I mean, I was doing some reading on the internet last night and I saw more than a few articles talking about people found dead while playing this game."

      "Yeah, because when an idiot decides to pop a ton of Cwake and spend 72 hours in a tube, they tend to die," Savorn said. "The Iron Dragons are just trying to use those deaths as a way to gain more people. It's ridiculous, really. I mean, first their leaders get kicked out of the game for cheating, and the next thing you know, they're all over the place talking about how evil Draco is. Just give it a rest already."

      "There!" Fredlin said as he aimed his bow at a rustling bush. The words Legendary Elk hovered above it. He released the bow and the words Hit! Lethal Blow floated above the bushes. They heard the elk crash to the ground.

      "Nice shot. I thought we'd be searching for that thing all day," Savorn said as she holstered her own bow and began to walk towards the bushes. Neither of them had seen the elk, but the game system's alert was guarantee enough that they'd been successful.

      "Look, over the course of the last month, nearly 17 people were found dead after playing this game," Fredlin said.

      "Are we still talking about this?" Savorn asked as she leaned over the bush to look at the dead elk. Its majestic white fur glistened in the sunlight, and the arrow had struck it clean in in the heart, leading to a quick and merciful death.

      "Yes, we're still talking about this," Fredlin replied as he stopped next to his companion. He drew out his field knife and began to work on harvesting the meat from the animal. The words Butchering 00/100 appeared above him as he began his work. "The Iron Dragons posted something serious on Reddit yesterday."

      "Yes, because an online forum like Reddit is the epitome of civil discourse," Savorn snapped.

      "They were talking about some kind of cataclysmic event that'll be coming soon. And from the looks of it, it's gonna be serious stuff."

      "Cataclysmic how?" Savorn asked.

      "End of the world type stuff, for sure!" Fredlin replied. "Draco's been working with some kind of terrorist cell. They've been using the game to radicalize other people and get them to carry out missions. There's some kind of gas line in San Francisco that's reportedly being rigged to explode."

      "A gas line? In San Fran?" Savorn repeated. "And Draco the video game company is behind it? Do you hear how crazy that is? I mean, I've been living in San Francisco for six years, and I've not once seen a video game company try to rig a gas main."

      "I'm telling you, it's really convincing stuff. I'm thinking about joining the Iron Dragons."

      "You're going to join a bunch of nutjobs who think Draco is Al-Qaeda? I have no idea why we hang out," Savorn said.

      "Well, you're free to join me if you want. It's not too far to reach their headquarters from here," Fredlin said as he finished butchering the elk. "And if I were you, I'd get as far as I could from San Francisco. That main's gonna blow up any minute."

      Savorn sighed. "Look, Fredlin, I think you're crazy, but if you're serious about joining the Iron Dragons, I'm in."

      "Really? I figured you'd give me all sorts of flack about it," Fredlin replied.

      "I might think they're nuts, but have you seen the board rankings lately? The Iron Dragons just overcame the Kingdom of Gloran and the Kraken Gods Mercenary group. They're on fire," Savorn said. "But they don't let just anyone in. I assume you've got an invite?"

      "Smart girl," Fredlin said with a chuckle as he dug out a small letter from his satchel. There was an image of a large dragon made out of iron emblazoned on the letter. "They sent this to me last night."

      "Can you get me in, or do I have to prove that I'm insane before they consider me?" Savorn replied with a laugh. Then, in the distance, she heard a loud boom sound out. She paused and turned around to face the direction of the sound, but saw nothing.

      "You alright?" Fredlin asked. "Hear another elk?"

      "No," Savorn whispered. "An explosion, I think." There was another boom, and this time it had been closer.

      "I'm not hearing anything," Fredlin said. "Maybe it's a –" His words were interrupted as the power to Savorn's game system was abruptly cut.

      "What the hell?" she gasped once she realized that she was sitting in her bedroom. She fumbled for a moment, trying to regain control of her senses. Getting kicked out of the game sucked hard, and for a moment she felt as if she were going blind. After a few seconds passed, she was finally able to regain her senses long enough to pull the haptic goggles off.

      A stinging sensation welled up in her eyes right away, and she began to hack and wheeze. "The…hell?" she gasped out as she fell to her knees and began to blindly crawl away from the computer. The smell of smoke was overwhelming. As she instinctively crawled toward her window, she felt little pricks of pain in her knees that were accompanied by the sounds of glass crunching. She yelped in pain as the sirens in the background began to grow louder.

      Savorn grunted as she hoisted herself up, stumbling to the window. She needed air, and badly. Opening one eye, she could see that the window had been shattered. Sticking her head out the window, she tried to take a deep breath of fresh air, but felt only more pain as the smoke entered her lungs. In the distance, someone was calling to her, but she was beginning to lose consciousness from the smoke inhalation. Another explosion in the distance rocked the entire house. Holy crap, she thought as she slid to the ground. The Iron Dragons were right.
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      "Is this a good sign or a bad sign?" Sang asked as she pointed to the horde of players who were trudging toward the home base of the Iron Dragons. Originally, the plan had been for them to just stay in an abandoned castle for a few days while the entire team of mercenaries found a suitable home, but word had gotten out that this castle was the new base of operations. Now more people than ever were arriving to meet with the team.

      "A bad sign, I'd wager to say," Van said as he leaned over the castle wall. He suddenly looked dead tired, and she realized that he must have just received some bad news.

      "Did the main explode?"

      "Took out an entire block," Van replied. "Just got word in from the team."

      "How many dead?" Sang asked, bracing herself.

      "Three hundred," Van said. "The worst part? It was a residential section."

      "What?" Sang gasped. "I thought they were targeting the factory district!"

      Van sighed deeply and shook his head. "It turns out that the information they leaked was just to mess with us. They were sending a message with that explosion, Sang. If we keep pushing, they'll kill more innocents."

      "Well, they can think that'll scare us off," Sang replied, "but they're dead wrong. By the end of this, we'll kill every last one of those bastards."

      Van shrugged. He didn't look nearly as enthused as he'd been at the start of the mission a few weeks before. It seemed that with each attack Draco levied against them, Van only grew more depressed.

      "Look," Van offered, "I don't know about any of that. I’m just saying that we need to get this operation moving a little faster. We can't keep taking hits like this."

      "If we let them push us to move faster, we're going to make a mistake," Sang replied. "We've only got one option: stay on the course. If we modify our actions because of their attacks, then we're only going to trip up."

      "That's easy for you to say," Van said. "But you're not in charge of this operation."

      "And you're not in charge of what happens outside of this game!" Sang warned. "We've got the full force of the government working from behind the scenes, so let them worry about stopping Draco in the real world."

      Van shook his head. "I'm sorry, it's just not getting any easier. I thought it would, but… I think this job is going to kill me."

      "If it's any consolation, it will probably kill the both of us. Now, come on – you've got some newcomers to welcome," Sang said as she patted him on the shoulder.

      "I have no idea how you can make light of all this," Van said, trudging down the stairs to meet with the new recruits.

      "It's an acute reaction to stress," Sang replied. "You can either laugh or cry. I'm choosing to laugh, because if I cry, I don't think I'll ever stop."

      The gates to the interior of the castle throne room swung open as fifteen players entered. The lieutenants of the Iron Dragons were all present. There were Kylian, Bidane, Capello, and Sahara. They had been with Sang and Van from the very beginning of the mercenary company's formation and were all adamant about the fact that they believed the truth – that Draco was actually an alien organization. Jet had apparently told them as much, and they believed him wholeheartedly.

      "Alright, team," Van said as he walked in front of the crew that had been patiently waiting for him. "Let's induct these newbies quick. And keep the alien talk down… that means you, Capello. The story is that these are terrorists."

      "Lame," Capello grumbled.

      "Yes, sir," Kylian said. "If you don't know already, there was an explosion."

      "Yeah, I’m well aware," Van said quickly. "Now, shush. Here they come."

      The gaggle of players walked up to Van. Leading them was a player that Sang could barely remember. There were so many members of the Iron Dragons now – nearly 500, and the number was growing with each passing week. Soon, they would have enough of a force to push into more Designated Reality Zones.

      "Greetings, prospective members of the Iron Dragons," Van said as he held his arms up high. "My name is Van and I welcome you to our humble base. Now, I’m not going to mince any words here. Most of you know who we are. Most of you know that we aren't here to just play a fun game and have a good time. We are here for a singular purpose. To investigate and fight against a terrorist organization that works with Draco." Van paused for a moment and Sang glanced at the crowd, waiting for a few people to walk away, but no one did. That was odd.

      Van continued, "Draco is actively aiding and abetting a terrorist cell working against the interests of the United States, as well as several other countries. No doubt you've heard about the deaths of innocent players who were playing this game. 17 people died three weeks ago, all within fifteen minutes of each other. 12 more were found dead a day later. One of our very own, whom we called Dolly, passed away due to health complications involving this game. So, I'm going to be honest with all of you today. We are not here to goof off. We are a resistance force. If you join us, you are agreeing to potentially risk your life for the cause."

      "You were right!" came a voice from the center of the group. The players began to shift and step out of the way to allow a young man armed with a bow to step forward. The name Fredlin hovered above his head. "There was an explosion today. In San Francisco. Six gas mains exploded at the same time, except the news is saying it's some kind of an accident. But it wasn't – you guys said that this was going to happen and that it was an attack!"

      There was a commotion amongst the group. A few were surprised, but the rest seemed to take the news in stride.

      "I had a friend out there!" Fredlin said. "A good friend. I haven't heard from her since she suddenly disconnected a few hours ago. Now, I don't know if she's dead, but I'm worried sick about her. You knew the truth about Draco and you tried to warn us. If that's not reason enough to join, then I don't know what is."

      "Yeah!" cried someone else. "My brother died in one of those tubes. And if you're saying that Draco is responsible for that, then I'm gonna make those bastards pay."

      The threat elicited cheers from the entire crowd. Sang was surprised to see such a high level of enthusiasm from them, too. This group was definitely comprised of a different caliber of player – perhaps that Reddit article was responsible for it.

      "Good," Van said, "then you must know that we are a unit. We work together as a team, to ensure that we will all get out of this alive. The clock is ticking. Draco has started pushing their plan forward, and it's only a matter of time before they begin to enact a series of nuclear meltdowns. We have allies, but… but Draco's roots run deep. The boots on the ground in the real world are susceptible to spies, espionage, and sabotage. Already, this operation has hit a lot of internal resistances. Two key men were hospitalized the night after they agreed to support this operation."

      Sang winced at the admission. Van was being polite when he said they'd been hospitalized. The truth was that Frederick Yuri, her commanding officer, had been poisoned and was now in a coma. The chances of his survival were slim. The other man, a major general in the army, hadn't been as fortunate, and had died the day he'd been admitted into the hospital. One after another, key members of the task force had been injured or attacked. Some had just disappeared. Draco had people everywhere.

      "So, the truth is, it's up to us. The Iron Dragons are growing rapidly, despite the fact that the media has called our claims a hoax. Even though the message boards are making jokes about us and we're even the butt of most jokes in the streamer community, we are getting stronger. Together, we can stop Draco. We can stop these terrorists from inflicting mass destruction!"

      This elicited more cheers from the group. They clapped and whistled at Van, and he glanced back at Sang and shrugged at her with a weary smile. The whole speech, the bravado, the confidence and swagger… it was all nothing more than an act. He was getting closer to oblivion with each step.

      Sang grimaced as she strolled up next to him and put a hand on his shoulder. "My name is Sang, and I'm Van's second-in-command. These four behind us are your commanding officers. Each of you will be assigned to a squad. We play every day, for as long as we can. Don't get yourselves killed, but try to log as much time as you can. Understood?"

      The crowd gave enthusiastic shouts about never sleeping again. Sang smiled. One thing she could never get over was how excitable the gamer crowd was. No matter the circumstances, these players were hearty and ready for action. It was refreshing to see they had high spirits, too.

      The leaders of the Iron Dragons walked forward and began to sort through the players. The boot camp for newcomers was short, but strenuous.

      Van turned to Sang. "Come on," he said with another sigh, "let's go meet Jet. He should be at the rendezvous point by now."

      Sang nodded and the two silently began to walk toward the door leading out of the castle. As they walked, Fredlin came bounding after them.

      "Wait!" Fredlin called.

      "Yes?" Sang asked as she crossed her arms. There were too many things to be doing to waste time talking to a recruit – especially before he'd had a chance to be inducted properly.

      "Let me come with you guys," Fredlin said. "I'm not here to follow around a bunch of lackeys. Van, your words spoke to me! Let me serve by your side."

      Van grimaced at the comment about his officers. "Look, I appreciate your enthusiasm, but those guys aren't lackeys. They are my finest warriors, and good allies. If you want my respect, you're going to have to be a team player and follow their lead."

      "No way," Fredlin said as he crossed his arms. "I served eight years in the Marine Corps, and after that I worked as a firefighter. I've been playing this game since beta and the only reason I refused to go pro was because I didn't want to turn my hobby into a job. I'm probably more qualified than anyone else in this building to fight alongside you."

      Sang shrugged at Van. Those were some good credentials. Van, however, had a different idea. "You say you were in the marines?" Van asked sharply. "Then your dumb ass should know to respect the chain of command. You think bragging about going pro is going to impress me? Let's see how tough you are when we're in a zone where death is on the table. Let's see how big and tough your persona is when you know that an axe to the head will kill you in the real world."

      Fredlin didn't back down. "Chain of command is important, I get it, but do we really have time to be messing around with things like rank? I mean, that Capello guy sounds like he's just a kid. I'm not trying to throw my weight around, but I want to get to the action. My friend, Savorn, is probably dead, and I want revenge."

      "A burning desire for revenge is gonna slip you up," Van said, pressing his face close to Fredlin's. The two were fiercely glaring at one another now, and Sang had never seen this level of anger in Van before. She considered stepping in between them, but decided against it. Van seemed to be handling it well enough.

      "I'm not an idiot, Van," Fredlin said. "But I came here to get stuff done. Now, you can let me follow you and utilize an excellent resource, or you can waste our time by making me follow a teenager's orders. I'm not threatening to leave because I'm not a diva, but I damn well want to do something important."

      "I can't control you," Van said as he waved his hand dismissively. "If you want to tag along after me, that's fine, but you're either walking ten steps ahead or behind. I won't have you listening in to my conversations with Sang."

      Fredlin grinned. "Yes, sir! I won't let you down, I promise!"

      Sang chuckled as the soldier drew his bow and rushed forward to investigate the perimeter. "Looks like you got yourself a new friend."

      "Whatever," Van said as he trudged forward. All energy seemed to fade from him as he walked.

      "You've got to snap out of this funk, Van."

      "Funk? Funk? Sang, do I need to remind you that within less than two weeks of us having started this operation, there has been nothing but chaos? Everything is riding on our unit. I'm not in a funk – I'm just trying to focus," Van snapped.

      "I get it," Sang said, "but you look like you're going to just fall over at any minute. Find your center, man."

      "My center?" Van shouted. "I don't have a center, okay? You realize that, when everything is said and done, the only world I have ever cared about will be destroyed? My life is effectively ending by doing this job. And of course, yes, I'm going to stay in the game; of course I’m going to fight for humanity's survival! I'm not a psychopath. But you've got to realize something. When the walls come tumbling down like a proverbial Jericho, I will be the one left with nothing!"

      Sang didn't quite know how to respond, but she knew she had to say something. "I know it's wearing away at you, Van, but you've got to realize that you do have a life outside of this game. I mean, not right now, of course, but once this is over you will be recognized as a hero."

      "A hero?" Van repeated. He pointed to the short sword hanging off of his belt. "This is what a hero wields," he mumbled as he pulled out the weapon. Short bursts of flames arced across the sword. "This sword deals 150 damage per hit. It has a 30% chance of igniting someone on fire. And I can wield it. I can swing it with all my might in this world because my game muscles are strong! In the real world, I lose my breath taking the stairs."

      "I'm not trying to tell you that this is an easy thing," Sang said. "It's gonna be the hardest thing you'll have to do, but try to remember that you have something waiting for you outside of this pod. You're not even 25 yet! You have your whole life ahead of you, so you can do whatever you want, be whatever you want."

      "I want to be in here," Van said as he gestured toward a mountain in the distance. "I want to climb a mountain with my bare hands. I want to fight against dragons and orcs. I want to lead a band of adventurers into a stinking sewer for two weeks only to find a very disappointing end to an overrated quest. I don't want my entire life to change in a single instant. But I know it is. I know it's going to change. And I'm going to keep moving forward, damn it. So, get the hell off of my back."

      Now it was Sang's turn to grow heated. "Get off your back? Van, I am trying to keep you sane here. You really think you can carry all of this weight on your shoulders without cracking? I watched you barely keep your wits together last month, and now you're dealing with the fact that your entire home will be gone soon? You need to sort through these things instead of just pushing forward."

      "Sort through them? What, do you want me to see a counselor? Take some time to see a psychiatrist in between the battles for the survival of humanity?"

      "No," Sang said, "but you do need to slow down and breathe for a minute. We've been pushing every second of every day. I know you've been playing without me. I know you're spending far too much time in here. You've got to ease off the throttle, just a little."

      "How can you say that when we're facing Armageddon?" Van asked. He shook his head again. "How can you say that?" he whispered.

      "Everyone needs you, Van," Sang said as she placed both her hands on his shoulders. "I need you. Yeah, there's gonna be times where we don't get to sleep, I get it. But now, we're in a good place. We're making good headway and people are acting on our behalf. And you're the one tying us all together. If you aren't functioning at your best, then we all suffer."

      Van growled a little at that. "I'm not logging out, if that's what you're gently trying to suggest."

      Sang shrugged. "I'm sorry, man, but I think it might be for the best if we take a break for the night. Jet will be there in the morning. You need sleep."

      "How can I sleep?" Van asked, his voice quivering a little; it looked as if the anger was rapidly beginning to fade. "How can I sleep when Draco just blew up a residential area?"

      "If you don't sleep," Sang whispered, "Draco will get away with more than that. We need you sober."

      Van opened his mouth to argue, but no words came out. He slowly lowered his head. "Yeah, I guess… some sleep wouldn't hurt. I'll see you on the other side, then." He glanced up and looked at Fredlin, who was watching them from afar.

      "We’ll be right back," Van said.

      "I'll be here," Fredlin replied.

      And with that, Van vanished from sight. Sang let out a sigh of relief and unplugged herself from the game, as well.

      The bright lights of the pod greeted her as she opened her eyes in the real world. The transition never got any smoother for her. She even felt her stomach churning a little as the pod slowly opened. The motion sickness was the worst part of waking out of the gaming coma.

      "What's the matter?" Agent Neil asked as he walked up to help Sang out of her tube. "You guys win the war early or something?"

      "Van needs to get some sleep," Sang replied. She glanced over to see that Van had already fallen asleep in his pod. Neil reached over to slap him, but was pulled back by Sang.

      "Hey – ow!" Neil grumbled.

      "Leave him alone. He's starting to scare me," Sang said as she stretched her arms out. The command center was quiet, as there were only a few operators in the observation room that was above the pods. She could see them quietly working from behind the glass. For all the manpower that the CIA had poured into this project, though, she rarely ever got any decent information from them.

      "Yeah? He starting to lose his mind?" Neil asked.

      "No!" Sang snapped. "But he is starting to crack from the stress of having to face the end of this game."

      Neil shrugged. "So, what? The nerd will find something new."

      "Neil, you have no idea what it's like to be in there. It's unlike anything that I've ever experienced. If I'd spent the last ten years of my life in there, I'd be freaking out, too. I mean, it's gotta be like having to shoot your own puppy."

      Neil slowly nodded, a rare look of compassion crossing his face. His normal grin shifted to a frown. "I guess, when you put it like that. Sucks to be him, I suppose. But will he pull through?"

      Sang shook her head. "I don't think he's gonna make it if he keeps it up like this. How much Cwake are you giving him?"

      "Legally, I must inform you that we cannot give any of our workers stimulants," Neil said loudly as he looked around. And then he added more quietly, "I've been dosing him up like a college student during finals week."

      "Well, cut him off," Sang said. "He's not allowed to go in unless he's gotten at least six hours of sleep."

      "You're not the boss of me," Neil said as he crossed his arms. "I remember that, before his untimely poisoning, Frederick put me in charge."

      "Just shut up and do as I say," Sang said as she shoved past him.

      "Yikes. Fine, then – whatever," Neil grumbled. He bent down to hoist Van up over his shoulder. "Come on, big guy, time to get you in bed."

      As Sang went on to examine a few of the consoles by her bedpost, the door to the command center opened. A man wearing military fatigues and a helmet that read MP entered. She glanced at him and frowned. If this was another military inspection, she was prepared to scream until her voice went out. The military had done nothing but crawl all over the operation, and had refused to provide any real support. The death of their major general had done nothing but complicate the issue even further, as the new general was far less cooperative than the old one had been.

      "Sir!" the man said, standing at attention before Neil. "I have been informed to tell you something!"

      "And what's that?" Neil asked, grunting a little from carrying Van over his shoulder.

      The MP drew a revolver then, and shot Neil in the gut at point blank range. Neil staggered and crashed to the ground, Van tumbling down atop him. It all happened so quickly that it took Sang a moment to register what was going on. The bang of the gunshot echoed through the entire room.

      "My God!" Sang screamed. She couldn't react, though – her body was too tired, and she didn't have enough time to move.

      The MP looked at her with wide, wild eyes as he aimed the revolver at her. With a wicked grin, though, he whispered, "We are as numerous as grains of sand." Then he placed the revolver against his own temple and pulled the trigger. The gun rang out again and Sang could feel the warm specks of blood splatter across her. The body slumped to the ground and the man gasped for air for a few moments before ceasing to move entirely.

      "Ahhhhh, ahhhh, I've been shot!" Neil shouted. "Holy crap, why does this hurt so bad?"

      Sang rushed toward Neil and looked at the bright red stain over his stomach. "Hang in there. Medic! I need a doctor!" she shouted as she looked up at the console room. The staff was gone. Van was on the ground, still catatonic.

      "Oh, my God, I think I'm going to die. Come on, that… oh, this isn't fair at all. I didn't even get to shoot back," Neil gasped. He began to convulse a little.

      "Relax, Neil, relax!" Sang said as she began to put pressure on the wound. Blood was pouring out fast. "It's not nearly as bad as it looks. You're gonna be just fine."

      "Sure I am," Neil wheezed. "Sure I am. I mean, people get shot at point blank range by guns and walk away all the time."

      Sang pressed down on the wound hard. The doors swung open as O'Hara entered.

      "The hell?" the redheaded agent demanded once she realized what had happened. "Neil, you ass, why'd you get shot?"

      "It seemed like a good idea at the time," Neil wheezed. He was hyperventilating hard. "Oh, I don't think I'm gonna make it."

      "Ah crap, you better not die on me!" O'Hara said as she pulled out her phone. "I need a full medical team in the command center right now – an agent has been shot."

      "Sang," Neil wheezed, "no matter what happens, you need to remember the mission. Whatever that nerd is fussing about, it doesn’t matter. You've got to make sure he finishes the mission, regardless of the cost."

      Sang looked down at him. He was terribly pale, and she could see the pallor of death upon his face. He grabbed her neck hard, pulling her close. She could feel the warm blood on his hands dripping down her throat.

      "All men can be corrupted, Sang. Van is… he's no different. If he cracks, it's not going to be a… a mental breakdown. He's not gonna start screaming and crying…" Neil paused for a moment to cough. "He'll betray us. If he does, don't hesitate to kill him."

      "Right there!" O'Hara shouted in the background. A team of paramedics arrived and quickly began to work on Neil, pushing Sang aside.

      "Don't hesitate, don't feel bad – if he goes down the wrong road, just pull the trigger before… before he can do the same to you," Neil wheezed as the medics shoved an oxygen mask over his mouth.

      "Damn it, Neil!" O'Hara shouted as she began to pull on her hair. "If you die, I will not forgive you! You owe me too much money to die! Come on, man, come on!"

      The paramedics were quick to put Neil on a gurney and rush him from the room. O'Hara went running after him.

      Sang stayed on the ground, staring at the blood on her hands. Neil was a resilient bastard, and she felt sure he'd pull through. He had to. She slowly glanced over at Van next, who had been unconscious for the entire thing. Sure, he was stressed, overloaded and terrified, but he'd never betray them. What the hell was Neil talking about?
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      Van stretched his arms as he walked toward the rendezvous point. The Forlorn Valley seemed extra ominous today. No birds were chirping and the overcast sky made him feel like it was about to start raining at any minute. The reddish grass swayed gently in the breeze, but as quiet and serene as the scene was, he felt far from serene.

      Van had slept for nearly twenty-four hours straight, which was a personal record for him.  And he was feeling somewhat refreshed, although his dreams had been tumultuous and terrifying. Although he couldn't remember exactly what had been happening in his dreams, he knew that everything had been going to hell around him. No matter how hard he'd tried to stop a disaster from happening, he'd known it would occur anyway.

      Van glanced over at Sang. She seemed preoccupied with something, but refused to tell Van about it. It was probably for the best – if it was another major attack by Draco, it would probably just distract him even more. He didn't understand how she could be so calm and collected during this time period. Nothing in the world had prepared him for what he was undertaking, and it was baffling to see her hold herself together.

      "There!" Sang said as she pointed to a large stone circle in the center of the valley. The large stones looked similar to Stonehenge, with the exception that they were covered in glowing white runes. They glowed and pulsed gently, indicating that they were fully powered up. If the right quest was completed in this area, a player could receive a very high experience point boost.

      Sitting atop one of the stones was a gigantic black dragon. Jet had grown rapidly over the last few weeks, and was now fully mature. He watched them patiently.

      "Hey," Van said as he walked up to greet Jet. The dragon bowed his head and snorted a puff of flames out of his nostrils.

      "Greetings, Van," Jet replied. "I am glad that you are here. Sang informed me that you were indisposed yesterday. Are you well?"

      "Hah, no, no, I'm not," Van said with a chuckle. "I am far from well. But I am functional, so that's good."

      "Functional?" Jet repeated. "I do not understand."

      While the alien had obtained an excellent understanding of the human language, it didn't particularly understand idioms or expressions.

      "It's an expression. I can work. So, what do you have for us?" Van asked. Sang had walked past the both of them and was examining the rest of the area.

      "My people have finally managed to connect with me," Jet replied. "They have important data to convey."

      "Finally," Van said with a sigh as he sat on a nearby rock, "a break. What's the data?"

      "The technology that Draco utilizes is very powerful, as you know. The bio-feedback systems are strong enough to kill anyone using their pods. Yet, the lethality is only restricted to certain areas, or to whenever a pro enables it for another player. Draco is in total control of the settings."

      "Tell me something I don't know," Van said.

      "Very well. In our study of these haptic systems and how they interact with biology, our side has been able to discern that there is an exploitation that can be used against Draco."

      Van stood abruptly. "What?"

      Jet nodded and puffed out some more fire from his nostrils as he lowered his head down to get closer to Van. "Indeed. We have found a jumbled code – some kind of kill switch. When activated, it enables total lethality across the entire game."

      "That doesn't sound good," Van said.

      "Total lethality means all. This includes members of the Draco race."

      Van chewed on that for a moment. As he thought, Sang emerged from behind one of the stones and spoke. "And so, you're suggesting that we activate this universal kill switch and attack Draco itself?"

      "With some work, there is a way to localize this switch. That means we can activate it in a single region. Of course, the moment we turn it on, Draco will have all of their operators working furiously to disengage it," Jet replied.

      "That leaves us with two problems," Van said. "Identifying members of Draco and figuring out how to kill them."

      "They are not hard to identify," Jet said. "For they are the dragons of this land."

      "What?" Sang asked. "That doesn’t make any sense. Dragons are just NPCs."

      Van didn't respond immediately, thinking about Jet's response. "No… wait… that does make sense. Dragons have the most advanced AI in the game. I've seen them respond to things contextually when no AI should be able to. I mean, one even made a wry comment to me once."

      "So, you're meaning to tell me that those big dragon NPCs who are always running quests are actually members of Draco?" Sang asked as she crossed her arms. "That doesn't make a lick of sense."

      "King Lemuel…" Van said. "He wasn't a dragon."

      "Perhaps that was what a Draco truly looks like," Jet said. "For those Designated Reality Zones were designed to be more realistic, right?"

      "True," Van said. "If this really is true… then we have a real chance of turning the tables on these guys. Think about it! I believe there's around 300 dragons total in the game. Each dragon has a different kind of status and rank. We don't need to kill them all – we just need to kill the highest-ranking ones. The ones who are in charge."

      "But don't they operate as a collective?" Sang asked. "What good is killing a few members when they're all united toward the same goal?"

      "Even if they are a collective, someone's got to be organizing them. Remember how much they love order? Without structure, they'll collapse," Van said. "Of course! This is just what we've been waiting for. We just need to figure out where the Emperor Dragon is."

      "Emperor Dragon? I thought they were all kings," Sang commented as she looked at Van with a puzzled expression.

      "They are kings, but there's one dragon known as the Emperor, and he's the one who rules over all of the other dragons. If we take him out, who knows what kind of chaos it will bring?" Van asked with a laugh.

      Sang nodded after a moment's thought. "It's worth a shot, but we're going to need to be careful. Even if it's localized, this kill switch means that innocent people could be at risk. Whenever we strike, we need to give sufficient warning."

      "But that risk wouldn't stop you, would it?" Van asked quietly.

      Sang glared at Van. "No. No, it wouldn't. But that doesn't mean we shouldn't do everything we can to minimize causalities."

      Van wanted to open his mouth and argue with her about the sanctity of life, but he knew it was a waste of time. They had been arguing endlessly about the idea of acceptable losses over the last few weeks, and neither of them was going to change their minds or positions. Instead, he merely shrugged. "Whatever. It'll be on your conscience. Thanks, Jet."

      "Of course. Do you have any other directives for me?" Jet asked as he stretched his wings out. His wingspan was impressive now – nearly 32 feet in length.

      "Not yet," Van said. "But stick around here. Once we identify our target, we might need you to get us there."

      "Very well," Jet said, "I shall await your return."

      Van turned to face Sang. "Alright, let's get moving! This is finally the news we've been waiting for. We've got the numbers for it, so all we need to do is figure out where the Emperor is hiding. Then, we launch the biggest raid that this game has ever seen."

      Sang smiled. "It's good to see you so excited," she said. "I've been missing this side of you."

      "If we keep moving, we'll be fine," Van said. "Come on, let's go rally up the team. We've got a dragon to hunt.
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      "You are not going to believe this!" Sahara called out proudly as she rushed into the war room where Van and his allies had gathered. Upon the wall was a large map of the entire realm, marked with possible locations of the Emperor.

      Van, who had been sitting at the table and conversing with Kylian and Capello, looked up at her. "What's up?"

      "We found the Emperor!" Sahara announced.

      "That quickly?" Van asked. "Perfect. Where is he?"

      In answer to the question, Sahara pulled out a large envelope and threw it down on the table. "There!" she said.

      "That's an interesting seal," Kylian commented as Van grabbed the letter up and began to open it. The purple wax seal showed a multi-headed dragon with flames spewing out of each head.

      "Hear ye, hear ye," Van said as he read the letter aloud. Kylian, Sang, Fredlin, Sahara, Capello, and Bidane stood right behind him, reading over his shoulder. "Let it be known to all the world that Draco is no longer hiring professional players. We have worked hard to select the best of the best and, as such, we have recruited as many as we need. However, fret not, noble adventurer, for you still have a chance to join Draco. Within a fortnight, there will be a grand tournament to be known as the End of Ages."

      "That sounds ominous as hell," Sang interjected.

      "Tell me about it," Van said as he continued to read. "The End of Ages is open to all who have the courage, strength, and desire to earn their rightful place at Draco. Many will play, but only five will earn the right to call themselves a Draco pro. Those who achieve the impossible will be granted a feast with the entire royal court for a night that you will never forget."

      "The entire royal court?" Van asked. "All of Draco in one spot?"

      "End of Ages… no more recruiting…" Sang mumbled. "Van, I'm pretty sure this is the final event in the game."

      "Sounds like it," Kylian said. "They're probably gathering together to celebrate the end of the world."

      "They can't be that arrogant," Van answered. "Can they?"

      "How are we still breathing?" Sang asked. "They've had so many opportunities to kill us, Van. But they haven't. Why? Because these bastards want us to suffer. We might not understand them, but I can guarantee you that they are arrogant beyond all reason."

      Van shrugged. "Well, I'm not one to look a gift horse in the mouth. Maybe we should join this tournament."

      "Join it?" Bidane asked. "Don't you mean attack it?"

      "Attack it and fight against the hundreds of thousands of players who are going to be there?" Van asked. "If we join the tournament incognito, we'll be able to figure out the details of the feast, earn our way to the top, and then coordinate a big attack. Chances are, since the feast is invite only, it will be at a separate location."

      "So, we get into the tournament, find out where the feast is, and then move the Iron Dragons to kill them," Sang said. "Brilliant. But we'll only get one shot at this."

      "From the looks of it," Kylian said, "we've got three weeks before everything blows up."

      "It seems like a huge risk," Van said as he put the letter down. "But it is easier than searching for the DRZs while Draco continues with their plans. But if we do this, we're putting all of our eggs in one basket. If this fails, that's it. We're done for."

      "Not a lot else to go on," Kylian said. "So, it's this or continue stabbing around in the dark, hoping for another big break."

      "I say we go kick some dragon ass!" Capello shouted. The rest of the room heartily echoed the sentiment.

      "Alright, fine. Let's join this tournament!" Van said. "They said there's five slots, right? That's Sang and I, Kylian, and Sahara and Fredlin."

      "Why am I being left out?" Bidane demanded to know.

      "Because, we're going to need you to coordinate the Iron Dragons," Van said. "Even if we get eliminated in the tournament or end up in trouble, you'll be able to get them moving."

      "And the reason only five of us are going? We should take as many as we can," Bidane said.

      "Getting alternate characters is going to be a hassle," Van explained, "plus, we can't be sure that Draco isn't going to be using some kind of permadeath system in there, and the last thing I want is for us to be forced to kill one another."

      Bidane shrugged. "I guess that makes sense. Fine. Capello and I will ready the troops for action, but I better have an opportunity to kill one of these guys. I will avenge Dolly."

      "I suppose we must now turn our attention to getting alternate characters," Kylian said as he walked over to the table and sat on the edge of it. "Any member of the Iron Dragons will immediately be recognized. We're going to need new characters."

      "But we're also going to need characters that are of a high enough level to compete in the tournament," Van said. "I mean, we'll be facing levels as high as 80. We don't have enough time to start new characters and rank them up."

      "Well, while you guys figure that out, I'll go inform the troops of the plan," Bidane said.

      "Don't mention any details about the dragons," Van reminded her.

      "Right, right," Bidane said as she grabbed Capello by the arm and pulled him away from the group. "I won't mention a damned thing."

      "I have an idea of where we could get some characters," Fredlin said. "But it's not going to be cheap."

      Everyone turned to face the ranger.  "We're listening," Sang said.

      "Well, for those of us who are busy and have more money than time, we tend to employ power levelers to do the hard work for us."

      "Power levelers?" Sang asked.

      "Professionals who level up characters for money," Van said. "How do you not know that term by this point?"

      "You guys have phrases for everything in this world, and I can't keep up," Sang snapped back. Van smiled at the bit of banter. It was nice to bicker with her again, even if just for a moment.

      "So, you have a contact?" Kylian asked. "Someone who can get us high level characters?"

      "I know a few, yeah, but it's not a cheap deal. Buying characters is super against the rules, and they're well aware of that. Plus, like I said, they're not cheap."

      "Don't worry about money, we've got plenty of funds to solve this issue," Sang replied. "Turns out the government is pretty generous when the world might blow up."

      "I don't know if we can trust some sketchy online guy to keep our secrets," Kylian said. "I mean, who knows who these guys are? It's too risky."

      "So, what's the alternative?" Van asked. "Are you suggesting that we borrow someone else's character for a bit? We've got three weeks to put this whole thing together. I say we take the risk and buy our characters. Where do these guys work?"

      "In the Mountains of Melan," Fredlin said. "They've got a process. You've got to meet them in the game first, and prove that you're not with Draco, and then you'll need to meet with them in meat space."

      "Two step authentication?" Van joked, "I like it. They won't sell us out – for all they know, we're just some random people who want good characters."

      "A word?" Sang asked as she gestured to Van. He nodded and the two walked away from the group as Kylian asked for more details about the purchase.

      "What's up?" Van whispered.

      "Doesn't it seem strange that Fredlin automatically has a solution to our problem? I mean, sure it sounds really helpful, but… I don't know. He shows up and insists on sticking with you at all times? Who is this guy; can we trust him?"

      "We can trust him," Van replied. "I did some research and it turns out that Fredlin was one of the more enthusiastic people to respond to our Reddit thread. Neil already sent me a full background check on the guy, and he comes out clean. From the looks of it, we’re gonna have to trust him if we want to get anywhere." Van paused for a moment. He'd noticed that Sang had winced when he'd said Neil's name. That was odd, but he decided to ignore it and kept talking. "Plus, he served in the military, got an honorable discharge, and worked as a firefighter. Everything about him seems on the level."

      "I suppose," Sang said. "Maybe I'm just being paranoid. If the CIA cleared him, I guess that's reason enough to trust him."

      "If it makes you feel any better, I do know about the guys he's talking about," Van said. "I actually wanted to work for them for a little bit, but decided to go pro instead of risking getting caught and kicked out of the game."

      "So, we can trust them?" Sang asked.

      "We'll have to find out," Van said. He looked back at the team. "Alright, folks, let's pack up and get moving. It'll be the five of us only. How far is the mountain from here?"

      Sang looked at the large map on the wall. "Maybe about three days?"

      "Well, let's get moving then, team!" Van said. "We can't waste a single second with that tournament right around the corner!"
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      "Move forward!" Sang shouted as she fired another arrow at the hulking, two-headed Ogre that was lumbering toward them. The journey had been fine until they'd reached the base of the Mountains of Melan. As soon as they'd come into the area, battle music had begun playing and Ogres of all kinds had poured out from one of the ridges of the mountain ahead.

      "Crap!" Sahara shouted as one of the Ogres swiped his massive hand at her and knocked her flat on her back. "I'm hit!" she screamed as her health bar dropped down 100 points.

      "Why are there so many of them in this area?" Van asked as he blew into his bagpipes, casting a powerful buff that raised the damage resistance of the entire team.

      "No idea!" Kylian grunted as he slashed away at the Ogres with his great sword. "But I don't think we've got the numbers to fight them back."

      There were nearly fourteen Ogres, all of them two-headed monstrosities that towered over the players. Sang gritted her teeth as she loosed another arrow at one of the nine-foot tall monsters. The alert Arrow Resistance 1 Damage hovered above the Ogre's head as the arrow sank into the side of the brute.

      "It's not normal for an Ogre to have Damage Resistance, is it?" Sang asked.

      "No," Fredlin said as he ran in between two Ogres and hacked at their legs with the dual axes he was wielding. He didn't seem to be doing much damage either.

      "They're fireproof, too!" Sahara cried out as she narrowly dodged a blow from an Ogre's club. She was on her back then, scrambling to get up.

      "Retreat?" Kylian asked.

      "No, no retreating!" Van shouted. "I'll play an anti-magic song. That might work." He began to blow into his bagpipes, playing a tune that caused a large white mist to envelope the entire area. The words Spell Cancelled appeared over each Ogre's head.

      "Someone must have powered these guys up!" Fredlin said as one of his axes connected to the head of an Ogre, causing blood to gush out as the phrase 225 damage floated above it. "Now we're talking!"

      The tide of battle changed quickly with the buff spells removed. Sang was able to fell a few Ogres now that her arrows were able to do damage, and between her and Kylian and Fredlin, the battle was over rather quickly.

      "Whew, that was a fight," Fredlin said as he knelt down to loot a few of the Ogres.

      "Why are you wasting your time doing that?" Sang asked as she watched the rest of the team begin to go through the belongings of the dead. "We're literally on our way to get brand new characters."

      "Oh, right," Van said as he snapped out of his looting frenzy. He stood and dusted himself off. Sang could see a pained expression on his face. The shifting was slow, but she could see that he was working through the fact that soon the game would be gone. A shadow came across his face and his shoulders sunk low. The confidence and bravado that he had been exuding was gone. She wanted to say something, to encourage him, but what could she possibly say to this guy? What could she do other than tell him that she felt bad for him?

      "Come on, we've got to move," Van said, his voice quivering a little. "We don't have all day."

      "What powered up those Ogres?" Sahara said. "It was definitely some kind of high level magic."

      "I dunno," Kylian replied as he looked around the mountain. Snow was beginning to fall. "I guess we'll find out, the further we get in."

      "Let's stay on our toes," Fredlin said. "Watch the high ground, if some rock-throwing Giants get the drop on us, it's going to rain boulders."

      The team began to advance up the side of the mountain, moving with great caution. The snow wasn't too bad, and the cold wind was refreshing after the heat of battle, but an eerie silence had fallen across the team. Everyone was glancing around nervously, watching their backs for signs of danger.

      "This way," Fredlin said as he pointed to a large cave sticking out of the mountain. The words Cave of Terror floated above the cavern.

      "Gee, that sounds like a nice place to hide out," Van said.

      "It'll lead to an underground network," Fredlin explained. "The Gorgon Brothers use the network to travel around and avoid detection by Draco pros. They built some kind of work-around that prevents anyone from detecting them with any kind of program. Only sight reveals these guys."

      "That's quite the work-around," Sang said. "Almost sounds impossible."

      "Well, I guess they might have made it up," Fredlin replied. "I have no idea. Either way, we'll have to search the tunnels for them. Be careful, though… if they don't like the way we look or talk, they might just kill us."

      "How do you know all this?" Sahara asked as she poked her head into the cave. She raised her staff high, causing a powerful burst of light to flash through the darkness, illuminating the entire area. The words Daytime Visions Successful appeared above her head. A gentle orange light glowed in the cave, providing enough light for everyone to see into it.

      "Well, if you must know, I had a girlfriend who wanted to play, but didn't want to be low level, so we sprung to get her a character. And, of course, she grew bored with the game in a matter of days. So, that was a messy break-up."

      "Sounds like you made the right choice," Kylian said. "I'd kill for a free high level character."

      They began to walk through the warmly lit cavern. Their footsteps echoed for quite some distance. The fire spell seemed to provide warmth as well as sight, and Sang felt rather cozy, despite how cramped the spaces were. She could feel the gentle heat ebb and flow

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/irondragon_table1.jpg
Grelix Gender: Male
65 Class: Warrior
Human
o
Points:
Health: 1500
Stamina: 900
Intellect: 11 Agility: 17
Constitution: 22 Strength: 25
10
Class Wea_pon_ oy X
2 Specialization: Dual Wielding | Ignore the Pain
Abilities:
Axes
| | Climbing+15 Hunting +10 | Butchering +10
| | Threatening +12 Spotting +9 Alchemy +6
Items: Axe of Griblar | Axe of Sorrow Lightning
Sword
Bracelet of Poison Antidote :
= Hunter's Kit
Agility 2x
Potion of
Healing 10x
Gold: 125,000 GP






OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/image1.jpg





OEBPS/images/the-iron-dragons_v02.jpg
DANTE ‘DOOI\/&

W, SN

DRAGONS

DRAGON KINGS OF THE NEW WORLD






OEBPS/images/irondragons_titles.jpg
DANTE DOOM

“IRON_
DRAGCGONS





