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Humans

Description: Bipedal primates; usually garbed in hooded armor or robes.

Abilities: Heightened intelligence, allowing them to out-wit what they can’t fight. Knowledge of the nerve systems of every other creature, allows them to kill or even incapacitate others with precise strikes. Masters of disguise, cunning linguists.  

Leader: King Connors

Home: The Walls of Cadmus, though several humans live in settlements scattered across the Roads of Gaia, with sanctuaries at the Sea of Sands or Skeptic’s Way. The strongest humans live with dragons at Fort Drake.

Demi-Wolves

Description: Uplifted canines with ability to stand quadruped or bipedal. Usually wearing deerskin armor over thick fur coats, with manes made up of dreadlocked braids of hair and scales. Each lock of hair/scales is a trophy taken from a human or dragon they’ve killed.

Abilities: Heightened senses of smell and hearing retained from their wild wolf origins. Above average strength putting them above humans, but still below dragons. Wolves descended from Shiva have the ability to access a Pack Link; a telekinetic bond that allows wolf packs to share thoughts, and energy, and increases their teamwork. Particularly powerful Pack Linkers can unleash bolts of lightning that can drain enemies of their energy to be used by the pack. 

Leader: Alphas Shiva and Luke, formerly Myst.  

Home: White Fang Wood.

Dragons

Description: Large, reptilian creatures. Varies in coloration, with some having feathers, others having scales. Some have wings, others don’t. All, however, are similarly large, dinosaur like creatures. 

Abilities: Control over the elements. Some control fire, some control wind, some control earth, and some control water. Every dragon can only control one element, however. All are trained in military combat and tactics, and are bred for fighting or protecting humans. 

Leader: General Drake

Home: Fort Drake, where they are bred and raised to defend humans.

Cast

	Celine: Demi-wolf female; Daughter of Shiva and Beta/Princess of the wolf pack. Distinguished by her golden fur and brown eyes. 

	Kodo: Demi-wolf male; Son of Shiva and Beta/Prince of the Wolf Pack. Distinguished by his silver fur and blue eyes. 

	Shiva: Demi-wolf female; Alpha/Queen of the Wolf Pack. Distinguished by her bright white fur and brown eyes. 

	Luke: Demi-wolf male; Alpha/King of the Wolf Pack. Distinguished by his large, bear-like frame, yellow fur and blue eyes. 

	Darius: Demi-wolf male. Gamma/Foot Soldier of the Wolf Pack. Distinguished by his brown fur, heterochromatic green and blue eyes, and his penchant for archery and carrying a bow with him. 

	Agent Valerie Fawkes: Human female. Agent of Cadmus. Distinguished by her dark skin, dark blue and silver armor, black hair stylized into dreadlocks and pulled back in a ponytail, and brown/black eyes. 

	King Snicket Connors: Human male. King of Cadmus and leader of the humans. Distinguished by wearing a black hood and robe, concealing all other features.

	Agent Regina Winters: Human female. Agent of Cadmus and one of Connors’ right hand men. Distinguished by her bleach blonde, almost white hair, ice blue eyes, and snow white armor. 

	Lucas ‘Luco’ Cooper: Human Male. Former Rider of Drake and one of the creators of dragons, now an ostracized criminal jailed for crimes against all three species. Distinguished by black hair cut into a mohawk, hazel eyes, a floral pattern shirt, and a scar that goes from his lower lip to the top of his ear and twists his expression into a distorted half grin. 

	Blaze: Dragon female. Luco’s dragon and right hand woman. Distinguished by her red eyes, and bright fire-yellow scales that have fire constantly emanating off them. 

	Swift: Dragon Male. Scout and Recon Expert of Fort Drake. Distinguished by having yellow, sunset colored feathers instead of scales, feathery wings instead of leather wings like most dragons, and his face resembling a bird, specifically a swift. 

	Rider Allison ‘Tex’ Churchill: Human Female. Swift’s rider, soldier of Fort Drake. Distinguished by her Stetson hat, dirty blonde hair, ice blue eyes, and cowboy styled poncho and wardrobe. 

	General Ryan Drake: Human Male. Creator of the dragons and leader of Fort Drake and the dragons. Distinguished by his tattoos of dragons on his arms, brown eyes marbled with red and yellow to make them look like living fire pits, and mahogany brown hair with wisps of gray. 

	Diamondback: Dragon female. Engineer and architect of Fort Drake. Distinguished by her diamond-white scales, lapis blue eyes, and tendency to wear purple scarves. 

	Rider Brock Bronson: Human male. Diamondback’s rider and soldier of Fort Drake. Distinguished by his bull-like, mountainous build, dark skin and beady black eyes.

	Myst: Demi-wolf female. Former Alpha/Queen of the Wolf Pack. Distinguished by her black fur, speckled with white spots and red scars, golden eyes, and vicious scars across her face. 
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​Prologue
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Keeping his breathing steady and his scarred grin in place, Luco let himself be dragged to an uncertain fate.

The King’s not going to kill me, he reminded himself. He needs me.

Luco’s appearance didn’t reflect his supposed value: the white prison jumpsuit sagged around his bony frame, and over time, his black hair had grown out into a shaggy mess. The beard he was developing couldn’t conceal his scar; a disgusting deformity that ran from the corner of his lip to the top of his ear, twisting his face into a mocking half-smirk. He enjoyed the mystery that surrounded the origin of his injury. Luco’s scar’s refusal to hide was a sign he was still unique and important.

I’m the only one that knows the secrets of the Grimoire, Luco reminded himself. Without me, the King will never be able to harness the power of that book. 

Luco’s hazel eyes glittered as he remembered; a book of powerful spells – beautiful to him, but frightening to others - which had allowed him to warp the laws of nature and reality to achieve his greatest dream: 

Dragons and werewolves fighting each other! 

He paused. Well, more like demi-wolves. After all, werewolves were men turned into wolves. My demi-wolves were dogs turned into hybrid-humans. 

Before he could ponder on his dream too much, the guards brought him into a chamber usually reserved for executions. Instead of an executioner waiting at the end of the chamber... Luco chuckled as he beheld King Snicket Connors himself. 

The King probably thought the shadowy black robe made him look more intimidating. He likely believed that the face-concealing hood he wore instead of a crown mystified others. But Luco knew the King was just a man... a man who had been a mere nobody before and was eager not to go back.  

“King Snicker-Doodle,” Luco greeted, pulling off a curtsy even as the guards cuffed him for his insolence.

“King Connors, you knave,” one of the guards growled. 

Luco ignored his words and the backhanded slap. “To what do I owe this pleasurable change in scenery?” He scanned the room, sizing up his new companions. “No Blazy Boo? I’m not allowed to see my baby girl?” 

“You lost the right to see that dragon when you used her to bring us back to war,” growled the white-armored female guard at Connors’ side.  

Luco merely smiled. “Blazy’s a big girl. She can make her own decisions.” Privately, he glanced up at the roof. Like choosing to come after me, he thought hopefully. Speaking of which... 

But the roof remained shut and undisturbed. If Blaze was waiting to rescue him, she missed her cue. 

“Until she proves that, we don’t trust the two of you near each other,” Connors said, reaching into the folds of his black robe. With a raspy breath he muttered, “But perhaps there’s a way for you to earn our trust, Mr. Cooper.” 

From his pockets, Connors lifted up the Grimoire. Luco’s eyes sparkled as he beheld “his” beloved book. Though it was only about the size of a classic academy primer, Luco knew the power that lay within its leather binding. He was one of the rare few masters who understood what the jagged black symbols inside truly meant....and the power they could unleash. Within those parchment pages were words written in the Shadow Tongue; a language few could decipher without going insane. But Luco could not only pronounce the words with alacrity; he wielded the power of word and tone to unleash the mystical spells inside. And he understood the strength and power it had to wreak havoc if given the chance.

Connors beamed, noticing that Luco was unable to hide his glee. “I suspect you didn’t expect to see this again, did you, Mr. Cooper?”  

Luco laughed. “Still on that ‘Mr. Cooper’ thing, eh, King Snickers? How long is it going to take you to remember I go by ‘Luco’ now?” 

“As long as it takes you to address your superiors with respect!” the white-armored guard growled. 

Luco’s laughter increased in pitch.

“Winters, please,” Connors said to his guard before turning his gaze back to Luco. “It could also take as long as it takes us to convince you why Myst must be brought back from this... ’unique’ method of containment.” 

He waved his hand toward a large obsidian-black orb – around the size of a small rain barrel and speckled with gold and white dots like stars in a night sky. Even from a distance, Luco could sense the thrum of life from inside it.

“You sealed her inside this,” Connors noted, patting the egg. “If you want our trust, a good start would be releasing her from it.” 

Luco’s eyes flicked over the egg. “And what makes you think that sweet little Myst is still inside?” Luco leaned forward conspiratorially. “She wasn’t the only being I enclosed in that egg, remember? There is also a dragon that joined her.”

“Rocket.” The King spoke her name with reluctance. 

Luco scoffed; it seemed he didn’t care for the memories the name dredged up. 

“That’s the one!” Luco agreed with a nod. “But maybe neither of them exist individually in there anymore. Maybe there’s something else, yes? A new creation; born from wolf and dragon? Now wouldn’t that be more useful to you as you generate the misperception that peace can be achieved between those two warring species? Love, after all, is the natural avenue to peace.” 

The guard – Winters - scoffed. “What do you know of love or peace?”

Before Luco could reply, Connors handed the Grimoire to Winters, before striding behind Luco. Connors gripped his shoulders, his gloved hands twitching as if he wanted to wrap them around Luco’s neck instead. 

He won’t, though, Luco remembered. He thinks he can use me. He needs me. The thoughts gave him strength, even as Connors’ breath warmed Luco’s ear. 

“And wouldn’t Myst be more useful to your ‘beliefs?’” Connors whispered in his ear. “She gave the dragons quite a war once before.” 

Luco closed his eyes as he remembered Myst: his first demi-wolf. And his greatest. 

She hated him; he knew that. She hated all humans; hatred was necessary for her to act. To fight the way he needed her to fight. He remembered with some satisfaction the way she mercilessly tore through humans like rags, who were powerless against her rage and skill... 

Luco paused. “Can it be?” he noted, turning back to the King. “King Connors – the man who sought peace between demi-wolves and dragons. Can it be that you saw the beauty, and opportunity, in their war?”  

Connors smirked. “You’ve made your own love for their war quite clear.” His smirk didn’t extend up to his eyes, which remained frosty. His disapproval was delicious to witness. 

“I merely see the truth,” Luco replied. “A truth expressed through our scaled and furred friends.” He leaned forward conspiratorially. “We’re just like them, you know? We can hide it with delusions of ‘order’ and ‘civilizations’... Hell, I hear some of the wolves are trying to do that right now.” He chuckled at what he considered their naiveté. “But they have the minds of humans. And within that, I managed to make them more savage than any beast or animal that has roamed the Roads of Gaia.” His eyes sparkled. “The perfect warriors! Their battles entertain me and the many others like me, even if you and your cronies refuse to admit it.”  

“Then why not bring Myst back?” Connors offered. “Even now, the new Alpha Shiva hides the ‘truth,’ in the way you define it. She’s brought the wolves back from war; hidden them away in the forests of White Fang Wood.” He tsked in mock sympathy. “I’m afraid your ‘fantastical’ battles have come to an end.”  

Luco rolled his eyes. “And you think Myst will change that? I’ve seen her; she was once a killer.” His frown appeared as he thought of how things changed. “Then that Shiva she-dog manipulated her. Forced my beautiful monster to swallow talks of ‘peace’ and ‘love.’” 

“Perhaps,” Connors said. “But do you really think containing Myst in an egg will make her look fondly upon you? Shiva always hated Myst for what she took from her. Who’s to say that Myst won’t come to feel the same way?”

Luco gazed at Connors; two predators sizing each other up. 

“What’s your game, Connie?” Luco asked with a grin. “I didn’t see you urging Shiva’s little pack to return to fighting the dragons. What makes you so eager to change sides now?” 

Connors’ smile didn’t fade. “We both know we’re going to betray each other, Luco,” he replied. “The only question is, are you going to betray me before or after you restart your ‘beautiful war?’” 

Luco held Connors gaze. Winters and the guards watched, poised for their fight to break out. 

Then... Luco laughed. A high-pitched, cackling drawl that felt like nails clawing across sensitive eardrums. 

But Connors showed no emotion. He merely stared down at the madman before him, patiently waiting for an answer.

Finally, Luco sighed. “You drive a hard bargain, Mr. Connors.”

Winters narrowed her eyes. “King Connors...” she tried to correct, before Connors waved her off, his eyes not leaving Luco’s. 

“Do we have a deal?” Connors asked.

Luco looked up and grinned at the King, before turning his wicked gaze to Winters. “Give me the Grimoire,” he ordered. 

Winters sneered at him, her fingers teasing the handle of her throwing knife. Her eyes darted toward Connors first, and he gave her a nod. Out of the corner of Luco’s eye, he noticed a shift in Connors’ robe, displaying something shiny. 

Was that a knife, perhaps? Luco thought. Oh, Connors, you are crafty. But you wouldn’t do that. You need me! He looked up at the roof again. Just like how I might need Blaze. 

But Blaze still didn’t show herself. As Winters summoned the guards to bring the egg forward, she offered him the book, and her disapproving glare pricked Luco’s nerves.  

“Whenever you’re ready... Mr. Cooper,” Connors said softly. 

Luco smirked as he delicately accepted the tome in his grimy hands and opened it.  “Alright,” Luco said as he flipped through the pages. “De-Fusion. De-Fuse. D... E... or whatever it is in Shadow Tongue...” He drawled out the words as he ran his finger down the pages... only for Connors to stop him with a gloved finger on a selected page. 

“That one, Mr. Cooper,” Connors said with a grin.

Luco’s heart skipped a beat. “How do you know that?” 

Connors lifted a series of papers, each with the symbols from the Grimoire translated into the written tongue of their world. “I’ve been doing some research.”

Luco’s eyes narrowed. “Then why...?”

“It’s not entirely complete,” Connors admitted. “But we’re getting there. I just figured I’d give you a chance to fix your own mistake before I did. It may convince Myst to spare your sorry excuse of a life.” 

Luco laughed, despite nervousness making his heart flutter. “I could cure rabies and Myst would still want me dead.”  

Connors grinned. “I might not want you dead if you still prove useful to me.” 

It sunk in. Connors didn’t need him... but he could want him. The value of Luco’s life was lower than he anticipated, but not gone completely. 

Luco looked up one more time for Blaze, but upon seeing the roof still intact, he slowly lowered his eyes and fixated on the egg. Sighing, he began to trace one of the symbols.

Then they heard the thump. Eyes turned back up to the ceiling. 

Luco lifted his own head in hope. Blazy?  

Then the ceiling exploded, and debris plummeted towards the group.

Years of work on the Grimoire saved Luco’s life, as with a quick flip of the page and an incantation, an energy shield formed around him, protecting himself and the egg from the debris. Connors and his guards were temporarily buried in rubble and Luco gazed up in glee at his beloved Blaze, standing tall on a mountain of debris.

The dragoness was a spirit of living fire; her back a mane of flames. Yet her red eyes gazed upon Luco with the love only a daughter could have for her father. 

“About time you showed up,” Luco noted as he climbed onto her shoulders. 

Blaze justified her delay, “General Drake wasn’t easy to evade,” her fiery words bathing the surrounding rocks around which people dove for cover from her flames. 

As Luco steadied himself astride on her back, he observed Connors frantically digging himself out, looking with astonishment, anger and shock at Luco’s hubris.

“You know what, Connie,” Luco mocked from his perch. “How about we find out just how many demi-wolves prefer Myst over Shiva?” 

Holding onto his dragon, Luco squeezed the lower part of Blaze’s neck as she snatched up the egg for good measure. Blaze flapped her powerful wings and soared up into the sky. 

“So, what’s the plan, Dad?” Blaze asked. 

Luco grinned. “Like I said; we’re going to pay the wolves a little visit. Shiva wants everyone to think the demi-wolves are docile creatures. But we’ll show them the monsters that dwell within each of them... and get this war back on track.” 
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​Chapter 1: The Warning
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Losing pack mates is never an easy thing. Wolf packs are family, and having their entire species uplifted into humanoid demi-wolves didn’t change that. 

But with their former Alpha, Myst, it was different. As Celine assisted some of her fellow demi-wolves in standing upright and using their now humanoid arms and claws to carve a wooden memorial to the fallen demi-wolf, her brown eyes perceived the loss of hope in her pack mates’ eyes. The slouch of their furry bodies; the tucking of their tails; the air was thick with grief and the scent of tears.

“Myst saved me from the fighting pits,” a male murmured. 

“She killed a man who purposely starved and abandoned me,” a female said. “I would’ve died if she wasn’t there for me.” Her claws dug deep, scarring the visage she carved. She pounded the wood with her fist, her eyes clenched shut. “And now she’s gone.”

“Not gone,” Celine reminded her fellow wolves. “Magically sealed away. Once King Connors figures out how that ‘Luco’ human did it, he’ll free her.” 

The wolves huffed. “‘If’ Connors figures it out,” the female murmured. 

“And why would he want to?” the male replied. “He’s got a perfect pet in Shiva.” 

Celine tensed, her tail rising. “Alpha Shiva,” she corrected. “And she’s not his pet. She just isn’t interested in mass... killings.”

The wolf male bared his teeth, the fur on his back rising. “I suppose that’s easy to say when you’ve never lived the experience of pain humans can bring.” 

Celine’s tail lowered, as did her ears. Her golden blonde fur rose along her nape. Why did they always have to go there? She never knew how to respond to such comments. After all, it was true; she was born after the war ended. She had no idea what it was like to be hurt by those one trusted. Her family was always there for her. 

As if to prove it, the silver frame of her brother emerged from the shadows, almost as if her thoughts summoned him.

“How’s it going?” he asked, gazing at the memorial, in which the wood totem slowly metamorphosized into Myst’s contours. 

“Slowly,” the female replied, glaring at Celine. “Your sister isn’t helping.” 

Celine frowned, gazing at her brother for help. “But... I was.” 

Thankfully, Kodo nodded in understanding, and stood by his sister’s side. 

“My sister knows how important this is,” he promised the wolves. “After all, Myst uplifted us. It’s thanks to her you have those arms and hands to work with. She saved many of us from the cruel whims of evil humans.” 

“She should’ve been allowed to wipe out all of those pathetic monkeys,” the male grumbled. “If Shiva hadn’t gotten in her way...” 

Kodo, however, snapped his teeth, his tail rising in challenge. “Don’t discount what Alpha Shiva’s done for us,” he said, his voice cool but
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