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“I told you I can’t do
that,” I repeated to the bandits encircling me and Wormy on the
forest road.

“Damn woods,” Wormy cursed
about trees, more specifically I was sure he meant why does this
type of thing only happen when you’re alone and deep in the
woods?

“Drop any fuckin’ gold and
put down your weapons!” The plump one with dark, ratty hair who
fancied himself the leader called out.

I’m not in the habit of repeating
myself in the first place so I wasn’t going to respond so
positively again. I stood there with two eight inch blades in my
hands as well as my retractable wrist blade ready to go, back to
back with Wormy, who held two foot long blades so thin and light
they appeared as razors, they were made from a metal unknown to
anyone, and Wormy had recently conjured them. Wormy decided
teaching them a lesson the old fashioned way instead of conjuring
something would be fun…for him.

We had been sent to look for more
allies and information before assaulting the tower of the forgotten
where we had Earthshaker trapped. In pairs of two we fanned out
across the northern countryside, of course with my luck being what
it is, we had to run across thirty armed and dirty bandits, flesh
eating from the looks of them, they all suffered from the twitch
common to cannibals.

“I have an idea,” Wormy said
through his purple face, wrinkled and scarred as a prune. “How
about I take this blade, shove it up your ass, and teach you to
watch your mouth?”

“Hey, way to piss off the
mob Wormy,” I said as they began moving forward closing the circle
tighter. “Fine,” I muttered to myself flipping that mental switch
all Ghost Legion brethren have as I took a lower fighting stance
digging in and setting my mind to kill.

“I feel sorry for you dumb
shits!” Wormy yelled as the first one attacked me with a thrust of
his spear.

Using the force of the blow I simply
redirected him to the side a few inches as I grabbed the spear
shaft pulling him forward plunging his throat onto my blade, then
all hell broke loose. Wormy lunged forward with a quick snap; using
both blades he pierced the throats of the two nearest bandits,
after that he turned into nothing but a blur of purple motion
mixing with flying red from bandit blood. I only saw four or five
of them drop before I had to tend to my own killing. It’s hard to
watch others fight when you’re fighting for your own
life.

When in a battle that close, that
personal, involving hand to hand combat using blades there are no
clear pictures, just moving images of screaming, stabbing, and
blood. Especially when facing superior numbers, conscious thought
disappears and a lifetime of training and experience takes over. I
remember moving under a blade and seeing a head fly over me, next a
spear, followed by a shield, the clang of metal blades upon each
other. Cutting and slicing, I will save the grizzly details for
Ghost Legion fire tales; needless to say it was over in a few
minutes, it always feels like forever though. At the end of the
slaughter only Wormy and I remained standing about six feet from
each other covered in cannibal bandit blood, heaving from the
exertion but untouched and surrounded by the dead and dying
fools.

“Holy shit,” I managed to
scream out throwing a blade to the ground as the adrenaline rush
took hold and I shook from the sudden shock of it hitting me. “Damn
it’s been a long time since we had a fight like that, I feel
old.”

“Just like the good old
days, no fuckin’ magic,” Wormy said as he winked at me taking an
extra long pull from his silver flask. I waved him off when he
offered me some,

“No thanks.”

“More for me,” he said
finishing it off.

“Damn, Wormy we’ve still got
it after all these years, thirty guys dead without a scratch,” I
said and he cackled his little cough.

“Damn right Dagger, this
keeps…”

Before he finished speaking and before
I needed to be told I saw them coming. Fifty more cannibal bandits
less than a hundred yards away moving towards us quickly and very
pissed, they were covered in various skins and furs, animal or
human who can say?

“They’ll want to avenge
their dead brothers,” I said looking at Wormy who I think is the
only person I can honestly say looks better covered in
blood.

“Oh screw this! Dagger, take
a few steps back,” Wormy said exasperated. I did as told taking
more than a few steps back to compensate for his constant drunken
state.

Wormy threw his hands in the air and
mumbled something that sounded like drunk talk to me, but when he
brought his arms down there was a flash of light followed by a
shaking that threw me on my ass. When I looked up there was a
dragon, appearing eerily similar to the one Krel had been riding,
only this one seemed intelligent and appeared to serve Wormy, and
Wormy alone. I stood up, walking under the dragon quickly over to
where Wormy was standing admiring his conjuration. The cannibal
bandits were no longer coming towards us they scattered and took
off running like roaches upon seeing the dragon.

“Damn Wormy I didn’t know
you could conjure a dragon,” I said looking over the great scaled
beast.

“This is no ordinary dragon
Dagger, this is Juton and he is my own personal dragon,” Wormy
answered wearing his shit eating grin.

“Huh, he is very well
behaved, better than his Master anyway.” I said laughing and nudged
Wormy.

“I’m not his Master Dagger,
I raised him in another dimension where time moves faster and all
that other conjuring bullshit. No, he’s more like my son; he’s not
like other dragons, he’s not controlled by the curse most of his
brethren are because he was born in a different reality so he has a
mind of his own. We’re drinking buddies you could say,” Wormy said
drinking again from his now refilled flask.

“Why isn’t he moving?” I
asked the purple faced wormfather.

“I told him to hold still
until I could explain his presence properly to you,” Wormy
answered. “Ok Juton he’s not afraid, you can move now,” he called
out and like a giant dog emerging from a bath the dragon shook
himself off from snout to tail, then turned to face us, Wormy was
right. His face was beautiful, there was no malice or curse in his
eyes, no scar covered snout from battles and self mutilation. You
could feel the positive magic pulsing from within him. Now I
realized why something evil would want to control dragons and use
their magic against them for nefarious purposes. I had never felt
such raw power before, even from all the wizards I have been around
up to and including Knight-Captain Iron and Crusher
themselves.

Juton nuzzled Wormy with his snout
before rising back up to his full massive height again, “Hello
Dagger, dad has told me much of you, I am Juton.” The massive
dragon spoke releasing smoke from his nostrils careful not to shoot
fire from its mouth while speaking. It was the first time I had
ever heard of a dragon speaking so I just kind of stood there
dumbfounded, his voice was strange almost like a song.

“Say hello Dagger you’re
being rude, it takes a great deal of effort for a dragon to speak
without spouting flames everywhere you know,” Wormy said taking
another drink of his liquid courage.

“Hello Juton, it’s a
pleasure to meet you,” I managed to squeak out without wetting
myself.

Juton smiled down at me, each fang
twice as big as I am. “Where’s mine dad?” Juton asked Wormy now
ignoring me.

“Next to you,” Wormy replied
as a huge wooden tub of some type of alcoholic spirit appeared
beside Juton’s front legs. The dragon dove in eagerly sucking it
down.

“Anyone else know about
Juton?” I asked Wormy.

“Hell no, and I know it will
stay that way with you Dagger.”

“Absolutely,” I
replied.

“Besides, I’d have to kill
you if you told anyone.”

“You can try,” I replied as
we smiled at each other and laughed.

“He’s what you call my
secret weapon Dagger, if he’s ever needed you can count on Juton,
especially when he’s good and sloshed.”

Just then the massive dragon lifted its
head from drinking and let out an ear shattering, impressive
belch.

“That’s my boy,” Wormy said
with his half toothless smile.

I have to admit, it was the happiest I
had seen Wormy since we lost Cannon to Earthshaker’s beasts. Juton
lifted his massive head and you could see in his eyes the buzz from
the alcohol beginning to take effect.

“Long ago dragons ruled the
fourteen universes…” Juton said going into a speech about times
long past and dragons.

“He always does this when
he’s drunk,” Wormy said like a proud father looking up at his
child, his face beaming.

“Lovely,” I said cleaning my
fingernails with a blade.

“From the Gods we came, with
their power…” Juton trailed off as he went back to drinking and
stopped talking altogether.

“Well I guess he is your son
Wormy,” I said laughing thinking about how alike the two appeared
to be in their drinking nature.

“He sure is,” Wormy said
happily. “Ok Juton I’ll see you in a few days, if I call you before
then you know the drill.”

“Yes I do dad, but I still
don’t know why you just won’t let me wipe out this little guy
Earthshaker and end your problems forever, he’s nothing compared to
Juton!”

“I told you, it’s too
dangerous Juton, even for a dragon. I’ll call you when I need you,
now go home and drink some more.” Wormy said smiling at his dragon
son.

The enormous Juton stretched and yawned
speaking, “Maybe after a nap, bye Dagger, bye dad.” Then just as a
candle flame goes out Juton was gone with the breeze, Wormy let out
a sad sigh and took a sip of the flask.

“Such a good boy,” he
muttered to himself.

“I’m going to need that
whole story one day Wormy; I won’t even write it down it will just
be our little secret,” I said as we stood there.

“Sounds like a plan Dagger,
something to do over many, many drinks.”

I nodded, “Let’s get back and see if
anyone else found anything as interesting as our little bandit
encounter back there.

We began to walk back to the rest of
the brethren, the Ghost Legion and Crusher’s silver fisted black
army. The area was so densely wooded it was impossible to see where
the forest ended, we walked until we got lucky and hit the road we
had ventured from to enter the woods, we had a tip that allies were
camped there; it was a trap all along.

“Why did we listen and go in
this forest again?” I asked Wormy.

“To find allies and friends
Dagger…of course they happen to be dead now but we tried
nonetheless.”

“Such is life, sometimes you
can find allies, other times you find flesh eating bandits,” I
replied without a trace of sarcasm.

The other fifty bandits were long gone
by now, terrified they would be eaten by the dragon, we couldn’t
even hear them scream anymore they were so far away, which was a
good thing. Wormy stopped walking and took a swig before turning to
me with that face only a mother could kill.

“I don’t feel like returning
yet, let the others report first I have a surprise for you. Screw
Earthshaker; let him cower in his old, dusty tower. Let’s go to
another shadow world I have in mind, I’m pretty sure there’s
another blade we could use there that might work on
him.”

“What about the others? We
don’t have time for all that, we have to kill Earthshaker, and then
we can go planet hopping.”

Wormy let out a frustrated sigh and
shook his head, placing a hand on my shoulder he spoke to me as a
teacher would a child.

“Dagger, I know you hate
magic, and so do I, but think of it in these terms. Different
worlds have different speeds and rates of time.”

“And you know these
different rates of time flow?” I asked incredulously.

“Of course, I know more than
Cast and Spell ever did, sorcerer or not. There are places we could
go spend fifty years, and only an hour would have passed here.
Conjuring is much more than taking things from somewhere and
bringing them to yourself, you can conjure yourself to other worlds
too, it’s a science and learned only when studied…preferably
drunk.”

“Of course,” I nodded and
agreed while smiling, still unsure. “So you’re saying we could go
to some other world and fight a war for ten years, come back here
and it would be as
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