
  
    [image: Dreams of Dragons]
  


  
    
      DREAMS OF DRAGONS

      Maiden to the Dragon, Book 10

    

    
      
        MAC FLYNN

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Copyright

      

      
        Author’s Note

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

      
        Chapter 25

      

      
        Chapter 26

      

      
        Chapter 27

      

    

    
      
        Sneak Peek: The Falling for a Dragon Series

      

      
        A Small Favor

      

      
        When’s the Next Book?

      

      
        Series by Mac Flynn

      

      
        About Mac Flynn

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            COPYRIGHT

          

        

      

    

    
      Dreams of Dragons: Maiden to the Dragon #10 (Alpha Dragon Shifter Romance).  Copyright © 2018 by Mac Flynn.

      

      Published by Crescent Moon Studios, Inc.

      

      All rights reserved.  No part of this publication may be reproduced, disseminated, or transmitted in any form or by any or for any use, including recording or any information storage and retrieval system, without the prior written consent of the author and/or artist.  The only except ions shirt excerpts or the cover image in reviews.

      

      This is a work of fiction.  All the names, characters, organizations, places and events portrayed in this novel or on the cover are either products of the author’s or artist’s imagination or are used fictitiously.  Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental and not intended by the author or artist.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            AUTHOR’S NOTE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Dear Reader,

      

        

      
        Thank you so much for joining me on a journey through my imagination.  If you’re looking for romance and adventure with a guaranteed  Happily Ever After, then you’ve come to the right place.  My books contain paranormal plotting and fantastical action, and I hope you enjoy reading them as much as I enjoy writing them.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        You can keep in touch with me by joining my newsletter or checking out my website for the latest updates.

      

      

      
        
        Check out my website

        Sign up for my newsletter

      

      

      
        
        Thank you for giving my book a chance, and Happy Reading!

      

      

      
        
        - Mac Flynn
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      It was dark.  And cramped.  And generally just damn uncomfortable.

      I shifted and winced as a stack of quills poked me in the back.  So much for this being a good hiding spot.

      A clatter of feet made me freeze.  They paused.  There came the sound of soft breathing.

      “Where’d she go?” a small voice asked.

      “I don’t know, but she’s gotta be here somewhere.”

      Please don’t open the door.  I moved again and winced as I was again stabbed by the unrelenting quills.  Please open the door.

      “What are you children doing in here?” a harsh voice snapped.

      “Run!”

      There was the clatter of feet and then silence.  A heavy pair of boots stalked over to my hiding spot.  I held my breath.

      The pair of doors flung open, and a sharp face stared into mine.  The face belonged to a man, the former adviser of the kingdom of Alexandria, to be precise.  His eyes widened and he leapt back with a high-pitched scream I didn’t realize a man was capable of making.

      I tumbled onto the hard floor and found myself on my back.  Around me were dozens of long, tall shelves filled with all the knowledge of the kingdom of Alexandria passed down and painstakingly cataloged for future generations.

      Also, one of its quill cupboards had been my hiding spot in a lively game of hide-and-seek.

      Renner, the former adviser to Xander, glared at me.  In his arms were a half dozen scrolls.  The older gentleman had ditched his flowing blue robe with green hems for a plain gray robe with white hems.

      He raised himself to his full, skinny height and looked down his thin nose at me.  “What are you doing in here?”

      I sat up and winced as my back popped.  “Would you believe I was improving my mind?”

      “I would not.”

      I stood and stretched my aching legs.  “I wouldn’t believe it, either.”

      A noise in the hall outside the doorway made me glance in that direction and forced Renner to half-turn around.  “She’s trapped, Darda!  You have to save her!” insisted the small voice from before.

      “Yeah!  A mean man has her!” the other voice agreed.

      “Has who?” Darda asked them.

      Darda appeared in the doorway, and on each hand hung a small child.  One was a boy of seven and the other a girl of five.

      The girl pointed at Renner.  “He has her!”

      The boy’s gaze fell on me, and his face lit up with a smile.  “Miriam!  We found you!”

      I jerked my thumb at Renner.  “Actually, he found me first, so he wins.”

      Renner looked aghast at me.  “You were using the sacred library as a game room?”

      “No, as a hiding spot,” I corrected him.

      Renner’s face turned an unsightly shade of red.  Darda noticed and leaned down so she was closer to the height of the children.  “Run along now.  I must speak with Miriam.”

      Their faces fell.  “Do we have to?” the boy asked.

      “I want to stay with Miriam!” the girl whimpered.

      “I think the chef has some cookies for you in the kitchen,” Darda tempted them.

      They didn’t need a second invitation.  The pair dropped her hands so fast that I think they snapped against Darda’s sides.  They bolted down the hall and their clattering soon faded away.

      Renner boiled over like a cauldron left too long over a bonfire.  “You dare use the library for your foolishness?  You who is lady of this magnificent kingdom and Maiden to the great Xander?”

      “It had the best hiding spots,” I countered.

      Darda hurried up to my side and faced Renner.  “I believe what Miriam is trying to say is she meant no disrespect.”

      He snorted.  “I dare say she did not!  What is this library but the favorite place of her predecessor, the beloved Lady Catherine?  Why not besmirch her memory for the sake of frivolous fun?”

      I frowned.  “I didn’t mean any disrespect, especially not to Xander’s mom.  I was just trying to have fun with some of the castle kids.”

      Renner sneered at me.  “Lady Catherine was capable of entertaining the children through reading the books, not abusing them.”

      “Sir Renner, I believe that is quite enough,” Darda scolded him.

      Renner’s sneer dropped a little before he pushed past me and over to the quill cabinet.  He knelt down and muttered a few words of which I only caught a handful.  “… a shadow of My Lady…”

      Darda looped her arm through mine and marched me out of the library.  The smooth cobble stones were mercilessly pounded by her feet as she shook her head.  “The insolence of that man!  As though his own actions did not lose him the position of adviser!  I will inform Xander of this outrage immediately.”

      “It’s okay.”

      She whipped her head to me and furrowed her brow.  “But he insulted you, Miriam!  How can you be so forgiving over his unkind words?”

      I smiled back at her.  “Because I don’t think I’m as much a lady as Xander’s mom.  I mean” we stopped in the hall, and I gestured to the head of a statue in an alcove.  The bust was of the beautiful Lady Cate decked out in a tiara and with a bright, gentle smile on her face.  “there’s about a dozen of these busts around the place, and that’s just by this one artist.  That doesn’t include the portraits, the life-size statues, and even a dinner plate featuring her face.”

      “And there is the fountain statue in one of the courtyards,” she reminded me.

      I snorted.  “See?  It’s a tough act to follow.”

      “But you saved the world many times,” she countered.

      “Yeah, but it’s really hard to be patted on the back when most people didn’t even know there was world-wide peril,” I pointed out.

      Darda pursed her lips as she studied me.  “I for one believe you are as much a lady as Lady Cate.  Well” her eyes flickered down to my comfortable attire of jeans and a t-shirt, “that is, in actions, if not in dress and manners.”

      I snorted.  “Thanks.  That makes me feel better.”

      “Are you ill?” a voice spoke up.  We glanced down the hall to see Xander approach us.

      I rubbed my back.  “No, but I could use a massage after hiding in that cabinet.”

      Xander stopped before us and blinked at me.  “Hiding in a cabinet?  What was the occasion?”

      “A game of hide-and-seek where it was two against one,” I told him.

      A smile slipped onto his lips.  “Did you win?”

      I stretched my back and winced as the lower part popped.  “Yes and no.”

      Xander chuckled as he set his hand on my lower back just below the ache.  “A massage would do you well,” he mused as he led me down the hall.

      “Might I offer my services?” Darda spoke up.

      Xander looked over his shoulder and winked at her.  “I believe I will handle this duty, Darda.”

      She straightened and her face blushed.  “Oh!  Yes!  Of course!”

      I glanced up at his mischievous smile as he led me in the general direction of our bedroom.  “You’re supposed to relax tight muscles, not tighten them further.”

      He chuckled.  “I promise you will be very relaxed afterward.”

      We stepped through an archway, and I tripped over a change in the flooring.  Xander caught me before I fell, and I got a good look at the floor.  The smooth cobblestones of the hall changed to long wood planks.  I raised my head and my face fell.

      We stood in the lobby of the Mallus Library.  The caretaker himself, Crates, stood near the wide opening to the countless bookcases.  His hands were clasped behind his back and his expression was as dark as the books that lay in darkness.  The whole place was illuminated only by a few candles that hung on holders beside the bookcases.

      I straightened and frowned.  “Come on.  We didn’t even go through a door that time.”

      Crates took a step forward and pursed his lips.  “I apologize for the rough entrance, but we have much to discuss.”

      “You mean the two missing gods?” I guessed.  He gave a nod.  “Are they really that much trouble?  I mean, it’s been three months since our last fight and the world hasn’t ended.”

      “The world continues to hang in the balance, though I have watched you from afar and must congratulate you on your many amazing feats,” he complimented us.

      “We couldn’t have done it last time without our friends,” I pointed out.

      The corners of his lips twitched upward.  “Yes.  Like nature attracts like nature, and you have amassed a wealth of such special people around you.  However,” his face fell as he looked from Xander to me., “the final two gods have made themselves known to me, and I feel I must warn you about one of them.”

      “How do they ‘make themselves known to you?’” I asked him.

      He swept his hand over the countless books at his back.  “The vast knowledge of this library, and the location of your own battles, has allowed me to ascertain the identities of the remaining gods.  Though I am bound to keep most information from you, I can warn you that one of those ethereal creatures is by far the most dangerous of any that remained in your world.”

      Xander arched an eyebrow.  “In what way?”

      Crates shook his head.  “I cannot give you any specifics other than to say this creature will test your bonds, and even your sanity, like no other.  You must keep your faith in one another and hold tight to what you know is the truth.”

      My face fell.  “That’s it?  That’s your ‘specifics?’  I get better advice from a fortune cookie.”

      His unblinking eyes fell on me, and I shivered as I felt a cold chill sink into me.  “You will be tested the worst of all, Miriam, so I will give you further advice: keep the chime to yourself and do not give it over to anyone.”

      I arched an eyebrow.  “Not even Xander?”

      “No one.”

      I held up my hands in front of me.  “All right, no one.  Is there anything else you can tell us about this unspeakable evil?”

      “You will know all too soon.”  He raised his hand and snapped his fingers.  Invisible hands pressed against our fronts and pushed us backward toward the archway at our backs.  Our last view of the old caretaker was of him raising his hand in farewell to us.  “Good luck, my friends.  You will need all you can find.”

      We were pushed through the archway and the view of the library in front of us vanished like a card in the hand of a magician.  I looked up at Xander and frowned.  “This sounds like fun.”

      He pursed his lips and gave a nod.  “Yes.  We have our hardest fights before us.”

      A thought hit me, and I threw up my arms.  “Crates didn’t even tell us where these last two gods were!”

      A horn blew loud and clear through the castle.  Xander stiffened and whipped his head around, so he looked at the front of the building that faced the lake.

      “What?  What is it?” I asked him.

      His eyebrows crashed down.  “Trouble.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

        

      

    

    
      “Trouble?  What kind of trouble?” I asked him.

      “We shall see,” he mused as he took my hand and led us to one of the many balconies that overlooked the lake and the majestic city of Alexandria.

      The metropolis was spread before us for miles, but the trouble came from just below us along the surface of Beriadan Lake.  The harbor was always crowded with the lively sea trade, and on an average day every ship imaginable could be found moored along the docks or close by.

      Today, however, was a day for a more unusual vessel.  The sailing ship had three masts that pushed its long, smooth body quickly through the mouth of the harbor and into the body of the lake.  Three-mast vessels weren’t unusual, but it was unusual to see the ship manned by a crew of men that all sported gold-colored dragon wings.  The flag at the highest mast sported red and yellow stripes.

      I looked up at Xander’s tense face as he studied the ship.  “Do you recognize the flag?”

      He shook his head.  “I do not.”

      “And the dragons?”

      “They are also a mystery to me, and evidently to those who manage the harbor, or those at the mouth of the lake would not be blowing the horn.”  His keen eyes scanned the strip of land and rocks through which the overflow from the lake escaped via a wide river.  The river finished its course at the ocean far to the west of the city.

      “It is strange…” I heard him murmur.

      “What’s strange?” I asked him.

      His gaze fell once more on the vessel as it made its way toward the castle docks.  “The journey up the river often takes a full day, even when the winds are favorable, but there was no warning of this vessel until this moment.”

      I watched the ship sail like a ghost to within a hundred yards of the castle where it stopped.  “It looks fast.”

      Movement caught my eye and I leaned over the railing to watch a procession of guards exit the castle and march down to the port.  Spiros was at the head, and he stopped the long ranks on the longest of the castle docks.  An away-boat pushed off from the vessel, and besides the two rowers there was a single dragon man aboard.

      “Lord Xander!” a voice called.  We turned in time to watch a guard hurry up to the archway that led onto the balcony.  He was out of breath but managed to stand tall and salute.  “A strange vessel has been sighted-”

      “I can see that, but why was there no earlier messages about such dragons piloting the ship?” Xander questioned him.

      “The vessel arrived at the mouth of the river only two hours ago and made the entire two-day trip in that time.”

      Xander’s eyes widened.  “Two hours?  How is that possible?”

      The guard shook his head.  “We cannot tell except to say that the dragons appeared to use their wings to fan the sails.”

      Xander spun around to face the ship.  I grabbed his arm.  “What’s important about that?  The sand dragons can do that in their races, and even you could do it.”

      He pursed his lips as he watched the away-boat land.  “Many thousands of years ago the art was commonplace, but as the years passed and we dragons drifted away from breeding with humans we lost that ability to manipulate our wings, and thus the sails.  Now only small vessels of one sail and two dragons may be pushed by such methods, but not a ship as large as this.”

      I leaned forward to catch his gaze and frowned.  “So, what you’re saying is these guys are like those ancient dragons like the Sæ made you into?”

      The lead dragon in the away-boat stepped onto the dock and paused.  He was about twenty with long blond hair that was nearly white in color.  He wore black shoes, a pair of loose trousers, and a buttoned coat that hid all but the high collar of a white shirt.  Even the eyes of the dragon were of a golden hue, but the smile that appeared on his lips felt cold as he tilted his head back and looked up at us as we stood some two hundred feet above him.

      Spiros’s lips moved, but I couldn’t hear what he said.  The visitor apparently didn’t care to hear them because he opened wide his dragon wings and leapt up.  He flew like a bullet, with each pump of his wings giving him an easy fifty feet of altitude.

      Spiros drew his sword and gave chase, along with half the company of guards.  They were half as fast so that the golden dragon reached our balcony well ahead of his pursuers.  Xander drew me back and unsheathed Bucephalus.

      The dragon crossed his arm over his chest and gave us a deep bow.  “My sincerest apologies, Lord Xander, for the abrupt appearance of my vessel, but I bring an important message for you from my mistress.”

      Spiros and company arrived.  The guards landed neatly on the railing, but the captain of them all dropped to the balcony beside our ‘guest’ and pointed the tip of his sword at the stranger.  “An admirable flight, sir, but too short to escape us,” Spiros informed him.

      The man raised his head and chuckled.  “If I had wanted to escape, I would have merely flown to the tip of the castle and watched you weary yourselves in your pursuit.  Therefore, it is fortunate for you and your men that I do not have any ill intentions toward your people.”

      “Your abrupt entrance would suggest otherwise,” Spiros shot back.

      A crooked smile slipped onto his lips.  “If my men and I had wished to assault your castle then we would have hurried up the river.  As it is, we merely moved as fast as the downstream current.”

      “Who is your mistress?” Xander asked the dragon.

      The golden dragon swept his eyes over all the swords that were pointed at him.  “It is of a most private matter, if you understand me.”

      Xander pursed his lips but glanced at his old friend.  “Spiros.”  The captain’s eyes flickered to his lord.  “Tell your men to stand-down, at least for the time being.”

      Spiros pursed his lips,but lowered his weapon and looked to his men.  He gave a nod.  The guards sheathed their weapons and took a step back.  They dropped out of sight.  I craned my neck and watched them glide down to the ground.

      Spiros walked backward until he stood on the other side of Xander.  Neither of the friends put away their swords.  “If you do not mind, My Lord, I would like to stay.”

      Xander smiled at him.  “I would like nothing better.”  He returned his attention to our ‘guest’ and his face hardened.  “Who are you, and what message do you bring for me?”

      The dragon bowed his head.  “My apologies for not introducing myself at the first.  I am Abraxas, and the vessel below us is my ship, the Acheron.”

      Xander started back.  “Acheron?  How did your vessel come to have that name?”

      The man chuckled.  “I am glad to hear there are still some in this world who remember the Acheron and the exploits of my crew.”

      I raised a hand.  “Somebody mind filling me in on this mystery?”

      Spiros pursed his lips as he studied our ‘guest’ with more consideration.  “The Acheron is a ship of legend that disappeared some five thousand years ago.  The ship was rumored to be crewed by the eldest sons of the highest houses, those that still retained a pure blood from the last of the ancient dragons.  She was deemed lost at sea.”

      Abraxas chuckled.  “She was not lost, but found, and by such a worthy mistress that she has no equal.”

      Xander frowned.  “If what you tell us is true then how have you lived so long?  Or are you a descendant of that ancient crew?”

      Our ‘guest’ shook his head.  “I am no descendant, but the dragon himself, as are my crew.  Our mistress has granted us with eternal life so long as we stay in her service.”

      Spiros scoffed.  “I would call that servitude, and your mistress a poor master.”

      Abraxas bowed his head.  “We each serve our masters, though in different ways.”

      “And what message does your mistress wish you to relay to me?” Xander asked him.

      “She wishes for an audience with you on her island,” Abraxas informed him.

      “Where does she reside?”

      The captain smiled and shook his head.  “That I cannot tell.  I may only lead you to her, if you wish to accept her invitation.”

      “If she wishes to grant me eternal life than I am afraid I must decline,” Xander told him.

      “I am limited by what I am allowed to convey, but I can tell you that what she has to say is in regard to your hunting of her kind,” Abraxas revealed.

      “This woman sounds like she likes secrets as much as Crates…” I mumbled.

      Xander arched an eyebrow.  “‘Her kind?’”

      “Yes.  She is a goddess.”

      I started back, but the men merely tightened their lips and their grips on their weapons.  Spiros took a step in front of Xander and narrowed his eyes at our doubly-unwelcome ‘guest.’  “Does she mean to avenge her banished brethren?”

      Abraxas shook his head.  “Nothing of the sort.  She wishes to speak with you about your hunting her, as she is well aware that there are few left of her kind in this world.”

      “She seeks a truce,” Xander stated rather than asked.

      Abraxas closed his eyes and bowed his head.  “Of a sort, but all that must be spoken of with my mistress. I am merely the messenger.”

      Spiros’s eyes flickered over his shoulder to Xander.  “Our foe wishes for us to stumble into her territory.”

      I snorted.  “It wouldn’t be the first time.  Heck, it happened the last two times.”

      Xander relaxed his stance but kept his sword at his side.  “I must confer with my friends before I make any decisions.”

      Abraxas bowed his head.  “As you wish, though I must return within the week to inform my mistress of your answer.”

      “So, she’s not the goddess of seeing-everything?” I guessed.

      He chuckled.  “No, and now that I believe I have said everything that I am able I must take my leave.  If you wish to communicate with me, I will gladly welcome you aboard my vessel.”  He bowed low to us before he turned and leapt onto the railing.  The dragon spread his shimmering wings and launched himself far into the air.  Xander, Spiros and I strode over to the railing and watched him sail down to the away-boat.

      Today was turning out to be a hell of a week.
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      The away-boat launched, taking with it the three golden dragons back to their perfectly pristine ship.

      “For a mythical dragon he sure is scared of flying over water,” I commented.  I glanced across Xander and at Spiros.  “So, what was this guy and his crew supposed to be able to do that made them so famous?  Other than disappear, that is.”

      “They were the first ship to explore much of the seas around the continent, as well as the first to discover the Island of Red Fire,” he told me.  “On their adventures they were said to have overcome the hardships on the Wild Isles and the first to break through the thick ice of the far northeastern shores.”

      “So exactly how dangerous would this crew full of ancient blue-bloods be to us?” I asked him.

      “Among we dragons, only Xander would stand a chance against them,” Spiros told me as he glanced at our dragon lord, “-but even he would find it difficult to tackle so many at one time.”

      “So, we’re screwed?” I guessed.

      “If that phrase refers to our imminent defeat, then yes, we are ‘screwed.’”

      “And for that reason, we will avoid conflict at all costs,” Xander spoke up as he turned to us.  His lips were pursed and his eyes uncertain.  “I must accept the invitation.”

      Spiros frowned.  “That could mean a trap.”

      “I expect that, and therefore will remain on my guard at all times,” he promised.

      “On our guard,” I corrected him.

      “On all our guards,” Spiros insisted.

      A hint of a smile slipped onto Xander’s lips.  “Do you expect to accompany me against my wishes, captain?”

      “I expect to accompany you against the wishes of even a goddess,” Spiros quipped.

      “And I’m accompanying you because there’s no way in hell I’m letting you get into this trouble alone,” I added.

      Xander chuckled.  “I would have nothing less than my old friend and my Maiden by my side.”

      Someone cleared their voice behind Spiros and me.  We turned and Xander looked beyond us.  “Darda stood beneath the archway, and in her hands was the box that held the Theos Chime.  “I expect you will be needing this, My Lord, along with my services.”

      “Could we keep you away?” I teased.

      “No.”

      I shrugged.  “Then I guess we’re going to have to take you, though if this keeps up, we’re going to need a bigger boat.”

      “We will not accompany Captain Abraxas and his men aboard their own vessel, but rather charter our own,” Xander assured me.

      I cast him a sly grin.  “Captain Magnus?”

      “If he can be found.”

      “And if he can’t?”

      “Then he will be found.”

      Spiros stepped into our little conversation and smiled at each of us in turn.  “Might I also suggest a priest to knock our ‘friends’ flat if they were to become rude, and to purify them if they were to become unruly?”

      I blinked at him.  “Who?”

      “Apuleius.  He is due to arrive within the day for a sermon at one of the local churches.”

      Xander nodded.  “He will be a welcome addition as a matter of a healer.”

      I crossed my arms and frowned at the pair.  “This is sounding more and more like we’re storming a castle.”

      “I concur,” Darda spoke up as she strode over to us.  She turned to Xander.  “Are we to expect such a fight?”

      Xander glanced over his shoulder at the harbor and the golden ship below us.  “I hope not, but hope is not what I would rely on for a meeting such as this.”

      “So does anybody know where Captain Magnus is?” I asked the company.

      “Sailing the coast somewhere between here and Bruin Bay, but I will send my brightest and fastest crows to fetch him,” Spiros promised.

      Xander gave a nod at him.  “Prepare them at once.”  Spiros nodded before he took to the skies to the highest peak of the castle where the crows roosted.  My dragon lord turned to Darda.  “Has the inscription on the chime changed?”

      Darda shook her head.  “I do not know, but” she held out the box to him, “we may find out.”

      Xander opened the box and drew out the major source of our victories over the gods, the Theos Chime.  He tilted the bell back and studied the interior edge.  A frown slipped onto his lips.  “We may need Tillit.  I cannot read this inscription.”

      I slipped up to his side and perused the words.  “Why can’t you read it?”

      He glanced at me and arched an eyebrow.  “You are able to read the inscription?”

      I shrugged.  “Yeah.  It’s there in plain English.”

      He shook his head.  “Not to my eyes.  How does the rhyme read?”

      I cleared my throat and read the new rhyme:

      
      
        
        Always behind, always in mind, to future is blind, to this you must find

      

      

      
      Xander arched an eyebrow.  “A strange rhyme.”

      I wrinkled my nose.  “And how come only I can read it?”

      “It may infer that you hold the most important part in what is to come,” he mused.

      I set the bell back into its box that Darda held.  “If that’s true than I’d rather be the only one not able to read it.”

      Darda tucked the box under one arm and looped her other arm through one of mine.  “Reading it or not, we must prepare food for the journey.”  She glanced at Xander.  “For how long do we expect this voyage to last?”

      “Fill Magnus’s cargo hold with food,” Xander instructed her.

      Darda gave a tug.  “Then we had better begin the preparations.”

      “Why ‘we?’” I asked her as she pulled me toward the arch.

      “You thought yourself unfit for your position, so we shall fit you to the role of Lady of Alexandria,” she reminded me.

      I cringed.  “I take it back” my eyes flickered down to the box.  I snatched it from
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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.
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