
An Auroral Flame

Book One of The Aurora Chronicles

R. Peter Ubtrent

© 2022 by R. Peter Ubtrent.

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or transmitted in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the publishers, except by a reviewer who may quote brief passages in a review to be printed in a newspaper, magazine or journal.

Smashwords Edition, License Notes

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person. If you're reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work

of these authors.

––––––––

First printing 2022

––––––––

ISBN: 978-1-7948-4761-3

––––––––

To Aaron and Lisa,

Thanks for your friendship


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

An Auroral Flame

prologue

1

2

3

4

5

6

7

8

9

10

11

12

13

14

15

16

17

18

19

20

21

22

23

24

Other Books by R. Peter Ubtrent:

Dark Pilgrim Rising

Seed of Power

Dark Throne  

Dark Enlightenment

Dark Redemption  

Dark Pilgrim Fallen

Eternity’s Handmaiden

The Sslithax Heresy

Book One: Sacrilege

Book Two: The Chaos of Unity

The Va’Shan Trilogy

A Requiem for Caelus

C’lar’s Grace

The Destructor’s Hand

Mordiar's Opus

Mordiar's Hymn

A Wayward Chant

A Fool's Canticle

The Aurora Chronicles

An Auroral Flame

The Ardor of Devotion

The Fire of a Dragon's Eye

The Sorceresses Splendor

The Blackest Flame

A Glimmer of White

A Splinter of White and Black

The Second Aurora Chronicles

A Daughter's Perdition

A Satyr's Progeny

A Tempest of Kinship

The Shadow of Doubt

A Whisper of Revenge

A Soul of Tears

The Wellspring of Desperation

[image: ]
[image: ]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

prologue


[image: ]


It was a shitty night.

Both moons were dark and weather had come in.

It was the reason he had picked this night to leave.

Of course, the fact that the Rakhasa and their minions the Demon-spawn had breached the veil around the Elven woodland city of Anenfel was an important factor in his decision also. King Aelfric had taken him aside and handed him the child, telling him in no uncertain terms that she needed to be taken out of the woods and hidden where no one would find here, at least until they had defeated the Rakhasa.

He wasn't so sure that was going to happen.

The Elven Host had already been massacred at the edge of the woods. The Rakhasa had somehow out-flanked them and the death toll was extreme. He should have been there fighting with the Elves and it rankled him that he had been assigned baby-sitting duties. He should have died with the rest of them. But he had, for the last few hundred years, been Aelfric's most-trusted Quester and he wasn't about to decline this assignment.

And so he rode.

The rain started right away and turned into sleet after the first hour. Then it turned to snow as he steadily climbed toward the Cragged Peaks where his ultimate destination lay. The darkness was formidable and that he liked for it was very unlikely that anyone would dare follow him. He and his Unicorn could see just fine in the dark and they moved swiftly.

It took five hours to get to the cave entrance.

He had to check the infant several times to make certain that it wasn't dead, that it hadn't suffocated in the swaddling she was wrapped in. But she was just fine each time he checked, most of the time quietly sleeping and every once in a while looking up at him as he pulled the covers away from her face, those deep blue eyes staring at him with an intellect that was disturbing.

She never cried, not once.

His Unicorn picked its way through the discarded armor, weapons, and other accouterments of the warriors trade that were scattered about the slope leading to the cave entrance. Most borne scorch marks, dents. A few bones poked their way out of greaves or chain-mail, white from the bleaching of the sun indicative of how long ago the warriors they had once belonged to had died here in vain.

The snow was still coming down and the cold crept into his bones, the wetness like a leeching effect and yet the infant still did not utter a word.

Maybe it was a mute. Huh. He stood by the cave entrance and waited a moment and sure enough, a large tongue of flame came roaring out, the heat it produced feeling good after the cold ride. A series of nasty coughs came after, a hacking that didn't sound like it should come from such a beast as this.

“That doesn't sound all that healthy,” he said with a smirk.

A voice came from inside the cave, deep and booming, vibrating in his chest as much as in his stomach. “Oh, it's you.” A huge Dragon head poked out of the cave, looked up at the sky and the snow falling, then over at him and his Unicorn. “I thought I smelt Unicorn.”

The beast was reddish, the scales looking not old but not young either, one large front tooth missing, what looked like half an arm from one of the unfortunate knights stuck in a back tooth. There was an odor about it that was stark and always reminded him of nothing more than death itself though he wasn't sure if it was what the Dragon ate or it came from the Dragon itself. He knew that the beast was old, from that time in the past when such beasts as this ruled the skies and terrified the land.

It coughed and hacked again. “I think that last knight I ate was sick or something cause this all started then. Should have known something was wrong with the way he fought. Stupid honor and all that. He could have waited at least until he was healthy rather than infect me. Some people have no manners at all.”

“That's a shame. I can recommend some herbs that might help.”

“Like what?”

“Angelica root for one. It grows around here. I can bring you some back if you'd like.”

The Dragon tilted its head a little as it looked at him. “Why are you suddenly being so nice to me? You've tried to kill me three times now.”

“To be fair, you tried to kill me three times also.”

“That's only because you attacked me.”

“That's cutting a thin-line, don't you think?”

“No. I didn't tell you to come up here and try to kill me.”

“Can I come in? The snow is starting to build up on your head and with that cold you have....”

“Fine. If you must.” The head pulled back into the cave. He dismounted, told the Unicorn to stay put and walked in carrying the infant. “Why are you bringing that in? Can't you leave it out with the Unicorn?”

“This is why I'm here. I need to.... No, that's not right. King Aelfric of the Wood Elves needs to ask a favor of you.”

“Why would I grant that?” The Dragon curled up on a pile of gold, gems, goblets, and what he took to be magical weapons and armor. It coughed again and a stream of fire came out that almost incinerated him. “Sorry.”

He brushed some ash off a shoulder and off the infant's swaddling. “Because you owe him.”

“Really? For what?”

“When was the last an Elf tried to attack you?”

“It's been a while.”

“That's because Aelfric forbid them to harass you and you know that he did that.”

“That doesn't mean that I owe him anything.”

He looked at the Dragon with pursed lips. “Come now, Unniass. Hasn't it made your life much easier?”

“Perhaps. Did you bring a virgin along to sweeten the deal? I like virgins. They taste so much better before they've been corrupted by the males.” Unniass closed her eyes and laid her head down on her front paws. “I miss the virgins that the Men used to bring me. It was fun. They could be defiant and feisty and I liked them the most. Some of them even tried to talk to me and I talked back for hours discussing all sorts of social issues before I ate them. And then there were the ones who offered to have sex with me if I wouldn't eat them.

“I mean, seriously? What do they teach these kids nowadays? First of all I'm a female and secondly, how would that even be possible were I a male?” She looked at him with raised eyebrows. “How would that work?”

He knew better than to interrupt her when she spoke like this, but he was pressed for time. “That certainly seems like a terrible problem, but I'm a little pressed for time here....”

“Sorry. Haven't had anyone to talk to for a while and I needed to vent a little.” She sneezed and coins and gems went flying. “Do you really think that herb will work?”

“It always has.”

“So why the infant?”

“I need you to look after her for a while.”

Unniass raised her head up and looked down at him with what he took to be a Dragon frown. “No. I don't know anything about babies. Besides, my claws are just a little too large to be handling something that small.”

“It won't be for long. The Rakhasa are attacking The Color-time Woods and will succeed in taking and burning Anenfel. They can't get a hold of this infant. Not at any cost.”

“So why can't you take care of it?”

“I need to get back and help with the battle. And this place here,” and he waved an arm around to encompass Unniass' home, “no one will think to find her here. And if they did, they would have to get passed you.”

“True. But flattery won't help you any to get me to change my mind.”

He set the infant down and pulled back the covers so that Unniass could see her. The infant looked up at the fearsome beast with eyes filled with curiosity and reached out with her little hands and made a cooing sound. Unniass' eyes widened and she lifted her head a little as she looked at the infant, then brought her head down closer to look at her.

“She isn't afraid of me. That is unusual.”

“She is an unusual infant.” He stood and started to go. “I should be back in a few days, if not sooner. Then I will take her off your hands.”

“Claws. I don't have hands.”

“Yes.”

“Wait a second here. I haven't agreed to this.”

“I saw the way you looked at her. You'll do it and then the king will owe you. He has lots of gold you know.”

“He'd be willing to part with it?”

“If you do this, yes.”

“How much?”

“All of it. He has no use for it.”

Unniass scoffed. “He'd never do that. I know him too well.”

“For her he would.”

“Is it his?”

“That I can't tell you. The less you know, the better.”

“I've heard that before and it always turned out that it wasn't true. The more I knew the better off I was.”

He walked out of the cave and called for his Unicorn.  Unniass followed with her head. “Wait. What am I supposed to do with it if you don't return?”

“It's a she and here.” He pulled out a bag packed with full milk bottles and held it out to her. “You might need these when she gets hungry.”

Unniass delicately took the bag with two claws. “And what am I supposed to do with these?”

“Feed her.” He jumped on the Unicorn and turned it to face back down toward the forest below. “I will be back.”

She looked at the bag with skepticism. “You better be. Wait! You never said what you want me to do if you don't return, which I have a feeling you won't.”

His voice came out of the darkness and the snow. “Take her north, as far as you can take her where there is still civilization and give her to a someone to watch. No one can ever know where she came from.”

“That doesn't tell me anything. Bairrfhion! Bairrfhion! Came back here... Damn you stupid-ass Questor!” She waited a moment, then pulled her head back in and curled up on her treasure pile and looked at the infant, who still wasn't crying and was looking at her as if it was all in a day's experience to be sitting in a Dragon's lair.

Great.

How did she get talked into this?

Within an hour, the infant had fallen asleep and Unniass put a paw around it to keep it warm, wondering how she was ever going to actually take care of this thing. The morning dawned bright, with a good accumulation of snow down the side of the mountain. Unniass moved her paw and there was the infant, eyes open and looking at her as if she wanted to start a conversation. She had half-hoped that the infant would crawl away during the night and then she wouldn't have to worry about it.

Then she started to cry.

Now what?

Ah, the bottles he had brought. Unniass reached over and attempted to take the bottles out and managed to break every single one of them. The infant looked at her as if she completely understood what had happened and was miffed that there wouldn't be any milk for her.

Okay. Maybe she could survive without milk until Bairrfhion came back.

The crying became louder quickly and it became rather annoying and then extremely annoying. She tried to rock it but only managed to knock it over, where it commenced to roll down the pile of treasure and Unniass had to move quickly to keep it from rolling right out of the cave and into the snow.

Milk.

Where was she going to find milk?

Ah, a cow. Cows had milk.

She made a little pile of coins and placed the infant in it so that she wouldn't get into any mischief, then left the cave in search of a cow. She returned forty minutes later with a nice sized cow in her claws and set it down in the cave. The cave bellowed loudly and looked very frightened.

“Stop all that racket or I'll eat you.”

The cow went quiet.

Unniass took the infant out of her little protective enclosure and placed her under the cow.

Nothing happened.

The infant looked at the underside of the cow and then at Unniass. How did this species ever survive their first year? She reached down toward the utters and the cow started to protest and almost kicked the infant and that wouldn't do at all. Bairrfhion might be a bit upset if he came back and found that the baby had a crushed-in skull.

Elves could be so picky sometimes.

“Start cooperating or I'll eat you,” she explained to the cow. It didn't seem to care. She reached down again and with more gentleness than she thought she possessed, managed to squeeze one of the tits and a stream of milk came out and hit the infant right in the face.

“See? Milk.”

The infant made a rather clumsy attempt to wipe the milk from its face and looked up at Unniass with what amounted to vexation.

Unniass looked at the infant for a moment and when she didn't move toward the cow, she squeezed the tit again and once again splashed her right in the face. This seemed to perturb the infant to no end and she started to cry.

The cow started to moo.

This wasn't going to work. Why didn't she reach for the tits and drink from them? What was wrong with her? Maybe she was defective and that's why the Elven king got rid of her. Maybe this was punishment for the elves she had eaten in the past.

The infant continued to cry and the cow to moo.

“Shut up or I will eat you.”

They both went quiet. An eye-ridge rose on Unniass. Well that worked. So the infant didn't want the milk. Or perhaps it was that she couldn't reach it. Ah. Unniass made a little pile of treasure with a small indention on the top, picked up the girl with as much delicacy as she could and set her atop the pile. Then she moved the cow over the child and waited.

“Milk. Drink. You.” Great, now she was talking like one of the Menfolk. What was next? Then an amazing thing happened. The infant reached up with its ridiculously little hands and grabbed a tit and then it went in a mouth and sucking starting and viola! she was drinking.

Well that settled that.

Didn't want the little thing to starve to death. That would be as bad as it having a crushed skull. Not that it mattered much. She seriously doubted that Bairrfhion was coming back any time soon, if at all. When she had gotten the cow, she had noticed that The Color-time Woods were burning and burning rather viciously and so she fly over to where Anenfel should have been and found that it was nothing more now than a smoldering ruins with Rakhasa sitting around gorging themselves on roasted Elf.

There was good reason to believe that Bairrfhion was one of them.

That left her with little choice in the matter.

Sure the cow would give milk for a long time, so long as it was fed but the little thing was starting to stink and stink bad and how was it that such a strong odor could come from something so small?

She brought the cow some hay and it stood there and ate happily now that it figured it wasn't going to get eaten and produced milk that the infant drink to her great delight but this wasn't going to last forever. Unniass was a Dragon, a great red Dragon, terror of the skies and of Men and what would the other Dragons think if they found out that she had been nursing an infant Elf? She would be laughed out of the next meeting.

Two days later an event occurred that made her mind up. She was getting hay for the cow, which ate an awful lot of food, and then picked up the infant and brought her to the nearby stream and dipped her in to try to clean her up a little and get rid of that hideous smell it produced.

The little thing giggled and laughed and splashed in the water as if this was the best thing it had ever done and then she dropped it by mistake and it started to float down-stream and toward the little waterfall and now what was she supposed to do?

The infant was bobbing in the water and gasping for air and crying and Unniass managed to grab her just in time and hold her up and was expecting her to yell her little lungs out at the injustice of it all but instead she looked at Unniass a moment, then started to giggle harder than she had ever done before and waved her arms about as if she wanted to do it again and what was wrong with these bipeds?

It was on the way back from this novel experience that she first smelt them. It was a one-of-a-kind odor and she had had the misfortune of smelling it a few times before and nothing good ever came from it. How she was able to smell anything over the malodorous of the infant was beyond her, but smell them she did. So she took the infant back to her lair, set her up in the back behind some treasure she couldn't climb over and went to investigate and sure enough, they were coming up the hills toward her place.

Rakhasa.

Demon-Spawn.

And they had those Demogorgon with them. They were blind, mute udun-hound looking creatures with a perchance for smelling magic. And they were very good at it. They wore chains around their necks and sniffed the ground and the air wherever their handlers directed them and she was certain that they could smell the Unicorn that brought the infant. Unicorns were very magical and would certainly leave a trail behind. It hadn't been that many days.

They were about ten king's marks away.

That was far too close for comfort.

She should just give them the infant and be done with it. She didn't owe anyone anything. She was Unniass, Slayer of Knights, Terror of the the Night Sky, Defiler of Virgins. Yeah, right. She might not have given her word to Bairrfhion.... Dammit, she didn't even really consent to any of this. He basically just left the infant there and went away. But the simple fact that he and the Elven King trusted her enough to leave the infant here was enough for Unniass to realize that she needed to ensure its safety.

Besides that, she hated the Rakhasa with a passion and anything she could do to thwart whatever nefarious plans they might be working on was always a good thing in her book.

So she flew to the other side of The Cragged Peaks and landed in a clearing, backed into some trees and waited. It didn't take long for one to show up and when he did, she jumped out, grabbed him with her claws and carried him back to the cave. He yelled and kicked and cried the entire way.

She set him down and pushed him into the cave, where he stood transfixed by all the treasure and the novel sight of an infant suckling on the utter of a cow, who just stood there munching on some hay.

“What is this? Don't you have enough to eat with the cow and the infant?”

“The infant is far too small to be much of even a snack and the cow isn't for eating. You're a Satyr, right?”

“Yes?”

She looked at him and saw that the filthy thing had urinated on himself. “That's disgusting. Why did you have to do that in here? You couldn't have done that while I was carrying you?”

“Sorry?”

“Do you have a name?”

“Yes.”

She waited a moment and when he just stood there, she put her head down to his level and looked him in the eyes. “If you don't cooperate, I will eat you and just get another Satyr.”

“Stizxeel Nafiton Zinakias.”

“I'm sorry I asked. That is way too long. I'm going to call you Stiz.”

“Okay....?”

“I have an assignment for you.”

“I'm a Satyr. We don't do assignments.”

“You want me to eat you?”

“No.”

“Then now you do assignments. See that infant over there?”

“No.”

She reached forward and took him in her mouth.

“NO! WAIT! I see it, I see it!”

She spit him out again and he rolled onto the floor, covered in saliva. “That's you last warning. You're going to take that infant and go north, to the other side of the Cragged Peaks, passed The Barrier Mountains and you aren't going to stop until you get to the last man village before the White Expanse.”

“And how am I supposed to do that?”

“You run.”

“That's a really long way.... I think.”

“It is. And you will not stop until you get to the last man village before the White Expanse.”

“You said that already. Why are you repeating yourself? And why can't I stop and rest? Or eat? I like to eat. Can I eat the infant?”

She put her snout into his chest. “If you harm the infant in any way, or if harm comes to the infant for any reason, I will find you and eat you very, very slowly and it will be extremely painful.”

“So no eating the infant. Got it.”

“You can eat on the way.”

“And why am I doing this?”

“Because I've tasked you with it.”

“And who is it?”

“It's a she and the less you know, the better.” Great, now she was saying it. She pushed a small pile of treasure at him, then thought a moment and pushed another one at him. He stared at it with awe. “You'll take these two piles of treasure. One is for you. The other you will leave with the infant.”

“Seriously? Why didn't you tell me there was gold involved? That's more gold then I've ever seen in one place.”

“You'll need to find a bag or two in all this so that you can carry it and you'll need to make something so that you can carry the child also. See that cow? Get some of its milk and put it in a jar so that you can feed the infant.”

“How many hands do you think I have?”

“You have a back, don't you?”

“Yeah.” He looked at the two piles of gold again and realized that there were gems interspersed. He started to look for a bag.... or two. Who was he to look a gift-horse in the mouth? Or in this case a gift-Dragon. No one was going to believe this back at the meadow.

“I'll be watching you the entire time so don't get any ideas into the little head of yours about abandoning the infant and taking all the treasure for yourself.” She could see by the crestfallen look on his face that that was exactly what he was thinking. Stupid bipeds. They always thought that Dragons were dumb.

“So then why don't you take her?” he asked as he shoveled the treasure into the two bags.

“Do you really think that a village of men would take the infant if I showed up with it? They like your sort. And besides, you can be stealthy. I can't.”

“They don't like my sort at all. Who told you that?”

“They like you more than they do me.”

“That's very possible. You are very rude.”

“I can always get another Satyr, you know.”

He finished getting the treasure packed up and now looked around for a jar. “So why did you pick a Satyr to do this and not a man to begin with? Wouldn't that have been easier?”

“You can run faster than any man and Satyr are known for their cunning and, dare I say, honor.”

“We are? I mean, yes, we are.” He found a jar and looked at the cow. The cow looked back at him. “How does this thing work?”

“Well first of all, I wouldn't stand right.....”

The cow kicked out and Stiz went flying into the back of the cave to a rather sickening thud. “Ow.”

“...Behind it. They tend to kick out. You have to squeeze the tits and then the milk will come out.”

Stiz got to his feet, sore all over, and limped back toward the cow. “You going to eat this thing when I leave with the infant?”

“Yes.”

“Good. It deserves it.”

The cow looked at Unniass with big eyes. Stiz reached down and started to attempt to milk it and was kicked again.

“You don't listen very well, do you?”

He crawled out from under some treasure, holding his chest with a hand. “I wasn't behind it.”

“Then perhaps you don't know what behind it means. Now stop fooling around and get the milk.”

He looked at Unniass a moment with wicked eyes, then attempted to get the milk again, being very careful not to antagonize the cow. It worked and soon he had a jar full of milk. “Do I just pour it down her throat or what?”

“No. You'll have to figure out how to get her to drink it without drowning her. Remember that I'll be watching.”

“How could I forget. There, all ready.” He started toward the cave entrance.

“Aren't you forgetting something?”

He looked at his equipment. Bags of gold and fresh milk. “No, I don't think so.”

“The infant?”

“Oh yeah. That. Does she have a name?”

“A name? I have no idea. Is it written on them or something right?”

“I have no clue. I thought you knew.”

“I'm a Dragon. Why would I know?”

“So what have you been calling it?”

“Hey you.”

“That's a terrible name.”

“Then you name it or better yet, let the men name it.”

He went back to the infant and it smiled at him and looked up with those big, beautiful blue eyes and Stiz fell in love with her instantly. “She's kind of cute.” He picked her up and put her into the device he had contrived to carry her strapped to his chest. Satyr were very inventive when they needed to be.

“Now go. I'll delay them as long as I can.”

“Delay who? Hey wait a minute. Is this infant wanted or something?”

“You could say that. Just keep moving and don't stop until you get to the other side of The Barrier Mountains.”

“Easy for you to say. Do I have enough milk here? I don't think I have enough milk here for that long a journey.”

“Then get some along the way. Do I have to think of everything?”

“No. Just asking.”

“Then go already before they get any closer.”

“Okay, okay, I'm going.”

Unniass watched the Satyr leave with the infant and realized that she was going to actually miss the little Elf. That was the most excitement she had had in decades. She looked down the mountain toward where the Rakhasa were coming. Now to deal with that threat.

*     *     *
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Stiz traveled nearly nonstop for almost a week. He only stopped to feed the infant and himself and, because he was right about not having enough milk, to milk a few cows along the way. The third night as he ran along the edge of a vast open plain, the skies lit up with moving colors of red and green and yellow and he found it fascinating. These lights rarely came down this far south and certainly not at this time of year and he knew that it must be an omen.

And omens and Satyr went hand-in-hand with each other and so he decided there and then that this was a sign from the goddess of the hunt and so he gave the infant the name Aurora Leafblade and she smiled at him and pointed up at the lights and he smiled back and then kept running.

He passed The Barrier Mountains, which were a bitch to navigate, especially at night what with the mountain giants and goblins and trolls and who knew what else they held in their stony depths but he managed to make it without ever seeing one of them and this he took to be another sign that his assignment was a righteous one and so he vowed there and then to watch over Aurora even after he left her with men.

And that was another problem.

He didn't want to just leave Aurora with any men.

Some were just plain mean. Most were mean. So who did he leave her with? Monks. That was the answer. They were always friendly and who would think to look for a female infant in with a group of male monks who forgone the pleasures of females? That was a good idea and he quickly found the exact place he would leave her.

The monastery of St. Vorrucht.

They had once been considered the Scribes to the King and were known far and wide as good souls. That would be the perfect place to leave her. So he did, along with the bag of treasure... Well okay, he left both bags of treasure with her. He had no need for gold anyway. It was useless in the forest. He left a note also that stated her name and that she was very special and needed to be guarded as there were evil spirits after her.

Never hurt to embellish a little.

He watched from the tree line as the large door swung open and a rather fat monk looked around, shrugged his shoulders and then closed the door.

Idiot.

Stiz ran over and knocked again, then hid to the side of door and waited. The fat monk came back out with a vexed expression on his face, looked around and frowned. “This isn't funny, boys. I'm not going to answer anymore so you might as well go home.”

Stiz threw a rock at him and it hit him in the side of the head. He yelled out an expletive, put a hand to his mouth at the rule broken, then rubbed his head and it was then that he looked down and saw Aurora there. He looked at her a moment as if perhaps she had thrown the stone at his head, then bent over with much effort and lifted her up, holding her at arm's length as if she might be contagious. He looked to his left and his right, missing Stiz completely seeing that Satyr were very good hiders, then frowned again and took Aurora inside.

There, his assignment was done.

He smiled.

Then started to look for a place in the nearby woods were he could make his home and watch over Aurora as she grew.
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Elves are a dangerous and sadistic

race. They are arrogant beyond words

and their treachery is known far and wide.

Whenever I see an Elf I think liar and deception

and then I find a way to kill it.

Excerpt from:

A Crown for a Gold-Piece

The memoirs of Tanis van Pelt

––––––––
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My first memory is of a very smelly monk looking at me as if he wanted to eat me. He was large and had bumps on his face that made it look like someone had hit him repeatedly with a rolling pin. This turned out to be Brother Grosfart, the nominal leader of the monastery where I was left. I'm sure that I had things happen to me before that, but I have no clue what they were.

I have no idea who my parents are.... or were. The only note left with me was one with my name on it and something else that I never really was told about. The brothers could be very secretive most times. It wasn't until much later in my life that I discovered who I was and who my parents had been. In fact, until I was fourteen, I had no idea that I was even a female. I thought I was just another male in the monastery who just looked cuter in the face.

And yes, I know that sounds terrible but it's what people always tell me so it must be true, right? Right.

I had never seen of the other brothers without their robes on and so had no idea that they looked any different underneath than I did. Let me tell you that it was a rather interesting shock when I did find out.

But I'm getting ahead of myself. Way ahead of myself.

The brothers of the monastery of St. Vorrucht took me in without question and raised me within the walls of the ancient buildings that comprised the holy sanctuary. They worshiped the Goddess Silvanus and were excellent gardeners. They were also exceptional scribes. Their library was second to none outside of any royal castle and the monastery had at one time been the Scribes to the Kings of Dwolid Cragborn and all types of races had come to them to translate or write or save volumes of works.

However, no one had come to have any work done in a very long time, or so I was told. The destruction of the kingdom of Dwolid Cragborn by the Sea-People had been the chief cause. Things hadn't been the same since then for anyone.

But once again I'm digressing.

I tend to do that.

I have so much to tell you that it's all jumbled up in my head and all of it is trying to get out at once. Plus, I'm easily distracted. So where was I? Oh yes, the brothers.

They kept my hair cut short and had me wear the same robes as the other brothers. I did get a separate room, which was very nice. The dormitory where the aspirants lived was rather smelly and crowded and one had to go outside to go to the bathroom and in the cold months, that was a real issue. Ever try to sit on the commode when it was frozen? I have and let me tell you that it isn't all that nice.

My room had a small bathroom in it so that I wouldn't have to go outside. I was once told by Brother Wartbutt, who was the resident alchemist, that going outside to the bathroom in a driving snowstorm built character and was an integral part of becoming a monk devoted to the Goddess Silvanus.

I thought he was kidding and laughed at him.

He gave me a spanking.

He was obviously being serious and my butt was sore for a good two days. Even had trouble sitting down to eat. I was six I do believe.

I don't particularly like Brother Wartbutt.

I don't think any of the other brothers do either.

Only problem with that is that he's the one who helps you when you aren't feeling good, the resident healer so to speak and so one has to be nice to his face else he decides to give you a laxative instead of a cough suppressant.

I know.

He did it to me once.

Couldn't leave my little bathroom for three days. I had no idea that someone could have that much shit inside them.

As for the other brothers, they were all very kind to me. They taught me how to read and write and not just the common language of the masses but more exotic languages like Halfling and Dwarvish and Elven. Elven was beautiful. Not only was the written word so elegant and graceful but the spoken word was like a song, the cadence flowing like a small stream under a night sky. I was told that it was a very difficult language to learn but when I picked it up with ease, Brother  Kleinescock was amazed and said that I had a rare talent for languages.

He said it had to do with my Elf heritage and that was the first I knew that I was Elvish. I was ten then. I had never even thought about it before. I always thought that my ears were pointy and long because the brothers always picked me up by my ears when I was bad and believe me, I was apparently bad a lot and so my ears got pulled a lot.

Then Brother Kleinescock informed me that I was a half-Elf and thus would be very talented at languages. Had no idea what a half-Elf was and when I pressed him for an explanation, he always changed the subject and seemed embarrassed. But he did take me to the library for the first time when I was eleven. I didn't even know they had a library then or what a library was but wow was I thrilled be there.

It was awesome.

So many books and scrolls.

It was two stories tall and a good twenty queen's marks long and ten queen's marks wide. It was, in fact, the largest room in the monastery, even bigger than the great hall where we all ate.

This was where I met Brother Grossecock for the first time. He was the librarian, which made sense seeing that he mostly lived in the library. See? I'm very good with languages. I spend a lot of time in the library from that point forward. Brother Grossecock taught me to be ever inquisitive and that books were the best place to find knowledge.

I developed my love for knowledge in that library.

It was here that I also realized that I didn't need to rely on the brothers to explain things because I could discover them by myself in all the books. I guess I was starting to become a little too inquisitive because one day when I was twelve – at least I think I was twelve – and in the library instead of in the scribe room working on my translations and Brother Grosfart came in, grabbed me by my collar and dragged me out.

I got a good spanking that day.

I got a lot of spankings during those years.

I wasn't really the best at obeying the rules the brothers were always throwing at me. I mean, what's the point of not talking when you eat? I didn't get to see the brothers all the time and the aspirants were always more my age and I wanted to talk to them to see what they knew of the outside world and it was always shhhhhh, or quiet, or of course a spanking.

Then there was the rule about wandering the hallways at night. Why? What was going to happen? Did something go on at night that I wasn't supposed to see? And if it did, then I wanted to see it. Didn't they teach me to be inquisitive? Of course, there was that one night when I couldn't sleep and was wandering the hallways – like I said, I didn't listen very well – and I heard some really strange sounds coming from one of the rooms that shouldn't have been in use at this time at night and I opened the door.

Big mistake.

I had no idea what Brother Dreckigarse, the gardener, was doing to that young blonde aspirant but it didn't look like the aspirant was enjoying it. He was, in fact, crying and it looked rather painful because I couldn't imagine that being done to me. I didn't even see how it was possible. He was just bumping up against him from the rear and what was the big deal about that? Why was the aspirant crying?

That was when they started to lock my door at night.

I also got a real good spanking then.

It seemed that Brother Dreckigarse liked to spank me, or so it seemed because he was always coming up with excuses to do it and he was the only one who made me lift my robe up when he did it. He would always caress it afterward and I thought that was a nice thing for him to do at the time. Later on, much later on, I realized that he was a pervert but at the time I didn't think anything of it and just let him do it because I assumed that something I did was wrong and so I deserved it.

The lock on the door was a bit of a hindrance at first but I quickly figured out to that if I jiggle it just right, it would pop open and then I'd make my way to the library, because Brother Grosfart had severely restricted my time there and I never was able to read what I wanted to read during the short time I had there. So night-time was a great time because no one was there. They were all asleep and I had the whole place to myself.

That was when I discovered that there was a section that was locked, with a really nice heavy lock. Regardless how I played with it, I couldn't get it open and when I asked about it the next day, Brother Grossecock told me that it was the forbidden section and I should forget all about it.

“But isn't that contrary to what you always tell me about knowledge?” I asked him with my wide blue eyes that I had learned a few months back I could use to great advantage if I gazed at the person just right and pouted. Worked like a charm most of the time. Got a lot of extra food that way.

“Well yes,” he responded in the deep, booming voice he had that seemed to fit perfectly with his large belly and triple chins. “But you'll learn that there is some knowledge that us mere mortals should never know.”

“Well that makes no sense whatsoever.”

He started to push his cart along, filled with the books that needed to be put back on the shelves. It was what he usually did when I asked the wrong questions and he didn't want to answer me. “Sometimes things don't make sense and we just have to learn to live with it.”

“That makes even less sense to me.”

He stopped pushing his cart and looked back at me with a half-smile. “Don't go in there and don't ask about it anymore. You don't want Brother Dreckigarse to spank you again, do you?” That statement seemed to distress him somewhat.

“No, not really. Now he wants me to take my robe completely off when he does it. Why is that?”

Brother Grossecock's eyes widened. “No he doesn't.”

“He does. The last few times. And his hands seem to wander a bit more than they used to.”

For some reason after that day, Brother Dreckigarse never spanked me again. In fact, I rarely ever saw him again. He seemed to stay out in his gardens with the young aspirants and they made him move his room to the storage shed out there so I didn't have any reason to see him anymore. That was fine with me. I never did get why he thought that holding me by the chest while he spanked me was easier than just having me bend over a chair instead.

Anyway, Brother Grossecock's discouragement toward the forbidden section only made me want to go there even more and my night visits were the perfect opportunity to work that lock. I was eventually successful and the books that were in there were just fascinating.

There were history books that I soaked in for months. They spoke of the kingdoms of the Elves, the Dwarves, the Angelicus, the Dur Gul – also known as the Sea People—the Ogres, and of course Man. The books talked of the downfall of the Angelicus, who had ruled the Land of the Five Rivers for longer than anyone could remember and the chaos that followed. There was the rise of the Dwarves in their deep mountain strong-holds and their destruction, driving them to the great seas where now they plied the waves as the greatest traders of the age.

They spoke of the Elves, of which I was particularly interested and I learned that there wasn't just one type of Elf. There were Wood Elves with their enchanted musical instruments and their deadly accuracy with the bow. The Galadrim Elves in their stone mountains, forgers of the best weapons in the land. The Gaer Elves on the high seas who competed with the Dwarves for trade to the Veiled Isles. And the Palaruk Elves, those who stood above the rest and seemed to be immortal.

I learned of the rise of Man and his wanton greed and desire for destruction that lead to the Dragon Wars and then the Border Wars and finally the War of King Desemondus, which scoured The Land of the Five Rivers like no other war before. The other races had banded together to defeat the Men and had done so to the sacrifice of most of what was good in the world and it had taken centuries for The Land of the Five Rivers to come back to any resemblance of its former glory.

Nothing was ever the same after the last war with Man and they were now just scattered communities of lowly, poor, hated farmers and shop-keepers who stayed quiet and out of the way most of the time. It was why no one came to have the monastery do any scribe work anymore. All the brothers were of the race of Man and the other races wanted nothing to do with them anymore.

Then I found books on Dragon and that was even more fascinating. When I opened the first book and saw the drawing of my first Dragon, shivers went up my spine and I got goose-bumps all over. It was like I knew exactly what a Dragon was, as if I had some sort of kinship with the species. I devoured all those books.

And then I found the books on magic.

Wow!

Magic.

At first, I was unable to read any of them. At least the ones that I could open. Many of them had locks on them that I couldn't pick, most of them felt warm to the touch which I found very odd and then there was the one that actually growled at me. It really growled, like it was alive or something. I pushed it away from me and that was when it started to chase me around the forbidden section.

I was terrified.

How was a book chasing me? That wasn't supposed to happen. I barely escaped with my life and I didn't return to the forbidden section for a good week I was so scared. I of course couldn't tell anyone that a book had chased me. Beside the fact that no one would believe me, I certainly couldn't tell anyone that I had been in the forbidden section.

When I finally built up the courage to go back, I took a knife from the kitchen with me. It wasn't a sharp knife since I wasn't allowed to have sharp things, but it made me feel more gallant. I stayed away from that magic section that day.

But the books that I could open, they were... Well.... Magical. Like I said, I couldn't read them at all at first. The script looked like Elven but it seemed more archaic, almost blurry when looked at directly. It gave me a headache to look at it. So I put my hand on it so that I wouldn't have to look at it and that was when something extraordinary happened.

The page warmed even more than it usually did and then the letters and words started to come off the page, as if they were floating in the air and they rearranged themselves and suddenly I was able to read them. I didn't get much sleep during my thirteenth year. The brothers were always wondering why I was always tired and I told them that it was probably growing pains or something and that seemed to abate their curiosity for a little while.  

Sorcerers and Mages, Druids and Clerics.... And most of all Wizards. The great Wizard Aurora. Has a good sound to it, doesn't it? I would imagine myself as a powerful Wizard who would do good and right and I would stop all the wars and make everyone happy.

I was rather innocent at that time so give me a break.

I read all the spells I could find, that weren't in the books that barked at me or chased me, and I'd imagine that I was casting them and then one night, while I was chanting the words for this particular spell that seemed harmless enough, a small Fireball suddenly appeared in my hand.

A Fireball.

It just hovered there, over my palm.

I screamed of course, then covered my mouth and looked around but no one heard me. The library was rather well sealed when all the doors were closed. The fire ball didn't burn me at all. In fact, it wasn't even hot over my palm.

That one book sure burst into flames when I threw the Fireball at it, though. That certainly surprised me. Fortunately there was always a bucket of water sitting around since they used candles and lanterns to light the place up and in went the book. The smell lingered for a while and I was certain that the next morning there was going to be a knock on my door with Brother Grossecock holding the burnt book in his hand and demanding an explanation but that never happened.

I did hide the book pretty well after I extinguished the fire. It wasn't like many people went into the forbidden section very much. It was forbidden after-all.

Then one night I made a book move from one shelf to another shelf. Floated right through the air as if an invisible hand took it and that was just fantastic! I made that happen. Me.

Well, you know how I said that I expected a knock on my door because I burnt a book? It appeared that misplacing a book on the shelves was a much bigger deal to Brother Grossecock then burning one. I went back the next night and stopped dead in my tracks because there in the forbidden section stood Brother Grossecock, Brother Kleinescock, and Brother Grosfart, right where I had moved the book the night before and they were talking and although that wasn't all that odd a thing to encounter, the fact that they were talking in the forbidden section at night was very odd.

I stood there behind a shelf and listened and they seemed to be very worried that something was amiss in the forbidden section and something like this had happened before a long time ago when someone named Wasrut had sneak into the monastery for months and was draining the magic from all the books, whatever that meant and they had to hire a local Sorcerer to come and deal with him.

It was apparently a very big deal.

And they all thought that the same thing was happening again and what were they going to do? The local Sorcerer was dead and who would evict this new threat from the monastery and maybe it was the ghost of Wasrut...... And then I was grabbed by the back of my robes and forcefully carried into the forbidden section by someone who smelled really good and was tall and strong.

The three brothers looked at me and at the brother who had dragged me in and the frowns were truly epic in proportion.

“Why did you bring him in here?” Brother Grosfart asked as if I was one of the insects they stepped on occasionally in the kitchen.

“I believe this is your culprit,” he said in a voice that was strong and rugged and made me tingle all over. What was that about? The only time I ever tingled was when I was reading the magic books. Was he magical?

“Why would you say that, Brother Hundfanger?” Brother Grossecock asked him. “He can't get in here. It's locked.”

“He's been coming in here for the past year.”

Thanks. Just tell them everything why don't you?

“He figured out how to pick that useless lock of yours rather quickly.”

I wasn't serious about telling them everything! I struggled a little to try to get loose but he had a rather firm grip on the back of my robe.

“And you knew of this?” Brother Grosfart asked with raised eyebrows.

“I didn't see the harm in it. He's inquisitive. Isn't that what you teach him to be?”

So much for thinking that I was being all stealthy coming in here.

I had never really met this brother before that night. He was different from all the other brothers in the monastery. While they were all fat and smelly and indolent, he was lean and tall and muscular, the shock of blonde hair that he didn't really have to cut – which really wasn't fair because I always had to cut my hair real short and I would have liked to have long hair also – made him stand out from the others.

I was told with one of the strictest voices Brother Grosfart had ever used on me that I was never to approach Brother Hundfanger, never to talk to him, to turn and walk the other way quickly if he was coming my way. In short, I was to have no interactions with him whatsoever. Period. End of conversation. He didn't eat with us in the large dining hall and I rarely if ever saw him walking the hallways and this was the closest I had ever been to him and he smelled so much better than the others.

How did he do that?

It was like what one would imagine a warm Bloom-time morning in a meadow filled with flowers would smell like.

Brother Grossecock bent down and looked at me with a look on his face of such disappointment that I almost stared to cry right then and there. “Is this true, Aurora? Do you come in here at night and read these forbidden books?”

I looked at him, then over at the others and knew that my night-time adventures in the forbidden section were definitely over. I was going to lie, to say that I had never stepped foot in this place and that Brother Hundfanger was wrong but instead I swallowed once, looked down at my sandals as if they held the answer and spoke. “Yes.”

“Why? You were told not to come here?” Brother Grosfart admonished sternly. “Why can't you follow simple rules?”

“The books in here are so wonderful and fantastical and they shouldn't be hidden from people. They should be shared.” I blurted out with a passion I didn't think I possessed and didn't really mean to show but it was true. These books were all so wonderful and locking them up seemed to me to be the real wrong perpetrated here. Sounded good at the moment.

Brother Grossecock stood back up and looked over at Brother Grosfart, who pursed his lips and then exhaled. “Very well, young aspirant. Go to that chair over there and bend over to receive your punishment.”

I frowned as I walked over to the chair and started to disrobe like Brother Dreckigarse made me do when Brother Hundfanger put his hand out and stopped me as he looked over at the other three.

“There will be no more beatings of this child.”

Really? Did I just hear that right? Was I dreaming this?

“You are in no position to demand that. He must be taught. He is mischievous, willful, and disobedient. He will not be treated any different than the other aspirants.”

Then something happened that I hadn't ever seen before. Brother Hundfanger stepped up into Brother Grosfart, poked a long, slender finger into his chest and spoke. “I will tear this monastery apart brick by brick if there is any more harm to this child. Isn't it enough what that ass Dreckigarse did to her, would have done to her had he not been stopped? You really want to test me on this?”

It wasn't the words that were spoken so much as the expressions on the faces of the three brothers: terror. Absolute and utter terror. I even think that Brother Kleinescock peed on himself. I could smell it. And they were shaking, literally shaking.

Brother Hundfanger tilted his head down a little and eyed them all and that's when I saw for the first time that he had pointed ears like I did. How odd.

“Yes, yes of course you are completely correct, Brother Hundfanger. Completely correct. No more spankings.”

“Good. I'm glad that we got that straightened out.” He turned toward me now and looked down at me with a glare that almost made me pee myself so intense it was. And mean. It was actually mean. “Now for you, young aspirant. You will not be allowed in the library for a year.”

A YEAR?! What was that all about? “That's not fair. I didn't do anything wrong! You can't take that from me! I won't let you!”

He straightened up a little and eyed me with what I could swear was the makings of a smile in both his eyes and on his lips. “You won't let me?”

I started to melt under his gaze and that little spurt of courage quickly evaporated and I pouted and looked down and put my hands together in front of me and surrendered completely. “One year. I understand.”

He was silent for a moment, then turned to look at the three brothers. “I think we don't need to worry about him going to the forbidden section again, at least not for a while. However, after a year he will be allowed unfettered access to all that the library has to offer. Yes?”

They all nodded their heads in the affirmative, though Brother Grosfart looked rather miffed at the mere suggestion. He looked at me again and I noticed for the first time that his eyes were the most perfect shade of pale blue and that shiver went through my body again and I had to look away because his gaze was so intense. “Now go, Aurora, and study your scribing. And I don't want to hear about anymore difficulties the brothers are having with you. Understand?”

“Yes, Brother Hundfanger. I understand.”

It wasn't until I went back to my room, thoroughly chastised and humiliated that I realized what Brother Hundfanger had actually said. Unfettered access to the library. Wow. I could wait a year for that..... I think.
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Men brought the plague of the Demon-Spawn

upon us. They are the ones who broke the seal,

who couldn't leave well enough alone and sought

to find the key to ultimate power. It was Men who

brought the utter devastation that the Rakhasa

are upon The Land of the Five Rivers. It is Men

that we should all hate with a passion.
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So my thirteenth year was rather eventful.

Oh that? The banishment from the library? That was nothing compared to what else happened. Sure it was bad that I was band from the entire library for a year, but at least I had unfettered access to look forward to after that year. I would be fourteen, almost fifteen by then, almost as old as the other brothers. But as my fourteenth year approached, other things happened that as far as I was concerned were a lot worse and, in one instance, wonderful.

So shortly after the whole fiasco with the forbidden section, I noticed that I was starting to grow hair in the most awkward places. Like under my arms and between my legs and on my legs. It was gross. The hair under my arms and on my legs was at least soft, but at the other place it was crinkly and hard and came out a little at a time like some of the seeds Brother Dreckigarse planted in the Bloom-time. Just little sprouts here and there.  

It was very disconcerting.

I wanted to ask someone about it but felt somehow as if I should know what this was all about and thus just watched from day to day as the little strawberry-blonde crinkly hairs emerged as if they too were scared and didn't want to be there. The hair under my arms was really annoying because it got dirty so quickly and stank and I certainly didn't want my legs to be all hairy. But then, the brothers legs, when I would see a little bit of them sometimes when they walked up the stairs or worked in the garden, were very hairy and so I figured that it was the way it was supposed to be.

Then I started to get bumps on my chest.

This I didn't find all that odd either because the brothers all had big breasts also. I'd see them sometimes when they'd work at something particularly hard in the hotter months and took their shirts off and there was all that blubber and fat and two hanging breasts so I figured that was normal also. I did wonder why I stayed so thin. I was told that I ate like a horse and was never sure if that was a complement or an insult, but I never really gained any weight.

I did grow tall.

I was taller than most of the aspirants my age.

They were skinny also but that was because they didn't get fed all that much. The brothers seemed to eat much more than anyone else did. As far as I was concerned, they ate just a little too much. Drinking all the beer didn't help matters much either. I didn't like the taste of beer. I tried it once when no one was watching and spit it out all over the floor under the table and that was all I wanted to know from beer.

Then there was Brother Hundfanger. He wasn't fat. He always seemed tall and lean but after the library incident, I didn't see him at all. That was a shame. I liked him. He had pointy ears like I did. And he smelled really good.

I know, I've said that already like five times but compared to the other brothers and, if I'm honest with myself, me, he smelled wonderful. I was afforded the use of the bath the monastery had but always wondered why when I went in, no one else was allowed in. We all looked the same so what was the difference? Don't get me wrong, it was nice to have the entire room to myself once every two weeks, but I always found it odd at the time that I was all alone in there.

I'd practice my singing then.

I was told that I sang like a wounded seagull.

I had no idea what a seagull was but I figured it was a good thing to sing like one. Maybe that was why I would be in there all alone. Maybe they thought my singing was so nice and wonderful that they were jealous and didn't want to hear it. Anyway, a month or so after the library fiasco, my whole outlook on life changed.

I started to bleed.

I was just sitting there working on a translation of some Elvish tome when I felt wetness on my bottom. I didn't remember peeing on myself and it didn't smell like pee so I excused myself and went back to my room and holy cow! I was bleeding from between my legs! What was that all about? My first thought was that I had offended the Goddess Silvanus with the whole forbidden section thing and the magic and burning the book and this was my punishment and so I prayed to her and told her that I was sorry and it didn't stop.

Five fricking days it bled.

I was so embarrassed and I truly thought that I was going to die, that the goddess was so displeased with me that she decided to kill me slowly and with as much humiliation as possible and so on the third day I went to Brother Wartbutt, pulled up my robes and said, “Look. I'm bleeding all over the place. Make it stop.”

Well, let me tell you. I don't think that Brother Wartbutt should be the healer for the monastery. I mean, he took one look, his eyes got as big as saucers and then he fainted right there and then, hitting his head on a table, knocking it over and spilling all sorts of things onto the floor. I looked at him a moment, wondered what I should do, then decided that I would be blamed for this also and so went back to my room and sulked. How can he be the healer if he faints at the sight of blood? What if I had cut my arm off or something? What good would he do on the floor like that?

That evening, Brother Grosfart came to my room, knocked, and asked if I was okay because I hadn't been at my studies for three days now. I told me I was fine as I struggled with the terrible cramp I got at that precise moment and he went away.

On the fourth morning, I ripped some cloth from my single bed-sheet and stuffed it up there and that seemed to help a little, at least enough so that I could go to the dining room and try to eat something because I was starving.

That was a mistake.

Big mistake.

I finished eating and starting to walk over to the area where you put your trays and dirty dishes when you're done, to be cleaned. Then it happened.

“Look! He's bleeding!” one of the aspirants yelled with a mixture of what I took to be glee at my misfortune and disgust. “He's dragging blood all over the floor!”

“And look there
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