

    
        
          Of Scales and Fur - Book Two: Rocket

        

        
        
          Of Scales and Fur, Volume 2

        

        
        
          John N. King

        

        
          Published by John N. King, 2022.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      OF SCALES AND FUR - BOOK TWO: ROCKET

    

    
      First edition. October 18, 2022.

      Copyright © 2022 John N. King.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1737789222

    

    
    
      Written by John N. King.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


John N. King

Johnnk1996@aol.com

202-360-6508

Of Scales and Fur – Rocket

By: John N. King

Approx.: 37,000 words

Table of Contents​

––––––––

Prologue

Chapter 1: Rocket

Chapter 2: Myst

Chapter 3: The Ceasefire

Chapter 4: Allies

Chapter 5: Luco

Chapter 6: Conflicted

Chapter 7: Vows

Chapter 8: Even Evil Has Loved Ones

Chapter 9: A Wing and a Prayer

Chapter 10: The Right Thing?

Chapter 11: Thinning Ice

Chapter 12: Razor’s Edge

Chapter 13: Final Confrontation

Chapter 14: When One Door Closes...

Chapter 15: Epilogue

Copyright © 2021 John N. King

All Rights Reserved
Dedicated to my family and to the writers of the Write Practice.

Thank you all for your unending support and love. 
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Prologue
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As the red dragon, Rocket stepped into the antechamber beside the throne room, she gazed at Connors - the King of Humans - in curiosity. Though the dragons defended humanity from any and all supernatural threats, it was still rare for the King of Humans himself to ask for a personal visit. 

However, it quickly came together when Connors held up a photo. A photo Rocket recognized. 

The man was sticking his tongue out at the camera, his hazel eyes winking with irreverent mischief. His jet-black hair was stuck up in a fauxhawk style, and a loud tropical shirt glowed at the bottom of the picture. His most striking feature, however, was the scar, stretching from his lower lip to the top of his ear, pulling his face into a permanent, distorted smirk. 

“Lucas Cooper,” Connors explained. “He always calls himself ‘Luco.’” He leaned back, letting the shadows mix with his black robe, blending him into darkness. “For a time, we thought that he was a friend and ally: he had knowledge of the occult and magic, and used it to help General Drake create... well... you.”

He looked at Rocket’s draconic visage: her large, leathery wings, her cherry-red scales glittering, and her powerful tail swinging from side to side. Her electric green eyes glittered, the pupils contracting to slits. 

“Sounds like I owe him a lot,” she mused. 

Connors hummed, his hood failing to conceal his smirk. “Normally.” His smile faded. “But then we discovered the truth.” 

He tossed another picture next to Luco’s. At first it appeared to be a wolf, except that it stood on two legs, and its front paws were actually human hands, topped with razor sharp claws. Its gold eyes shone with eerie intelligence befitting that of a human, and a mane of dreadlocked hair pieces flowed from the back of its head. A white mask covered most of the wolf’s snout. 

Rocket growled at the white mask. “Myst,” she snarled, before looking up at Connors. “You can’t tell me Luco’s involved with Myst, right? She’s been killing people like him for the past ten years. She’s the reason I’m here; so I can protect you from her and her army of demi-wolf freaks!” 

“Indeed,” Connors agreed. “But Luco’s the one that created her. And then set her on the path of murder in the first place by conditioning her to hate humans.”

Rocket stiffened, but Connors just laughed. 

“Oh, don’t act so surprised, my dear. Shiva showed you the truth far before I did, did she not?”

Rocket snorted. “And you expect me to trust that dog?” She looked away, glowering as she remembered Shiva. That snow-white fur; those chocolate brown eyes that tried so hard to look innocent and meek. But Rocket knew better. “Myst created her; gave her that freaky ‘Pack Link’ thing that lets her read minds and force lies into my head.” Her fist clenched as she remembered the eerie glowing tendrils emanating from Shiva’s body. “She killed my Rider.” 

Connors’ eyes flashed with anger from under his hood. “And as we’ve discussed, your Rider struck first. Shiva acted in self-defense. According to my research, Luco did the same thing with Myst.” He raised a hand just before Rocket could snarl. “However, I will not deny; Myst took it too far when she turned her rage on those who didn’t deserve it.”  

Rocket sighed and leaned back. “So, what’s the plan?” she asked. “How are we dealing with Myst and Luco?” 

Connors smiled. “Shiva has taken care of Myst; regardless of whether you trust her or not, the white demi-wolf has managed to keep Myst contained in White Fang Wood for the past year.” His smile faded. “That being said, my scouts have noticed Luco patrolling the edge of the wolves’ territory. I’m concerned he’s looking re-ignite the war between dragons and demi-wolves. He has to be stopped.” 

Rocket grimaced. “And why me?” she asked. “Why not Bang or Cinder?” She looked down as her voice grew solemn. “Those are dragons who know how to protect their Riders.” 

Connors laid a hand on her talon in empathy. “You did everything you could,” he assured her. “It wasn’t your fault.” He grinned. “Besides, since you’re currently without a Rider, it’s got me thinking... how does General Drake handle dragons who lose their Riders?” 

Rocket flinched, thinking back to the General; an imposing tower of a man with brown eyes marbled with flecks of gold and red, making it look like he had literal fire for eyes. 

“He... finds us a replacement. We can’t exactly sit on the sidelines if we’re needed.” She tilted her head. “Why do you ask?” 

“Because even though you claim to hate Shiva,” Connors said. “I know that you saw the good in her. You took pity on her when she was lost and alone and adjusting to her new life.”

Rocket glowered. “And my pity got my Rider killed.” 

“That’s not true, Rocket. Let’s not go into that again.” Connors leaned forward. “You’ve seen enough to not be so naïve; you can no longer assume that all demi-wolves are evil and all humans are good. Luco is not good. He is an anarchist and a psychopath who is willing to let dozens of humans, dragons and wolves be killed for his own sick entertainment.” 

Rocket crossed her arms, but didn’t refute the King. Until...

“Shiva never wanted the war, and has genuinely sought peace. You need to recognize that the enemy of your enemy is your friend. Can you understand that?”

A long moment stretched between them as she pondered what he had said. It was true; the enemy of her enemy was her friend. But the wolves? After everything they had done under Myst’s reign? It clashed with everything Rocket was taught. Shiva was one thing, but Myst or any of the other wolves... they were something else. 

Connors grimaced, no doubt sensing that it was going to be a hard sell. Rocket prided herself on being stubborn, to be sure. But, the King pushed forward and spoke.

“Rocket. I want you to take a wolf as your new Rider.” 

Rocket’s reaction was immediate and visceral. “No,” she growled impertinently, forgetting who she was talking to. 

But the King’s countenance was stone. “Rocket...”

“NO!” she boomed. “Sir, you know I can’t work with one of them!” 

“Ignis-Drake R065!” King Connors barked. 

Rocket seethed, but swallowed the flames in her throat.

“I understand this is difficult for you,” the King said.

“Your Majesty,” she asked. “May I have some time to think about this?” 

He nodded. “Take some time, but let’s keep this between us. You’re dismissed.” 

Rocket managed a small bow, then swept out of the room.
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​Chapter 1 – Rocket
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Rocket should have known something was off. As she followed the trail of jet-like smoke that led to Luco’s mount Blaze, she could feel a nagging foreboding in her mind, alerting her of treachery and deceit. 

However, Rocket’s anger was deep and seething, and blinded her to her intuition. 

Her grief over the death of Buck – her rider – still hung like a great weight on her heart. As she passed the borders to White Fang Wood, she noticed the furry bodies of the demi-wolves lurking in the shadows of the trees, and resisted the urge to shoot flames at them. It all started with them, after all. Them and their twisted Alpha, Myst. Trying to tear down human society, stealing dogs to mutate into more demi-wolves.

“No one has been able to stop her,” Drake told Rocket. “But you, my little Rocket, you’re finally going to bring an end to her reign of terror.” 

That had been the mission. Stop Myst and protect humanity. For most of her life, that had been her goal. That was what she was bred to do. Defend the innocent. 

But then, she learned the truth. All along, Myst was the pawn of an even greater threat: Luco. One of the very humans Rocket was created to protect, and yet he generated a monster, resulting in the deaths of thousands of people. Why? 

‘Because I can.’ His mocking voice said– even in a memory that could’ve been false – and it made her inner fire simmer with rage. ‘Because who’s going to stop me?’

Rocket wanted stop him. She thought she was ready to show him that although he, too, was human, it didn’t give him the right to let others suffer for his own amusement.

Yet, as she caught sight of her target, she found her resolve faltering. Luco was in a modest village. There was a school, a marketplace and a few other buildings where adults walked back and forth carrying goods, and children played near the school. Luco himself sauntered along with a baseball bat perched on his shoulder like an umbrella, deep in conversation with a young man wringing his hands and nodding to whatever Luco was saying. Luco’s yellow dragon Blaze meandered along behind them, stifling a smile as the children chased after her tail. 

Rocket unconsciously began to smile at the scene of domestic tranquility that was at complete odds with what she had anticipated. Blaze let one child seize her tail before lifting him into the air. The little human screeched with delight as he rose into the air and fell, before Blaze caught him and gently set him down. The child let go and ran back to his friends laughing with delight, while another stepped forward to grab Blaze’s tail and took a ride as well. 

But Rocket couldn’t focus on the children for too long. As she descended, the human adults pointed and whispered in awe. Their whispering drew Luco’s gaze, and the rider’s distorted grin widened as he stepped forward to greet Rocket. 

“Rocky,” he called, as she landed before him. “Good to see you, my friend.” 

Blaze looked up, her pink eyes widening in delight. She gave Rocket a salute. For a moment, the rider and his yellow mount paused, their eyes darting to Rocket’s back. 

“Where’s your Rider?” Luco asked.

Rocket’s smile vanished, struggling to ignore the flare of guilt and grief that shot into her heart. “You know what happened to him.”  

Luco’s grin faded as he remembered. He nodded solemnly, stretching his back. “Ah, yes... Indeed.” He looked to his human companion. “Apologies, Mr. Walker, if you’ll excuse me for a moment.”

“Oh, uh... sure, yeah. Okay,” Mr. Walker replied, stepping back as Luco motioned for Rocket to follow. Together, the two walked between two merchant stands to the outskirts of the village, away from any onlookers. Blaze stayed behind, continuing to play with the children.

“It’s a terrible thing, to lose a man like that,” Luco noted. “He was a powerful fighter.” He chuckled. “Then again, you have to be to ride a dragon, yeah?” 

Rocket nodded, doubt bubbling in her gut. Was this really the man she was supposed to defeat? A man whose dragon was a friend to children? A man who at least demonstrated some sympathy for her loss? Connors had warned her that not all humans were good, and yet... Rocket couldn’t help but doubt him.

“Myst will tell you that the humans are evil,” Drake had told her. “That they don’t deserve this world. She’s wrong; humans have good in them. And that good is worth protecting.” 

“So,” Luco’s voice snapped her out of her thoughts. “What brings you here?” He grinned at Blaze, who was still entertaining the kids. “Here to see your sister?” His eyes grew crafty. “Or is the King taking an interest in my activities?” 

Rocket was hesitant. This conversation was not what she had anticipated. “He says that you’ve been... ‘involved’ with the creation of the wolves.”

Luco hummed. “Has he now?” He chuckled. “So, he believes that white dog?” 

Rocket, who’s hatred of Myst was as deep as any, didn’t know how to answer. “Well... you’re not involved with their creation right? Shiva was just lying! Using... tricks or something.” 

In her heart, she found herself wanting it to not be true. This was all some kind of mistake.

Luco’s laugh was so warm, that for a moment, Rocket dared to hope that the King had been mistaken. Humans weren’t bad, after all. They...

“Oh, my dear dragon,” Luco cooed. “You should know by now... wolves can be vicious and cruel...” His grin widened at Rocket’s sigh of relief. “But they are far from liars.” 

Rocket’s heart dropped into her stomach; her grin faded away. “W-What?”

Luco chuckled at her confusion. “How does it feel?” he mused. “Having your entire worldview crumble down around you? Learning that everything you’ve fought for was nothing but a lie?”

He turned away as if to only look at the countryside, leaving himself exposed; undefended. Rocket, meanwhile, blinked, frozen in disbelief.

“W-What are you talking about?” she stammered. “Y-You’re not...! But you’re human! A human wouldn’t...” 

Luco’s laugh turned cold. “You still can’t see it?” he mused over his shoulder. “Well, I suppose it makes some sense. Your faith in my kind is not completely misplaced. We can be kind. We can be patient. Heck, you and Blaze can say that we’re quite good masters.” His voice turned cruel. “But give us too much power; let us have too much control... and we’ll start thinking that the world is ours to do with as we please.” 

Rocket shook her head. “A-Are you being serious, Luco?” 

The man turned back to her, continuing to roll the baseball bat over his shoulder. “Of course, you don’t realize it at first. Like Myst. You won’t believe how long she clung to her fleeting hope. The amount of time it took me to beat out any sympathy she had for humans?” His fingers tightened on the bat. “I wasn’t able to lift my arms for a week.”

He laughed, as Rocket’s scales glowed; disbelief turning to rage. He leaned in.

“But it was worth it,” Luco whispered, spreading his arms out to the countryside like he wanted to hug it. “She did better than I could have hoped for. And when Drake sent you – his guardians, his honest souls?” He chuckled. “The battles were glorious!”

“The battles were sick!” Rocket hissed, struggling to hold back her flames. “People died! My Rider died!” 

Luco’s eyes glittered with cruelty. “Then I guess he wasn’t worth his salt as a fighter.” 

In Rocket’s mind, she saw the conversation with Connors. She thought, you were right.  She lunged forward, ready to burn the evil excuse for a human into ash. 

Unfortunately, the human was fast. Swinging his bat, he struck her in the side of the jaw. Her fireball went wide, as he raced back to the village with a laugh. Whirling around, Rocket spewed fire at him again. But the crafty human dodged, and instead, one of the village houses went up with a heart-stopping WHOOM!

For a moment, Rocket froze, fearing the damage. She wasn’t there to hurt the other humans! What had she done? And then it seemed like time slowed down. 

She saw Luco racing back towards the village people, who were staring at the burning building in stunned shock. Off to the side, Blaze stood protectively between Rocket and the children, as the little ones ran screaming back to their parents.

“HELP!” Luco yelled. “SHE’S GONE CRAZY!” 

Rocket wanted to pursue. She wanted to explain that he was the threat, not her. So many things were happening all at once. And then, Blaze charged. 

The yellow dragon caught Rocket on her blind side. Rocket was hit full force and cartwheeled off her feet.  

Rocket tried to take flight, but the yellow dragon drove her down into the ground. She could taste dirt and grass in her mouth as Blaze pushed her head down and pinned her wings back. She couldn’t work an advantage; things were happening too quickly. As Rocket struggled against her yellow counterpart, she saw the humans backing away, looks of terror across their faces. 

“MY HOUSE!” Mr. Walker screamed, running to the building Rocket had charbroiled, before turning to a gasping Luco in disbelief. “W-Why?”

Rocket tried to fight back. Tried to push up; tried to speak. This was not how it was supposed to go. But Blaze forced her head back into the ground, trapping her wings and body in a submission hold Drake taught them. She knew better than this, but her mind was spinning. What was happening? 

“I-I don’t know,” Luco said to the assembled people, his voice dripping with feigned fear. “We were just talking...” He pointed his baseball bat at her. “And she suddenly attacked me!”

Gasps rippled through the town. Mothers pulled their children away, and fathers planted themselves before their wives. A few of the villagers looked back at where Luco had led Rocket, as if they knew the truth, but with the smoke drifting across the crowd from the burning structure, they didn’t speak up.

“That doesn’t make sense,” one of the villagers said. “General Drake said they were our saviors.” 

Luco shook his head, turning back to Rocket. “How could you do this, Rocket?” he bemoaned. “I thought we were friends.”

Rocket snarled, fire shooting out of her nostrils in an attempt to singe him. I thought the same thing, you traitor, she wanted to scream at him. 

Unfortunately, her fire died before it could touch him, and he turned away as Blaze got Rocket in a chokehold, further cutting off her flames. 

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he said to the villagers. “I do sincerely apologize for this. Rest assured, General Drake will be hearing of this, and she will be properly disciplined.” 

“You’re the one who needs discipline!” Rocket tried to roar. But Blaze’s chokehold was tight, and all that sputtered out of Rocket’s mouth was a sharp gag. Luco glared at her. 

“Save your voice for Drake,” he said, hopping onto Blaze. “Let’s go Blazy Boo.”

“Wait!” the human Luco had been talking to protested. “What about my house?” 

“Oh, trust me, Mr. Walker,” Luco declared. “When we finish that business, we were discussing, you can get your house back, and more.” 

That was the last thing Rocket heard before Blaze dragged her out of the village, the jeers and angry words of the humans following after her.

“Blaze,” Rocket hissed, struggling in her grip. “You can’t...”

“Save it
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