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Warrior Mage Series Characters



Aern – clumsy black dragon, former companion to Vidar, mated to Fricassa
Ari the Noble – Aasguard warrior, married to Kellen, sister to Lajos and Vidar, part owner of the Aasguard school
Bram – green lake serpent at Aasguard school, school guardian
Duke of Larkswallow – frail, elderly duke who performs all ceremonies at Montequirst 
Driies – Raene’s legendary sword
Emma the Petite – Aasguard warrior, smaller than most
Felicity the Valiant – Aasguard Warrior, mate to Rykert, Maeze is her dragon companion
Fergus the First – First Aasguard warrior, thought dead, but has lived through intense pain until discovered
Fricassa – green dragon, former companion to Lajos, mated to Aern
Isaac – male sea serpent, friend to Lucy
Kellen the Mighty – Aasguard warrior, married to Ari, part owner of the new Aasguard school
Lajos the Swift – Aasguard warrior, King of Swiftland, married to Stefana, joint ruler of Swiftland
Lucy the Lucky – Aasguard warrior, the first female to train
Lukas the Next – new Aasguard warrior, twin brother to Stefana
Lady Marilou Larkswallow – a healer mage, granddaughter of the Duke of Larkswallow
Mozark – powerful mage, friend of Kellen and Rykert
Myrtle – lake serpent, healer, working with Eliza on their healer school, Bram and Serene’s mother
Punzel – female sea serpent and Fergus's companion
Raene, Queen of Montequirst – married to Vidar the Loyal - ruler of Montequirst
Rykert the Bold – Aasguard warrior, mate to Felicity, Felix is his dragon companion
Serene – lake serpent who connects with Ari, healer, Bram’s sister, Myrtle’s daughter
Stefana, Queen of Swiftland (former Princess of Montequirst) – married to Lajos, joint ruler of Swiftland
Vidar the Loyal – Aasguard warrior, King of Montequirst, married to Raene
Wystan the Gentle – Aasguard warrior, Lucy’s cousin who trained her
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Chapter One


One is not like the others .
The problem being, of course, that all three ancient tomes looked exactly alike. Mozark ran his index finger down the spine of the middle book. He repeated the process with the two on either side. Nothing happened.
The three volumes were identical. From the cracked covers, fraying along the edges, and worn on the bottom from years of sliding across a bookshelf. To the pages inside with text that read identically, although the ink faded and blobbed in different places. Due, no doubt, to the scribe who had penned the individual books.
His eyes narrowed. Of course. The scribes had not been the same. That was a difference.
Different scribes, but all the same book. The letters, numbers, and illustrations were all the same. Yet the person who had inked each tome had not been. He opened all three tomes to the first page.
To the naked eye, the first pages were identical. Other than the handwriting and pressure each scribe had used. He could discern immediately that the scribes had been three different men. And yes, all had been men. The masculine energy might be faint but was evident.
The men had trained by the same master scribe. This was revealed in the similar handwriting style. From the same… The door opened behind him and everything inside him tightened. He didn’t need the fresh scent of spring and woman to know who walked through the library door at the school for Aasguards. And soon a healer school.
Construction on the new healer wing had already begun and the two senior healers, Eliza, a mage, and Myrtle, a lake serpent, watched the progress with glee. They were inseparable as they could be with Myrtle water based and Eliza land based, but the two female healers already worked closely together and formed a bond that warmed his heart.
Mozark turned to greet the woman who entered the large, book-lined room. A room he felt the most comfortable in. Now he watched as Emma the Petite strode across the room to his side in sure, confident strides. The blonde curls that escaped her braid to frame her face bounced. The sunlight slanting through the floor to ceiling rectangular windows highlighted the freckles scattered across her nose and lit up her sky-blue eyes.
His stomach muscles clenched. “Hello.” Greeting her seemed appropriate.
“Hello.” She took in the three books in front of him. “Did you discover anything?”
They had discovered the three tomes yesterday. In a box Ulric had sent. The master mage had returned to his home to pack and close his house before he returned here. But he had recently come across these books and felt they required study. For one was not like the others.
How Ulric knew this, Mozark did not ask, but he trusted the oldest known mage in the land.
“The scribes were different.”
His statement made Emma tilt her head as she stepped closer. Close enough for him to smell the leather and metal of all warriors. Aasguards in particular. This woman could fight better than ninety-nine percent of the population. She was elite, skilled beyond any human, and like him, she had passed from the human realm eons ago.
Perhaps eons was just him. He felt every bit of his long, long years.
She pressed a hip to the table and peered between the three open pages. Her eyes narrowed. “This scribe was more.” She touched the left volume. Her eyes shut as she ran a finger over the paper, then along the page ridge.
He gaped at her. “How do you know that?”
“Feel.” She took his hand and pressed a finger into the page. “There is a spark there.”
Mozark had to concentrate to detect what she stated. It took more concentration than he had utilized in years. He called upon his long years of discipline to focus on their task instead of the woman beside him.
A renowned warrior smaller than any of the other Aasguard warriors, male or female, but every bit as successful. One so pert and fresh he wanted to bask in her light.
Aged mages did no such thing.
At least not in his lifetime and he’d been walking the land since a few years after the Aasguard founder, Fergus the First. He and Fergus were considered contemporaries. As was Emma. Fergus trained her within a handful of years after he became Aasguard.
Two Aasguard warriors had found Fergus, thought deceased, alive. With him came his mate, Lucy the Lucky, the new leaders of the Aasguard nation. Somehow, Mozark and Ulric had been tasked with leading the mages.
Mozark did not know how he felt about that. He agreed to stay on at the school because Emma seemed eager to do so and teaching eager young students appealed to him.
Emma tapped the page. “This one was more than a scribe. I am uncertain whether he was mage…” She trailed off.
Yanking himself back to the conversation at hand, he placed his hand on the open page. Then pulsed power into the book. It crackled and he and Emma barely ducked before the book erupted in a storm of lightning, thunder, and fury. Sparks lit around the book. One splattered on the middle book and sizzled.
He doused the spark before it set them on fire. Emma gazed at the storming book and shoved her hand over it. Power surged through her. It collided with the storm and as quickly as it brewed, blew out. The lightning ceased and the room grew silent once more.
Emma’s palm glowed as she settled it on the book. Dead center, her face a study of concentration. More energy, more magic, pulsed from her as she sent it into the book.
This time, birdsong and the rustling of a breeze rose from the book. The scent of a summer meadow wafted across them.
A notion popped into his mind. “Emma, look at the earlier pages.”
She stared at the book for another heartbeat before flipping the pages to do as he requested. He leaned forward to read with her. The mark of the scribe glowed in the sunlight. The lines and whorls took on extra definition to appear three dimensional on the page. 
Her sharp intake of breath told its own story.
“Do you recognize that emblem?” He kept his voice low.
Her finger reached out and traced the pattern. “This is my family crest.” Emma drew her sword, so practiced and easy it made him catch his breath. This woman was magic in motion.
She pointed to where the hilt met the shaft. There, deeply etched within the metal, was the exact same crest as glowed in the book. Her swallow was loud. Despite the twitterings of birds that arose from the book.
“This scribe was your family?”
She swallowed again. “It appears so.”
[image: image-placeholder]Emma struggled to make sense of the book in front of her. Of the family crest clearly etched on her sword and echoed on the page in front of them. Her thoughts swirled and shifted so badly she could not sort them into appropriate categories.
Her avid gaze took in the small crest on the scribe’s page. That crest had been with her from birth, but the only place she had seen this design in centuries was on her sword. Every day this symbol representing her family had sustained her, encouraged her, kept her on task. She might be the last of her line, never having known her father, but she continued.
She did not hope. Emma had long ago given up hope that she might be the continuation of her line.
Yet the silent man at her side beckoned to her as no other ever had. Tall, with dark hair and dark eyes, Mozark was so handsome he made her breath catch. Everything about him spoke to her. The slash of silver through his hair had been there from the time he entered puberty. Or so she had heard.
She failed to muster the courage to ask such a personal question. This man, who knew so much about so many things, did not engender nosy questions. He had spent his entire lengthy life traveling the land, learning about others, speaking to them in their own language. Encased himself in their language and their culture until he had learned all he could about peoples and places not like himself.
Emma respected that. Respected the level of intellect and discipline it took to learn all he could about so many different things. The man also had learned to be a warrior of sorts. While a mage, he understood fighting techniques. He and Fergus trained together now in the mornings so Mozark could monitor Fergus who had been paralyzed and Fergus could teach Mozark the ways of the Aasguard and learn mage fighting techniques.
Always learning, ever the scholar. That is how she viewed Mozark. A man unto himself, but more. Always seeking more.
This thought stabbed her through the heart, but she knew not why.
“I have heard that you did not know your father?” A roughened edge to his voice made her meet his dark gaze.
Fathomless eyes with depths no one had likely ever explored. Could I…?
“He died right after I was born.” She swallowed. “My brothers were all older than me. The eldest was twenty and two. The youngest eighteen. The three of them aided my mother whenever they could.”
“Did they teach you to fight?”
“They did. At least until each one fell in battle. I believe my father was also a warrior, but I have never been able to verify that.” She stared at the book that emitted a sweet breeze. “Whoever wrote this tome might have been mage.” She used the term mage rather than wizard as the sorcerers scourging the land had taken to calling themselves wizards of late. 
Her statement made Mozark stir beside her. “It does seem likely he had mage traits. Your father was a warrior?”
“I believe so.”
“It is not unheard of for a man to be both warrior and mage. Uncommon, but not unheard of.”
You would know. She did not say that out loud. It leaned toward too forward.
“My family rarely spoke about him.” Emotions that had long ago been purged resurfaced. That should not be possible. Yet the feeling that her family had kept dark, terrible secrets they never revealed left her feeling like that ten-year-old from an age long forgotten.
Mozark’s dark gaze swept her face. “Why did they never speak of him?”
“I do not know. I have never known.” The same frustration and angst attempted to strangle her all over again. “I was so much younger that they seemed intent upon protecting me.”
As she tore her gaze from his mesmerizing one, Emma’s focus landed on the open book, birds tweeting from it, the soft scents of spring wafting over them.
Her thoughts coalesced. “A man who was bad or evil would not have created something like this.” She fingered the page edges. The parchment was of good quality, and the ink barely faded. It still showed crisp on the creamy parchment.
“He protected this book with his magic.” Mozark used his chin to indicate the book. “My magic produced a storm.” His deep voice rumbled through the room, and her.
“Meaning that it took someone of his lineage to produce a spring response?”
“I suspect so. I pulsed energy through it in inquiry, and it responded with a spectacular, but not dangerous storm.”
“That lightning looked real enough.”
“It was. But book sized. It would have offered a jolt but nothing serious. Nothing dangerous. It was a warning.”
Emma flipped the pages of the book. Words leapt out at her, and several of the pages revealed beautiful illustrations. Some colored, which would have taken time, and others mere ink renders.
She opened the book beside her family’s. Emma opened the book to the same page as a colored drawing in the book with her family crest.
The page showed a similar drawing, but no color. Mozark made a noise in the back of his throat. He opened the book on the right. The final book in the group. The same page looked identical to the middle book. An inked illustration of a particular plant that she had seen before. But no color.
“Why did he add color to this page?”
Mozark did not answer for several heart beats. “Are there additional drawings with color?”
An excellent question. Emma turned each page with care as they inspected the contents. Several more of the illustrations revealed color. The other two books remained inked only.
“Where did you get these books?” Emma now wondered where they had come from.
“Ulric sent them ahead and asked me to determine what was different between them.”
“He believes all three books are different or that only one book is different?”
“I did not ask him for specifics. He mentioned that one was different. Only that.”
Not a very satisfying answer. Nonetheless she did have an answer.
“This book belongs to me.” She lightly tapped the book on the left.
It burst with so much color her eyes burned.




Chapter Two


Eyes burning and streaming from the color flare, Mozark had to blink several times before his vision cleared. 
Emma’s face paled and she also blinked as though her eyes had been irritated. “What just happened?” Her voice croaked as she stared at him.
“I am not certain.” This admission was as embarrassing as it was true. In his long years he had seen and learned many things. He had never encountered a book quite like this one.
“Did it object to my stating ownership or concur?”
“I believe we should run a few experiments.” He rubbed a hand over his jaw as he surveyed the book in question.
“I do believe this book is mine, since no one else in my family is still alive. At least as far as I know.”
A note in her voice made Mozark pause. He raised his eyes from the book to the woman standing close enough to feel her warmth and smell her Aasguard scent. Mingled with that, the freshness that was solely Emma’s. 
“You are questioning whether this scribe might still be alive?”
Her throat worked. “I am Aasguard. You are mage. We are both standing here, alive, after walking this land for a millennium.” She appeared to sink into herself. Into thoughts that she might have never entertained before. “What if I have a family member who was a mage and is still alive?”
“Your family never spoke of such a family member?”
Her nod was slow in coming. “That is what I am wondering. I remember the frustration and helplessness about not knowing much about our history. Especially that of our father. As far as I am aware, I never met him.”
“It seems odd that your father would disappear, does it not?”
She bit her lip. For a fleeting moment, but enough of a pause that his senses heightened. “Some comments from my grown brothers and my mother begin to make sense now.” She did not elaborate but he suspected this was due to her gathering her thoughts.
“Comments they made about your father?”
“Yes.” She adjusted her sword. “They confused me.”
He wanted to ask her to elaborate but that was a violation of privacy. He longed for things with Emma that he had no right to hope for. She was a revered warrior who had lived a long and full life. She had no responsibility to share these innermost memories.
Mozark gave her time to sort her thoughts. He refused to press her for answers to assuage his own need and thirst for knowledge. These were private. They belonged to her.
She had her own obstacles to overcome. Yet he very much wanted to burst through them all and be her hero.
An internal snort validated the ridiculousness of his thoughts. Emma the Petite needed no hero. She was her own hero.
This did not prevent a man from hoping…
“If you and I are alive, it is possible a family member who is mage is also alive.” A pleat formed across her forehead. “Could he still be alive?”
“Ulric still lives.”
This made her back straighten another notch. “True. He might be the oldest living person.”
“That is questionable.”
“You have met others who are older than Ulric?”
“There are entire races of people who live a very long time. I suspect some contain people who have seen more summers than Ulric.” No need to go into detail. Emma had spent much of her time in the employ of others, often in the very bowels of the kingdom or queendom. She and other Aasguards did not enjoy the freedom he had experienced in travel and meeting other nations.
Therefore, she accepted what he said. He appreciated that.
“I shall not raise my hopes that a family member might still walk the land. However, I do believe that if he does, he has first rights of this book.”
They had ignored the book since it made their eyes water, but now both looked at it again. The pages fluttered in a non-existent breeze.
Emma peered at the tome and pointed to something on the page. He moved closer and inhaled her intoxicating scent. One he wanted to gather about himself like a cloak.
Mozark swallowed and yanked his thoughts back to the issue at hand. Which was not to declare his desire to imprint himself on her so she would never leave.
Emma, fierce, loyal Emma was not the problem. She had proved over the years that she could make a promise and keep it. He, on the other hand, had not shown this dexterity.
He clamored for the next locale to explore. One part of his mind already anticipating the joy of a new discovery, of a new language, of knowledge he did not yet possess. Mozark never minded brushing the dust of a region off his feet and heading to the next adventure.
To the next town, the next village, the next island, the next mountaintop. He had visited every single one he could. Emma was not the problem here.
He placed all the blame solely on his restless, weary self. He wanted to stay. Wanted to put down roots and establish himself somewhere.
Yet in the back of his mind he was realistic enough to understand that might never be his lot in life. Therefore, how could he ask an amazing woman like Emma to spend her life with him on his nomadic, crazy life?
I cannot.
[image: image-placeholder]Never in her long life had Emma considered that a family member might still be alive. Her brow furrowed as she thought deeper on this terrifying yet interesting notion. She cast back in her mind to all the things her family had said about their relatives.
“They said next to nothing.” She murmured this, to herself really, but she was ever aware of the potent man standing beside her.
“Do you believe he is a close relative?”
His question baffled her. “I have no notion.” Why would they never speak of her history? Even her mother had failed to educate Emma on her people. She knew next to nothing of her mother or father’s people.
“Were they afraid?”
A reasonable question. The birdsong belied fear, but it was a valid question. “No, I did not feel they were afraid. Just wary.”
“What would they have been wary of?”
“I have no answer.” Emma’s own words stabbed through her. With a sword of her family’s making. She wanted that answer more than she desired her next breath. More than the next training session. But not more than she wanted this man beside her. 
She swallowed the lump that formed in her throat.
Mozark’s nod reassured her. “Perhaps our new quest is to seek that answer.” He gestured to the open book on the left. “If this man was your family, perhaps he wished for you and any of his family to know him. He might have offered you the answers you seek.”
“If he is an ancestor of mine. I might be wrong.”
“The crest on your sword and on the front page of this tome match.” A calm, measured counter. Exactly what she would have expected from him.
“True. They are the same.” This mollified her at the same time it created misgivings. Disjointed thoughts chased each other in her brain as she struggled to make sense of what they had learned.
Placing her hand over the book, Emma shut her eyes and asked the book if it was part of her family.
Everything in the room dimmed. Emma sucked in a breath as Mozark cleared the small distance between them. The birds stopped and the gentle breeze dissipated. The air over the tome stilled. As though holding its breath. As though waiting along with her. Storm clouds drifted in.
“It is questionable that this book belongs to my family.” She spoke softly, as though not to spook a small creature.
“Is that what you asked? Whether this book belonged to your family?”
“Yes. I wanted to know if I had a right to it or not.”
The space above the book dimmed again and light flared and flashed as several blasts pierced the quiet. Then everything fell silent again.
“I cannot in confidence say that was an affirmative.”
“I agree. It appears conflicted.” Mozark frowned at the book with her. He raised his own hand. “Do we shut this book and leave it be?”
He spoke aloud but she could tell he also sent the unspoken words to the book as well.
The same chaotic bursts, although not as strident this time, emitted in a cacophony. “It appears the answer is no.” Her heart sank.
“Not necessarily. I believe we are asking the wrong questions.” Before Emma could respond, the book emitted one sound, a chirp of sorts. “A definitive.”
“It is telling us we have not asked the proper questions.” She looked at Mozark. “Do the other books respond?”
She took the one in the middle while he positioned his hand above the one on the right. Both sought whether the books had been infused with magic as the one with her crest. She received the faintest of tingles from the middle volume.
“Did you get anything?” His voice rumbled through her. How could one man be this… attractive?
“A faint tingle. Nothing like the book with my crest.” She peered up at him.
“Same.”
She waited for him to elaborate. He did not.
“What does this mean?” Emma did not expect an answer. She had been speaking to herself.
He answered. “I believe the scribes of old did possess a modicum of power. They infused each tome with a fraction of it while working on each text. However,” he gestured toward the book on the left, “whoever wrote that one had far more power than most of his peers.”
“They all copied the same book. The content is identical. Other than the color and power in the one on the left.”
“I suspect they were commissioned to record these texts. Perhaps they are government treatises.”
Certainty wound through her. “No, these are textbooks. They were intended for students.” She frowned. “At least for a time.”
His startled glance at her should not have surprised her. “Really?” He did not question her so much as himself.
“I am certain these tomes all graced a school library. A higher education library.”
Mozark studied each tome with his mage gifts. It took several clicks of the clock on the far wall before he was satisfied. “You are correct. These were commissioned by a library for students. The one your ancestor created was one most of the students steered clear of. It did not begin to cause problems, however, until a year ago. A gifted student could make it storm, which amused them, but most of them were able to use the text as it was intended. Only recently has it been creating so much disturbance.”
“That is how Ulric came into possession of these three texts.” This information organized within her mind.
“As they are old, the school librarian has since replaced them with more modern texts but asked him to determine what the issue is with that one book.”
She studied the tomes. “We know which one is problematic. What we do not know is why.”
“It is clear we must conduct an in-depth study of this particular text book.”
This sent far more anticipation and joy through her than was necessary.




Chapter Three


Mozark found himself leaning into Emma. This would never do. Mages and Aasguard warriors did not intermingle. At least not as far as he was aware. Of course, Aasguard warriors had only just adopted the human habit of marrying. 
Thus far, the pairings had produced impressive results. The couples who had ventured into the unknown were far happier and content than their single counterparts.
But mages had not taken this leap as of yet. Could mages marry? In all his years walking the land he did not have a definitive answer to this. Two mages joining their lives together might work fine. It also might prove a disaster. An Aasguard and mage marrying seemed so out of the realm of possibilities as to be ludicrous.
Yet the pull of the petite warrior at his side tugged relentlessly.
I am a wanderer. I never stay in one place for long.
He dismissed these internal protests. Yes, he did not stay in one place long. That did not mean he should be reticent from getting to know this amazing woman.
Becoming friends with someone enriched one’s life. Emma as a friend appealed in ways he had never mused upon. He wanted to befriend her. To learn how her mind worked and discover her values and hear of her many battle victories.
A commotion at the library door turned both him and Emma. He was aware of Emma’s hand hovering close to the hilt of her trusty sword. His hand tightened
[image: image-placeholder]
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