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This book was initially planned to be Book III. While writing Vol. II, Ramos, I wasn’t ready to release it as a separate book, and combined it with Vol. I, A Princess is Born. Those two volumes were to introduce the main characters and a small part of the background for the rest of the storyline. My sister and I bounced ideas off each other on how to write Book II; however, she passed away before I actually started this volume.  Goria would help me with edits, and I would help her with book cover artwork for her books (you can find her books under Gloria Fifield on Amazon KDP and eBooks on Smashwords (recently merged with Draft2Digital)). Hopefully, my editing has improved, and the readers still enjoy my stories. I never set off thinking I was going to be a NYT best-seller (I won’t complain if the readers put me on that list, though), but I did have a lot of fun writing my stories. So, without giving away the story, here is the continuation of Dragon’s Sight – Vol. III, The Death of a Dragon.
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Chapter 1
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France, 1659 AD

“... No, Elonia, I have not had any type of sensory perception of Ramos in over a century.”

“Neither have I, Elder. It worries me.”

“I can’t imagine what he’s been doing all these years, princess. I suspect that sooner or later we will find out, though.”

“Now, Elder, remember, this was done to him; it is not his fault.”

“We shall see my dear, we shall see.”

This worried Kowleetic as well. Not having any type of contact all these years, was Ramos even more powerful than he previously thought? Can he completely mask himself? Ramos would be hard to defeat if it came to that. In all these years, Kowleetic had still not told Elonia of what the Cave of Magic had shown him. She wanted to believe so badly that Ramos still had good in him, that he was innocent and just a pawn in whatever was happening.

In the years since Elonia and Kowleetic lost all contact with Ramos, France had been united under 1 king. There were no more smaller kingdoms, and Nolic’s kingdom had just become another province of one large country. France, Spain, and Britain were all jockeying for power on the seas, and from time to time, land wars would take place.

Elonia had since taken a few different human forms; Nolic and his wife were long since buried, and Nolic’s son, Auberi, had passed away about ten years ago. This only left Auberi’s daughter, Celina, to look after. With France being one country now, Auberi was never King, but the king of France did allow princes and princesses of royal families across the country to keep those titles and lands as Nobles. Celina was happy not being part of the ruling class of France; in fact, she would often introduce herself as Celina and not Princess Celina. She was a very simple woman who enjoyed a comfortable lifestyle but liked simple things in life.

Elonia had come to Celina’s employment as a woman who was named after the once Princess Elonia of years ago, no relationship, of course. So, it didn’t take much for her to transform her looks and step in as Celina’s head of housemaids to ensure that Celina was well looked after. Elonia and Celina had developed a deep friendship over the years, but then again, that was the plan. With her father and grandfather gone, she was the last of the Regellius bloodline unless she decided to have children. However, Elonia was starting to see with everything else in the world, her small part in this family history would have to be expanded to reflect on the world stage.

The whole world? How could Mother ever have foreseen this? Elonia had many questions and several times posed some of them to Kowleetic. Mother had warned her as a child, but surely things must be different now. Kowleetic has so far been nothing but a true friend. Someone who cared for her and helped keep her on the journey. This journey had now taken her all over what would later be called Europe, as well as a very strange new world across the ocean. She knew this would be a country in need, being so young, but for now, Elonia still concentrated on France.

***
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Kowleetic had secluded himself in his private home, secluded from the outside world. He would always answer Elonia’s calls when called upon, but his days were mostly spent sitting alone and meditating. Kowleetic stayed in Russia but tried to stay out of the way of history. He did not interfere with human ways even when they were destructive. That was not his calling. His calling would be to advise Elonia and try and find Ramos. If he could find Ramos, his calling would be to try and undo any influence that Kar’Chun had on him and see if he could be trained to use his power for the good of humanity and dragons alike.

Like Ramos, Kowleetic had not felt any perception of Kar’Chun either. He could not tell if he had gone back to the dragon dimension or was still in the human world, although he suspected it would be the latter of the two. True to their word, he had not heard anything from the high council back home. Kowleetic only figured that the council must be hanging on, as the human world was not flooded with dragons yet. No, he and Elonia were still on their own for whatever was happening in the here and now.
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Kowleetic’s mind often wandered to a time when he was a young scholar, a mere two thousand years old. At the time, he had not stepped into the human realm since he was a youngling himself. He sought not the adventure nor risking his life; he was quite happy right where he was. All that changed when the High Council ruler, King Elorick, asked if he would serve the council by being the Royal Scholar. To be personally invited to the council at his age was such an honor; how could anyone say no? For several thousand years, he trained young dragons in their own dimension. Adult dragons would go to the human world to have babies and then come back to the dragon realm to live out their time. 

An uprising by the Red Clan ended that peaceful existence. Fearing trouble coming his way, Elorick sent his wife to the human realm just before his murder. Kowleetic then only trained the offspring born in human form in the human world. Centuries later, those offspring would have children themselves, and the process would start all over again. Kowleetic, however, had also not returned to the dragon dimension since either.
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Chapter 2
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Outside of Moscow

With over a hundred years of growth outside Ramos’s cave, the entrance looked like just part of the mountain. It was not surprising that in all that time no one stumbled into the cave. That all changed when a couple of prospectors were exploring around, looking for possible new gold prospects along the river. A thunderstorm presented itself quickly, and while looking for some shelter, the two men stumbled into the cave entrance.

The entrance was at least fifteen feet high, and when they looked back out of the cave, like magic, the view was clear to see, yet they had never seen it from the river. It was even more astonishing that as they walked deeper into the cave, they could see a fire, small with no smoke, so it would be burning hot. The closer they got, the better they saw that lying next to the fire was a young man who, by his looks, was in his mid to late twenties.

As the prospectors looked around further, there were no bags or belongings with him, but there was also no other wood to keep the fire burning. They looked at the young man and at first thought he was dead, at least till they saw his chest faintly rise and fall back down. As they continue to watch in disbelief, it appears that he only took a single breath about every ten minutes.

“How is this possible?”

“I don’t know, but I hope this storm fades fast. I don’t want to be in here any longer than we have to be.”

“Yeah, I’m getting a bad feeling also.”

The two knelt on the other side of the fire to stay warm, but also to watch the young man in case he woke. After about an hour, the sound of thunder started to disappear.

“Wait here while I go outside to check the weather.”

“NO way I’m staying here alone, I’ll check it with you.”

About that time, the young man opened his eyes and sat up. His eyes were glowing red, and it looked like some sort of ball of lightning was forming around his body. The two men got up and tried to run, but found they couldn’t move after they stood up. As they started to scream in pain, they could hear a voice in their head,

“What day is it?”

The older of the two tried to speak, “Marchhhhh ... Tw ... Twentieth,” but again in his mind he heard,

“What year is it?”

“Theeee ... year of ... our ... Lord ... 16 ... 59,” as he continued to struggle to speak. The last thing the prospectors heard before their bodies were hurled into the cave wall,

“A hundred years? How could this be!”

As Ramos started to look around, especially at the two broken bodies, the pain in his head started to go away again. ‘The pain,’ yes, the pain always meant the Voice was there, but this time, he had no memory of the Voice. He walked over to the bodies that lay at the base of the cave wall on top of each other. Until now, he had never killed a human. Wait, he had a dream once that he killed a king by making his jousting opponent’s lance strike a killing blow instead of just knocking him off the horse. Could he have really done this? Ramos then let out a roar loud enough to be felt around the world.

***
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Pendona France

“ELDER! Did you just feel that?”

“Yes, my dear child. There is only one thing on this Earth that could cause a disturbance of that magnitude. It means Ramos must still be alive.”

“I think so to Elder, but I felt so much anger. Were you able to pinpoint his location?”

“No, it was too short, but this time it was not blocked or masked. I do know he is definitely in Russia still.”

“Elder Kowleetic, I implore you to remember, whatever this is, it was done to him; he’s innocent.”

“If I locate him, I will try to remember, but I will do what I must if needed.”

***
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Do what he must? Is there something that Elder Kowleetic isn’t telling me? Is this what Mother meant? Elonia couldn’t help but wonder now. She wanted to go to Russia to look for Ramos herself, but she had too much going on at home. With all the feuds at sea, and now the New World explorations, there was no way she could break free right now, magic or no magic.

***
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“Be calm, my daughter. You have been outstanding so far. Worry not about the council or about helping Kowleetic; we will be united again. Stay true to yourself and you will always find your way.”

***
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As always, when Mother gave a helping thought, she was gone as fast as she came in. Elonia was getting used to not being able to connect back to Mother, but still, it was always comforting to hear from her.

***
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Kowleetic was meditating hard now, trying to home in on Ramos's whereabouts. He, too, heard the anger in the roar, although he had no way of knowing what had transpired. The last time he heard a road that strong was when Elorick was murdered by Kar’Chun. There had to be some sort of magical residue left to follow. Anything that strong always leaves behind something. A burst of anger like that would not be able to take the casting time to conceal itself.

This meditation made the blue crystal from the Cave of Magic start to glow. In his mind, Kowleetic heard the same warning to be careful of what you ask for, but with the addition, “I can only be used once.”

So, using the crystal now for help would be out of the question. Would the crystal pick the time and place it would be used, or could he choose when and where? One thing was for sure that the meditation was bringing him no closer to finding Ramos. He was going to have to leave the solitude of his home. He was going to have to wander Moscow, yes, Moscow, he was sure Ramos was nearby. The crystal, though, if he could use it without using it, maybe the glow would help locate Ramos.

Kowleetic devised that if the crystal glow grew dimmer, he would be heading in the wrong direction. If it grew brighter, it would lead him to Ramos. Where to start? Kowleetic decided the north side of Moscow would be the best place to start. There were plenty of places for someone to hide. This did prove disappointing as the crystal grew dimmer. What proved even worse, by the time he came back to the city, the crystal had gone dark. Any magical residue must have disappeared by then.
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Chapter 3
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It had been a month since Elonia was woken up by Ramos’s angry roar. She had felt no further presence of his mind. A hundred years ago, she was able to feel Ramos trying to peek into her mind. She had felt nothing since his awakening this time. She had not practiced her mind shields in many decades now. If he tried again, would she be able to block him? Block him? All she could remember was the little boy who cried out in the middle of the night, asking if anyone was there. All the nights she stayed up teaching Ramos, laughing with him, sharing stories. How could the sweet boy she knew be evil? What is it that worries Elder Kowleetic so much?

“Elder, can you speak at this time?”

“I always have time for you, my dear. What is it you need?”

“I can’t get Ramos off my mind, Elder. I know him as a sweet, innocent boy, but I fear you believe him to be evil. Can you tell me why?”

This struck hard with Kowleetic; he was sworn by the council to do anything necessary, but would that mean lying to Elonia?

“My dear, many things took place that you have not been made aware of ...”

“Please tell me, Elder!”

“Princess Elonia, the boy you know does not exist. He was taken long ago, but the Red Clan leader, Kar’chun. Kar’Chun is the one blamed and believed to have killed your true father. The Red Clan is battling the Whites and the Silvers for control of the council. The council and I fear that Ramos has been made into a pawn by Kar’Chun to do his bidding here in the human world.”

“But Elder, surely Ramos can’t be to blame for what’s happening to the council, surely he’s not evil.”

“We shall see, child, but I fear that we are too late to undo Kar’Chun’s influence.”

“Elder, I pray you’re wrong. I pray Ramos is not evil!”

“My dear child, you remind me so much of your mother. She had that uncanny ability to see only the good in everyone. One can only hope.”

Again, Kowleetic held back what the Cave of Magic revealed to him. He truly wanted to believe any entity that inhabited Elonia’s crystal was good in nature. Elonia’s mind was extremely strong and would not be swayed easily from her beliefs. If these entities are truly from the time of the galaxy's creation, how would he be able to stop Ramos if he is truly under their influence?

***
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Kowleetic decided to take a break from looking for Ramos to meditate on the old teaching of what dragons knew about the creation of time.  This was sketchy at best, as it was before dragons regained their self-awareness again. Kowleetic let his mind wander back to his teenage days of learning from ancient scholars. Word of mouth was the only form of teaching back then, before their magic awareness gained the ability to share thoughts. It was suspected that when the Dragons came to Earth those millenniums ago, they were hunted across the stars until they took root on Earth. However, coming to Earth did not stop whoever was hunting them. It was only when the dragons gave up their magic and became wild beasts that the destruction stopped.

Were these entities from the Cave of Magic the same entities that hunted dragons long ago? This was the only logical assumption. If these entities were the same, would they be able to reach into the dragon realm and start the destruction all over again? Now more than ever, he needed King Elorick’s guidance. Kowleetic knew of no spell that would allow him to speak with the dead. Now more than ever, he wished he could even speak with the council, but with their internal struggle, even if they did reply, it would not be enough to overcome this. One thing stuck out from his meditation: the name KAYZIC kept appearing in his mind, but who or what was Kayzic?

***
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Ramos was also meditating to think about how best to destroy Elonia, the daughter of Shawnice, who killed his mother. Then he would deal with the human infestation of the Earth and once more be home to dragons. There would be no more hiding in a human form; there would only be order in the galaxy.

Over the last month, Ramos learned that if he did not fight the Voice that the pain would stay away. In fact, the Voice would even hold conversations with him about the great thing he was about to do. First things first. Ramos started to peek into Elonia’s mind. The seed he left all those years ago was still there. It was easy for him to navigate her defenses. Searching through her memories, he came across the trial he witnessed as a child in his training. He watched as he saw the memory of her falsely accusing her half-sister of treason and having her put to death. How she twisted the minds of her half-brother and the king, as well as all the lords and nobles in the court. Using her magic to make them all believe her lies. Ramos couldn’t believe it to be true, but as long as he accepted it, the pain stayed away.

The next memory he found was that of Enonia casting a spell upon her half-brother, for him to have sex with her. How pathetic she had to be to have sex with her own brother. This wicked evil had to be stopped.

.
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Chapter 4
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Ramos knew that if he was to destroy Elonia, he had to see more of the world. He would have to start tearing down the things she loved in this world before directly attacking her. He convinced the Voice that he needed to start in France. Hiding in Russia was safe, but he needed direct access to her and everything in her life. He would set up a new place of operations close enough to have better access to Elonia, but far enough away that he could still have a day-to-day life. Paris, yes, Paris would do nicely.

Upon setting up in a villa on the outskirts of Paris, Ramos started all the enchantments to make sure his presence would be masked. Once he was sure of himself, Ramos started to meditate to lock in on Elonia and her life. This Celina person, yes, would be a place to start. That name, Celina ... Regellius ... yes, she is a descendant of the king I had killed all those years ago in my dream. This had to be drawn out, not something that would be done and over with, and get no satisfaction.

The Voice suddenly had an idea. Ramos could transform into a male Sutter to get close to Celina and divide her from Elonia before killing her. This was going to need careful planning; one wrong step, and Elonia would know something was up. Celina was known to frequent Paris; all he had to do was make sure Elonia wasn’t with her, and then he could start the plan in motion. Reading a human mind was so simple that it only took Ramos about ten minutes to know everything about Celina Regellius. She was looking for a Sutter, but not one that wanted her for her status. Celina was looking for someone simple, but well-off enough that she did not have to support him. However, someone simple enough that she did not have to get into politics. Maybe marry, but not expecting to go to every little fashion event. A noble who travels a lot would be how he would trick her.

***
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Ramos spent the next couple of months creating the background of Pierre La’Fontie. Pierre would be a trader of rare, valuable items that France would confiscate from British or Spanish ships coming back from the New World. This required him to obtain treasures from the New World and bring them before the king to prove his authenticity. This worked so well that the king’s word spread through all the lands that Sir La’Fontie was sought after by everyone. The backstory went so well at times that the Voice had to remind Ramos who he was on a few different occasions.
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After about six months, Ramos started planting ideas in Celina’s mind about making a trip to Paris to a new museum of antiquities of the New World. It was a small seed so that it would not alarm Elonia about a trip without her. This woman’s mind was so clouded by Elonia that she just about ran the woman's life. Celina had to make this trip without a chaperone so that she could meet him.

“Celina, you sure you don’t want me to go with you?”

“Elonia, all these years you have devoted yourself to me; I would think you would enjoy the break from me.”

“I’m here to see that any of your needs are met, Celina. I enjoy caring for your needs.”

“You have done that for as long as I can remember, Elonia, but this trip, I think I can manage a couple of days by myself.”

“As you wish, I’m sure I’ll find something to do to keep me occupied while you’re away.”

Elonia could tell that Celina was excited about this trip and sensed it was something she wanted to do, which made her relax her guard a bit and wish her a safe and enjoyable trip.

***
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