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A mysterious young woman, an elven invasion, and the tokens of the High King 
Haldrek Rodreksson has known his entire life where his future lies and what is expected of him. But on the eve of battle, soothsayers show him three visions of a different future: a mysterious young woman, a new invasion, and theft of the High King’s tokens. Visions which make him question his future and that of his homeland, Lohikärra.
When the capital of Lohikärra falls, Haldrek’s world is thrown into disarray and he must scramble to keep the young woman from his visions safe.
Injured, weaponless, and with little support, will Haldrek be able to save the woman and change the visions he was given? Or will he, his homeland, and his loved ones fall to their enemies?
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Visions of Lohikärra here:
https://www.llnelsonauthor.com/newsletter/
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1
Dragon's Seed


Water lapped against the longboat in the darkness, the only sound in the area. Yet the inky blackness of the water below and near silence did little to faze the three people on it, their focus directed instead, at the horizon and a dark mass that stood out from the dim moonlight above. 

"Is Mursoth sure it's happening tonight?" Ginargos stood between her cousins, one a good head taller than her and the other only as tall as her shoulder. They had been close kin over many lifetimes and when they came seeking her aid, she accepted without hesitation.

The taller man, Tenelth, nodded. "You saw Ilva's ice-clad ships yourself." He sighed, "The island of Lohsyn will fall tonight."

"And Mursoth must ensure that the child survives." Ginargos whispered. "Why not protect the rest of the island?"

"We've aided those who wished to depart. You know this. Only those who refuse to leave are still there. Including the ruling human family."

"I still don't know why they didn't leave for Mursoth's hall." Ginargos grumbled, remembering the dilemma Tenelth and his brother Sivath had placed before her only a few weeks before. The daughter of Lohsyn's ruling family carried Mursoth's child. A child prophesied by Mursoth himself to bring about a new era to both dragons and humans. A child who was half dragon and half human and who would check the rising threat of Ilva and her followers—certain elves who believed themselves more powerful than the dragons. Or at least, who wished for 'lesser' races to worship them.

Sivath laughed shortly. "You know the stubbornness of humans, Ginargos. I'm sure they felt the mother and child were safer on Lohsyn than a strange island few of them had ever seen."

"Thus leaving us in this predicament." Ginargos turned to Tenelth. "Tell me, cousin... Did the prophecy predict tonight?"

Tenelth nodded. "An isle's legacy, swallowed in ice, shall be saved by air and sea thrice. I'm guessing this is what Mursoth meant when he spoke those words."

Ginargos shook her head, but remained silent.

Sivath looked up at her. "We appreciate your aid, Ginargos. I know many of your kin are not happy with Mursoth and his fondness for humans."

"The elf woman Ilva has beguiled them. She's convinced them that humans are no more than land monsters who destroy our clutches for their own pleasure and use. My kin forget that the elves have long pilfered our nests in the north." Ginargos sighed, remembering the battles she'd waged against the ice elves from within whose ranks Ilva had risen. She remembered them destroying her own clutches in years past. "If this will bring about Ilva's downfall and restore my kin to their senses, Sivath... I will give all my scales to this child."

Sivath nodded. "Mursoth has yet to be wrong in any of his prophecies."

Their conversation faded, and after a moment, a tiny light lit up on the coastline. Ginargos unpinned her cloak, letting it drop to the bottom of the boat, and took a step up on the edge of it. Tenelth put his hand on her shoulder.

"Just wait. If they see you..."

Ginargos relaxed, putting her weight back on her foot still in the boat. "Tell me when."

The light shimmered as it moved upward at an angle. Whoever held the torch was slowly making their way up the cliff. Below said cliff were jagged rocks sharpened and hardened by years of icy salt water. The humans of Lohsyn island had used it in the past as an execution point. Even if the victim didn't die the instant they smashed their heads in on the rocks, the strong current and bitter cold water would drown them before they had a chance to escape. And that was if they could even swim.

The light stopped moving, and Ginargos's muscles tensed. If she was right, whoever held the lamp had reached the top of the cliff.

"Go."

Ginargos was already in mid-dive when Tenelth's command registered. Her body shifted—elongated—back into its normal, more comfortable dragon form. A form made for cutting through the frigid water with ease. Even among her sea dragon kin, she was known for her speed in the water. Though the cliff was a fair distance from the boat where Tenelth and Sivath still stood watch, it only took her moments to make it to the rocks. There she stopped, breaking the surface of the water with her snout, salt water spraying from the scales around her nostrils with a huff. She could make out the cliff much clearer now. One light was now a group of torches, a gaggle of elves in close formation, moonlight reflecting off their chain mail armor. If she had been feeling particularly vindictive, she could have leapt for them, scaring a few of the soldiers into falling off the cliff.

But for now, she just waited. The sound of a baby fussing made her stomach churn. What if they chose to kill the child in another way? Would she be able to get up to the cliff? But if they decided to do something else, why bring the child here, still alive?

After a moment, the soldier began moving again, closer to the edge. Ginargos readied herself, then felt the water churn beneath her. Some of her kin were nearby, a few even at depths below her. Of course, they would try to stop her. For Ilva's sake.

Something moved in the moonlight and she jumped up as a bundle went sailing off the edge of the cliff. As soon as the bundle fell into her arms, she brushed her mouth against the child's head. Shouting from above drowned out the words of her quick air spell. She dove beneath the waves, scratching her underbelly against the rock. But the air spell held, creating a bubble of air around the child's head. It stared at her wide eyed as she focused on outrunning her pursuers.

Magic flowed through the water around her as she swam as fast as she could. Both to escape the elven magic that nipped at her tail and to elude her kin.

Give us the child.

Ginargos ignored their words and breeched the surfaced of the water, knowing her air spell could only last so long. Behind her, she heard other dragons break through, following her path. Another kiss, another spell, and she plunged back under the water. The elves were too far away to do anything now, but...

Vibrations, from the roars of her kin, brushed against Ginargos's scales, pulling them painfully from her skin. She could sense the boat nearby. Tenelth and Sivath's presence grew stronger. It was just a little farther...

Another stronger vibration made its way up her tail and spine, twisting her body back and forth, threatening to shake her grip loose on the child. 

One... More... Jump...

Ginargos leapt up, half shifting into her human form to give herself the added arm length. A firm grip pulled the child, now wailing, out of her hands as she popped her head above the surface. Sivath extended a hand to help her up, and she shook her head. Ducking around and behind the boat, she shouted one word:

"Sail!"




2
Fifteen Years Later


I backed up, checking my feet before waving my left hand and imagining a storm of... something spinning up and around my opponent in my mind. Instead, I heard laughter and opened my eyes to see my older brother, Tenelth, laughing and swatting at the few leaves that blew around him. A few other voices added to the laughter and my shoulders sunk down. 

"Keep trying, Bjornulf! You'll get it soon enough."

I'd been practicing my powers for months now and with little improvement. It didn't matter how much any of the other dragons helped me, I still had less power than what a normal fifteen-year-old would have. At least what I expected a normal fifteen-year-old dragon would have. I knew I was still on my first life-cycle and couldn't shift out of my human form yet, but...

"It's better you practice the motions and spells now." Ginargos called out from the low wall that she and Sivath sat on watching us. "The power will come when you need it."

"I still feel weak." I muttered, more to myself than anyone. My inability to fight as well as my dragon kin, weighed me down every time I practiced sparring with them. I knew I still had many lifetimes to go and I wouldn't gain the ability to shift or fly until my second or third life-cycle, but still... I had to do better.

"Come on, once more." Tenelth stood in a defensive position. "You almost had it that time."

I huffed, placing my feet back in a stable position and closing my eyes. In my mind's eye, I imagined the wind slowly growing and swirling, like it was being pushed around by the flapping of a dragon's wings. My wings. Gripping my practice sword, I opened my eyes and lunged forward, willing the wind to knock Tenelth's shield away as I jabbed him in the chest. Instead, the wind pushed against his shield and he knocked it away.

"Again!"

More wind, stronger this time. I imagined my wings were real, and they were picking up the dust and rocks around me. The pebbles and sand around us pelted Tenelth as we locked swords. He took a swing at me and I stepped back, letting the airborne dirt get in his face. He pulled back, using his shield in that moment to block the debris. I lunged again, this time for his knee caps. One solid strike as I blocked his sword with my shield, and then another. Tenelth fell to his butt, and I knocked the sword out of his hand. He held his shield over his face as the dirt and pebbles rained down on it and the wind disappeared.

"Enough!" Tenelth laughed, and I stood back. Sivath and Ginargos started clapping as my cheeks warmed up. Not out of pride, but embarrassment. Tenelth had let me win and the brief gust of wind I had created was less than some of my kin, who'd hatched with me, could create.

"Good job!" Sivath called out, and I grumbled.

Tenelth stood back up. "It's not the power or style that's important. It's the fact that you accomplish your task."

"Did I accomplish my task? Or were you taking it easy on me?" I wiped sweat from my brow. How could I stand with my kin to keep our islands safe when I could barely spar with them? I'd never met an elf or any other monster, but if they were as dangerous as the stories made them out to be... I needed to do better. Be better.

"You accomplished your task. You used your powers to knock me down and disarm me. It doesn't matter if I was taking it easy on you."

"It does though. Do you think the elves and their kind will take it easy on me when I have to fight them?"

Tenelth's smile faded. "They won't. But you have time and as a son of Mursoth, you will be powerful in your own right one day."

Ginargos walked over, followed by Sivath. "You will also have many of us to aid you when the time comes." She squeezed me tight like she had so many times before, growing up. I liked her hugs, but they also made me feel like a little child. "Do you think I'd let anyone, especially Ilva and her elves, hurt you?"

I shook my head. "I—"

"My lords and lady! Mursoth requests your presence!"

I turned around to see a servant bow to us. He was stiff as he stood back up. "A visitor has arrived."

The four of us walked forward. As I reached the servant, he grabbed my arm. "Not you, my lord. Mursoth requests you stay back. For your safety."

"For his safety?" Sivath frowned. "Who visits our father?"

The servant inhaled, his nervousness now evident. "The elven lady, Ilva."

"What?" Ginargos's eyes grew wide. "Why—?"

"I do not know, my lady. Only that she is here and Mursoth speaks with her. Not that he seems happy about it."

I turned back to the three of them, their expressions dark with concern. Tenelth nodded and then focused on me. "Stay here. I know why Mursoth wants you hidden."

"But..." Why would it matter if I was there or not? If Mursoth wanted me hidden, I was smaller than many of my kin, barring Sivath. I could stand behind them and still not be seen.

Tenelth shook his head. "Stay here. The last thing you need is Ilva or her elves seeing you."

He, Sivath, and Ginargos headed back into the dragon hall with the servant as I stood there. Once they left, I waited a moment before running to the high retaining wall that hid much of the practice areas from the island's docks. Climbing the massive logs was no issue as I gripped familiar finger holds in them. I pulled my head up just high enough to see an imposing ship at the far end of the cove. Was that what an elven ship looked like? It nearly blocked the entrance to the cove and covered in... ice? Whatever covered the ship shined in the bright, chilly afternoon sunlight. It also looked nothing like the long, low slung boats that Mursoth and my kin used around the island. Not that they needed much else. If they wished to travel far, they could always shift into their dragon forms and fly off.

But it wasn't the ice on the ship or the brisk wind now blowing that chilled me. There was something foreboding about the ship in general and the rowboats that surrounded it. Something familiar. Anger and hopelessness washed over me until I pulled my focus from the ship.

Climbing down from my perch, I shook out my limbs, mostly to cast off the unsettled feeling. Mursoth may have meant well by keeping me from this meeting with Ilva, but I needed to see this woman with my own eyes to know why her presence unnerved me so much.




3
Secrets


Being smaller and younger than most of my dragon kin had its benefits. I snuck into Mursoth's hall without a single servant or dragon seeing me. It helped that most were in attendance in the main hall and focused on the elven woman. As soon as I made it onto the upper floor of the main hall, though, a high-pitched voice sent searing chills down my spine. Tensing every muscle, I focused on not making any sounds from the pain. I hurried to the edge, hidden by the half wall. My heart pounded as I sat there, back against the wall, trying to focus on something other than the sharp pain going up and down my spine. 
"You know exactly why I'm here, Mursoth. You stole something of mine and I demand it back."
Silence. Then my father's deep, gravelly voice. "I haven't seen you in decades, Ilva. Not since our last confrontation over the coastal lands. If I stole something from you, why take so long to claim it?"
"I've been otherwise engaged. Busy with other trickery you've sent my way."
Mursoth laughed. "You seem to think I spend every waking hour planning ways to foil you and your kin."
"Do you not? Your offspring seem to pop up whenever and wherever I seek to take what is rightfully mine. I doubt they could do that if not guided by you."
"I teach my kin my wisdom and then they do as they see fit. You are wise to
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