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​Directory: A Guide on the Species in ‘Of Scales and Fur'
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Humans
Description: Us. Bipedal primates; usually garbed in clothing or armor (unlike their wolf or dragon counterparts, who aren’t as conservative about their bodies). Will oftentimes wear hoods to conceal their faces.

Abilities: Heightened intelligence, allowing them to out-wit what they can’t fight. 

Home: Within the Walls of Cadmus, though several humans live in settlements scattered across the Roads of Gaia, with sanctuaries at the Sea of Sands or Skeptic’s Way, and the strongest humans live with dragons at Fort Drake.

Notable Humans in this Story:

	King Snicket ‘Nick’ Connors: Leader of the people behind the Walls of Cadmus and King of Humanity. Notable for his black cloak that conceals his face and reliance on secrecy and mystery.

	Agent Regina Winters: Top Agent and Enforcer to King Connors. Distinguished by her pale, snow-white hair, equally white armor, and militaristic loyalty to her king.

	Agent Valerie Fawkes: An adept tracker, hunter and guard for King Connors. Distinguished by her dreadlocked ponytail, dark skin and black eyes, and fondness for dogs and hunting.

	General Ryan Drake: Leader of Fort Drake and Father of Dragons; distinguished with his fire-colored eyes and fatherly if stern ruling over dragons.

	Rider Brock Bronson: A Rider of Drake; a Dragon Rider and Enforcer for General Drake. Noted for his mountainous bulk, stone-like face and rigid stubbornness, combined with a thinly veiled fear of his dragons, disguised with anger and derision.

	Rider Allison ‘Tex’ Churchill: Rider of Drake and Enforcer for General Drake. Known for her Stetson Hat and weapons preference for firearms. Stern towards her dragon but hides a heart of gold.

	Rider Danielle Dolores Dixon: Rider of Drake, and right-hand woman of General Drake. Known for her short-stature, fire-colored hair, and cheesy grin. Very brash and outspoken, with Drake being the only one she really respects.

	Li Bai Long: An Ex-Rider of Drake; left the Riders after being burned by Blaze. Thus, remembered for his third degree burn scars, which have mangled his previously handsome face. Used to be humble and stoic, but lately has grown bitter and angry.

	Luco: Ex-Rider of Drake; an anarchist who created the wolves and dragons to cause chaos on the Roads of Gaia. Killed by Kodo, but his spirit lives on in Kodo’s head, causing him further pain. Noted for his tropical patterned shirts, and a scar on his face that twists his expression into a sadistic half-smile. Chaotic evil, and eager to rile up others into fights.

	Kyle Hardy: A Master Thief and survivor on the Roads of Gaia; loyal to himself and those he cares about. Notable for his caramel brown eyes, tendency to wear a beret and coming across as very charming and flirtatious.

	Logan Wolfe: An eleven-year-old survivor on the Roads of Gaia, protégé of Kyle Hardy. Notable for his bleached blond hair, leather biker jacket, and red bandana tied around his neck. Headstrong and stubborn, but fiercely loyal to those he loves.

	Smith: Theater Director in Town of Wolf’s Bane. Adoptive Father of Wing. Memorable characteristics include dirty blonde hair, dull green eyes, and a rotund physique. Fatherly and caring for his adoptive daughter, if also overly cautious and reluctant to enter fights.


Demi-Wolves

Description: Uplifted canines with ability to stand quadruped or bipedal. 

Abilities: Heightened senses of smell and hearing retained from their wild wolf/dog origins. Above average strength putting them above humans, but still below dragons. Rarely, some have the ability to access a ‘Pack Link’; a telekinetic bond that allows wolf packs to share thoughts, and energy, and increases their teamwork. Notable wolves in story can unleash bolts of lightning that can drain enemies of their energy to be used by the pack. 

Home: White Fang Wood.

Notable Wolves in this Story:

	Kodo: Disgraced ex-Beta of the Wolf Pack, Pack Linker and son of Shiva. Notable characteristics include silver fur and blue eye (one eye, as he lost one during a fight). Used to be fanatically loyal to Myst but has begun questioning his decisions.

	Darius Skywolfe: Gamma in the pack, Archer, Hunter and Myst Loyalist. Noted for his brown fur and heterochromia – one eye is blue while the other is green. Yearns to bring Myst back regardless of the cost.

	Myst: Previous Alpha of the Wolf Pack; killed in action fighting Luco. She is remembered for her black fur, speckled with white spots and red scars, and golden eyes. When alive, she had an ethical dilemma over her love for her fellow wolves and her rage towards the cruelties humanity inflicted on them.

	Shiva: Current Alpha Female of the Wolf Pack, Pack Linker, mother to Kodo and Celine. Celine has snow-white fur and brown, almost black, eyes. She is motherly and thoughtful, but also heavily traumatized and struggling to discern fiction from reality.

	Celine: Up-and-coming Alpha of the Wolf Pack. She is the Pack Linker, daughter to Shiva and sister to Kodo. Notable characteristics include her golden fur and brown eyes. She is curious and bold, but has matured to be more analytical and assertive in her leadership role.

	Luke: Alpha Male of the Wolf Pack; Father to Kodo and Celine and Mate of Shiva. He is notable for his bull-like physique, sunset yellow fur, and blue eyes. Stoic, devoted defender of the pack who yearns to live a simpler life. The cost of violence and war has left him secretly sad. 







Dragons

Description: Large, reptilian creatures. They vary in coloration depending on breed: ignis-drakes resemble winged reptiles, with scales having a range of warm reds, oranges, or yellows. Terra-drakes are bipedal and resemble kobolds, with no wings, have a humanoid stance, and scales ranging from green to brown to even jewel white. Aqua-drakes parallel mermaids or nagas, with the heads of snakes, the upper torsos of humans, and the lower halves of fish, with scales ranging from blue to green. Ventus-drakes, finally, resemble griffons, with the front halves of birds, the back halves of dragons, and scales that resemble feathers while colored white, gray, blue or yellow. 

Abilities: Control over the elements: fire, wind, earth or water. Each dragon can only control one element. All are trained in military combat and tactics and are bred for fighting or protecting humans. 

Home: Fort Drake, where they are bred and raised to defend humans.

Notable Dragons in this Story:

	Blaze: Ignis-Drake/Fire Dragon, she is the disgraced former dragon of Ex-Rider Luco. She has red eyes and bright yellow scales bristling with fire, but lost her fire in a fight with Kodo, leaving her with rotten lemon-yellow scales, and dull pink eyes. She is bitter over her loss of power, and determined to prove her strength. 

	Diamondback: Terra-Drake/Earth Dragon, previously the dragon of Rider Brock, but left due to disagreements on their “partnership.” She has diamond-white scales, is often draped in a purple robe, has a prominent bipedal, humanoid stance, and lapis blue eyes. She doesn’t have wings, since earth dragons do not need to fly, and in fact are weaker in the air. She is flamboyant and dramatic, with a hidden violent temper and resentment over what she perceives as disrespect from Drake and Brock.

	Wing: Hybrid of ignis-drake and demi-wolf; the ‘daughter’ of Myst and Rocket, magically created by Luco. Known for her electric green eyes, night-black scales speckled with star-like spots, and a grey-hound-like body adorned with black wings resembling pieces of the night sky. Very chipper and positive, with a fondness for replicating stories and a can-do attitude.

	Swift: Ventus-Drake/Air Dragon, the dragon to Rider Tex. He is a combination of bird and dragon, with blue eyes, storm gray feathers, the front half of a giant swift bird, and the back half of a dragon. Swift is very fidgety, nervous and paranoid.

	Jackknife: Aqua-Drake/Water Dragon, formerly the dragon to Ex-Rider Bai Long, but rejected the Riders of Drake to protect Wolf’s Bane. He has blue scales, green eyes, the head of a king cobra, the torso of a human, and the lower half of a dolphin. He is brash and rebellious, with a short temper balanced by fierce loyalty.

	Kira: Aqua-Drake/Water Dragon, disgraced and imprisoned for illegally controlling the blood of humans to lethal degrees. Her characteristics include red scales, a mermaid-like physique with the head of a viper, the torso of a human and the lower body of a shark, and a mouth full of needle-like teeth. She is sadistic and cruel, while constantly questioning dragon loyalty to humans.

	Hawke: Ventus-Drake/Air Dragon, not yet assigned a Rider, but ready to help defend humans. Has the front half of a hawk, and the back half of a dragon, giving her a griffon-like appearance. She has coppery brown feathers, bright blue eyes, is young and eager to please, while covering her youth with brash attitude.

	Rocket: Ignis-Drake/Fire dragon, dragon of deceased Rider Buck, sister of Blaze, killed in action fighting Luco, but lives on through her daughter Wing. Had red scales and electric green eyes. Was honorable and courageous, if conflicted about the changing political landscape.
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​A Quick Recap
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On the Roads of Gaia, humanity’s status as the dominant species of Earth is challenged. 

Uplifted magically from simple wolves and abused dogs by the anarchist Luco, the Demi-Wolves of White Fang Wood were led by the malicious Myst on a campaign to destroy all of humanity because of the cruelty and abuse inflicted on dogs and wolves. 

Powered by strange magic from a book of spells called the Grimoire, Myst and her fellow wolves’ rampage could have ended human domination, until their conquest was stalled by Nick Connors – the self-proclaimed ‘King’ of humanity - and his friend General Drake. Together, with Luco pretending to be their friend and acquiring the Grimoire for his own agenda, Connors, Luco and Drake created Dragons – reptilian super soldiers bred to protect humanity. The dragons, along with the human soldiers who helped raise and train them – known as the Riders of the Drake – they managed to fight the wolves to a standstill. During this time, most humans found sanctuary: either under King Connors – who seized control of the remnants of human government and rebuilt it into the Kingdom of Cadmus – or by forming small pockets of civilization, such as in Wolf’s Bane, a community that rejected Connors due to suspicions about his ultimate goals and agenda. 

Eager to find a way to tip the odds, Myst delved into the magic that created her and her fellow wolves, seizing the Grimoire for herself and using it to empower another wolf named Shiva with the Pack Link; an ability to telepathically observe and influence the minds of others. With this power, Shiva grew sympathetic to the dragons and humans, but also discovered how Luco manipulated both sides; playing the dragons and wolves against one another. Shiva even learned about how Luco provided Drake with a copy of the Grimoire, allowing the General to create the dragons just so they could fight the wolves for Luco’s sick entertainment. 

Armed with this knowledge, Myst and one of Drake’s dragons, Rocket, tried to put an end to Luco’s manipulations, but Luco used his magic to capture and seal them both in an egg. 

Shiva’s son (and Myst’s protégé) Kodo attempted to rescue his mentor, and succeeded in killing Luco. The enchanted egg hatched before he could reclaim it, producing a dragon-wolf hybrid named Wing. She found a home with a man named Smith and the humans of the village Wolf’s Bane. 

Driven by fierce loyalty to Myst, Kodo attempted to use Luco’s magic to transform Wing back into Myst, unintentionally allowing Luco’s spirit to possess his mind and drive him into further depths of madness and frustration. Luco’s magic inspired lingering hatred in Kodo, leading him to lash out, crippling the dragon Blaze, capturing humans such as Kyle Hardy – a thief and survivor from one of the pockets of humanity who are suspicious of Connors – and he even attacked his own sister Celine, who stood up in defense of the hybrid Wing.

Ultimately, Wing and Celine defeated Kodo, and he has been captured, alongside Kyle, to be examined by Connors. It was the wolves’ hope that Kodo might be cured of Luco’s imprisonment of his mind and influence, though it is also Connors’ hope to use Kodo’s connection to the anarchistic mage to further his own power. 

What follows is not just Kodo’s story, but also the story of one of Kodo and Luco’s victims, Blaze. A crippled dragon who seeks justice, and a fallen wolf hoping to redeem himself...
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​Prologue
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Winters sat in the guard barracks of the Kingdom of Cadmus, thoughtfully and slowly stirring tea in a porcelain cup inlaid with gold filigree as she tried to let the scent of jasmine block out the sterilizing stench of armor polish and disinfectant. The barracks were a spacious area outfitted with not just beds, but also a kitchen, a library, and even a balcony with a view to the outside. Winters’ pale, blue-eyed gaze was drawn to her fellow guard Fawkes as the dark-haired soldier entered and stretched. 

“Morning, Regina,” Fawkes greeted, shaking back her braided hair as she moved to the barrack’s galley. “Anything new going on?”

“You tell me,” Winters replied, still stirring her tea even though the sugar had long since dissolved. “You’re the one applying for more shifts down in the dungeon.” 

Fawkes hesitated only a second, but it was enough to slosh some of the water she was pouring into the kettle. “Kodo’s a high priority prisoner. I was raised on a dog-breeding farm. I know the most about demi-wolves; it makes sense for me to keep an eye on him.” 

“Sure,” Winters said, setting her cup down. “And what about the man in the neighboring cell? Kyle Hardy?” 

Fawkes shook her head. “He shouldn’t be down there. He’s no criminal.” 

“Is that what he tells you?”  

Fawkes turned to Winters, her eyes narrowed. “Sniffing out secrets is our King’s job, Winters.” 

“Then maybe you should get better at hiding yours.” Winters pointed at Fawkes’ face. “At the very least, hide those smiles you have whenever you get assigned down there.” 

The kettle started boiling and Fawkes was quick to pull it away from the heat. “What’s there not to smile about?” Fawkes replied as she worked. “Kodo’s sister has taken over the demi-wolves at White Fang; and from the reports I’ve received, defeating her brother and imprisoning him here has finally snapped the demi-wolves out of this revenge plot of theirs. Celine’s turning out to be an even better Alpha than her mother. On top of it, those dragons that joined the hybrid Wing have things running smoothly over at Skeptic’s Way.” 

Winter’s stirring halted. “And General Drake?” she asked. “The dragon’s original leader? You’ve seen the reports on him?”

Fawkes shrugged. “I thought he was doing fine. Unless he’s still bitter about those dragons leaving him.”

“You make it sound like a case of ex-lovers, Valerie, but that’s not what it is,” Winters said sternly, putting her cup down. “Those dragons deliberately disobeyed Drake’s orders. Even if it was for a good cause, they showed that he can’t completely control them.” 

Fawkes blinked, turned the heat off, and faced her fellow guard with intensity in her eyes. “And they were only allowed to do so because the King gave them permission.” She tilted her head. “Are you telling me you doubt the King’s word, Regina?” 

Winters pursed her lips before sighing. “No,” she admitted. “I trust Connors. Probably more than he deserves. But I still worry: Diamondback and Jackknife weren’t the only renegade dragons out there. By letting them disobey Drake with no consequences... it makes me think about what other renegade dragons might do when they see that disobeying Drake wasn’t punished.” 

Fawkes looked back down at a bottle of honey she was adding to her mug. “Okay,” she admitted. “I’ll give you that; letting them off scot-free could lead to trouble.” She took a long sip of her tea, draining half the mug, and put it down. “But Kyle’s no renegade dragon. He’s just a man trying to survive without Connors breathing down his neck.” She indicated beyond the wall. “Managing to keep himself alive out there... you gotta admit, it’s respectable.” 

“And that’s it?” Winters asked. “You just respect him?”

“And pity him,” Fawkes admitted, taking another long sip that drained the mug. “He’s got friends back home. A kid who looks up to him. And all of them are probably wondering where he is while Connors experiments on him. And for what? So, the King can learn what we already know? That Kyle was essentially being possessed by Kodo and the wolf made him pull off all those insane moves?”

“Valerie.” Winters wanted to say more, but Fawkes was on a roll, angrily filling her mug with soapy water then dumping it roughly into the sink as she spoke.

“He could only do so thanks to that weird book of spells that anarchist Luco used? The very same book of spells that the King himself keeps poring over? Like he wants to become some sort of crazy Wizard King now?” Fawkes banged her mug back into the cabinet. She looked around but couldn’t stop herself from speaking. “How do we know Luco didn’t put something in that book, huh? Kodo read it and went crazy; how long before Connors...”

“Valerie, that’s enough!” Winters stood resolute. “If the King thinks there’s more to Kodo, Kyle or that book than we can see, then we need to trust his judgement.” 

Fawkes scoffed. “That’s funny, considering you just mentioned he might have made a misstep with the dragons.” She brushed past Winters, as the older guard sighed. 

“Val-” Winters tried to continue. 

“I need to bring the prisoners their meals,” Fawkes said, though she paused at the doorway. “There’s plenty of things to keep us up at night, Winters. That magic book and renegade dragons are definitely gonna be at the top of that list for me now. But whatever problems wait for us in the future...” she turned to leave. “I highly doubt Kyle Hardy is one of them.” 
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​Chapter 1: Kodo
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Kodo rolled his eye and sighed in exasperation. Kyle Hardy was at it again. Though he tried to cover his ears, he could hear his cell neighbor’s smooth voice echoing from the other side of the wall that separated them. 

“Aw, extra celery sticks? My favorite!” Hardy chuckled. “You know, Fawkes, you’re the best part of my stay here. Is there any way I can give you a... guest review or something?” 

The prison guard Fawkes snorted, but there was humor in her voice. “It wasn’t difficult. And you’ve done a lot for the King, going along with his experiments and what not. I’m not sure if he makes that clear.” 

“Having you here? I think he makes it clear as crystal.” 

Kodo snorted before turning away and burying his head under his arms. Before the two started flirting, he’d been dreaming of being with his family, but the dream was gone. His family wasn’t here; only rough stone walls and a hay-strewn floor in these meager accommodations. The only warmth to be gained was from his own body heat, a perk trapped by his insulating silver fur. 

Kodo tried to recall the dream; tried to re-summon the images of his family. But the noise broke his concentration: Fawkes’ footfalls as she walked by. The thud of the cell door closing echoing down the prison block. Another door opening. 

Then Hardy’s voice sounded again, the seductive purr gone.

“Okay, fur ball,” Hardy called. “Up and at ‘em. Time’s wasting.” 

With the right side of his vision plunged into permanent, throbbing darkness - Getting an eye clawed out by a dragon was definitely not part of my plan, Kodo thought wryly - he turned toward his newly created blind spot, and Hardy’s voice. Wrought iron bars crisscrossed over each other in a braided fashion to create an impenetrable barrier sealing him inside. 

Leaning against the bars of his cage was a human whose visage he knew all too well. How many times had he looked into a reflection of those sparkling caramel brown eyes while forcing the human to fight and steal for his twisted schemes? The man’s features were clearly appealing by human standards, given the amount of time women spent admiring them. Fawkes’ reaction to his flirting certainly didn’t dissuade his vanity. Kodo supposed he might have succumbed to the man’s looks and charisma as well - had he been a human female.  

But he was neither a female nor a human: Kodo was a demi-wolf; a canine evolved into a more humanoid form and given human-level sentience. 

And hated by humans, Kodo remembered with a wince, Hated for a good reason.

Hardy snapped his fingers. “Oi. Get yourself out of dream land, mister. You’ve got work to do. We’ve got a plan, remember? You promised you wouldn’t let them keep me here as a lab rat?”  

The plan came back to Kodo; neither he nor Kyle were in this dungeon by choice. They were imprisoned there.

Punished, in my case, Kodo remembered. 

But Kyle was there because of Kodo. Otherwise, he wouldn’t have been caught.

With that thought driving him, Kodo shook his silver head, clearing his thoughts, and stood and stretched. 

Kyle smiled as he unlocked the barred door. “That’s the spirit.” 

As Kodo stepped out, his cerulean blue eye turned appraisingly to the keys clutched in Kyle’s hands, glinting faintly in the torchlight. “How’d you...?” 

“Agent Fawkes,” Kyle replied with a wink. “The old Hardy charm worked its magic once again.” 

Kodo raised an eyebrow and tilted one of his ears. “She gave you the keys?” 

Kyle scoffed. “Oh please, Kodo. I’m good, but I’m not that good. She was too busy making eyes at me to notice I replaced her keys with the sticks of celery she brought for lunch.” His smile faded. “But it won’t be long before she discovers the switch. That’s why you need to do this now.” 

Kodo nodded, glancing down the long corridor toward a heavy wooden door at the far end. “So,” he muttered. “I just... run?”

“And make it loud,” Kyle agreed, pulling him towards the door and pressing the keys into his clawed hand. “Get the attention of as many guards as you can. I can handle the rest, but it’ll be a lot easier if you manage to get them all chasing you.” 

Kodo took a shaky breath. Kyle seemed to sense his fear, for just as they reached the door, he turned and gripped Kodo’s furry shoulders. 

“I know this is a lot,” Kyle said. “But my people need me back; I can’t stay in this cell.” 

Kodo gazed at Kyle, his blue eye holding Kyle’s caramel brown, and he sighed. “I know,” he said, his clawed hands resting on Kyle’s shoulders as well. “I’ll get you the time you need.” 

Kyle smiled, rubbing Kodo’s ear – an action Kodo would’ve snapped at earlier in his life, but now, he couldn’t help but lean into the gesture. “You’ve got a good heart, Kodo. May it lead you to better fortune.” 

They paused, turning to the door. Rapid footsteps pounded the floor, growing louder by the second.

“Alright, this is it,” Kyle whispered, taking cover next to the door. “And... try not to hurt Fawkes too much, okay? She’s... well, she’s a good officer.” 

Kodo smirked knowingly. “Seems there’s a bit of Fawkes’ charm working on you too, eh?” 

Kyle scoffed, but didn’t refute the demi-wolf. Smiling in spite of himself, Kodo gave the footsteps a count of three. Then, as he saw the latch lift, he lunged, checking the door with his shoulder and sending the agent on the other side sprawling. 

“What the...?!”

Kodo recognized Fawkes’ voice. He tossed the keys onto her dark-skinned form sprawled before him and chanced a snarky grin. 

“Thanks,” he sneered, before bolting to the right. 

“PRISONER ON THE LOOSE!” Fawkes bellowed. His heart lifted as he heard her heavy footfalls stomping after him. “KODO’S BROKEN FREE! ALL HANDS ON DECK!” 

Hoping Kyle wasn’t sticking around to watch, Kodo dropped to all fours, running like the wolves he was transformed from.

A half dozen guards rushed down the stairs ahead of him. 

Briefly, his eyes glowed and white lightning-styled tendrils began to rise... 

But with the tendrils came the memories. How he had used that power to enslave an entire village. Tried to rip a young girl’s mind apart. Tried to...

In his moment of doubt, the guards set upon him. He had no time to think. Somersaulting forward, he sent five of them tumbling to the ground, before lashing his claws – shrouded in lightning – at the final guard. 

His claws glanced off the shield she was holding. The lightning faded when it got close. 

Kodo stumbled back as the guard – a pale faced female he remembered as ‘Winters’ – smirked victoriously at him.

“After all this time,” she growled, as her shield glowed with a blood-red rune, “You didn’t think King Connors would come up with a defense against your pack link?” 

Kodo couldn’t think of a response in time: Fawkes was still on his tail, roaring a battle cry as she spun a lasso, ready to rustle him up like rodeo stock.  

Not yet, Kodo remembered. I need to buy Kyle as much time as I can. 

Kodo gave it a second and ducked. Fawkes’ lasso sailed over his head and tangled with Winters’ shield. 

As Winters tried to free her defense, Kodo slid past and charged up the stairs. 

He smirked. “Looks like the King didn’t account for incompetent guards,” he mocked them as he ran.

The cries of rage hopefully meant that they would continue to pursue him rather than checking to see if Kyle was still back in his cell. 

Bursting into a more spacious living area – one clearly meant more for guests than prisoners – Kodo dodged a few more guards, zigging and zagging his way through an absolute maze of corridors and rooms. 

Despite the danger and trouble he was in, his blood was pumping and he couldn’t help but laugh in excitement. This was just like...

“When Blaze attacked you?”

Kodo almost froze in horror. He knew that voice. He spun, but he only saw Fawkes and Winters, along with a growing stream of guards behind them. He fled, pouring on the speed. Though he could keep ahead of the guards, there was no outrunning that villain’s voice.

“Don’t tell me all that time in the cell made you forget,” the voice mocked. 

Kodo growled. “I could never forget what you did... Luco.” 

The voice took shape in front of him: a leering human spectral figure with a scar that twisted his face into a lopsided, permanent smirk. The spirit was only in his head, yet the transparent figure casually jogged backward, pretending to keep pace with Kodo’s desperate sprint.

“Oh, don’t act like this is all my fault,” Luco’s ghost sneered. “You’re no innocent yourself.” 

“Shut up!” Kodo barked, running not just to flee the guards, but to try and catch the mocking hallucination in front of him. “You tortured the demi-wolves. You sicced Blaze on my mother!” 

“And we both know what you did to Blaze in return,” Luco replied darkly. 

Kodo saw the memory pass before him, as the rooms and corridors he fled blindly through blurred by: an ignis-drake – a fire dragon - which once stood tall and proud like a winged Tyrannosaurus rex, lying beaten and broken in the rain. Yellow scales, once bright as the sun, reduced to the color of rotten, browning, dried up lemons. Eyes that once shone red with passion, now pink and gazing blankly out from a soul trapped in a world of pain. 

Kodo forced himself past the memory. “She deserved it.” He kept his eye on Luco, unsure whether he was a ghost or a hallucination, but determined to catch him all the same. “And you deserved what I did to you.” 

“And what about your precious little sister?” Luco asked. “Did she deserve what you did to her?”

Kodo’s sprint faltered, as another captured memory passed through his mind: a young demi-wolf female – just like him, but with golden fur. Her brown eyes reflecting her sorrow. Her bright fur stained crimson with her own blood. 

Kodo flinched and closed his eyes, but the memory reached deep inside his head with Luco’s malicious whispering and muttering.

“I thought you were better than this,” said the memory of his sister’s voice. So, broken and betrayed. “I was wrong.” 

“No!” Kodo clutched his head; a grave mistake when running on all fours. He hit the ground rolling before curling into a fetal position. “I-I didn’t want to hurt her. I just got so mad...”

“And you turned her against you permanently,” Luco cackled cruelly. “She’ll never forgive you for it. Helping a thief won’t change her mind. You’ll always be what I wanted you to be: a monster.” 

“Celine,” Kodo whispered, his claws digging into his skull. “Please... I’m so sorry.”  

“You think she wants your apology? You think she ever wants to see you again?” 

His uncontrolled, mocking laughter rang in Kodo’s ears, as the demi-wolf’s claws began to draw blood from his grasp around his skull. Kodo felt the warm liquid dripping down the sides of his head, staining his silver fur red as he began to sob. 

“Please...” he begged, wishing his sister could hear over the sound of Luco’s taunts. “Please...” 

“That’s enough, Luco,” another voice declared. “Let the boy breathe.” 

Kodo’s eye shot open. He made it to a balcony – the entire human kingdom of Cadmus stood stretched out before him, separated by a thirty-foot drop, a banister, and the King of Humanity himself: Nick Connors. 

King Connors’ dark robes billowed out, black as a bottomless pit. His gray eyes shone like two blinking moons from the shadows of a large hood he wore in place of a crown. But worst of all... he clutched the familiar leather-bound book engraved with runes similar to the one on Winters’ shield. 

The Grimoire. A book of magic spells that Luco first acquired and now Connors was using to torture Kodo. Experiment on him. 

“And not undeservedly,” Luco sang. 

Trying to shake Luco’s voice off, Kodo pulled himself to a sitting position, gazing up at Connors with resignation. He didn’t need the shuffling footsteps or the clink of weapons behind him to know that he was surrounded and out of places to run. A stitch seared in his side, and his lungs felt like they were on fire. All he could do was sit there, winded, and panting in exhaustion, waiting for the King’s verdict. 

The flash of smiling white teeth briefly accompanied the ever-present light in Connors’ gray eyes. “Quite the chase. I’m surprised you didn’t resort to your pack link.” 

Kodo looked down, the memories loomed in the back of his mind. “My pack link is cursed,” he muttered. “And not just by your experiments with that.” He jutted his chin at the Grimoire. “You can hear Luco too now, can’t you?” 

Connors’ grin only widened. “That’s why we experiment, after all; to learn new things.” Connors barely glanced at the possession in his hands as he glided around Kodo. “And it’s not like you were some innocent dog who never deserved my... ‘hospitality’.” 

Kodo scoffed. “Hospitality’? That’s not the way I’d describe it.” 

Connors’ voice was like a snake slithering into his ear. “I suppose Mr. Hardy didn’t think the same, did he?” 

Kodo’s heart skipped a beat. He looked over his shoulder at Connors, whose white teeth glinted in another knowing smile.

“Under different circumstances,” Connors continued, gliding to the balcony, keeping his back to Kodo, “Your actions might’ve made history: a demi-wolf – once the hated enemy of humanity – putting his life on the line so a human could escape.” He sighed. “It’s a pity you chose to help someone of Mr. Hardy’s... caliber.” 

Kodo noticed Fawkes standing among the guards, grimacing. “He’s not the one experimenting on his own kind.” Kodo managed a smirk. “All that matters to me right now is that he got away from the real threat here.” 

Luco cackled like a witch in his mind. “Is that all?” Luco demanded between breaths. “Not going to say how ‘he forgave you’?” 

Kodo tried to ignore the memory: him holding Kyle by his pack link, delving into his mind as well. Operating the human’s body like a puppet.

“Oh, you naïve fool!” Luco said with mock pity. “All you did was turn yourself from puppeteer to puppet. You really think that...”

“That will be quite enough, Luco,” Connors said, his voice cold as he caressed the pages of his Grimoire. “Kodo will be disappointed enough to learn that this entertaining little escape attempt was a failure.” 

Kodo’s ears flattened. “What?” He looked back over his shoulder, almost expecting Kyle to get dragged out from the guards. Beaten and broken. 

Like Blaze, his memories noted with a surge of guilt. 

But the guards produced no one. 

“Oh, Mr. Hardy has avoided us for now,” Connors admitted. “It’s quite surprising, considering his story about being just an innocent merchant.”

Kodo didn’t speak. Kyle’s words rang in his ear: “As far as Fawkes knows, I’m just an innocent civilian. And she needs to keep thinking that if I want any chance at getting back home.” 

As Luco continuously cackled, Connors smirked. Both expressions ignited a barrel of fury in Kodo’s heart. Yet the fury was contained by another chill running down Kodo’s spine as he feared whether Luco being in his head meant Connors could read his mind. 

“Perhaps there’s more to Mr. Hardy than meets the eye,” Connors continued. “It matters little either way; the entire Kingdom of Cadmus is now on lockdown, thanks in no small part to your little ‘distraction’.” 

Kodo felt his fur spike up along his spine, as he looked further out towards the Kingdom. Imposing watch towers stood tall, with guards armed and ready for any situation. 

“We will find him.” Connors turned back to Kodo. “And both of you will learn a lesson about accepting your punishments.” 

Kodo’s tail tucked. Kyle was out there; somewhere in that kingdom, being hunted. The idea of returning to the cells; of Kodo failing him...

“Like you failed your sister?” Luco asked. 

The question was meant to demoralize Kodo, but actually it strengthened his resolve. With a heart-rending cry, he let his pack link surge forth; not in an attempt to dominate or take control of others, but instead, to take advantage of its resemblance to lightning. 

His silver fur lit up like a second sun. Guards were forced back, clutching their eyes. Connors yelled and swept his hood closer over his face, like a vampire fearing the sun’s light. 

As all reeled from his display, Kodo rushed past Connors, took to the balcony and threw himself from the castle wall.

His claws sparked against the stone as he slid down the side, gouging his digits into the unrelenting wall to slow his descent. Sudden, sharp, burning pain flooded up his arms and ran down his spine, but when he landed, it was thankfully without any broken bones.

Forcing himself up – and holding his broken claws delicately against his chest – Kodo stumbled his way into the kingdom, determined to find Kyle and help him escape Cadmus.

He had failed Celine. He had failed his family. 

But he would not fail Kyle.  
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​Chapter 2: Concerning Dragons
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Connors hummed ponderously as he watched Kodo dart into an alleyway and out of his sight. Faintly, he heard Fawkes’ footsteps walk beside him. 

“My apologies, sir,” she said, her voice calm even as her eyes reflected the desperation of a cornered animal, darting in search of support or escape routes. “I didn’t...” 

“No matter,” Connors replied gently. “There’s no way out of Cadmus, after all. At least none for him.” He nodded. “You will find him and bring him back.” 

“Yes, sir,” Fawkes said. She turned to leave but paused. “Sir, may I speak plainly?” 

Connors gave the smallest of nods, his eyes still fixed on the alley into which Kodo had run.  

“Kyle... that is to say, uh, the man Kodo possessed. He’s not a particularly cruel or evil person.” 

Connors smiled. “He is a charmer, isn’t he?” 

Fawkes straightened. “I don’t know what you’re talking about, sir.” Despite her words, 

Connors caught the heat of her blush. 

He stroked the spine of his Grimoire. “Mr. Hardy is a thief, Ms. Fawkes. Despite what he may have suggested to you, his ability to avoid our forces displays his true nature. His skill with deception is impressive; his façade playing an innocent civilian even under the duress of our experiments to understand how his skills were supposedly ‘forced’ onto him with Kodo’s pack link merit further study. Do not be surprised when he continues to use any and all means he has at his disposal to escape justice.” 

“Of course, sir,” Fawkes said. “But in the greater scheme of things... Kodo is the more dangerous of the two.” 

A small chuckle escaped Connors throat. “Very astute, Ms. Fawkes. Truly, I suppose that is the case.” 

“Then if it comes down to it, we should focus more on securing Kodo than... Mr. Hardy.” 

Connors sighed. “Yes, Valerie, Kodo is more important than your boyfriend.” 

“He’s not my...!” Fawkes caught herself. “Understood, sir.” 

As her footsteps faded away, Connors turned to his lieutenant, Winters. 

“I don’t know if we can trust her judgement, sir,” Winters warned, her eyes following Fawkes. “She spent a lot of time tending to Hardy. He’s had a while to sway her to his side. Reverse Stockholm Syndrome and all, you know?”

“That’s why she has you.” Connors rested his hand on Winters’ shoulder. “Let her focus on Kodo. You make sure Mr. Hardy doesn’t get in the way.” 

Winters nodded, though her eyes harbored discomfort and doubt. “And if Hardy does become a problem? If Fawkes is fully swayed to his beliefs?” 

Connors’ voice was curt. “That would be unfortunate. But you already know what to do.” 

Winters winced. She took a steadying breath. When she opened her eyes, they were steeled, like the cold certainty of a glacier. “By your will, your Majesty.” 

As Winters followed Fawkes, Connors was left to himself. Himself... and the Grimoire. Connors felt the book humming in his hands. Throbbing with a heart-like beat. 

“You think you’ve prepared for every situation, Connie?” Luco’s voice whispered. “What’s stopping me from relating all this to Kodo?” 

“Relating what, exactly?” Connors replied, his tone pleasant, as though they were discussing the matter over drinks. He stealthily glided back inside. “That I have my best guards after him? That he’s the priority over Mr. Hardy?” 

“That’s more important than you think,” Luco replied, trailing behind Connors as the King flowed like an apparition through the dark halls. “Our dear pup has gained a bit of a martyr complex. If he can ensure Hardy’s escape, I imagine he’ll die a contented wolf.” 

“He’s not going to die,” Connors replied, reaching his throne room. “Not yet, at least. There’s still too much to be learned about him.” He smiled. “Case in point: I wouldn’t have figured out how to gain this interesting connection to you had I not kept him for study.” 

“Aw, you missed me,” Luco crooned. “So, glad to know you cared.” 

“I told you this before, Lucas,” Connors replied with a grin, clicking a lock on the underside of his throne’s left armrest. “I remember who you were before you became this sad excuse of a madman.” A hatch opened behind the throne, revealing a staircase leading down to a secret room. “Regardless, you, Winters... every human on this planet is mine to care for.”

“Surprising,” Luco replied. “Considering some aren’t very fond of you.”

“An understandable mistake,” Connors dismissed. “And a necessary one. Living in shadows, getting by as a faceless man doesn’t give one much room to celebrate achievements.” 

“And I imagine it was easier to blackmail and threaten when people didn’t know who was blackmailing them, right?” 

“Precisely,” Connors replied with a vague grin. His next words were in the Shadow Tongue that powered the spells in the Grimoire. 

At his command, several spectral eyes floated from the pages of the Grimoire, briefly regarding him with cold, silver orbs. They flew up the stairs. And before him, Connors saw through the perspective of the eyes as they ventured into the city, ignoring the gasps and pointing fingers of the masses. Orbs, eyes, ready to search and hunt down Kodo. 

“You should also know,” Luco teased. “Those won’t do much good for fighting. You can look, but you can’t touch.”

“That’s what my guards are for,” Connors replied smoothly. “I find him, they’ll handle the rest.” 

“And will it be just them?”

Connors paused at Luco’s words. As the spirit of the madman giggled at Connors brief hesitation, the King of Humanity caught sight of something in the periphery through one of his spectral eyes. 

Turning the eye upward, he beheld a gray, feathered visage. Easy to mistake for a simple bird or even a cloud, but he could also see the draconic back half, as well as the tiny humanoid figure peering over the creature’s shoulder. 
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IN THE SKY, THE VENTUS-drake Swift Winds trembled from bird-like head to fan-like tail. His wings beat irregularly, keeping them buoyant in the air, but causing his rider, Tex, to grip her hat and glare at her dragon in irritation. 

“Roll it back, Swift,” she said, managing to keep her voice soothing despite her irritation. “That wolf hasn’t made it out of the city limits yet.” She nodded at the spectral eyes already dispersing across the kingdom. “And it doesn’t look like the surveillance is lacking.

“But what if it’s not enough?” Swift asked. “What if he takes over Cadmus like he took over Wolf’s Bane? Did they ever manage to rid him of his pack link? Or at least form defenses against it?” 

“They must have,” Tex insisted. “They would be mighty foolish to keep him this long and focus only on making creepy all-seeing eyes and not devise some sort of countermeasure to his power.” 

Swift’s trembling decreased by a fraction, but his sky-blue eyes still gazed around the city. Briefly, he observed the silver demi-wolf, crouched in a shadowy alley, before the wolf turned a corner and escaped the ventus-drake’s line of sight. 

“We should offer help,” Swift noted. “Dragons are supposed to help humans, right? W-We should help.” 

Tex grimaced. “Normally, I’d say yeah,” she said. “But what if General Drake gets mad at us for going in without letting
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