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I want to give a special dedication to a good friend of mine, Janet Lewis, who is also a self-published author (her books are available in eBook and print).

Janet helped by encouraging me to write even when my mind was blank. Janet also assisted me with the graphics on this book cover.

Thank you for all your encouragement, Janet. Maybe someday I will be able to return the favor.

––––––––
[image: ]


Dean Fifield

The Death of a Dragon

Vol.  III  of

Dragon’s Sight

Recap

Kowleetic reached into his bag. “I think I can help with that,” he said, holding up the blue crystal.

It was about that time that the crystal grew brighter than Kowleetic had seen before. Before anyone could react, a ball of light appeared across the room. It was brighter than the sun, but they could see a human form walking out of the light. Elonia tried to prepare a spell, the same as Ramos, but before they could prepare anything, a second bright light in the form of some type of energy beam blasted from an artifact being welded by the human. It struck Kowleetic with such force that he flew backward into the wall. Before anyone could attempt to help him, there was a burn mark outlining Kowleetic's figure on the wall, leaving a pile of ashes where his body once was.

Elonia and Ramos both started throwing every spell they could conjure up at the humanoid, which the artifact deflected. With a wave of a hand, Kayzic wrapped a magical hand around both of their throats. As he walked closer to them, who were now fighting to breathe, floating a foot off the ground, Kayzic started to grin and laugh out loud while looking at Ramos.

“HELLO FATHER!”
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After several minutes, Kayzic loosened his grip on Elonia’s and Ramos’s throats. Ramos spoke up, “What do you mean, FATHER?”

“Well, you’re not actually MY father, you’re simply the father of this pathetic human body.”

“How can that be?” asked Elonia.

“Do you really need a biology lesson, child?”

“You’re Celina’s Child?” demanded Ramos, knowing she was the only person he had ever had sex with.

“The body is, you did well, Ramos, I’ll give you that in your favor. This body is strong. It may be human, but it can fully channel magic, as you can see. Sadly, though, it is still just human.”

“Ramos isn’t human; he could not have fathered a child with a human woman!” screamed Elonia.

“You stupid, pathetic little dragon, you think it’s that hard to manipulate a few genes? I admit I wish I could take credit, but the Universe is behind this.”

“The void I sensed in Celina when I scanned her. She was actually pregnant, which makes sense now,” said Elonia.

“Elonia, what are you talking about?” asked Ramos.

“Ramos, Celina, passed out before Kayzic killed her. When I scanned her health, everything looked good except for a small void that blocked my scan.”

Kayzic interjected, “Yes, Elonia, I almost missed it as well. You should know the human female didn’t die, well, at least not that night in the rain. As you have figured out, it was I who took her.”

“You killed Celina! I’ll kill you ... you ... I’ll kill ...”

“You’ll do what, Ramos? You can’t even breathe right now if I don’t let you,” as Kayzic flexed his magical grip on Ramos’s throat.

“Kayzic, what do you want? You have the artifact; you can leave this world anytime now,” said Elonia.

“That is true. But many things have changed since your pathetic little Bel’Lorn imprisoned me in this galaxy. I have many things to learn again.” I may need to take some ... some time to think about what I want to do.”

“So, I guess you are going to murder Ramos and me like you just did with Elder Kowleetic.” Struggling to break with Kayzic’s magical hold on her, Elonia exclaimed, “Elder Kowleetic was nothing but a scholar who taught other young dragons. If it were not for Kar’Chun, he would never have even been involved in any of this.”

“Interesting choice of words you use. MURDER ... weren’t you the ones who were going to murder me?”

“We were not going to kill you, we were going to bind you again, Kayzic,” came Bel’Lorn’s voice.

“Well, well, well, if it isn’t the pathetic little Bel’Lorn. I suppose you’re leading this little band of lesser life forms?” shouted Kayzic.

“I don’t lead them, but I will help them to bind you again.”

“YOU are in no position to bind anything RATOK! You bore me, so let's go ahead and end this now.”

Kayzic then pointed Excalibur at Elonia, “Any last words, Princess?”

“If you’re going to kill me, just do it, but at least let your father live.”

Kayzic then shouted something unspeakable; Excalibur began glowing brightly. The power Kayzic wielded with this artifact was unmentionable. If only Merlin knew the power that the Lady of the Lake bestowed upon him, just maybe Kayzic would not have been able to retrieve and use it today.

Elonia closed her eyes, preparing herself to die. The energy beam lashed out from Excalibur, striking Elonia. The field enveloped her. Suddenly, the brightness started dimming. Elonia shook violently. Suddenly, the energy exploded away, dissipating into the air. The glow from the sword faded, and the sword melted, dropping into a puddle of molten metal on the floor. 

Shocked, Kayzic lost his grip on both Elonia and Ramos, letting them both fall to the floor.

“What is this?” shouted Kayzic.

It took Elonia and Ramos a few moments to recover their strength and try to subdue Kayzic. Before Elonia could try to Dimension Lock him to this place, Ramos released a double Fireball at him. Kayzic deflected them both and then opened a doorway and slipped out. Elonia quickly ran over to Ramos, hugging him,

“Ramos, are you ok?”

“Yes, how about you? That energy beam should have disintegrated you. Are you hurt?”

“No, I don’t know why. I could feel it surrounding me, but then a calm washed over me. I could hear a voice saying NO!”

Bel’Lorn then spoke up, “Yes, that was me. The soul in the artifact that humans called Excalibur was called Monzimbo. He was another Shadow Eater who gave his life to infuse your sun with magic when this solar system came to life,” she went on to explain. “His essence became part of a piece of Star Metal that fell to this world long ago. When the energy started to destroy Elonia, I recognized it and I reached out to him and tried to explain what was going on ...”

“Explained, but it only took a fraction of a second,” said Ramos.

“Ramos, Universe magic is different from what you know; it allows Shadow Eaters to talk over great distances or have a whole conversation in a fraction of a second.”

“Well, whatever it was, I thank you very much, Bel’Lorn. I truly thought I was about to die.” Elonia said, thankfully.

After a few moments, Elonia knelt before the ashes, her fingers trembling as she traced the burn mark. The scent of scorched stone filled her lungs, mingling with the sharp sting of grief. She pressed her palm against the warm outline, as if by sheer will she could summon Kowleetic’s presence back into the world. Tears welled in her eyes, blurring the edges of the shadow. “Elder, I’m so sorry. It should have been me, not you,” she whispered, her voice barely audible over the crackling silence. 

A wave of guilt crashed over her, heavy and suffocating. Memories of Kowleetic’s gentle guidance and his laughter echoing through the classroom flooded her mind. She remembered the way he would patiently break down spells, the warmth in his eyes when she succeeded. Now, that warmth was gone, replaced by a hollow ache. Elonia’s shoulders shook as she sobbed, the loss settling deep into her bones. She felt Ramos’s hand on her shoulder, steady and reassuring, but it could not fill the void left behind.

Elonia could not help but remember how much she admired his teaching, even when some of it seemed dull. Kowleectic would always take the time to explain why, not just how. It continued even after Elonia was on her own. In all her years, she had no better friend in life.

“I don’t know if I can do this without him,” she admitted, her voice raw. The silence that followed was thick with sorrow, each of them mourning not just a mentor but a piece of their own innocence.

Ramos sighed, “Elonia, don’t say that. It is not your fault. Kowleetic gladly gave his life to protect you.”

“Yes, Elonia. Kowleetic wanted you to live. He knew that you would be key in stopping Kayzic.”

“Yes, I’m alive, but I need him. I can’t do this alone.”

“You’re not alone, cousin, I’m here with you too.”

“And I’m here too, Elonia,” came the soft mourning voice of Bel’Lorn. “You’re NOT alone.”

“Yes, yes! Of course, you both are right. I ... I just don’t know if I can ... do this.”

Since the very early years of her life, she had never known a time without Kowleetic.

“Bel’Lorn, Kayzic called you something?” asked Elonia.

“Yes, RATOK.”

“What does that mean?” asked Ramos.

“It’s how your people say ... not sure if this is the right words, but it ... a vile name for a TRAITOR.”

“You’re no traitor!” shouted Elonia. Afterward, Elonia took out a leather pouch and gathered up as much of Kowleetic’s ashes as she could. The ashes, still warm to the touch, made Elonia cry. “I think Elder Kowleetic needs a proper burial.” Both Bel’Lorn and Ramos agreed.

“Not to sound insensitive, Elonia, there is a lot of magical residue here that could sustain me for a very long time. If I am to help you, I will need this energy.”

“Yes, please do what you need to do; it may be a very long time before you get another chance.”

When Bel’Lorn was done absorbing the magical echo from the encounter, Elonia reached down to pick up Kowleetic’s bag, which the blue crystal was lying on the floor next to it. It was no longer glowing; however, Elonia had a bizarre sensation when she picked it up. She quickly put it into Kowleetic’s bag and looked over at Ramos, “Come, Ramos, we must get out of here!” She held out her hand and immediately opened a doorway back to her study. She needed to prepare for Kowleetic’s burial much as she did for members of her human family centuries ago.
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Kayzic had no idea what had just happened. Moments ago, he held the upper hand; he had killed Kowleetic, left Elonia and Ramos defenseless, and wielded the most powerful magical artifact in the solar system. Now, Excalibur was destroyed, and the world felt suddenly unfamiliar. Rage echoed through the empty confines of his pocket dimension, each step reverberating with the memory of defeat. He clenched his fists, feeling the phantom weight of the artifact that had betrayed him.

“How?” he whispered, voice raw. “How could a lesser being undo what the universe itself ordained?”

Kayzic’s thoughts churned. Elonia was not a universal magic entity. There should have been no way a dragon, a much lesser form of life, could have destroyed the sword. Yet, in his fit of rage, he forgot about Bel’Lorn. If there was an entity infused in the metal, the RATOK could have connected to its mind. The thought only enraged him further.

Images flashed before his eyes: galaxies devoured, dragons trembling, the black hole’s eternal hunger. He remembered Bel’Lorn, the traitor, slipping away from the feast, her eyes haunted by something he could never understand. Was it mercy? Weakness? Or a secret strength he had overlooked?

Before he was bound to the black hole in this galaxy, Kayzic was one of the most powerful of the Shadow Eaters. He was the first to learn how to feed off a galaxy’s magical essence, the first to find dragons in other galaxies, and discover that they could be fed upon. There was a reason most other Shadow Eaters feared him, if they had emotions, that is.

That all changed when he became trapped in the black hole of this galaxy. Tormented by the infliction of Bel’Lorn’s magic forced upon him, he was now confined in a space that seemed to have no borders but had no size either. He was bound to Bel’Lorn, and Bel’Lorn was bound to him. Neither of them was able to escape the other.

After four billion years, give or take a few hundred thousand, trapped in the black hole, Kayzic lost a great deal of his power, but he was far from weak. As a prisoner of the galaxy, he didn’t need to feed. Still, once he figured out that dragons using magic again made his jail cell flutter with energy, he saw an opportunity. If he could time it just right, he would be able to slip through the horizon of the black hole, causing it to exhale excess debris that it swallowed up. He would be shot out of the center along with the radiation. This radiation, however, kept him bound to the galaxy. Not being able to leave, Kayzic was able to hone in on the magic cave that dragons used to enhance their magic. It took several thousand years before Kar’Chun came along, allowing Kayzic to slowly set in motion the process of eventually inhabiting Ramos’s mind and body.

The cave was tricky to enter; it had its own dimension. This dimension could typically be accessed only from a small world on one of the galaxy's outer bands. It appeared that those dragons hid the entrance. That only meant their magic had gained enough power that they would be a good source of energy until he regained his power.

***
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On the other hand, it took Bel’Lorn longer to figure out how Kayzic escaped. She thought for sure that Sagittarius A was strong enough to hold them for eternity. It was almost a thousand years after Kayzic escaped that she found her way to the Cave of Magic, following his magic trail. Not being driven by hate, Bel’Lorn found that in the cave, she could communicate ever so slightly with the crystal. Not feeding as much on lesser forms of life, she had not absorbed all the language structure from the universe. She did find that they were not just enhancing magic; they were actually alive. This did give her hope that a solution would present itself when the universe saw fit.

Bel’Lorn, however, not feeding as much as Kayzic did, was much weaker. While she was not proud of it, she found that she could feed on small bits from other crystals in the cave. Until Elonia came to the cave, she had never fed enough to kill the weaker crystals, but now was the time. There were a few old crystals that were not going to live another hundred, maybe two hundred, years.

As Kowleetic and Elonia entered the cave, Bel’Lorn was able to look into Elonia’s mind immediately. She was on a mission to unite the world and, in the process, maybe even save humanity. She instantly knew this young dragon would be the one.

Bel’Lorn struck out, consuming a handful of elderly crystals. Elonia wasn’t the strongest dragon brought to the cave, but she had a pure heart, which led her to the white crystals just like her mother. In order for Bel’Lorn to leave the cave, she needed Elonia to choose silver instead.

Bel’Lorn reached out and connected with Elonia’s mind, having a very long conversation about what was at stake and not just for the Earth or dragons, but rather the entire universe. A conversation that might take an hour or more if spoken in the human language only took a fraction of a second. Before Elonia could say yes or no, Bel’Lorn consumed a younger crystal, giving her just enough energy to take hold of Elonia and make the choice for her. Doing this showed Kayzic how to escape the cave and back to the unbound world of humans.

Bel’Lorn hovered over the fading crystals, her essence flickering with regret. She could hear their songs, faint and mournful, as they surrendered their magic. “Forgive me,” she murmured, feeling the weight of every life she had consumed. However, there would have been no telling how much longer she would have to wait for another pure-of-heart creature to come along.

Elonia knelt beside the silver crystal, her heart torn between gratitude and unease. The choice had been made for her, but the path ahead was hers alone. She reached out, feeling the pulse of magic, and in that moment, a vision flashed before her eyes: a world on the brink, a shadow rising, and a voice whispering, “You are the key.”

The cave trembled. A fissure split the floor, and a cold wind swept through the chamber. The time for hiding was over. Elonia rose, determination hardening in her gaze. Whatever lay ahead, she would face it, not as a pawn, but as a dragon with her own destiny.

***
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The echoes of the cave lingered in Elonia’s mind as she and Bel’Lorn left. Outside, the world felt changed, older, heavier, and yet full of possibility. Elonia glanced at the bag containing Kowleetic’s blue crystal, now dull and silent. She wondered what secrets it held, and whether it would ever glow again.

Bel’Lorn’s voice was gentle in her mind. “You did what you had to, Elonia. The universe rarely gives us easy choices.”

Elonia nodded, her thoughts drifting to Ramos, to Kayzic, and to the uncertain future. She knew the battle ahead would test everything she had learned, everything she believed. But for the first time, she felt the weight of her own choices, and the hope that, perhaps, innocence could still change the world.
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Nearly fourteen billion years ago

Before memory and before time, the universe was nothing but a seething ocean of darkness and heat. For three hundred thousand years, chaos reigned, and nothing existed but the restless churn of energy. Then, at last, the first photons broke free, and light pierced the primordial gloom. The first resemblance of light began to shimmer through the cosmic soup, fragile and uncertain, yet persistent.

With that first light came something stranger still: a spark of magic, subtle and wild, rippling through the newborn cosmos. It danced between atoms, weaving possibility into the fabric of reality. Where the magic pooled, galaxies awoke, each a swirling mind, each a voice crying out in wonder and hunger.

Millions upon millions of voices could be heard, all wondering who they were, what they were. None of the voices knew how to exist; all they knew was that they had a hunger to exist. Some galaxies shone brighter than others, their magic fierce and restless. From these, the Shadow Eaters were born, beings of pure hunger, drifting through the void, feeding on the magic of their kin. With every feast, a galaxy dimmed; with every loss, the universe grew quieter.

Feeding on the magic didn’t happen overnight; it took many hundreds of years to consume all the magic. Many Shadow Eaters tried to feed on other Shadow Eaters to reduce the ability of one to steal a galaxy from another. It also led some Shadow Eaters to learn to communicate with the galaxy's magic voices.

One such Shadow Eater took the name of Bel’Lorn. She was smaller than some others because she did not learn to feed herself for the first couple of thousand years. When Bel’Lorn did feed, she absorbed the languages of those she fed on. The knowledge that Bel’Lorn absorbed allowed her to communicate with a young galaxy that cried out for help. Bel’Lorn teamed up with this new galaxy, which would come to be known as the Milky Way. The spark that ignited the Milky Way to life reached out to Bel’Lorn, asking for her protection. Many of the star systems were just beginning to ignite and had not yet matured enough to survive on their own.

In the early millennia of the universe, it was not just Shadow Eaters feeding on small galaxies like predators circling a water pond; the large ones consumed them as well. Bel’Lorn helped the Milky Way swallow many smaller and weaker galaxies without destroying their core magic. Not destroying the cores allowed Sagittarius A to become stronger. Finally, the Milky Way was large enough to fend off other Shadow Eaters, but Bel’Lorn stayed. She could see that the level of magic the Milky Way had would sprout an abundance of life.

During this time, she had fed strictly on other Shadow Eaters that tried and failed to consume the Milky Way. It enabled her to survive without feeding on her host, something that Sagittarius A was grateful for. In turn, the young galaxy gave Bel’Lorn a home.

Over the next few billion years, Bel’Lorn kept the Milky Way away from other larger galaxies as well as fellow Shadow Eaters. The one or two that actually stayed and tried to feed, Bel’Lorn was able to force them into the path of exploding stars. They would scatter their magic throughout the galaxy to be absorbed by new solar systems bursting into life.

Bel’Lorn also helped the Milky Way avoid the larger galaxies. She had a way of adjusting the pull of gravity. It was a massive struggle as the Andromeda Galaxy kept trying to get close enough to consume the smaller Milky Way.

The black hole at the center, which contained the magic, was strong. It allowed many of the stars being born to be infused with magic. Star magic was less than universe magic; it was limited to the level of magic it could infuse into the planets as they formed. However, a single spark of magic could go a long way to ignite life.

Approximately four and a half billion years ago, in one of the outer bands of the Milky Way, a new star had just ignited into life. This star quickly started forming planets. Other planets consumed many as they formed, but one was about to collide with another. The minor planet seemed to have some of that star magic infused in it. In the blink of an eye, the larger of the two shattered, consuming a large percentage of the smaller planet, throwing about a third of the total mass of the two planets into orbit.

Over the next million or so years, the new Earth had settled into a stable orbit of the new star, and the majority of the debris that shot out into space from the collision formed a stable moon. About 4 billion years ago, the spark now infused into the Earth was changing the planet's makeup, allowing life to begin.

Life was small, but it was still life. It would take another two billion years for life to start reproducing and developing more complex organisms. During this time, a new magic echo was beginning to form around the Earth that was different than the star’s magic. It had a voice that caught the attraction of another Shadow Eater who called himself Kayzic.

Kayzic was on the other side of the universe, feeding on several hundred galaxies. It alarmed the rest of the Shadow Eaters because of the rate at which universe magic was being killed off. They pleaded with Kayzic to at least slow down. At his rate of consumption, the universe would die in less than twenty billion years. If he would slow down and use alternate magic to feed on, they could stretch out the death of the universe for up to a hundred billion years. Kayzic showed no sign of slowing down. At his rate, he would be to the Milky Way
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