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Chapter One
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I was still gasping when we hit the ground on the other side of the Doorway in the World of Legends. My face felt like it was on fire.

“Don’t touch it!” Gran said urgently. “Magic fire sticks like tar!”

I hissed in pain, my hand hovering just inches from the burning pain in my cheek. It was all I could do not to scream.

“And it’s marked up your crown!” Gran said, her hands steadying me as I quietly keened at the agony, my eyes rolling up in my head and my jaw aching from clenching so hard. “What a shame. Hand me my bag, Stef!”

“Can you help him?” Zyla asked, grimacing.

“Hurry, Stef!” There was a shuffling sound. “There it is.”

Gran rubbed something on my face and the pain went from screaming agony to a dull ache.

“You’re lucky,” she said. “But then you knew that. You have an Eye Pendant, don’t you? They make you lucky. Or at least they give you extra chances. I don’t know if I’d call that luck every time.”

She was still rubbing.

“We need to get back there,” I said now that the blinding pain was subsiding.

“With what army?” Stef asked. “Didn’t you see the soldiers charging toward us? I can only hold off so many attacks with my staff!”

“Eventen ...” I began but my words were cut off by Zyla. She grabbed me by the shoulders and kissed me fiercely on the mouth until my cheeks were on fire in an entirely different way.

When she was done, she pulled back, looking entirely shameless. 

“I knew you’d never get around to that on your own,” she said. “Sometimes, a girl has to take charge or she’ll wait forever for a man to do the right thing.” 

“I ... I was just getting to it,” I stammered, my cheeks getting even hotter at the combination of amusement and disbelief in the eyes of all three women. “I’ve been preoccupied.” I frowned at their giggles. “We need to go back there. Or haven’t you noticed that we’re in the middle of something?”

Zyla nodded fiercely, her laugher cutting off and her expression turning serious once again. She rolled up her sleeves like she meant business.

“Another Ko bearer!” Gran said with a grin. “This is good. You will give her some of your power.”

“She doesn’t have a ring,” I objected.

“The ring only amplifies what you can do and how much you can give. You can still share your power with her. Give her some.”

Reluctantly, I tried the same trick I had with Bataar, reaching through the ring to pull magic from the Doorway to give to Zyla. It pulled through so easily that it was more like removing a dam from a river than pulling a cart. It flowed through me into the marks on her arms like it was filling a pitcher.

Zyla’s mouth formed a pretty “O” as she watched her Ko glow a brilliant purple as they filled with power.

“What can I do with this?” she asked.

“With that, you have power here in the World of Legends to rearrange things. And you have power over golems to stop them.”

But that didn’t solve the problem before us.

“Maybe if you grab Eventen you can pull him in here and weave some kind of trap around him,” my mimic suggested. 

I hadn’t noticed him before. He stood off to the side surrounded by a gaggle of people who spoke to him excitedly. It worried me that he had friends here. Where had they all come from? The mimic rolled his eyes at my thought and pointed to Ty’nea in the crowd. Oh. They were the released souls from the golems.

“And now we need a plan,” Gran said. “Urgent or not urgent, we can’t just race back into harm’s way without an idea of how to get out again.”

“I think I have a plan,” I said.

“And if your plan is to pull our attackers in here one by one to dispose of them, then you need a better plan than that.”

“I was only planning to trap Eventen in here,” I said, blushing.

She snorted a laugh. “See? I can read your mind.”

“I think that might work for Eventen,” Zyla said. “And I think I can do that part.”

Her face was set in grim determination.

“How are the refugees from Estabis City?” I asked, remembering my responsibilities and nervous about the answer. 

“All safe,” she said, coloring as she spoke. “We had them safe and under the protection of the Dominar when I made a foolish mistake and trusted the wrong person. She grabbed me, stuffed me in a sack and the next thing I knew, I was here.”

“I’m glad you’re okay,” I said earnestly. But I was worried about the ‘next thing I knew’ part of the story. Did they have a Door of Heavens somewhere else?

“Enough of the sweet chatter. There will be time for that when all of this is over,” Gran said gently. “More than enough time. Now, this girl –“

“Zyla.”

“Zyla will grab Eventen and use the power that you just gave her to secure him here. But we still need a plan for the soldiers, Tor. They aren’t golems. You can’t freeze them in place. We need an army of our own to fight them blade for blade – at least as long as it takes for us to get to your dragon.”

“Agreed,” I said, smiling as I looked at the mimic and his friends. “I think I have just the souls for the job.”  
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Chapter Two
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We plunged through the door and I tried not to think about what we were doing or how Zyla had the most dangerous job of all.

“I don’t think Eventen counts as the most dangerous person out there, do you?” the mimic objected. “I mean, he’s hardly on the same level as a whole army.”

The familiar icy cold of passing through the Door hit me and then we were back on the battlefield. For a moment, I thought I saw my mimic out of the corner of my eye as I rushed forward.

“That’s not me, you fool. That’s you! We’re arriving before we left!”

Uh oh.

“Jump through the doorway, fools! Go!” I heard the mimic yelling. Who was he talking to? “Go now or all is lost!”

I leapt forward off the cart to the ground below and swung my staff before my sight cleared. It made contact with something hard and a grunt filled my ears. By the time I recovered enough to see what was happening, Eventen was on the ground, clutching his head. I’d remembered where he came from accurately. But I’d forgotten that he’d been holding Zyla, too. She lay on the ground, cradling her cheek in her hand.

“Ngh!” she said. 

Uh oh. My eyes grew big. I’d jumped before I thought.

“As per usual,” the mimic remarked. “And incidentally, I just saved you from meeting your past self. I have a bad feeling that you probably can’t both be in the same place at the same time.”

I didn’t have time to listen to his babbling. I had a Magika to fight.

I grabbed Eventen by the front of the shirt and pulled him to his feet. I could feel the magic building in his palms, ready to blast me with his Magika fire. I reached through the ring and pulled it away.

Oh wow. I was going to like this new skill.

“Don’t get too big of a head,” my mimic said. “This new skill is only useful if your enemies are.”

I grunted a laugh.

“I’ve got bad news for you, Eventen,” I said as I stole more magic from his hands. His face was growing pale, his forehead beading with sweat from the effort of drawing so much magic that was just snatched away. “The harder you work, the easier it is for me. And I’m one of the world’s natural leeches. I can do this all day.”

I pulled more power from his hands, looking up at the shout from the cart behind me. Zyla stood on the back of the cart, her eyes looking past me to the ground. I followed her gaze to see Zyla lying on the ground nursing a split cheek.

My eyes grew huge as the Zyla on the ground popped out of existence. I glanced quickly back to the Zyla in the cart and almost missed seeing her pop away, too.

“Oh no! Oh no! Oh no!” My mind was racing over Eventen’s laughter. I spun him around, twisting his arm behind his back so I could hold him in place while I tried to think. He just kept laughing.

“Think you’re so smart, street urchin? You’re nothing but instinct on legs. You know those things warp time, but I bet you never stopped to consider that they might put you back in time. That’s what happened, isn’t it? We’ve already had this fight, right?”

I looked to where the dragons were still tied up in a line on the hilltop hanging by their feet.

“Grawlix!” I spat as Stef and Gran stepped through the doorway. The soldiers were still closing in, hurrying to run to Eventen’s assistance. We were in the same spot we’d been in before – only this time I had Eventen as my hostage instead of Eventen having Zyla as his hostage.

Panic welled up. I didn’t know what had happened to Zyla and I needed to repeat everything I’d done with the golems and the dragons to get the dragons free.

Everything felt muddled and confused in my mind, like I couldn’t keep track of what had already happened and what still needed to happen.

I blinked, confused and frustrated. 

“One thought at a time, Tor!” Gran yelled, hurrying down the steps. “Calm down. Take a breath. One thought at a time.”

And to think I’d thought she would be a hindrance.

“Stef, step up beside him. Any soldier that comes, you hit him with that staff. I’ll take your staff, Tor. Now, there’s a good boy. Focus! Focus on getting those dragons free and stopping those golems just like last time.”

I focused, repeating my work before. Flick, flick, flick, I turned off the golems under the city. At the same time, I eased the golems on the hillside down the slope to lower the dragons and humans.

“And we’re walking toward the dragons,” Grans said, steering me as she spoke. “Hold on to the little Magika.” Did she mean Eventen? “That’s right. Keep siphoning off his power. When the first of the soldiers gets here, we’ll use it to carve a path. Just hold onto it for now.”

I was sweating from the effort. My eyes flicked back to the doorway.

“Don’t think about the girl. Whatever happened to her, we’ll sort it out after. Maybe we’ll even go back in time again to stop it. No, don’t panic, that’s just my joke! Focus!”

I focused, letting Gran guide my feet while I pressed forward, flick, flick, flick. I directed my hillside golems to gently break the chains and free the dragons one by one. I’d done this before. I could do this again. I pushed emotion aside. I pushed worry aside. I pushed planning aside. I focused. Gran would think of a plan. I needed to do my part.

“That’s right,” she was saying. “Step, step, and here are the soldiers.”

The first ranks of soldiers rushed toward us. 

“They have Eventen!”

“Grab them!”

“Watch out!” Eventen warned, pushing forward, but I held him back, my hands gripping his arm to keep him in place. This couldn’t go on for long.

“Don’t worry about the next step. Focus on this one,” Gran said.

And as I followed her directions, it was like I walked through a trance where everyone else was living and breathing and reacting and I was just carefully working on three mental tasks without any connection to the body that was following Gran’s instructions.

Chaos ruled and I ducked a swinging sword at the same moment that the ghosts finally poured out from the Door of Heavens behind us and raced across the ground to us. Like a tidal wave, they swept over the ranks of soldiers, not slowed at all by their startled cries. 

The soldiers converging on us hadn’t been expecting anything like this. No one expects the ghosts of their past to come back to life. 

Ghastly figures swept past, rushing into the ranks of soldiers and even through their bodies with bloodcurdling screams, saucy taunts, and dramatic pounces, leaving the soldiers more startled and terrified than actually hurt. After all, their ghostly bodies couldn’t damage the soldiers, but that much chaos could. Soldiers turned, hacking and slashing in their terror and injuring the men around them. Cries and curses sprang up from all around us.

Stef swung her staff, protecting me as I reached out, looking for Saboraak. Where? Where?

My heart stuttered when my eyes reached the hillside where I’d last seen her. The dragons were down, and my golems were freeing them, but I hadn’t heard her voice yet. Until I saw her whole and well, I wouldn’t believe that she was okay.

I tried to search for her as I worked, but Stef’s shout brought me back to what we were doing. She’d barely managed to deflect a blow aimed at me with her staff.

“Use the magic,” she grunted, shoving aside a second attack.

“Now would be good,” Gran reminded gently as her own staff flicked forward, hitting a soldier across his exposed neck. He choked, his hands wrapping around his damaged neck.

I released Eventen’s magic, shocked when it burst out from him like dragon fire as fireballs shot out from his hands one after another. They were green and magenta, and one was even yellow. 

They tore through the ranks as soldiers dove from the path of the fireballs, losing all desire to fight in their desperate run for safety.

“And now we run,” Gran said, hitting Eventen hard on the head. He slumped to the ground and I was still gasping in shock when she seized the collar of my jacket and shoved me forward. “Run, Ko’roi! Run!”

“Eventen,” I gasped.

“He was just going to slow us down. Run!”

I ran.

I ran as I fought the Magikas under the city for control of the golems. My control there was slipping away bit by bit. There were too many of them. They were too dedicated in their fight to stop me.

I ran as I continued to free the dragons from their chains. One of the dragons had risen into the air. It was hard to see him as we scrambled across the muddy plains, but I could see the bright glare of his flame ahead.

Saboraak? Saboraak? Are you there?

We ran, stumbling over clods of mud and dried wheel tracks from carts. We ran, fighting the suck of the mud under our boots. Any moment now, the soldiers would reform and attack us again. But until then, we ran like we had wolf golems on our heels. 

Who knew that Gran could run so fast? She was shoving me forward like she planned on forcing me into her plans one way or another. I should have been offended, but I was just relieved that I didn’t have to try to figure out what to do next. I had enough to concentrate on.

I could see through the wolf golem eyes – sort of – enough to see that we’d freed the dragons from their chains. But I couldn’t see well enough to distinguish who was who and who might be hurt. One of the dragons lay in a heap on the rocky hillside. Another limped to fall beside the first one. 

I pushed my wolf golems to form a ring around the fallen dragons and then seized the minds of the ones near the humans. Freeing them would be more delicate work. 

We were almost to the hillside when the clash of Stef’s staff on metal alerted my mind to return to what we were doing.

I dodged under a sword swipe just in time, feeling a second swipe pierce my coat and graze my ribs. They stung with sharp pain, protesting when I twisted my body to dodge a third lunge. We’d found a knot of soldiers. Cooks and farriers, unless I missed my guess. They were smeared and dirty from their work, but they were still men with swords. I’d run out of Eventen’s magic and I had none of my own, unless you counted the power of the Ko’roi, though what good weaving would do right now –

My words cut off as the threads of the future spun out around me and I saw what could be done.

I began to sing Bataar’s song. The song of the dead. It tasted bitter in my mouth as I leaned into what was coming next. And then, with a groan, I reached through the ring and pulled the souls from the bodies of the men in front of me, letting them fly free to the Door of Heavens as their bodies slumped to the ground.
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Chapter Three
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I didn’t realize that I’d frozen in place until I felt Gran’s hands shaking me. 

“Now’s not the time for a metaphysical panic, Ko’roi. You have more power than you can handle. It happens. Get over it and move on.”

What did that even mean? I wasn’t thinking about power. My mind was filled with horror over what I’d just done. I – Tor Winesping – was not a killer. I was a trickster and sometimes a liar and most definitely a fool, but I was no killer. And yet there were six men on the ground in a knot at my feet that said otherwise. I wasn’t even certain about how I’d done it.

Images of other men dead in Vanika, burnt and curled up in the pain they’d felt as they died flashed through my mind. They were replaced by other memories – faces of men as they fell, fighting on the walls of Estabis, faces of men already fallen in the long halls of the Castel keep in Estabis City.

“For every moment you take thinking about this, you lose more of the battle. Look at the city,” Gran said.

I blinked back to where we were.

In the distance, the city swayed as the teams of golems pulled at it. I’d lost my hold on them in my panic at what I had done. 

“We will deal with this. Just not yet.”

Deal with what? The loss of human life? This wasn’t something you ‘dealt with’ like losing a button or getting a hole in your boot. 

“But seriously, did you really think you’d enter a war and come out on the other side without killing people?” my mimic mocked.

I thought that I’d at least know they were bad.

“Ha! Well, I suppose you can ask. ‘Please, mister, while you’re trying to cut my throat, can you tell me – are you a bad person?’” He scoffed. “Where do I sign up to be someone else’s shadow?”

He was stuck with me and my conscience.

“Stuck is the word, alright. No matter how much I try to wear it away it sticks around ...” the mimic said, but I ignored him, steeling myself for what was to come. 

I had a dragon who was unresponsive, a friend who had vanished like a puff of smoke in a metaphysical incident, a city to save, and a nation to take over. I’d have to mourn the cooks and farriers later.

“That’s the spirit.”

And if I was lucky, I’d lose this mimic along the way.

“Lead on, Gran,” I said, fumbling with my mind to gain control of the golems again.

We were in a mass of boulders at the foot of the hills that the dragons were on. I couldn’t see them – not with so many boulders in the way, but if we could just press on, they weren’t too far. Through the eyes of the golems there, I could see blurry shapes of Magikas running away, their robes and hair on fire. Some of the humans had escaped the chains and were helping the others. Their forms were blurry. 

Gran pushed me forward and I responded to her urgings. “Not much farther, Tor. Come on!”

In the distance, I wrestled a golem back from Apeq – just one, but this time, I sucked his soul away. I hadn’t realized I could do that! I sent it speeding toward the Doorway of Heavens. It must be the ring around my neck. It amplified my power. It let me send them free without needing to be close enough to sing the song.

I focused on finding a golem in another group. If nothing else, the teams would be hampered by motionless golems until they could unhitch them.

There!

I focused, ripping the soul from the golem to send it back to the World of Legends. It was a painstaking process. The life in the golems felt – slippery, if that was the right word. Hard to hold or pull. I mumbled to myself as we climbed. 

“We’re hidden here in the boulders,” Gran was saying. “Keep us in them for as long as you can, Stef. You’re doing well. Keep it up.”

And with her encouragement, we slogged on, my eyes glazed over as I worked on pulling the souls free of the golems in the valley below, one at a time. One at a time.

I needed to get to where they could hear my song. Dealing with them individually was simply not enough.

I must have said that out loud because Gran was crooning, “We’ll get to that, Tor. One thing at a time. Follow Stef’s steps, that’s right. Here we go, I think after this boulder we’ll be in the clear again. What do you see, Stef?”

“Not far now, Gran.” Stef peered around the boulder and then she was motioning us forward, staff held at the ready.

I fought a persistent soul. Did it want to stay in the golem? It slipped and slid through my fingers like a buttered eel.

“Nothing likes to be forced,” my mimic said wryly. “I’ve noticed that you tend to squirm when anyone is dragging you anywhere. Try being more appealing. Make them want to leave the golem.”

That’s what the song was for. But I was too far away to entice them with the sweet strains of the Song of the Dead. I needed to use what I had.

“Here’s our chance!” Stef said and then Gran was shoving me forward and we were running from the boulders out onto the hillside.

Chaos reigned over the hills. Magikas flung their magenta and green fireballs – why was it always just those two colors? – while Tachril flamed them from above. He was okay! 

Beside him, Isitdor roared, snatching a fleeing Magika from the ground and flinging him with a mighty shake of his massive head. The Magika’s scream disappeared as he flew past the boulders to the fields beyond. 

But the people who had been tied up were in trouble. My golems stood around them, motionless, but the soldiers and Magikas who had imprisoned them ran between the golems, seeking the people bound to those dragons. The looks on their faces weren’t looks of fear. I moved one of the golems suddenly, crushing a soldier between him and the wolf golem beside him. I didn’t know if he lived or died, but I left the golem there as I grabbed another golem and charged him at a second soldier as he raised his sword to kill one of the humans trussed on the ground. The wolf golem leapt forward, snatching the soldier up in his jaws and leaping past into the hills beyond. 

In the chaos, it was hard to count heads or see specifics. Every time I thought I might see Saboraak, someone moved in front of my view. I counted four dragons in the air. One appeared to be hurt. I counted four humans trussed on the ground and three standing. I counted two oosquer, dead. Their throats slit where they lay trussed in chains.

But there was so much I wasn’t seeing. Frustrated, I ran on, moving golems as I could to block the Magikas and soldiers from attacking the tiny band of humans as they tried to free their fellows. One Magika raised his hands, fireballs leaping from them to smash into my golem’s chest, but fire didn’t stop golems. The wolf golem swept him up as easily as a dog scoops up a bone, running down the hill like he was playing with his prize.

I didn’t have the time to direct them after I used them to clear the path. I had to trust that they would stop eventually.

“They probably won’t. There will be wild golems running around with the bones of dead Magikas in their mouths for years to come,” my mimic said wryly. He seemed to think his grisly joke was funny. There was nothing funny about death.

And then we were finally in among the humans.

“Tor!” Nostar said, looking up from where he fought the chains around Letina. They were locked with heartstone. I laid a hand on them and the lock fell away.

“What happened?” I asked, hurrying to where Janes was also locked in place. Lenora, streaked in mud, was trying to free him.

“One of the Kav’ai was a traitor,” Lenora said, leaning back with a look of relief as I broke the heartstone lock holding Janes. “He betrayed us into the hands of the enemy. We had warned Questan and were on our way to Dominion City when we were set upon by dragons and Magikas. They pulled us from the sky and bound us and delivered us over to the army here. The other Kav’ai said he had also betrayed his people at a place called Kav’ru.”

So that was how Shabren had known to look for us there!

I moved to help Devind and Jordil, breaking their locks as Lenora pulled them free of the chains. 

“Thanks, Tor,” Devind said quietly.

“Where is Karillion?” I asked Nostar. The man beside him was dressed in Estabis colors – one of the soldiers who had fled with Lenora.

“Dead,” Nostar said, his face wooden as he used the chain he’d been tied with to deflect the attack of a soldier who darted toward us. 

“The Kav’ai?” I asked, waking one of the golems up to attack the four men who were racing toward us from behind the first soldier. My golem batted the first one away like an annoyance and rushed after a second.

“Dead,” Nostar said, ducking a sword swipe. Stef smacked his attacker in the temple with her staff and he fell to the ground. Jordil snatched up his sword, but the threat was past. My golem had run down or chased off the other attackers.

“The other soldiers who fled with Lenora?”

“Killed when we were ambushed.”

I nodded, my own expression hardening. I needed to find Saboraak. The soldiers attacking us right now were just ragged groups from the army’s flanks, but they were already pulling together an organized counter-attack and unless we could group up, we’d all be taken captive again.

“I need to get to Saboraak,” I said, rushing forward, shoving past the immobile forms of the golems. I’d set them in a ring around the humans to help keep the humans safe, but now they stood between me and my dragon. I couldn’t even catch a glimpse of her through their heavy bodies and thick legs. I could ride one, perhaps. But I didn’t want to stop and mount it. I needed to get to Saboraak, and I needed to get to her now.   

I ignored the protests and cries from the people behind me, as I rushed past the golems. I needed to find her – to even just catch a glimpse. It worried me that she hadn’t spoken to me yet.
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Chapter Four 
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Isitdor and Tachril fought from the skies, flaming wildly at the human Magikas rushing toward the dragons on the ground. Guarding their flank were Nazscal and Hyoogan. 

Now I could see why we’d only had ragged assaults on the human captives – most of the army’s efforts were focused on the dragons. A flood of soldiers plunged toward the dragons still bound on the ground, Magikas in their midst flinging fireballs as the dragons in the air dodged and rolled to avoid the sticking fire. 

But the dragons were anchored to this spot. They didn’t dare leave it to use their advantage of mobility – not when three dragons lay on the hillside, immobile. I picked out Izhoedi’s form first. He was still chained in place, his head fighting wildly at the chain keeping him in place. At least he was still alive! If I could get to him, I could unchain him.

I heard breathing behind me and then Devind overtook me, rushing toward his trussed dragon like an arrow from a bow. The shouts behind me told me that the others were following, too, but I needed to keep running. If anyone could get Izhoedi free, it would be me. 

“Just do it from here!” my mimic urged. “You keep forgetting everything that you can do. You’re wasting time!”

He was right. I reached out to the lock on the chains through the ring around my neck and snapped it free. The chains fell off Izhoedi like cut vines as he thrashed them away, his wings unfurling. Devind barely had time to leap on his bare back before he was in the air, scouring the earth before him with streams of flame.

The attempted theft of the dragons’ souls clearly hadn’t weakened all of them. 

But Izhoedi’s leap into the air revealed the two Green dragons lying still on the ground behind him. They didn’t lie tense like they were trapped and waiting to be freed. They lay limp, wings deflated, heads lolling.

And one of them wasn’t a Green at all.

“Saboraak!” the cry ripped from my lips and I ran, stumbling, rolling across the dirt, getting up again and then barreling forward with no thought to what was behind me or under me or above me. Had they succeeded? Was she dead?

I reached her side, my vision a blur as my heart beat too fast. 

My hands reached her muzzle first, running over it. She was hot – burning hot. Her eyes were closed – but she was breathing. Her breath was weak and thready for a dragon, but it still puffed out her wide nostrils.

“Saboraak.” My tears splashed on her hot face leaving little puffs of steam where they hit. “Hold on. I’m here. We’ll get you out of this.”

But how was I going to help her? I released the lock on her chains, letting them fall away, but the long tube that ran from her neck was still there. I followed it with my eyes to a metal rod on the ground. The tube seemed to be jammed between her scales. I reached for it to pull it out.

“I wouldn’t,” the mimic warned.

Why not? It was what had done this to her! It had sucked the life out of her!

Beside us, I saw Lenora fall to the ground, skidding across the mud to get to her dragon. 

“Lypukrm!” she wailed. But there was no warmth rising off Lypukrm. And the rod on the end of his tube glowed with an unearthly light.

“I think they were sucking her soul out,” the mimic said.

“Got it in one guess, genius.” His words stirred a fury in me. I reached again for the tube. It shouldn’t be in her. She shouldn’t be disgraced like that!

“Stop!” my mimic screamed at me. “Listen!”

What?

“You have power over souls. You suck them here and shove them there. Just pull it out of the rod and put it back in her!”

I froze. It couldn’t be that easy.

“Easy? What are you, divine? Moving a soul from one place to another is not what anyone else would call easy!”

True.

“If you don’t try, you’ll lose her forever. Look at Lenora. Do you want that to be you?”

I glanced at Lenora, draped over her dragon bawling. On either side of her Nostar and Letina stood, fighting off any soldiers who pushed past the flames of the dragons above. There weren’t many, but those who came had bloodlust in their eyes.

My hands shook as I held the tube, not pulling it away this time, but instead concentrating, focusing, forcing my will upon it.

“Come on!” the mimic encouraged.

I tried to be gentle. I tried to be enticing. I tried to ease the energy from the rod back into the tube and move it toward my dragon. Instead, it flashed through the tube like lightning, blowing me back with the force of it.

I fell backward, hitting my head on the dried mud ground. Stars danced across my vision but when I opened my eyes my dragon was pulling herself up onto her feet, shaking like a dog out of a pond.

Tor? What took you so long.

I stood, shaking, joy filling me like a sunbeam in my heart. She lived! She was fine.

“Oh, you know me,” I said. “Always like to make an entrance.”

Her dragon smile made the world right again.

We seem to be under attack. Mount up!

But I had something to do first. Could she take my friends? I motioned to Gran and Stef, standing back a little, their eyes large as saucers as they watched Saboraak’s transformation.

Of course. But hurry. Isitdor says we need to move.

I nodded. But I wanted to make sure that all of us could move. I ran to where Lypukrm lay in the mud. Gently, I shook Lenora. 

“Lenora? You need to stand up.”

“I can’t leave him like this,” she said, her eyes red and puffy.

“Just let me look, okay?” I tried to keep my tone kind as I bent over her dragon. 

It might not work. After all, Saboraak had not been completely drained when I got to her. 

I put my hand on the tube and called to the life in the rod. 

Nothing.

I tugged a little harder, asking it to come.

Nothing.

Skies and Stars! What was with stubborn souls? Irritated, I yanked at the soul in the rod, demanding it return to the dragon it belonged to.

I should have expected some blowback after what happened with Saboraak, but I was too focused on the task.

The world went dark.
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Chapter Five 
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I woke to hands shoving me down against something hard and hot. The ground trembled and wavered under me.

I’m not the ground.

Saboraak! Are you okay?

Your friends dragged you onto my back after whatever you did to Lypukrm knocked you two dragon-lengths backward.

No wonder I felt like I was covered in bruises. And Lypukrm?

He lives! Oh, Tor, you wouldn’t believe how happy I am to see that you’re okay! I thought you were dead!

She thought I was dead?

When we left you in Estabis, I thought you’d never survive. I was so worried!

She was worried?

Is there something wrong with your brain? You keep repeating me.

No. Nothing wrong. It’s just that I was worried about you.

My stomach lurched as we dropped in the air and a bright flash crossed my vision.

Ummm... Saboraak? Are we having this cheerful little conversation during a battle by any chance?

Yes. We’re flying toward Questan to join up with the Dominion Dragon Riders over the city. They just launched an attack on the flying golems. I guess the City Council finally made up their minds what to do. They’ve been fighting about it since we left them.

Oh. 

Too little too late.

I fought against whatever was pinning me to Saboraak.

“Tor?” Stef asked. “Are you okay?”

“Would you let me up?” I said, pushing harder against the restraint. Hands grabbed me, pulling me up and I realized that it hadn’t been Stef holding me down but Gran.

“Only if you don’t run off like a hound after a hare,” Gran said. “I swear you don’t have the sense you were born with. You should be thanking the Skies and Stars every day that someone saw that and gave you that Eye pendant. You’d never have survived this long without the added favor that thing gives you.”

“Luck, you mean?” I asked, arranging myself in front of her on Saboraak’s shoulder blades.

We’d passed whatever enemy she’d been fighting and were racing over the heads of the Ko’Torenth army. I glanced around counting dragons. There was Lenora riding Lypukrm. He looked like he’d never been dead at all. My efforts had worked! 

There was Tachril with Nostar and the other soldier from Estabis. There was Isitdor and Nazscal and Hyoogan and Izhoedi. We were alive. We had survived.

“Yes,” Gran said. “In a way. It channels power from the World of Legends to tip the weaving of the future just slightly in your favor.”

Oh.

Somehow, that made sense.

How many times in the last weeks had I survived things that should have killed me – survived by just a hair? How many times had I taken a crazy gamble only to see it pay off – or at least not go as wrong as it could have? And all this time it had been this gift from Ephretti making things just a shade more survivable. I should find her and thank her. I’d do it if I survived this battle.

Is it true that Bataar is making an empire for you and that you asked for a place for our Drazenloft?

How did she already know that?

Stef is telling me that she wants to live in my dragon city.

Of course. I couldn’t keep a secret from Saboraak if I tried. Other dragons kept their thoughts to themselves, but not Saboraak. She was a Chatty Catty. But now wasn’t the time to worry about secrets.

Right now, we were about to help a second city under siege and this time we had less time and more enemies. I could already feel my skin crawling at the prospect. We’d barely lived through the last siege. What would we do to save the people in this city? Was there any way that we even could?

Ahead of us, the dragons of the city met the flying golems in the air. This force of golems was larger than the force that had come at us in Estabis. Three or four times as large. Worse, with so many Magikas in the ground – and some riding the flying golems – they tore into the dragons like a tiger through a nest of chicks. 

My breath caught in my throat. 

Two hundred dragons – maybe more – flew into twice their number in flying golems. The clash was like the clash of storm fronts. The sound filled the air and winds buffeted us. Dragons, torn to pieces and golems crumpled and broken – were already raining from the sky. It took a heartbeat before I shook myself and realized what I needed to do.

I found the first Magika riding a flying golem – his hand outstretched with a lightning rod at the end of it, spewing bolts of lightning into the fray. I sucked that golem’s soul from his body with a single snatching motion. I didn’t wait to watch him fall from the sky – couldn’t bear to watch. 

I was already hunting for the next one. 

There!

I pulled that golem’s soul free, too, sending it spinning toward the World of Legends. 

Again, and again I repeated the motion. 

Locate, pull. 

Locate, pull. 

Locate, pull. 

It was fast as thought, fast as heartbeats. Before I had even felt the passing of time, I’d run out of Magikas riding golems. 

I switched my attention to golems in groups ripping dragons to pieces. 

Snatch. Snatch Snatch. 

I stole them quick as thought. 

Was it stealing to take something that was already stolen and set it free?

I could hear Stef and Gran yelling about something, but I didn’t dare spare any thought to it. 

Snatch. Snatch. Snatch.

Below, under the city and sometimes over it, dragons fell like rain and flying golem shells fell with them. I blocked myself from feeling. 

Snatch. Snatch.

I didn’t dare feel the horror of the loss of dragon and human life as dragons and their riders plunged screaming in terror from the sky, falling to land on the ground among the wolf golems. Even if they survived the fall, they didn’t survive long in the flurry of metal jaws and feet below.

I didn’t dare think of family and friends who would never see them again.

Snatch.

Why was I crying if I wasn’t thinking of that? I wiped my eyes harshly.

Snatch.

I didn’t dare let myself imagine what it would be like to die that way. Or what it meant for all of us to have lost so many brothers to the madness of Apeq A’kona.

Snatch.

He was out there somewhere. Out there and doing this to humanity. Fury boiled within me, fueling me.

Snatch. Snatch. Snatch.

And then the screaming was coming from Saboraak, too.

Snatch.

Tor! Oh, Skies and Stars! Tachril! Hyoogan! Help!

A metal body swooped so close that I had to duck. I heard Gran screaming and Stef cursing behind me but as soon as I could lift my head, I snatched the soul from the golem who had just grazed our heads. 

We were tumbling from the sky, golems all around us like a cloud of metal and fury.

Snatch. Snatch. Snatch. Snatch.

They fell around us, raining bodies heavier than teams of oxen onto the ground.

Snatch. Snatch. 

But there were more, still more. I focused harder, trying to grab two or three souls with every snatch, sometimes succeeding, sometimes only getting one. 

Snatch. Snatch. Snatch.

My jaw slammed shut, rattling my concentration as we hit the ground.

Saboraak? Are you okay?

Snatch. Snatch.

Lost my wind. 

I leapt from her back. We had landed on a mound of fallen flying golems, but around us, all I could see was a sea of metal-bodied wolf-golems as they turned all their attention to us.
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I began to sing.

Bataar’s song for the dead spilled from my lips like pearls from a velvet bag. 

Rest, weary one,

The sun, the sun

Is rising.

In this new life,

The pain has flown, away.

I shoved them back in waves, stopping them a dozen here, a dozen there while the song lifted the souls of each one I stopped, drifting them up to the World of Legends.

Rest child of earth,

And let your soul,

Fly heavenward,

No tear to mar the eye,

Or pain the heart again.

From the corner of my eye, I saw our wing landing around us, forming defensive positions around Saboraak, their own wings torn and bleeding. Hyoongan had a bite mark in his neck. Tachril had lost the tip of his tail.

Until one day,

When we, our hearts united,

Stand under sun,

We’ve never seen before.

I shoved them back relentlessly, singing, singing. There was shouting behind me. These days, there always seemed to be shouting.

“Except this time, it’s for a reason,” the mimic said.

Until one day,

When hope has shown her merit,

And all will rest in faith 

and warm to brand new life.

I continued to turn, slowly, pushing, pushing. Whatever they were yelling about would reveal itself in time. Until then, I had thousands of golems to stop. The hundred or so I’d managed so far barely seemed to make a dent as I piled them up around me.

At the next turn, I saw what the commotion was.

“I wondered when she’d come out to party,” the mimic said. 

Ambrosia was striding toward us, the golems clearing a path for her as she walked, hands held out on either side, blazing with magical fire.

The dragons tightened around us, protective.

Saboaraak? Can you ask them to move back? I think this is between me and Ambrosia. I think I have to fight her.

Why? That’s just stupid. Let us stand with you!

Hyoogan flamed at Ambrosia, blocking her way. She flicked a wrist and he tumbled aside as if blown over by a massive wind. Janes rolled with him, keeping his seat – but barely.

If I stood and fought her, then the other Magikas would see what they were up against. Maybe it would shake them enough to pin them here while the armies of the Dominar were rushing to reinforce Questan. Maybe, it would buy everyone a little more time to survive.

Or maybe she’ll kill you!

And then, like she was being called, Saboraak’s head whipped to the side.

What? What did she see?

Zyla! She made it back! She’s here!

But she would be alone out there, surrounded by enemies and vulnerable. Saboraak shifted back and forth like she was being pulled in two directions.

Go! I insisted. Go and get her!

But you...

I’ll be fine. Take everyone with you. You need them all!

Tor – she sounded agonized, like it was hurting her to leave me. I knew the feeling.

Please, Saboraak! Please help her. Please take your friends to go and get her. I’ll keep the army distracted. I’ll make sure the attention is on me so you can swoop back there and get her. Most of the army is concentrated over here, anyway.

That’s not what I’m worried about.

Ambrosia was almost level with the hill of fallen golems I was standing on. 

“Let’s see how long you can pull those little stunts when you face a real Magika,” she said, a troublingly warm grin on her innocent face.

I’m worried that she will kill you, or the golems will. I’m worried that you won’t have anyone to protect you. 

Please, Saboraak. Zyla is in that position right now and she has nothing but that little bit of magic I gave her.

With a sound that was more like a cry of frustration than anything else, Saboraak spread her wings behind me, throwing shadows over me as she lifted up into the sky. Around us, the other dragons joined her, lifting up into the grey clouds above us. 

The weather, like my mood, was grim.

“Yes, that’s right,” Ambrosia said. “Just you and me and our shadows.”

Her shadow pulled away from her, stepping out to stand on her own, her mimic hair gleaming despite the cloudy day.

Uh oh.

“And your grandmother, I guess,” Ambrosia said with a tinkling laugh.

I looked behind me, surprised to see Gran there. Hadn’t she flown off with Saboraak? Stef must have. She was not beside Gran.

“Stay back,” I warned Gran, easing my way over fallen golems to pull away from her. Ambrosia would be aiming her attacks at me. No need to get Gran killed while I played this gamble.

Because I knew it was a gamble to face a powerful Magika like Ambrosia one on one. And I knew it could get me killed. I was just hoping that Gran was right about the pendant and that it really would nudge the lines of the future in my favor. I could see the pattern weaving all around me. And if it didn’t weave in my favor, there was no way I was going to survive this.
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“I thought maybe you could fight Gran,” I said easily. “I’ve always thought it was bad sportsmanship to pick on people weaker than you.”

Ambrosia’s face clouded over with anger and her mimic pulled a magical whip out of thin air, flexing it threateningly.

“I think the mimic is even prettier than the Magika,” my mimic said. “It’s not often that you get to meet other shadows.”

“Why have I only ever seen her shadow and Shabren’s?” I asked, not realizing I’d said it aloud until Ambrosia replied.

“Everyone has a shadow, Tor. But you only see the shadows of people who play with magic. We mess with things in the spiritual world and so we have a spiritual residue that can be seen.”

“Then where is Eventen’s?” I asked. 

“It takes a lot of magic to develop one. He’s simply not as strong as me. Or you.” She snickered. “Now say goodbye to Grandma, Tor. It’s time to show the watching world why Magikas are going to win this war.”

“Well, it can’t be because of your practicality. A one-on-one showdown is ridiculously showy. And I’m guessing it’s not because of your warm hearts, either. If there was an award for ‘Coldest Heart of the Year’ it would be a close heat between you and good old Apeq.”

“Oh, I’d win that one, Tor. I treasure my cold heart.”

“It’s the only treasure you have.”

She threw the first fireball and I dodged to the side while my mimic laughed. He should be trying to get her mimic! If he could kill it like he’d killed Shabren’s then we’d win. Shabren had gone insane.

“I don’t think I want to kill her mimic,” he said. “She’s pretty. Maybe she has some good in her.”

Unlikely. My mimic didn’t seem to have any good in him and he was my mimic. Ambrosia was already pure evil. Her mimic could only be worse.

“Maybe her mimic is the good one,” he said.

That got a laugh from Ambrosia. “If you think that, then you’re more naive than I could have hoped for! 

“If you think you can kill me with fireballs, then you are exactly as naïve as I’ve been betting on,” I said, leaping to the side as she threw the other one and sucking it up into the ring like I had with Eventen’s. 

I pulled at her soul, trying to pluck it from her like I had accidentally done to the cooks and farriers, but it didn’t budge.

“If you’re trying to steal my soul, Tor,” she said with a smirk. “You should know that the mimic protects me from that. There are no easy wins for you today.”

“There never are,” I mumbled.

Our battle was working. Around us. The golems continued to crowd in, their focus on us, and when I looked up from my precarious perch on top of the fallen golems, I could see Magikas and soldiers watching us from afar. It was the perfect distraction from Saboraak.

Almost there!

And the perfect way to stall the war.

“You can only stall for so long,” my mimic warned. “And then you have to figure out what to do next.”

“Don’t worry, Tor.” Ambrosia laughed as she began to climb the pile of fallen golems to meet me at the top. “I know exactly what to do next. I’m going to take back that ring – it seems I was wrong about that – and then I’m going to take your soul and use it to fuel this fascinating little item.” She pointed to the spiritual whip her mimic held. “Which I’m pretty sure I can use to bring back the souls of the few golems you have destroyed and continue our little war.”

“You threatened me with that before,” I said dryly. “Try a fresh threat.”

I leapt forward before I was finished speaking, knocking her backward and grabbing her arm, twisting it behind her back. 

“Surrender!”

My mimic shrieked and I spun, losing my grip on Ambrosia’s arm. Ambrosia’s mimic had him by the throat, her hands digging in as her face twisted in violence. I leapt toward her, twisting my ankle over a fallen golem and stumbling as I leapt. I jumped right through her, falling through their struggling bodies, my hands empty.

“You didn’t think I was planning to kill your body, did you?” Ambrosia asked sweetly. “Oh no, Tor. I’m planning to take your mind – just like you did to my dear friend Shabren. It will be much easier to take your soul then.”

My mimic’s flailing was growing weaker. I reached again for Ambrosia’s mimic, but my hands closed on nothing as Ambrosia laughed. 

My mimic stilled. He had seconds left – if that. Seconds before I lost my mind to madness. With every fiber of strength I had left, I reached through the ring, drawing on the power of the World of Legends and pulled at the mimic, my jaw dropping as she was sucked away. I should have started with her first.

My surprised gaze met Ambrosia’s shocked one and then she slumped to her knees with a cry, falling forward onto her face, blood pooling around her shattered skull.

Gran stood behind her with a bloody rock clutched between her aged palms. 

“Talk is fine. Action is more useful,” she said after a moment, dropping the stone.

I couldn’t seem to stand up. My legs felt like jelly. She’d killed the Magika without hesitating. She’d bashed her head in with a rock. 

Horror shook me. We’d almost died. We’d almost died because I couldn’t do what Gran just did.

“She saved my life,” my mimic muttered in disbelief. 

“Remember this, Ko’roi. There is no man so powerful that a blow from a common object can’t be the end of his life. There is no woman so skilled that she can’t be outsmarted by an old woman she thought wasn’t worth watching. You’re made of flesh just like her. We all are. And no one, not even the Ko’roi is above that.”

I didn’t feel above anything as I pulled myself painfully to my feet, favoring my twisted ankle, clutching at my sword-grazed ribs and feeling the ache of my burned face more intensely. 

I felt overwhelmed. 

The golems still surrounded us. The war was still raging. If I’d thought that defeating one powerful Magika in one-on-one combat would end a war, I was wrong. War was too big for one person to end in one stand-off. I was going to have to think bigger than that.

“Eat this,” Gran said, offering me a small hard cake from her belt pouch. “You look pale.”
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We’ve got her. Saboraak’s voice seemed tense.

What was the problem?

We got Zyla but, Tor, the flying golems have wheeled away from the city. They’re coming straight for us. We’re already mired down by Magika attacks.

I needed to see this for myself. Hastily, I scrambled up the pile of still golems to the highest point and looked over the battlefield. Saboraak and the others swirled in the sky near the doorway, dodging and darting as they fought groups of Magikas riding flying golems, lightning and flame spurting from the rods they held. More flying golems streaked across the sky toward them like a flight of deadly birds.

I craned around me, looking for a way to help. The dragons on the city were occupied, fighting the golems beneath them. The teams of golems below may have failed, but that didn’t stop the crawling masses of golems from creeping up the sides of the city. I couldn’t get help from anyone in the city. 

On the distant horizon, a black mass was growing larger. I hadn’t noticed it before, but something was flying from the south and east. Did I dare to hope it was allies? Could I dare to hope it was the Dominar’s dragons coming to our aid?

There was a cry from below and Gran pointed to the wolf golems closing in.

I began my song again, stilling them in waves as I sang. But holding this one place was not enough. I grabbed one of the golems racing toward us and stopped him, but I didn’t pull his soul free. Instead, I turned him around.

“Come on!” I called to Gran and we hurried to the golem. I sang and fought with my mind as she mounted the golem and then I quickly mounted, too, pushing the golems nearby out of the way to make a path for our golem. 

Forward, I thought to the golem, pushing other golems as I drove him toward our friends. 

“I need to talk to you about something,” Gran said, as if it wasn’t hard enough to urge this golem forward and clear a path without her chattering away, too. I needed a bigger mind for all this mind-work. Hubric should have chosen a scholar instead of me.

“Or anyone, really. Then you and I could be flying around exploring instead of fighting this war,” my mimic said.

But that wasn’t how it worked. Powerful blessing – the kind that transformed you into a new person, the kind that meeting Saboraak had brought me – didn’t just drop in your lap. You owed something for being given it. Or maybe not owed. Maybe it was just that if you didn’t live into that transformation, then it just disappeared. It was like moonbeams and smiles. You couldn’t store them up, or trap them, or trot them out when you wanted them. You had to enjoy them when they came, had to seize them while they were near. You had to live into beauty and love. You couldn’t just take them for granted.  

“Pay attention,” Gran said, gripping my arm uncomfortably hard.

“You have my attention,” I said through gritted teeth, still pushing golems aside and sending their souls to the World of Legends. It was getting a little easier every time I did it. And wasn’t that an insane thought?

We were racing down a wide lane, golems standing on either side of it like they were waiting to wave to a parade.

“The soldiers,” Gran said. “You need to think of the soldiers as you did before.”

“I won’t be able to freeze them in place,” I agreed. “Hopefully, the dragons can help there.”

“That’s not what I meant.” She sounded disgusted, but I was too busy fighting with my mind to understand why. “They are your people now. And you had the right instincts about them back when those cooks attacked us.”

“What?”

“You are our Ko’roi! That means they’re your people!”

“Well, then they should stop fighting me!” I thought she’d wanted me to kill in this battle. After all, she hadn’t been too shy with that rock.

We were getting closer to the dragons now. Close enough for me to pick off one of the golems carrying a Magika before returning to freezing golems along my path. I felt like there was too much for me to be concentrating on. I couldn’t keep up with the golems around me, the dragons in the air, where the soldiers were, where Apeq was, what was happening with the city, and the faraway black mass. I was going to forget to act somewhere and someone was going to die. My nerves were buzzing at the thought and that didn’t help with concentration at all. 

“They are loyal to their Heads of House. Didn’t you see them with Apeq A’kona when we were flying on your dragon’s back? It was easy to pick them out.”

“I didn’t see them.” I’d had just a wee bit on my mind.

“Well, we can’t just kill the soldiers – not if they are following their Heads of House. They’re your people. And they’re trying to be loyal. That changes things. You need to find a way to save them, too.”

“You killed Ambrosia!”

“She is not of Ko’Torenth.”

“Neither am I!” 

Agh! ‘Save the Dominion, Tor,’ they said. ‘And the spirit world, oh and all the souls that were put in the golems. And the dragons. And, is it really too much to ask you to save Ko’Torenth, too?’ When did it end? When could he just please, for the love of the Skies and Stars, just please take a nap?

“If you can prove to the Heads of House that you are Ko’roi, they will listen, and we can save the lives of all these men. My countrymen.”

“I’ll do my best,” I said through gritted teeth. After all, I owed her. She’d just saved my life. But she sure did know how to call in a favor!
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The problem with power was that it attracted attention.

“We like attention,” the mimic reminded me.

But this was not the good kind of attention.

I had been mostly unopposed as I rushed toward where the dragons fought for dear life against flying golems and Magikas. Or at least, it felt like fighting unopposed because I could just stop every golem in my path, but as I froze the last golems ahead of me, I realized that behind them were hundreds of human soldiers, forming up in a line with polearms and pikes in a proper formation. If I didn’t stop the wolf-golem I rode, I’d run right into their formation – or over it more likely. Which would be fine if Gran wasn’t slamming her fist into my ribs.

“Remember! No hurting the humans!”

“Nngh! What do you suggest?”

“Stop!” she roared, and I stopped, skidding to a halt at the last knot of golems, my eyes running up and down the human line. 

How was I supposed to get around them when they were lined up like that? How was I supposed to save the dragons without hurting these soldiers? This was impossible!

I was about to say so when a blast of fire rocketed out of the human ranks. I had been distracted, looking at the dragons. I didn’t see it until it was upon me, blasting me backward off the golem and throwing me through the air to land with a hard smack in the mud. My head hit hardened mud and I moaned in pain. Trying to clear my eyes of the sudden stars I was seeing.

Something was roaring like a fire. Was that me? 

“Roll, you fool! Roll!” the mimic screamed at me. 

Awkwardly, I flopped over onto my face and then barely managed to throw myself back onto my back. The smell of burning cloth and burnt flesh wafted up to me. 

Painfully, I pulled at my coat. The front of it was mostly gone, ragged around the edges, revealing bare flesh. In the center of my chest, the Eye pendant lay, untouched, and the flesh all around it in a sphere the size of both my palms was whole and healthy, as if the tiger stone had protected it, but the flesh around that circle sizzled and stung, flesh open and burnt around the edges. 

I hissed in pain, struggling up to my feet. I was dazed, uncertain of what had happened to me.

I must have been knocked from my mount by a Magika fireball. I scanned the earth for Gran. My mouth went dry when I saw her bent and broken at the feet of a still golem, her head at an angle no head should be. 

Gran.

I needed her. 

She couldn’t be gone! 

I needed her.

Panic welled up within me and a bone-deep sense of loss. I hadn’t protected her and I should have. I kept leaning on her for wisdom without remembering how vulnerable she was. And now she was gone. I felt like I’d lost a treasure I’d never really had in the first place.

“Now you can kill those people without anyone complaining,” my mimic said with a shrug. “And you might want to get on that. They’re charging.”

I blinked as the wall of humans surged forward. The roar I had heard was the roar of their voices. They were already past the golem I had been riding, closing in on Gran – Skies and Stars rest her soul. There was really one thing to do. I turned and ran, scrambling across the muddy terrain down the aisle lined with golems.

Who would have guessed back in the day that I’d die running from an army instead of from the City Watch? Or that I’d be dirty because I was knee-deep in mud, not because I’d taken a bribe. Good deeds never paid. Not the way criminal acts did. But I’d rather die like this than live like that.

Something grabbed my shoulders, ripping me from the ground. They had me. I closed my eyes, waiting to feel the blades stabbing through me, but when nothing happened, I opened them. 

I was soaring over the battlefield. 

My heart stuttered at the sight.

Got you. Saboraak said.

My heart slammed against my chest in either relief or a new heart attack.

I twisted in the grip of her feet, looking behind us to where her wing of Green dragons soared on either side, a tail of golems streaking toward us. Saboraak flew with all the speed she could muster as bright fireballs streaked around us. 

Who said life with me wasn’t exciting?

No one ever said that.

Who said it wouldn’t get the old ticker ticking?

Seriously, no one has accused you of being boring.

Who said it wouldn’t make every day taste sweet because you didn’t know if it was the last?

Are you making these accusations up?

It felt so good to hear her voice!

You should hear Zyla. The girl swears like a sailor when she’s frightened for your life. You should have a quiet word with her about language.

Because that would go over well. I could already tell that Zyla was a girl who took critique well.

It would be for her own good.

In the distance, the dark cloud had almost reached the city and now it was very clear that it was an army of dragons and at their head, a rider in a bright mask sparkled.

We needed to get to them. We needed to meet with the Dominar and tell her what was happening. And I needed to find a way to end this war the way Gran would have wanted – with few human deaths and a future for everyone.

It felt like someone had left a shard of glass in my chest when I thought of Gran. Maybe it was just the burns.

Or maybe you’ve finally learned compassion.

It couldn’t be that.

We should see if Nostar knew how to sign to the dragons ahead of us.

Unnecessary.

We’d need to tell them we were friends.

They already know.

How could they know?

Hubric is with them and let me tell you, Kyrowat has a bee in his ear about you. He says you’d better get over there fast or he’s going to show you what tricksters get as rewards.

Hot cocoa and a warm blanket?

Joy filled me at the thought of Hubric and Kyrowat alive and healthy. Relief at the thought of Kyrowat’s complaints.

No.

A comfortable nap by the fire?

Definitely not.

A new coat to replace this torn one?

They thought you were dead. Kyrowat is angry that you put him through that. I really think I’m doing a poor job conveying his tone...

But I was just happy he was alive. And I had an idea. One that maybe, if I was lucky, could end all of this.
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Chapter Ten
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Flying over an army wasn’t as simple as it sounded in my mind’s eye. By the time we reached the city, we were mired in flying golems and fireballs thrown from the Magikas below.

We’re being hit! Saboraak cried as she spun away from an attack. 

I bit back a moan as her claw dug a little too tight into my shoulder as she dodged, but it only lasted a second before a dragon scream ripped from her throat. I looked above me to see her wing alight from where a fireball hit her and then we were spiraling down to the ground below. I swallowed, trying to clear the golems out of the way for her fall, but there were men and women below us, too, their Magika robes billowing as they darted in between the golems. 

We were at the base of the city, so close to where Aqeq and the Heads of Houses watched the siege – from a small cluster of pavilions sited on a small hill –  that I could almost pick out faces from their pavilions. Human soldiers ringed their tents and formed up defensive protection in a low make-shift log wall – barely the height of my waist – and trenches. 

I glanced toward the Dominar’s flying army, but I couldn’t catch sight of them with Saboraak spinning so quickly. 

Skies and Stars!

My feet hit the ground first and I was running before I had my balance, trying to get out of her way as her belly hit the ground. Behind me, I heard Zyla screaming and then there were dragons descending all around, nursing injured wings and tattered tails, flaming and flaring at the surrounding golems. 

I sang at the top of my lungs, forcing golems back while Nostar and Lenora dismounted, weapons in hand. They were circling the dragons, lining them up in a defensive position while Zyla and Letina spilled water over burning wounds and applied salves.  I hadn’t had a chance yet to tell her how glad I was to see her.

“You might not get a chance. This is a famous last stand if I’ve ever seen one,” the mimic said.

Hold on. Help comes!

But the humans were charging us now, and there was nothing I could do about their martial fury as I flung golems back, wrenching their souls from them by the dozen. Nothing that I could do to stop the surge as I fought to keep the magic-made creatures back. I saw Devind slip in the mud and Nostar caught him, pushing him behind his own body as he fought with the other arm to hold back a charging enemy soldier. I saw Lenora pushed back with Janes as a second surge rushed forward. She looked to me, eyes wide as she retreated. 

And then a second voice joined my song. Bataar? No. It was Nostar, singing with me, lifting his voice. A soprano joined us. Zyla?

I stumbled backward and a hand caught my arm as Zyla pressed past,  staff at the ready to defend me, Stef at her side, brandishing her own staff. There were tear stains on her face.

Saboraak’s color melded with the earth as she wrapped her wings around hurt dragons nearby. A kind effort, but I was pretty sure that the enemy could see us just fine.

Bataar! Saboraak shouted through my mind and I was rocked by the strength of her communication. He just came through the Door of Heavens. He is asking that you refill the power of his rings. 

Because it wasn’t like I was busy fighting for our lives or anything. I reached out with a trickle of strength finding his ring and refilling it. I filled Zyla’s tattoos while I was at it. She rewarded me with a brief flash of a smile and then turned her mind to pushing golems back with me.

He says all has been set in motion in Ko’Torenth.

That’s nice. Now, if I could just finish my end of the bargain.

He says to remember the prophecies.

I’d been a poor student of the prophecies. Really, the ancestors should have chosen Bataar as the Ko’roi. He knew them all by heart. I focused on shoving back another group of flying golems, sending them spinning into their churning land-brothers below. But humans were plunging toward us, too. I watched from the corner of my eye as Nostar braced himself for the attack, turning the blade of an enemy with a single stroke.

There was a cry from beside him and I spun to see Janes sprawled in the mud, Letina rushing toward him.

There were too many. We were going to be overwhelmed in a moment.

He says to remember: He commands armies with his visage. One glance and war withers. His hands weave justice. His right hand divides truth 

Uh huh. Very nice. But it was me who had to figure out how to fulfill that, and there were no thoughts coming to me. I wished Gran was here. I wished she could provide some insight. 

A column of men had formed behind the log wall where the Heads of House waited with Apeq. They were dressed in tunics bearing oak leaves. I’d almost forgotten about the Order of the Oak – Ko’Torenth Magikas. Just like I’d almost forgotten about the Midnight Artificers. There were probably plenty of them here today, fighting, winning, dying. We wouldn’t know who was who until it had all played out – if we even knew then. 

If I was even alive to know anything by then.

I gritted my teeth, standing back to back with Zyla who had moved in close. The golems I’d been fighting were all frozen around us and nothing nearby moved but the humans, plunging toward us. Could we get back up in the air now?

No.

Would the Dominar’s army arrive in time to save us?

No. They fight not far from here, but they are hindered by the flying golems and the Magikas on the south side of the city.

I wasn’t going to be able to do this without shedding human blood. I was going to disappoint Gran.

The Order of the Oak and the human fighters in front of us burst forward past the last frozen golems and I steeled myself for death.

“It’s been nice knowing you,” I told the mimic.

“I know,” the mimic replied. 

And then the screaming began.

I didn’t even have a weapon anymore. I’d lost the staff. I was just a strangely tattooed mud-covered freak with the power to command metal creatures. 

One of the Order of the Oak rushed toward Zyla, his hands crackling with lightning. On instinct, I reached for his soul like I would for the soul in a golem. 

Just like with the cooks and farriers, the man fell in a crumpled heap and I sensed his soul flying from his body to the Doorway. But it didn’t have to be this way if they would just surrender!

“Surrender!” I roared. “You will surrender!”

I snatched at them like I did golems – snatched at fists of five or six at a time, pulling out their essences and flinging them to the door while their bodies dropped around us. 

It was wrong. It was horrifying.

It was my only option. 
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Chapter Eleven
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Sweat soaked me as I fought, spinning at one enemy after another. I caught glimpses of Saboraak flaming at the hordes of humans, saw snatches of Nostar fighting beside Letina, of someone helping Janes limp to the dragons. Of more fire. Of Lenora fighting, streaked in mud, her face set in beautiful determination. Of the faces of enemy after enemy swirling from around empty golems to plunge toward us, magic flaring from rods and hands. I felt a pang of guilt and despair every time that I snatched one of them from this life. 

Gran would be so disappointed. 

I was so disappointed. 

It seemed to take hours and hours. When at long last the attacks stilled and I leaned against Zyla, sucking in drawn-out breaths, Saboraak spoke.

Those were the most intense minutes of my life.

Minutes? They had felt like hours. I was overwhelmed – exhausted by the task at hand. How many were left to fight us?

Hundreds. Thousands, maybe. They are distracted by the Dominar’s attack to the south and a small group of Dominion dragons is plunging through the battle toward us.

We needed to fly a white flag.

Surrender?

No. Parlay. 

We needed to get Apeq and the Heads of Houses here. And the Dominar. We needed to talk about a way to end this that didn’t involve a ravaged city and thousands of dead.

How?

Could she speak to the Dominar’s dragon?

I ... yes. But he is a Prince of Dragons. I’m shy to speak to him. 

Shy? Dragons were so confusing. 

Then speak to Kyrowat and ask him to talk to her dragon. Ask her to come to where we are. And we will parlay.

But don’t we need Apeq here for that?

I’d have to handle that part.

“What are you volunteering us for this time?” my mimic moaned.

“I need to speak to Apeq A’kona,” I told Zyla.

“I’m coming with you.”

“You should stay and take care of the dragons here,” I said through gasps for breath. I was so tired. So very tired.

I glanced behind me at the broken, wounded dragons and the broken people. I couldn’t tell who was hurt or who was helping. I didn’t see Stef or Lenora. I bit my lip, refusing to think about that. 

I needed to keep going. As long as I was alive, I needed to keep hoping.

“You can barely stand,” Zyla said gently. “Here. Lean on me. I’ll help you get where you are going.”

“I don’t need that,” I said, but she was already slipping her shoulder under my arm and lifting me up. 

“Shhh, my brave hero. Let someone else do something for a change. Even you have limits.”

It would be too much work to stop her. Better to just let her do it.

We started forward, me limping slightly. When had I hurt my ankle? It didn’t seem to want to bear weight.

Be safe, Saboraak said.

Was the Dominar coming?

Yes.

Then what I was doing now was more important than safety. 

We walked carefully through the fallen bodies and I tried not to let my stomach heave too much. 

They were my fault. Every one of them had fallen at my command. As we skirted the frozen golems, I could see up the hill to where our enemies were regrouping, and the Heads of Houses were speaking in a small huddle. Was that Apeq I saw?

Someone noticed us, pointing and shouting and then there was a flurry of activity around the tents as they hurried to tell their superiors about our little two-person invasion. 

They’d be more than ready for us by the time we arrived. Walking uphill through the mounds of bodies was no picnic. I shouldn’t have let Zyla come with me, but I was pretty sure she wouldn’t stay behind. I had no power to make her do anything. Better to at least have her nearby. I didn’t want to admit how pretty her encouraging smiles were or how heavily I was leaning on her as we walked. 

I wasn’t thinking entirely clearly. My brain had been too tasked by its newfound skill. 

A pair of soldiers ran out to block us, as soon as we reached the enemy defenses throwing up their hands to halt us.

“No one approaches the leaders of the Midnight Artificers and Ko’Torenth without express permission,” one of the soldiers said.

“I’m not carrying a weapon,” I said wearily, not mentioning the fact that I was deadlier than any weapon I could carry.

We pushed through the soldiers as they shared a confused look and then glanced back at the camp. Someone with a fancy helmet was waving frantically at them. They didn’t want to kill us – yet – but they didn’t know how to handle our lack of fear at their show of arms.

Forces were amassing around the tents, grouping for something – perhaps to destroy our little band of dragons, or perhaps for a human assault of the city of Questan.

“I’m here to speak to Apeq A’Kona,” I said as I approached the tents. From here, you could see across the valley plains that stretched under the city with ease. I shivered at the hordes of golems still crawlingup the stem of the city, at the flying golems swarming like clouds of locust over the hundreds of dragons the Dominar had brought. It was strange to be so far from the battle – to only be able to see it, but to barely be able to hear the clash of battle, the rallying cries, the shouts. It had felt more real when I fought face-to-face with the enemy in Estabis, but this time my battle was on the outskirts of the action.

My heart soared at one sight. 

Between the fighting dragons and the tiny group I’d just left, a knot of dragons flew at full speed. Even from here, I could recognize the Silver Dragons of the Dominar’s Guards, the purple of the Dominar’s dragon and of Kyrowat as they soared toward my friends. 

Maybe there was some hope after all.
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Chapter Twelve
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There is something about a single (or in this case double?) enemy walking weaponless into an army encampment that makes everything stutter to a halt. Humans love drama. They want to see what happens next – even if there’s a possibility that they might not like what that is. 

Rather than charging us and instantly killing us with their overwhelming numbers, the men and women of Ko’Torenth drew aside, creating a path for us to walk through their heavily armed ranks to the tents beyond.

So far, so good. 

I tried not to study them too openly. No need to make them suspicious or defensive. But what I saw wasn’t hopeful for us. I recognized some of those Heads of House from their furtive meetings with Apeq in Ko’Koren. And I also recognized some of the Midnight Artificers. They stood around Apeq like a clutch of ducklings around their mother, long rods in their hands – weapons wrought of the souls of others.

Souls that didn’t belong to them. Souls they didn’t have the right to take.

Fury welled up inside me and I snatched at the rods with my mind, pulling the souls out of them and loosing them to return to the World of Legends. They never belonged to these power-hungry vermin.

“Your anger is showing,” Zyla whispered warningly.

I smoothed my features as I stumbled to where Apeq stood, looking at his ease. His clothing was clean and orderly. His appearance was ... kingly. After all, wasn’t that what he was here for? To prove he could be king to the people of Ko’Torenth and king over the Dominion, too?

Not while I still lived.

“Yeah! Show him!” the mimic encouraged me. It was strange that Apeq still couldn’t see the mimic. Strange and a little chilling. Where was his shadow self? Was it possible that the Apeq I spoke to was the shadow self and that the less shadowy Apeq had been left somewhere in the World of Legends?

“Yes,” my mimic said.

Whoa! Really? But I didn’t have time to explore that train of thought.

“What do you want, urchin?” Apeq asked with a flicker of cruelty playing around his twisted smile.

“To talk.”

“I’m a little busy at the moment.”

The people standing around him tittered like he was the funniest thing they’d heard all week.

“Well at least you’re keeping busy,” I said casually. “It’s good to stay busy when you’ve lost everything.”

“I don’t seem to have lost anything,” he said, and his voice betrayed that his patience was thinning.

“Except for Ko’Torenth. I went ahead and scooped that up,” I said. I pulled the scarf from around my head, letting the bright crown flare in the light. “Seeing as I’m the Ko’roi.” 

That caused a stir in the Heads of House. 

I looked over at them. “If you return home now, you’re welcome to keep your houses under my rule.” Some of them laughed, but not all of them. It was the nervous ones that I fixed with a steady gaze. “I’ll replace any of you who don’t leave right now with a new House of my choosing.”

There were some shuffling feet, but Apeq barked a laugh. 

“Well, you’re good at one thing, boy. Lies. Threats and lies.”

“That’s two things,” I said with a cocky grin. “Three if you count stopping golems in their tracks.”

“Four if you count being a hero,” Zyla said softly and her words made my heart leap. 

“I don’t see golems stopped in their tracks,” Apeq said, pointing up to where the wolf golems were rushing over the walls of Questan. “In fact, I think they’re winning.”

And now was the time for my big gamble. I hadn’t relly been planning it – in fact, I hadn’t been sure what I was going to do when I got this far, but it came to me – a sudden inspiration like a gift from the heavens dropping straight into my open mind.

I swallowed, fighting the nausea swirling in my belly. If I was wrong about this, if it was the wrong choice  ... but I couldn’t be wrong. There were children up there counting on me. Children just like the ones I’d saved in Estabis. Children who would have no one to save them now if it turned out that I had misjudged.  

“Last chance,” I told the Heads of Houses. They didn’t move, their eyes fixed on Apeq.

I’d better be right about this. 

I concentrated as hard as I could and I pulled, sucking at every golem at once and tugging at their souls, fighting the writhing wave of them. It felt almost as if Gran was there pulling with me, and the ancestors who had chosen me as Ko’roi, and the people who had fallen defending Estabis, and the souls I’d already sent back to their rest, as if Karillion and Nelmper pulled with us and all the fallen dragons who had fought and died for the people of Estabis pulled, too. We pulled with all our might.

The wolf-golems ground to a halt and the valley was suddenly quiet, save for the sound of flying golems falling from the air and dashing to crumpled messes on the ground below.

It had worked.

I swayed, my vision blurring as Zyla grabbed me, bearing all my weight in her small arms. I was going to black out. 

No! Not yet! Not here!

Take my strength!

And then, like I’d rested a full night, I shook myself, standing on my own feet. 

Saboraak! My dragon! How in the world had she done that?

Remember when you wondered if we were really bound by magic? Apparently, we are.
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Chapter Thirteen
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“It’s not possible,” one of the Heads of House gasped, looking out over the still golems.

Apeq said nothing, his eyes locking with mine. He knew this was possible.

“How many souls did you drain to make these golems?” I asked. “Was all of Woelran enough?”

“What was made once can be made again,” he said in a tight voice.

“But you didn’t make those golems, did you?” I asked and he flinched. “You found them under a mountain when you were mining. And you and the Midnight Artificers learned a secret there – a secret so terrible that you kept it to yourselves. But eventually, keeping it to yourself wasn’t enough. Eventually, you wanted to see how far you could go. This is how far, Apeq. You’ve come to the end of the line.”

There was a stir in the ranks of the Heads of House, and I glanced over my shoulder to see Silver dragons piercing through the human defenses, pushing them back. They weren’t attacking, just rolling their large heads at the ends of their sinuous necks and twitching wings like they might want to fight. Their riders wore plate armor and carried long halberds. They were ready for battle. 

At the center of the Silvers was a knot of other dragons and as they drew close, the Silver dragons opened up their ranks, spreading out to reveal who was at the center. 

The Dominar rode forward on her Purple dragon. The expression on his face was one of dragon amusement combined with a hint of deadliness, like we were all still alive only because he hadn’t decided to kill us quite yet. He opened his mouth and I clenched my jaw, but he only yawned dramatically. 

Beside him, a second purple dragon stalked, his expression cranky. Steam escaped his nose in little puffs and the man riding him was lithe and young, his bald head gleamed in the afternoon light. He made a movement with his hand, two fingers going one way and three the other and then the Silvers halted, drawing up into what looked like a stance of attention.

Behind the Purples I saw Lee Estabis on Isitdor, his sister Lenora beside him on Lypukrm. And beside them Hubric rode, giving me a nod when our eyes met. 

I looked further back. Where was my Saboraak?

I’m weak. I had to give you too much.

My heart squeezed at the sight of her being carried over the backs of Tachril and Hyoogan.

I’ll be fine. I just need rest. I need the deep sleep of dragons, but there is not yet time.

She shouldn’t have given me so much! She should have protected herself!

You know that I give with an open heart. Especially to you. I’m proud of you, Tor.

I felt my face heating. I was proud of her, too. This wild journey wouldn’t have been possible without her. She’d saved me more times than I could count. When all this was done, we were going to build her that Drazenloft and she could hatch all the eggs she wanted there. A city of little overly-generous, overly-fussy dragons just like their mother.

But right now, I needed to focus.

Some of my friends were dismounting – Lee Estabis, Lenora, Hubric. The Dominar’s captain of the guard also dismounted, and three of her guards joined him. It wasn’t until they were ready, spread out defensively, that the Dominar dismounted a little awkwardly, settling herself onto the crutches she’d had tucked in her saddle. I wished I could see her face, but the crown of the Dominar was masked – a shell of authority riding heavy on the head of the young woman who hobbled forward.

If her body looked weak, her voice was not weak at all.

“Who,” she said softly, but with authority, “has brought an army to my Dominion?”

Apeq stepped forward. “A little display of dragons isn’t enough to establish your authority here, girl.”

The dragons in the line flamed, little fires erupting along their ranks as if they couldn’t contain their irritation at his words.

Soldiers scrambled back, some of them crying out in pain at flash burns that seared their flesh.

The Dominar cocked her head slightly to one side. “The Dominion Sky People demand that you return to your land. Now. Or you will suffer the full wrath of the Dominion. Our cities are not ripe fruit for you to pluck from trees. Our dragons are not slaves to be taken for your land and sucked dry of their power. Our land is not a prize or a token of your power.”

“Your Dominion is a thing of the past. It’s a new world, Dominar. Magic is fading from the world. You won’t be able to defend this place for long. And we plan to take what’s left of the magic you’ve been hoarding here.” Apeq crossed his arms over his chest – but he stood back out of the range of the dragons’ fire.

“We will stop you,” the Dominar said. “If you do not surrender right now, we will destroy your army with our dragons and every man and woman with you will die.”

“Maybe,” Apeq said. “But you haven’t seen all of our power, and you don’t have enough dragons to stop us. It will be a long and bloody battle, but in the end, we will win.”

“Wait,” I said stepping forward.

The Dominar’s dragon flared as if insulted that I was interrupting. Her Captain of the Guard stepped a little closer to her. 

Ridiculous. I was no threat to them.

Behind me, I heard Apeq’s people gathering. There was a shout from a little way behind us. Hopefully, it would sort itself out. 

I cleared my throat. “Ko’Torenth would be gutted by the loss of so many lives. And it’s my job to protect both the Dominion and the people of Ko’Torenth.” A vision of Gran passed over my eyes. I looked to where Stef was standing beside Saboraak, nodding her head. “Surely, we can find a way to do this without bloodshed. You saw how I stopped the golems in their tracks.”

“They can be brought back to life,” Apeq said. 

“And you know that I have other authority,” I said, looking at his arms. 

He shifted uncomfortably. 

But now this was the part that made me uncomfortable – the part I’d been trying to avoid all along. I glanced to Zyla and she nodded as if she knew what I was about to do. I wished Gran was here. She would have understood why it was so hard and she would have told me exactly how to do this. When it was all over, I was going to find her and give her an honored burial. I cleared my throat, raising my voice and looking out over the soldiers surrounding the tents. 

“I am the Ko’roi – prophesied by your people, chosen by your ancestors, three times marked to be the ruler and caretaker of Ko’Torenth.” 

All that was true. I’d never asked for any of it. I didn’t want it, but it was true. I should have realized the first time I was marked that it would lead me here. There had been no point fighting it or doubting it.

“So, you’re just going to roll over and give up your freedom and let it happen?” my mimic asked.

I looked at Saboraak in the back of the crowd, weak and tired. She’d done that for me. I thought of Gran, broken in the muddy fields. She’d been there for me with no concern for herself. I Iooked to where Lee Estabis was moving closer through the Silver dragons and their guards, his face concerned. His city was gone. His people were scattered. All because of me. It was time for me to do the one thing that I could for all of them. 

“I have the support of the people of your land, and the power of the World of Legends and I am laying claim to that power now. All loyal citizens of Ko’Torenth will lay down their arms at my command. All loyal Heads of House will submit to my authority. There will be no more bloodshed. No more theft and murder of the people of the Dominion and if their Dominar will allow us to return to our lands – no more dying for you, either.”

I didn’t know what I expected from my dramatic proclamation – but it wasn’t laughter. 

Apeq laughed, shaking his head and then he caught the gaze of someone behind me and nodded slightly before addressing the Dominar.

“This man is nothing. And you are nothing but a child. Your rule is a joke. Today, I will destroy your army and grind them to powder.” 

He lifted his hand as if he could reanimate the golems. He must not have realized that I stole their souls – that they wouldn’t come alive again, not now or ever. I began to smile. 

Lee Estabis’s shout rang out so suddenly that I didn’t have time to turn and look at what he was pointing toward. Agony ripped through me, sudden as a bolt of lightning. I tried to turn to see what had happened, but my limbs wouldn’t respond. 

Zyla cried out, “Tor!”

I slumped to the ground,

I was paralyzed with pain. I looked up to see Zyla bending over me and above her was Eventen, still holding a dripping knife. 

He’d stabbed me in the back. 

The man who had healed me before had just stolen my life with a single stroke of his dagger. 

“Well, he did save your life, so I guess he’s just taking that back,” my mimic said, standing over me with an unconcerned look. 

I heard a battle cry behind him and saw figures leaping forward. 

Lee Estabis, looking like the hero of a story, leapt into the knot of Heads of House, his blade leaping from its sheath. He swung, his muscles bulging, and two things flew in different directions. It took a moment for my mind to make sense of it. One of those things had been Eventen’s body and the other had been his head.

“He’s going to have a harder time with the ladies now,” my mimic said. “I hear short men are at a disadvantage and he just got a head shorter. Get it? A head shorter?”

I tried to sit up, but my legs and arms had no feeling. Tried to say something to Zyla as the tears poured down her face, but it only came out in a moan. 

“Don’t die, Tor!” she said. “Don’t die! I care about you. I want to make that dragon city with you. And we can live there with Saboraak and my sister and Bataar.”

“Maybe you’re getting off easy,” the mimic said. “Would you really want to live the rest of our life with Bataar?”

He was getting louder as the blood roared in my ears and Zyla was getting quieter. I tried to memorize the golden color of her eyes, so full of love and kindness. Imagine! Someone felt all that for me. 

Hold on, Tor.

Saboraak’s voice was gentle, too. But she would be okay. Tachril would take care of her. They would make a city for dragons. If not in Ko’Torenth, then somewhere. She and Zyla should take care of each other. They agreed on most things anyway.

“Yeah, like how you are an idiot. I agree with that, too. Can I stay alive?” the mimic asked, rubbing salt in the wound.   

I couldn’t control my eyes anymore. They slipped from Zyla’s lovely face to where Lee Estabis hacked down Heads of House as they fled from him, screaming. To where the Dominar’s Captain of the Guard and her armored Silver dragon riders fought as she tried to keep her dragon from bursting forward and flaming everyone. There were two smoking corpses in front of him where people had broken past her guards. 

My vision was fading as Zyla gathered me into her lap. 

She smelled so good. She was so warm. Her tears splashed hot on my face. 

She shouldn’t have to cry like that. She should be happy. She should have a bright future. Maybe it would be even brighter without me getting her into trouble.

“I love you, Tor,” she said, and the words made me feel like warm honey inside as my spirit finally fell free and soared toward the World of Legends.
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Chapter Fourteen
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“Nice place you have here,” the mimic said as we entered the World of Legends together. “Good thing you spent some time fixing it up.”

I rolled my eyes. Who would have thought that I’d be stuck with him in the next life, too? 

Sadness, heavy as a stone, weighed on me. I had so many regrets. And now, I’d never have a chance to make them right. I’d never really told Saboraak what a good friend she was. And now, if she lived, she’d have to build her dragon city without my help. If I could do it all over again, I would be better to her from the very start.

I hadn’t thanked Hubric, either. He’d taken me out of the gutter and yeah, the life he’d given me wasn’t an easy one but it sure was more exciting than the one I’d left behind. Without him, I wouldn’t have these friends.

If I could do it over again, I’d be as crazy as Bataar and see if I could con Zyla into marrying me. It would have taken quite the trick, because she was too smart to be talked into anything she didn’t want to do, but I would have tried. I liked that about Zyla. She had a mind of her own and I had to work to impress her.

If I could do it over again, I would even be nicer to the mimic. Maybe.

“Oh, thanks,” he said sarcastically. “It’s been your approval I was missing all these days. By the way, this isn’t the next life. That comes when you go over that horizon.”

He pointed to the horizon – the very one that always pulled at me. It pulled now, stronger than ever. And despite the beauty of the World of Legends – the meandering creek I’d laid out with the trees bending over it and the cool shade dappling the soft grass and the huge moon hanging in the sky – I still felt drawn to it.

“You could go there,” he said as I watched other travelers working their way toward the horizon. 

From where we stood on the rocky ledge of a cliff looking over the creek, I could see a long way off. And there were hundreds – thousands, maybe – of souls working their way through the gorgeous landscape toward that horizon. I wondered if they were hungry or thirsty or cold. I hadn’t thought to provide for that here when I built the new World of Legends.

“They aren’t,” the mimic said.

“How would you know? I thought you can only know what I know.”

“Not here,” he said. “Here, I’m more than that. I’m not just your mimic – I’m something more.”

“I guess it worked out for you to come here with me,” I said. The look he gave me was surprisingly penetrating for someone who could already read my thoughts. “What?”

“It all depends,” he said. “Remember when you chose me as your gift?”

“Yes. And what a wonderful choice that turned out to be,” I said cynically.

He grinned. And for a moment, I felt like my old self, a carefree boy who had nothing to worry about in the world – no nations depending on me to keep them whole, no dragons needing me to build them a city – no love. 

My heart sank. 

Responsibility wasn’t all that bad when you factored in the love and purpose that was all woven through it.

“Oh, there’s love. Beyond the horizon,” the mimic said. “If that’s what you choose.”

“What other choice is there?”

He laughed. “I was just getting to that. Remember when you chose me as your gift?”

“We’ve covered this already.”

He ignored me. “Well, I really am a gift. Not just because I make you self-aware so you do fewer foolish life-killing things. Not just because I showed you the shadows of the Magikas so you could find their flaws. Not just because I’m a much more interesting person than you are. No – there’s a bit more to our relationship, Tor.”

“Oh yeah? Let me guess, I owe you something, too.”

He looked sheepish. “Actually, I owe you. I’m your other life.”

“Other life?”

“Like, you know how you keep spare throwing knives in your sheaths for if you lose one?”

“Sure.”

“I’m your spare life.” 

“Are you saying that when I walk to that horizon that you get to go back to my body and live my life?” Panic welled up in me. What a disaster that was going to be! “See Saboraak’s eggs hatch? Ride my dragon?”

He snickered. “Kiss Zyla?”

“Shut up.”

He sobered. “Could be, sure.”

A cold fist clamped on my heart.

“Or, I could walk to the horizon and you can go back. Kiss your own girl. Watch your friend’s babies hatch and take over the world because there’s nothing so charming as more ravening carnivores in this world. You could, I don’t know, generally take all those responsibilities back.”

He couldn’t really mean that. Could he? Because if it was true, if I could really get a chance to go back and keep trying ... well, I’d do better. I’d try harder. I’d be less irritated by Bataar.

“No, you won’t. You’ll still find him irritating. He’s your polar opposite.”

But I’d be kinder to him. 

And I’d get revenge on Apeq.

“Yeah!”

Or maybe not ... not if it made the mimic so happy.

“Ha! How are you going to make decisions when you can’t blame me for everything?”

Somehow, I’d muddle through.

“So,” I said, feeling suddenly awkward. “How do I do this.”

“Close your eyes.”

I closed my eyes. “This feels weird.”

“That’s why I told you to close your eyes.”

“I feel like I should be thanking you,” I said.

“About time!” he agreed. “Oh. And I should mention ... this is going to hurt.”

Pain flashed through me so hard and fast that I wondered for a moment if he had tricked me, if perhaps he had gone back to my body and I had gone to my final destiny – one where I would be repaid for all my cruel thoughts and heartless actions.

When the agony subsided, there was only a dull pain in my chest and indistinct murmuring from above me like I was surfacing from underwater.

I opened my eyes. 
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Chapter Fifteen
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My eyelids fluttered open.

“I knew you’d be okay. I just knew you couldn’t be dead. The prophecies were so clear.” Bataar was leaning over me excitedly, his face practically glowing.

“Send me back,” I moaned. The last person I wanted to come back for was Bataar.

“Tor!” Bataar was pushed away and a much prettier face leaned over me. Tear-streaked and puffy-eyed, Zyla’s was still the prettiest face I could imagine. “You scared me half to death!”

I couldn’t tell if she was relieved to see me or angry that I’d almost died.

“In fairness, I was the one who actually died,” I said, gasping as I tried to sit up. 

“Don’t move! He stabbed you in the back! You don’t want to make it worse,” Zyla said.

“There’s something worse than death?” I asked, finally forcing my body to sit. My back and chest ached and it hurt to breathe – like my lungs had forgotten how.

Zyla laughed in a way that was too high-pitched – like she didn’t know if she should be laughing or crying.

“I don’t know how you’re alive, I don’t know,” Zyla said. She sounded like she might cry again. “You weren’t breathing. I thought Bataar was crazy to keep saying that you’d come back to life.”

“Sorry to see me still alive?” I asked and my voice was a rasp. It was like my body had liked having time off and was rebelling against the thought of having to do the work of living all over again. 

Her response was half-sob and half cry of protest, but she launched herself at me, knocking me back to the ground as she kissed me. Tears flowed down her face, mingling with our kiss and I laughed hoarsely at the feeling of it. It felt good to be alive. To hold her again. 

This time, I’d treat her right – buy her all the books she wanted. I remembered that she liked those. And make sure that she had plenty of interesting things to study and know more about than me. 

Whatever I did, I wouldn’t break her heart again.

She pulled away after a long – very enjoyable – minute. 

“Don’t die again,” she said sternly.

“Wasn’t planning on it,” I said with a laugh that cut off into a cough.

She pulled me up to sitting and this time I caught a look at where we were. I was sitting on a rug in an elaborately furnished tent. Bataar sat awkwardly in a folding wooden chair, his fingers still threaded through a stack of papers set on a small travel table beside him.

“Is this Apeq’s pavilion?” I asked.

“Yes,” Zyla said. 

“And the papers?” I asked Bataar.

“Details. He wrote down everything – where he found the golems. How he got them out of the mountain, a few at a time, and stashed them in the deserts of my people. He sent down spies and emissaries to the Magikas here, seeking their help and a few agreed to help him – mostly of the Dusk Covenant – but then the Truth War broke out and when it was over, it turned out that a lot of Magikas wanted to follow him and assist him in his goal to destroy the Dominion. Their names are listed here. The Door of Heavens he had dragged down and hidden in the mountains near Dominion City – just like Zyla thought when she had that sack over her head! There are other things, too. Spies in the Houses of Ko’Torenth, storage vaults where he hid his things. More. Everything you will need to set all of this right as Ko’Roi.”

“I don’t think so, Bataar,” I said easily. 

“You must. You are Ko’roi. The prophecies say, He who walks the World of Legends commands the ancients. He who passes their scrutiny will divide truth from lies and set the course of history. He will be called Ko’roi – the weaver of the future. And then further on they say. His hands weave justice. His right hand divides truth. He shall weave for them a new land and find for them new friends. From the ashes of their power, a shoot of hope springs green. From his palm, he grants them life again.”

I hated it when he quoted prophecies at me. They all sounded so grand that they couldn’t be about me. He looked at me with bright eyes as he stood up.

“We need you more than ever, Ko’roi. We need you to rebuild us.”

“I didn’t mean that I was going to abandon my responsibilities, Bataar. Only that I was planning on asking you to plan all of that out. You’re better at it than I am. And I’m going to need your help to know what to set right.”

His smile was far too happy. “It will be my honor.”

It was all I could do not to roll my eyes at his enthusiasm.

“Now,” I said, pulling myself painfully to my feet. My chest was hurting less, but it just made everything else hurt more. My coat had been removed and the shirt underneath it was in tatters, my chest still showing the ring of burn around the pendant and the grime and mud of the battlefield. “Are we still in the middle of a battle? Because if we are, then we need to get back to work. There’s no call for laziness.”

My hands shook at the thought of returning to the horrors of war, but I’d promised to be better. I’d promised that I’d never again shirk a responsibility.

I stepped out of the tent and my breath caught. Around our tent was a ring of Magikas, hands raised in the air and magic sizzling from their fingertips.

“Did I mention that Bataar and I are captives?” Zyla said quietly from behind me.
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Chapter Sixteen
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It felt surreal to stand inside the ranks of Magikas. Hadn’t they realized that simply putting me in a tent untied, uncaged, would leave them vulnerable from behind.

“They thought you were dead,” Zyla whispered. “When Lee Estabis went on a rampage at your death, Apeq’s Magikas fought back. I wasn’t paying enough attention. I was too upset about your death. You still haven’t explained how you’re still alive! The next thing I knew, you were being dragged in here and so was I.”

“They caught me at the Door of Heavens,” Bataar whispered, joining us as we looked out the gap of the tent wall. “Threw me in here after you two were already here. I think they planned to use me and Zyla as bargaining chips. They knew we can’t escape. We’d be caught and killed in a moment. No one expected you to come back from the dead, Tor.”

“But you were speaking as if we’d already won,” I said.

“Well, you’re alive, aren’t you? Now, you’ll win this for us,” Bataar said, certainty dripping from his voice.

Of course. I should have known. 

I snuck another look out the tent flap. Dragons swirled in the air and fireballs and lightning streaked to meet them. Even with the golems gone, the armies left behind were a powerful force. In front of the Magikas, giving orders and firing his own lightning, was Apeq, looking powerful and triumphant as always.

Strange. He felt similar to me, as if there was some kinship there. No, that wasn’t it. And it wasn’t just his tattoos, either. 

I thought that it might be the magic he wielded. It was as if I could feel it sizzling through the air, just like I could the moment before I stole it from Eventen.

I stepped through the tent flap, just standing there, letting the scene of horrific battle sweep over my vision. Dragons dove down into the ranks of Magikas, flaring bright flames while Magikas fought back, tossing fireballs and lightning, holding up fan-like devices that I hadn’t seen before. The flames of the dragons washed over the fans like water off an umbrella. Foot soldiers swarmed whenever a dragon went down, hacking and chopping at them when they were weak and vulnerable. My jaw clenched and my spine straightened. This needed to end. Now.

This was what I was trying to prevent. This should not be.

I reached through the ring around my neck – why had they let me keep it in death? Hadn’t they realized how dangerous it was? Or maybe only Ambrosia had known what it was – and toward the magic in the rods Apeq held in his hands. It was no effort at all to snatch the souls away from them, sending them to the Door of Heavens.

Apeq shook the rod, confused. But after a moment, he pulled another rod from a basket nearby and went back to shooting fireballs.

I was thinking too small. 

That was always my flaw. 

I shouldn’t be disabling one weapon, or even one man. I needed to remove all of this magic. I needed to do what Bataar’s prophecies had said and weave some justice. The lines of the future weaving out before me suddenly popped back into view. It would be a gamble. It might even kill me. But hey, I’d lived through death once before. 

Time to take the gamble.

I reached through the ring, closing my eyes so that I could concentrate on every flicker and flare of magic, every soul trapped in a Magika’s rod, every well of magic under the ground. I found them all, one by one, concentrating, concentrating until I could pinpoint each one in my mind’s eye.

And then I pulled, wrenching them all from their sources and funneling them toward the Door of Heavens. 

There were yells of alarm around me and then someone was cursing nearby. Zyla pulled at me, trying to bring me back into the tent, but the time of hiding was done. Now was the time to weave the future, to paint the victory, to finish this or die trying. 

And slowly, one by one, I felt the pin-prick lights of magic disappear, felt the souls release, felt the magic of the wells disappear into the Door of Heavens. 

I reached, further out, as far as I felt I could go – to Woelran where the spirits had been trapped in some magical way, pulling, pulling to free them and up to Ko’Torenth, searching with my power for anyone trapped in a magical device. I hoped I had freed them all. I hoped there were none left trapped forever in a terrible half-life.

I opened my eyes.

Around me, Magikas stood stunned, looks of horror on their faces while fury painted the face of Apeq.

“I am your Ko’roi,” I bellowed, hoping that at least some of Ko’Torenth could hear me. I wished I knew that trick to make my voice louder. “I was dead, but I am alive again. Lay down your arms. We surrender to the Dominion. The ashes of our defeat will fertilize the green shoot that is our future!”

It sounded silly to my ears. Like a boy playing at being a king.

But the Magikas in front of me fell to their knees like puppets with cut strings. And behind them, others began to kneel in waves. And the dragons stopped their mad dives and slowly, peace ebbed out over the muddy plains around Questan until they reached a place beyond my ability to see. 

I scanned the horizon, looking for the one dragon who could remain unseen if she wanted to. Had I been too late for her? 

There was no sign of Saboraak as the words ‘too late’ reverberated through my mind. My heart raced until I thought it might burst. 

And then, rising up like that green shoot of hope was a faint voice.

Just in time, Tor. You’re always just in time. It’s one of the things I love most about you.
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Chapter Seventeen
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Wars, it seemed, took a long time to clean up. It was almost dawn before I got a chance to sit down beside a friendly fire. 

First, I’d had to speak to the living leaders of Ko’Torenth – my people now. To the soldiers, my orders were simple. Gather the wounded. Bury the dead. Pack up your gear and march back through the Door of Heavens. Simple, but not quick. It had taken them all night to square things up and line up in front of the Doorway.

After an hour of testing, Bataar and I had tuned it to Kav’ai again, and he’d gone through ahead of me to round up enough Kav’ai to be sure my orders were obeyed on the other side. There, the orders were just as simple: go home.

I’d deal with them all when this was done. We’d sort out Ko’Torenth and mete out justice after peace was wrought here.

Apeq, I gave to the Dominar. She said she had a use for him, and I certainly did not. Besides, even with my mimic gone I was worried about what my inner voice was pushing me to do. Revenge was a terrible thing – as bad for the person getting it as the person they were making pay. I was worried about what I might do if I kept Apeq. And I certainly couldn’t set him free. The way Raolcan’s eyes had glowed when the Dominar had Apeq tied behind her saddle made me feel confident that Apeq wasn’t getting an easy way out.

We will give him to Haz’drazen, Raolcan said in my mind. She has been asking to be given one of the troublemakers who want to see the downfall of dragons. She would like to ask some questions.

That didn’t sound so bad.

Her questions can be ... uncomfortable. 

Like, “How often do you bathe?” kind of uncomfortable?

Like, ‘Do you prefer to be set on fire with orange or red flames?’ kind of uncomfortable.

He was probably joking. I’d heard he was a real prankster.

The golems had been another problem. Without souls powering them, it was impossible to clear them from the fields and roads and city unless dragons lifted them one at a time and flew them to the nearby mountains. 

The Dominar’s forces had taken over that task, and Saboraak’s wing of dragons had wanted to help. I’d ordered them not to. 

“You’re with me now,” I told Nostar. “And I say that you’ve earned your rest. Besides, I need to go to Ko’Torenth soon after we finish here, and Saboraak is too tired to even fly. She needs the deep sleep of dragons.”

They’d chosen a place away from the battlefield and I’d joined them for long enough to stroke my exhausted dragon’s snout. 

“You’ve done well,” I told her. “You’re the best dragon a man could hope to meet. You know that, right?”

She snorted, a flickering flame barely visible. Her eyes were already closing as her wing of dragons closed in around her, laying their heavy heads on each other’s backs and slumping into the relief of slumber.

“Sleep well, Saboraak. You’ve earned it. Dream of Drazenlofts and golden eggs.”

Golden?

Well, I didn’t know what color they would be.

I felt traces of a dragon laugh as she drifted off into sleep.

I’d gone to find Gran after that, setting out on foot across the muddy plains until I found the row of golems I’d frozen in a long corridor and at the end of the corridor, the broken shell of the old woman who’d given her last day and last hours to a man she’d never known for the sake of a people she loved. She deserved to be honored and I would make sure she was.  There would be a statue. Maybe more than one. But for now, there was respect to be shown.

I was still looking around trying to figure out what to do next when Hubric and Kyrowat dropped down from the sky, alighting nearby. I wiped tears away hastily. Blinking up at a silent Hubric when he clapped me on the shoulder and handed me the other end of a litter he’d made with a blanket and a pair of saplings. 

Stef nodded from beside him – but they were both silent as we gathered Gran up and flew her to where our friends had gathered.

We found our friends beside a fire. Lee, his face tear-streaked and an air of mourning surrounding him like a cloud stood beside a carefully built pyre.

“She fell in the battle after you were stabbed by Eventen,” Lee said, his voice heavy with tears. “She was the best of us. Better than me. Better than you.”

No argument from me. Lenora was better than I would ever be.

Together, we gently laid Gran out beside her.

And then Stef said something about Gran until she broke down in tears and Lee said something about Lenora until he was too choked up. The pair of them leaned on each other, two lost ships in a storm.

We stood around our precious dead for long minutes and I was sure that everyone’s minds were as full of memories as mine was. My strongest memory of Lenora was of her wiping the grime from her forehead as she stood firm and strong as an oak helping women and children flee to safety from Estabis. She had saved thousands of lives by her levelheaded courage and determination.

“She was better than me,” a slightly muffled voice said as two more figures joined us. There were tears in the Dominar’s voice as she continued. “She was a good friend. Brave and strong.”

“A good Dragon Rider,” her husband, Leng Shardson agreed. “Adventurous and brave like the Greens should be.”

After long moments of silence together, Kyrowat shuffled forward with another Purple – the Dominar’s dragon Raolcan – and Lenora’s Green Lypukrm. Together they blew a white-hot flame, lighting their pyre. 

“This isn’t how I thought this story would end,” Zyla said sadly as she hugged my side. She’d been oddly quiet all night. Subdued. “Why is victory so bitter?”

“Evil always steals and destroys because it cannot give or build,” the Dominar said, her face pointed toward her dragon as if she were listening to him as she spoke. “So that even when peace is restored and salvation won, there’s a hollowness to the victory because you know the great cost. And you wonder if anything can ever be worth it.”

“How do you know if it is?” Zyla asked.

I thought that perhaps behind the mask the Dominar was smiling when she said, “You make it worth it. You keep building and giving and loving and hoping. Pour so much back into the world that the wounds can heal, and the scars be strong.”

Zyla hugged me tighter, as if she was trying to pour all of that into me in that one moment.

“I was planning to have an official meeting with you, Ko’roi,” the Dominar said eventually. “I was planning to call in the scribes and make it official – peace between our two nations.”

“Well, why can’t you do that?” I asked. Hubric coughed loudly. Flushing, I added a hasty, “With respect, Dominar.”

I could have sworn she was laughing a little under that mask when she said. 

“We’re all too tired, Ko’roi. I have a broken city to attend, to rebuild, to comfort. There are many dead whose loved ones need my help. What I propose is this: in one month’s time I will visit you formally with my court in Ko’Koren. We can sign a treaty then in the presence of what I’ll assume will be your new government and until then, we’ll shake on it. No more fighting. Peace between us.”

I stretched out my hand. “Deal.”

There was a gruff voice in my mind as we shook hands. 

And consider yourself lucky that she’s so lenient about your disrespect, boy.

That was Raolcan. I could see he was as personable as ever. I could have sworn that I heard Kyrowat laughing at us in my mind.

“So,” Hubric said. “That’s victory, then. Who would have thought things would go so far, hey boy? Oh, don’t try to hug me goodbye. I’m coming with you. We need to talk about spy networks. Don’t give me that look. There’s one in Ko’Koren – even if you never found it.” 

“Is all the magic gone from the world?” Zyla asked me, leaning her head against my shoulder.

It wasn’t all gone – or at least, I didn’t think it all was. I’d only taken the magic from the land close to Questan and Woelran. But restoring magic to the world would be someone else’s task. I had my own responsibilities.

I leaned down and kissed Zyla as thoroughly as I knew how before replying, “You tell me.”

This was victory. 

Victory was the color of sunrise, the color of the blood of my friends, the color of Zyla’s face when I whispered to her that maybe marriage wasn’t the craziest idea in the world.

Victory was red as the blood I’d shed to keep the peace until the day I died.
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Epilogue
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“It’s hatching!” Zyla squealed, holding her sister’s hand tightly as their twin faces showed identical looks of awe and excitement.

We were all grouped around the orange, scaly egg, excitement in every heart. 

Tachril and Saboraak were jaw to jaw, faces inches from the egg and the rest of her wing of dragons were crowded around the egg, too. Hyoogan, Naszcal, Izhoedi, and Elumans had all been just as much a part of keeping the egg warm all these long months as the two parents were and we humans had to dodge their occasional flares of excitement as the big event had finally arrived. 

The ring of humans kept back to stay out of the flames: Nostar and Stef – who was teaching the Green Dragon Rider everything about Ko’Torenth society – Janes and Letina, Devind and Jordil, and Hubric – who thought all of this was hilarious and kept winking at me like an expectant grandfather.

I rubbed awkwardly at the ring on my finger. Zyla said that in the books of the traditions of Ko’Torenth all married people used to wear symbolic rings a thousand years ago and why was I so fussy about mine? But I wasn’t used to wearing a ring. It wasn’t like the crown and tattoos all over my arms and face – those I couldn’t feel anymore even if everyone else could see them. It wasn’t even the same as the ring of white around my hair. This felt – weightier – like I’d done something heavy when I’d married Zyla. 

Across the cave – if you could call something like this majestic group of pillared rooms set into a mountain a “cave” – Bataar smiled at me knowingly. He looked as if he’d been to a thousand dragon births. Skies and stars but I hated that knowing look! I saw it all the time now as his plans for peace and prosperity for Ko’Torenth slowly came to fruition one after another.

I hitched the child in my arms a little higher so that she could see. She looked just like her mother. Or at least, that’s what I told myself because I didn’t like to think that any poor child might look like Bataar. 

“Uncle Tor, what will the baby dragon look like?” she asked in her tiny voice, her big golden eyes glittering with excitement.

“Like a dragon,” I said dryly.

She laughed as if I’d told her a joke, her black curls bouncing. 

And then there was a cracking sound and another, and then bits of hard shell fell from around the egg and even I couldn’t help but hold my breath. 

We all gasped together as a small, Red head emerged from the egg. It looked around at us like it was choosing a treat and then leapt toward me. 

I shifted little Xoi behind me, my other hand outstretched protectively as a tiny flame, barely hot enough to make me flinch, washed across my palm.

“I think he likes you!” Zyla laughed. 

And then the little ball of red scales and energy hit me right in the chest, nearly bowling me over. I scooped it up in my free arm, trying to keep my face back from its inquisitive snout.

“Ummm, don’t you think you’d like to see your baby?” I asked Saboraak, thrusting the little dragon toward her.

A dragon laugh echoed in my mind. 

Hasn’t anyone told you, Tor? Baby dragons choose who in the family will raise them by flaming them with their first flame. Congratulations! Yaweanl has chosen you. It’s a job for a hero!

“I think there’s been some kind of mistake,” I said. “I’m no hero.”
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WATCH FOR GLIMPSES of Tor and his story in the other series set in the Dragon School world.
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WELL, YOU’VE COME TO the end of this book - but there’s still so much more to come! If you enjoyed the story, please leave a review - and if you didn’t, please don’t! I’m kidding, of course. All reviews are deeply appreciated and I would love to hear your thoughts on my work. 

I would like to encourage, inspire, embolden or even cajole you to sign up for my newsletter. Seriously. Please sign up.

Why? 

Because I want to get to know you! Oh, maybe you meant why would you want to do that. Well, you’ll be getting all my short stories related to the books for free. You’ll get the chance to weigh in on writing decisions. And, often, I give my subscribers full books for free! So, what are you waiting for? 

SIGN UP TODAY!
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DRAGON SCHOOL

A disabled teen, an empathetic dragon, a bond that will save the world. 

Get the full details HERE.
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DRAGON CHAMELEON

A color-changing spy dragon, an unlikely hero - an adventure that will keep you breathless.

Get the full details HERE.
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DRAGON TIDE

When Seleska finds a baby dragon on the beach, she has no idea that he might be the key to saving the world.

Get the full details HERE.
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BRIDGE OF LEGENDS

Bridge of Legends is the story of hope, love, and friendship in a time when all those things seem impossible. For lovers of slow-burn romance and high-stakes fantasy – this is your perfect binge read!

Get the full details HERE.[image: image]

TANGLED FAE SERIES

Allie Hunter will stop at nothing to protect her town from the wicked fae. But she’s neer had to hunt like this - where the traps are cunning and deception is everywhere. Will Allie have what it takes to keep her people safe?

Get the full details HERE.[image: image]

EMPIRE OF WAR AND WINGS

When Aella’s family is threatened by the powerful Winged Empire, her frustration is manifested in a magical swarm of bees. Can Aella find a way to use her strange magic to bring freedom to her land?

Get full details HERE.
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Behind the Scenes:
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USA Today bestselling author, Sarah K. L. Wilson loves spinning a yarn and if it paints a magical new world, twists something old into something reborn, or makes your heart pound with excitement ... all the better! Sarah hails from the rocky Canadian Shield in Northern Ontario -
learning patience and tenacity from the long months of icy cold - where she lives with her husband and two small boys. You might find her building fires in her woodstove and wishing she had a dragon handy to light them for her
Sarah would like to thank Harold Trammel and Eugenia Kollia for their incredible work in beta reading and proofreading this book. Without their big hearts and passion for stories, this book would not be the same. 

www.sarahklwilson.com
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