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Prologue

The Story
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SHE PACED NERVOUSLY in front of the hearth and looked over her shoulder at the front door for the hundredth time. Nivia had been waiting for her uncle for almost a year to come and read to her; the story that he had started burned into her mind all these long months. When she received a message by carrier that he was coming this very night, it was all she could do not to sit on the front steps. Already dressed in her nightclothes, Nivia went back to pacing and tried to think of something else, anything else, to distract her from the endless waiting, but when you’re nine years old that can be almost impossible. 

“He’ll be here my dear.” Her mother’s voice sounded from the kitchen amid the clanging of pots and pans. “Time is just one of those things that sometimes eludes your uncle.”

“He’s not really my uncle you know,” Nivia said quietly, to no one in particular. She was rather proud that she had figured that out over the last few months. She had gone digging through her mother’s things in the attic to look for things to dress up in and inadvertently found letters to him from her mother, calling him uncle as well. Digging through the musty chest Nivia found even more letters, very old and faded, proclaiming him an uncle to her grandmother and her great-grandmother as well. Nivia might have been only nine, but she knew something was up, she just couldn’t figure it out.

“So what would you call me then?” a voice asked as the front door opened. 

Turning in complete surprise, Nivia felt the wind come howling in behind the figure and blow the curtains around like leaves in a storm before the door was secured; all thoughts of who her uncle was fled like shadows before Sulan’s rays. “Uncle!” Nivia embraced him in a fierce hug, wrapping her arms around the dusty long coat he always wore, then looked up and batted her eyes. “Did you bring it?”

“Did I bring...Oh the book! Why, yes, dear child, I believe it is here somewhere.” He winked and pulled an old tome from his pocket, the size of the book seemingly too big for whence it came. “Now, go and kiss your mother good night and let’s get upstairs so we can finish the story.”

Nivia ran and kissed her mother, a fleeting peck on the cheek and a mumble, then she was up the back stairs. As she rounded the corner to her room, she saw that he was already sitting in his favorite chair, the old book in his lap open as he looked out her window at the storm clouds blocking Silen’s pale radiance. “How are you so fast?”

“Magic my dear,” he said with a wink and a smirk.

“Magic isn’t real, uncle, everyone knows that,” she said as she climbed into bed and pulled the covers up to her chin. “All the other kids say so.”

“You think it is only reserved for stories and books?” he asked, a grin spreading on his face as he looked down at her. When she nodded he chuckled and kissed her forehead, then sat back and crossed his legs. “Oh, well then, I guess you must be right.” He adjusted his hands on the book and turned the pages. “Now, where were we...”

“The dragon had come and attacked the city,” Nivia said, excitement bubbling up in her voice. She had been waiting for this for a very long time.

“Ah yes, the dragon...”
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Chapter One

The Dragon Comes
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HE FELT THE WIND KEENLY as it sped by him, buffeting his long black hair and clothes as he held onto the impromptu reins tied around the gigantic beast. Ravin Dar had done what others had told him was impossible, and he couldn’t stop smiling. Ages ago his peers had insisted that dragons were a myth, only existing in stories and tales, yet he held firm in his belief that they were real. He had researched everything in a few short years, finding lost books and scrolls hidden in abandoned ruins scattered across Erendor. He gathered all the necessary components, gathered a loyal following of like minded sorcerers, and set out to call forth a dragon from its eternal slumber. Then the elves ruined it all. 

It was the end of the Dark War and he had found himself one of the most powerful sorcerers left alive. He had pledged his soul to the dark god Sorone and was blessed with immortality, yet that did not stop the elves from trying to kill him anyway. When they found him, it took three elven archmages to imprison him, burying him in a mountain for over nine hundred years; they had stopped him without killing him, ingenious really now that he had time to think about it.  

Ravin had recently escaped from that prison and started his quest all over again, albeit in a very different world than the one he left behind. Of course there were those that opposed him, but he had routed them and flown to the north on the wings of magic, using the power of his peridot. It took him a day and a half to reach the mountain pass where he had originally found the dragon, a feat no one else could’ve done. 

The ancient sorcerer chuckled when he thought about how outraged the elves had been when they had found out humans learned to cast magic. Or, more like how they did it. Elven wizards of Erendor channeled the forces of the world around them by focusing the power into precious stones matched to those forces. It was inherent to all elves, bound in blood by an ancient pact, and impossible to cast by anyone not of elven blood. However, a wizard can only channel so much power through these stones and if pushed too far, they will detonate, throwing the magic back onto the caster. This is why the elves take centuries to master the stones, attuning themselves to them and the power they represent.

Sorcerers were humans that coveted that magic and tried uselessly over the many years to find some way to harness the power around them. Without elven blood they couldn’t touch the elements and channel them, but finally one human figured out a way: a severed elven hand. This severed hand was kept on the sorcerers’ waist and the stones were placed within. The magic was then channeled through the hand without any of the exhaustion that plagues most wizards. This sparked the Dark War that saw the extermination of the sorcerers, except Ravin, of course.

“There, mighty beast, the city of Lyr’alan is your first target,” Ravin commanded the great dragon as he rode on its back.

“I’ve told you my name, human. Use it,” the dragon said, craning its neck back to look at him as they sailed through the sky. Its wings flapped almost lazily on the higher currents of air coming in from the east. 

“Sorry, mighty Khaylandrial,” Ravin apologized as the dragon turned its gaze forward once more. He didn’t need to shout to have the dragon hear him, or even use magic to convey his words, even over the deafening wind. Dragons could hear a goat bleat from far above the clouds. 

“So you are, human, yet you have called me, so I answer to your guidance for one year and nine days. Yet beware, after that time I may avenge any slight you have caused me in that time.” The dragon was a massive beast of scales and death, over one hundred feet long with a wingspan one hundred and ninety feet across. Its deep red scales glittered in Sulan’s fading light as its blazing eyes of flame shone brightly down on the doomed city beneath them. 

Ravin closed his black eyes and reflected on how most of the stories that circled during his days researching dragons told of the many species, all made up of course, to impress the readers. In reality, he found that there was only one species of dragon, and that their scales changed colors to match their elemental surroundings. This dragon, with its deep red scales, was found slumbering in the deepest parts of the mountains, near the flow of liquid fire. Other dragons would have scales that reflected their areas as well, like blue for the ones submerged deep in the sea, or white for the ones encased in the High Ice.

A tremble under him brought him back to reality and the great beast lined up its run at the city. The first strafing run set the entire docks ablaze, the force of the flame shooting out of the dragon’s mouth enough to capsize the largest ships before igniting them. Khaylandrial roared superiority and climbed again, banking impossibly fast for a creature its size. 

Ravin’s maniacal laughter echoed between the dragon’s roars of superiority, then stopped as he saw who was down in the streets helping its residents to safety. It was that young elven archmage who had tried to stop him in Lynn’el’s tower, the one who pulled off that translocation spell. Both of us doing things that they all said were impossible, Ravin thought as he felt the threads of destiny tighten around them both. Before he could instruct the dragon to focus on the elf, a blast of wind rocked the beast and almost dumped him from his improvised saddle. How had he mustered a wind strong enough to rock a dragon?

“O-ho! A wizard thinks to do battle with me,” the dragon said, coming around and breathing in deep. 

Ravin knew that dragons could breathe fire a couple of times before they needed to rest, and, quite frankly, it never took more than that to finish anything they needed. However, he knew that the archmage below had a staff that could consume flames. But is it strong enough for dragon flame? Before he could warn the great beast about the wizard’s staff, a torrent of flame came out, washing over the elf and the surrounding area. Ravin watched as it slowly dwindled, drawn into the blackened staff that the elf was brandishing. 
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