
        
            [image: cover]
        


The Dragon of Borvoli

 


A Historical Fantasy Short Story

 


Mark Lord

 


Published by
Alt Hist Press

© Mark
Lord 2015

http://marklord.info

SMASHWORDS EDITION

* * * * *

PUBLISHED BY:

Mark Lord on Smashwords

 


All rights reserved. Without limiting the
rights under copyright reserved above, no part of this publication
may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system,
or transmitted, in any form, or by any means (electronic,
mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise) without the
prior written permission of both the copyright owner and the above
publisher of this book.

This is a work of fiction. Names,
characters, places, brands, media, and incidents are either the
product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. The
author acknowledges the trademarked status and trademark owners of
various products referenced in this work of fiction, which have
been used without permission. The publication/use of these
trademarks is not authorized, associated with, or sponsored by the
trademark owners.

 


Smashwords Edition License Notes

 


This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you
share it with. If you're reading this book and did not purchase it,
or it was not purchased for your use only, then you should return
to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for
respecting the author's work.

 


 


 


 


Boult saw the low hump of the barrow through
the haze of the morning mist. His father’s sword seemed to weigh
heavier than ever and his hand around its grip was slick with
sweat. He rubbed his right palm on his shirt and took hold of the
sword with both hands.

As he came nearer to the
barrow he saw smoke rise from a low opening in the centre of the
grassy mound. The dragon must be
home, he thought. He shivered. He told
himself it was from the cold mist and not from fear. Who else was
brave enough to face the dragon?

The opening was narrow and
led underneath the mound. The dragon might
not be so very big. That thought gave him
courage. He was not so very big either. Just a child. The smoke
licked past his face. It smelt like wood burning. He had expected a
dragon to smell different. Using one hand to balance himself
against the wall of the opening, he stepped down inside. There were
rough steps of grass and they did not lead far—perhaps five paces
before he could see a glow of light ahead of him. A short passage,
where even he had to crouch, gave way to what looked like a bigger
chamber.

He thought he saw the light flicker and a
shadow move. And then the light died and he heard running footsteps
as something came rushing towards him out of the darkness. He
raised his sword to defend himself and lashed out when he thought
the creature was near him. Whatever it was hit him a glancing blow
on the shoulder and knocked him to the ground.
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