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    Dragon Seer   
 
    One 
 
    The bow cut through the crystal blue waters, the sail catching the full power of the wind. The medium-sized sailboat left a trail of white foam as sunlight filled the world with brilliant, warm light. White birds floated on high thermals, watching the ship pass under them. 
 
    Nate stood toward the bow, his eyes closed and his face bathed in wind and sunlight. Faint memories of the cold, dark north faded to the recesses of his mind as he enjoyed the tropical air. The saltwater scent filled his nose and he let out a long, relaxed sigh.  
 
    The sailboat hit a small wave and caused it to bounce.  
 
    Nate’s eyes shot open as his hands grabbed the railing. His chuckle filled the air as he regained his balance and held on. With a quick glance over his shoulder, he looked at the small group of passengers enjoying the ride and the crew of subeks along the small ship, the captain at the wheel. 
 
    The trip was a short one. Small memories floated along Nate’s mind of travelling from island to island. Summerside was the last town he visited on the mainland before embarking on his long journey. After that, he spent over a week of hopping from island to island. Every night he stayed on a different island. The people were warm and happy. They enjoyed having visitors and many often struck up conversations with him. They often asked where he came from because of his size and obvious strong build. After a drink or two, he was happy to tell them about the frigid north. New acquaintances often sat with their full attention on him, listening to cold stories of the north. Nate didn’t often talk about himself in those conversations, only what he knew of the north. It was enough for many to be intrigued on why a northerner had come all this way to island hop. 
 
    Nate didn’t speak to why he was there and where he was going. He could see it made him more mysterious and more than once he was invited to rooms to spend the night with strangers he would never see again. 
 
    Nate looked down to the blue waters as the memories continued to wash on the shores of his thoughts. He would politely decline those invitations. He had little interest in those kinds of trysts, his mind often going to his nightly dreams and their arcane meanings. 
 
    Nate glanced up to the horizon and a small smile bloomed. In the distance was a tropical island. Three thin and sheer mountains stabbed up to the clear blue sky. Emerald green trees ran along the base of the mountains and covered most of the island. A seaside town filled part of the sandy beach. Its structures stood out against the white sands and green forest behind it. The sight of the simple island caused Nate’s shoulders to relax and he let out a cleansing sigh. 
 
    A shadow touched the edge of Nate’s gaze and he turned his attention to a lizard man by his side. The subek had a small snout. Scales only covered part of his visible body. He didn’t have hair, like the rest of his people, but he did have scales interlocking from his brow and running along the top of his head. He had holes for ears on each side of his head. His scales were green with hints of blue. His skin was also a light green. Scales ran down the sides of his neck, accompanied by dark spots. Despite his reptilian appearance, he had a jovial smile. 
 
    “Hoping to see a dragon?” the subek grinned. 
 
    Nate smiled. “I think I’ve heard that Sky Claw island is occasionally visited by dragons from deeper in the Sapphire Sea. Is it true?” 
 
    The subek grinned wider. “It happens, from time to time. The dragons don’t like to visit beyond this point, from what we know. There hasn’t been a dragon sighting here in many years, but each day brings a chance one may appear.” 
 
    Nate nodded and looked out to the island in the distance. 
 
    The subek looked to the island as well. “We don’t see many large men like you here in our waters.” 
 
    Nate smiled and kept his gaze on the island. “Trying to get away from it all. The north is very cold.” 
 
    The lizard man let out a throaty laugh. “Agreed! My people would not last a night in such cold climates. How long are you staying?” 
 
    “Don’t know yet,” Nate said simply. 
 
    The subek nodded. “Well, I know many women from the island that will want you to warm their beds. I can make arrangements, if you choose.” 
 
    Nate kept his smile, but his mind darkened a hair. “Thank you, but I’ll be fine. I just want to enjoy the island. If I really like it, I may build a home here.” 
 
    The subek nodded. “Someone your size would be a great help. I hope you stay, but don’t take all of our women for yourself.” 
 
    Nate grinned as the lizard man let out a throaty howl of laughter. 
 
    The ship continued to cut through the water, the island getting closer. The sail was brought to half-mast, the ship gliding on less wind power. Nate stared as his heart beat a little faster in his robust chest. Fingers tightened a little along the railings as the dock appeared and the ship moved closer. 
 
    The sail was pulled and the ship glided toward the docks. Lizard men and women grabbed ropes as the ship sailed in. Ropes were thrown to a handful of subeks that were already there, catching the ropes and tying them to the dock. The sailboat bobbed in as the ropes were pulled tight. Once it was secured, a small gangplank slid out and touched the deck. 
 
    Nate picked up his large pack leaning against his leg. He hoisted it up effortlessly and put an arm through each strap in turn. The subek that was talking to him had already moved to his duties, stepping off the ship and onto the dock. He helped other passengers get off with a smile and head nod. 
 
    Nate helped from the other side with his hand out. A few female passengers gladly took it, smiled and stepped off. Nate smiled back and when every passenger was off, he disembarked and stepped onto the dock. 
 
    The sea air continued to fill his nose as brilliant sunlight painted the island in a heavenly glow. After basking in the moment, he took his first step toward the seaside town of Moon Cove. 
 
    It didn’t take long for him to reach the center of the small town. He spied places to eat and drink. Small subek children ran with common children through the town. Families waved at the newcomer. Several mothers and female friends let their gazes linger on the large man with the pack. A few even licked their lips. 
 
    Part of me wishes this was just a relaxed trip. Sipping drinks on the beach would be welcomed, but that’s not why I’m here. 
 
    Nate waved to the people as he walked toward the tavern and inn close to the center of town. He stepped to the front door and looked at the hanging sign “The Serpent’s Grin.” 
 
    Nate asked for a room and paid with a few gold coins. He was given a key and he made his way to a long corridor with rows of rooms on each side. From what he saw, every dwelling was one story high and the Serpent’s Grin was no different. When he reached his room, he opened it and stepped inside. 
 
    The room was simple. It had a large bed, a water closet, a small desk, a chair and a dresser. The walls were covered in hanging artwork. 
 
    Nate moved to the bed, unslung his pack and placed it down. He opened the flap and looked down at his climbing supplies, small dagger, thin bedroll, clothes, a book, a bottle of liquor, and several small sacks filled with gold coins and assorted gems.   
 
    Nate eyed the book before reaching down and pulling it out. He opened the journal and leafed through the pages of thoughts and descriptive dreams written in his own hand. Some of the pages were weathered from Nate reading them again and again. With each turn of the page, he saw his simple drawings of dragons. Notes were scrawled along the edges of each dragon, filled with everything he could learn from his travels.  
 
    Pages continued to turn and small maps filled pages. They were simple maps of every place he visited since he left the north and the amazing cities and people he came across. Between each map, a page or two of dreams were written down. In the beginning of the journal, they were vague and sometimes obtuse with very little meaning. But as the journal continued, the descriptions grew more and more detailed. When he reached blank pages, Nate simply stared at them. 
 
    “My journey is almost complete. If everything I have dreamed and experienced is true, I’m nearing the end of one quest and preparing for the next one,” Nate whispered to himself. 
 
    Nate returned the book to the pack and closed the flap. 
 
    I wish I could go to the bar and have a few drinks, but if I’m going to get up before sunrise, I’ll need my rest. The journey through the jungle and the climb up the mountain will take a better part of the day. Some exercise to prime the muscles might be in order. 
 
    Nate stepped away from the bed. He lifted his hands before him and bent forward. Hands planted on the floor. Without much effort, he stayed on his hands and lifted his legs straight up. Muscles barely bulged as he stood on his hands and began doing pushups with his legs straight in the air. 
 
    500 should be enough for the afternoon. 
 
    Nate continued to do his handstand pushups as the outside sun slid into midafternoon. 
 
    *** 
 
    The sun slowly streaked across the sky until it dipped into dusk. The town of Moon Cove became alive with colored lanterns as the light of the day shifted into night’s cloak. Stars twinkled across the crystal-clear night. A moon began to rise, a stream of shifting white light across the now dark sea. 
 
    Newcomers and residents spent most of the evening laughing, drinking, eating, and dancing. Only one newcomer stayed in his dark room, dreams rising and wrapping around his spirit as he lay in bed. 
 
    Nate swam through his dreams, following the siren call of creatures in the dark distance. Their song played against his soul, the vibrations echoing and filling his mind with scales, claws, and oval eyes. Serpent smiles filled the void and he swam harder to reach them. 
 
    The night carried on. Darkness shrouded the world of Arith until a glow touched the eastern horizon. 
 
    The seaside town of Moon Cove continued to sleep off the night’s festivities, but a lone man awoke with excited energy. He slipped out of bed, dressed and slung his pack over his shoulders. Silent as a graveyard, he snuck out of his room, out of the inn, out of the town and into the lush jungle as the glow of morning touched the horizon. 
 
    Nate moved through the dark jungle, his heart beating like a drum in his chest. His eyes were a little wide, taking in the jungle as he pressed on. When he reached a clearing, he looked up at a sheer mountain and smiled to himself. 
 
    They have to be in one of them. My gut tells me it’s the closest one. It’s going to be a long few days if I have to explore each one. 
 
    Nate closed his eyes and let the early morning silence calm his heart and mind. It was a trick his father taught him when he was young. Nate centered himself and listened to his outer and inner world. The sounds of animals bled away to the background. Soon, all he could hear was his own heartbeat. 
 
    A whisper touched his mind and gently pulled. 
 
    Nate opened his eyes and nodded to himself. He made for the closest mountain spire, his boots stepping along the firm ground. 
 
    Light stabbed out from the horizon and signaled a new day.  
 
    Nate emerged from the jungle brush and looked up at the mountain. It stabbed vertically to the sky. Deep cracks ran along it in a few places. Some places looked like smooth stone, worn away by the elements. The sheerness of it would have had most climbers balk at such an attempt to climb it. Nate smiled to himself as he knew he wasn’t like most climbers. 
 
    The large man slipped his bare feet out of his boots. He unslung his pack and put it down. He picked up his boots and placed them inside the pack. Hands rummaged and pulled out worn, leather straps. Nate began wrapping his palms with the leather straps, each in turn. As he wrapped them, his toes dug into the sandy dirt, getting as much grime as he could on them. When his palms were wrapped and his bare feet dirty, he picked up his pack and slung it back over his wide shoulders. 
 
    “If it was all a lie, I can enjoy my stay here for a long time. If it wasn’t a lie, then destiny truly tapped me on the shoulder,” Nate whispered. 
 
    Nate stepped to the base of the mountain and looked up. The spire stood like a pointed tower on the edge of the world. He lowered his gaze to the mountain base and eyed the stone so he could gain some purchase. A route filled his mind and he stepped to the stone mountain before him. 
 
    Lifting his large hands, he took hold of a pair of cracks. With a quick inhale, he started to pull himself up. Muscles bulged along his arms and shoulders. Full pack against his back, he grabbed at an outcropping with one hand and then another crack with the other. Nate was silent, making sure he was secure with one hand before moving higher. 
 
    With strength, skill, and precision, he began his climb. 
 
    *** 
 
    Sweat beaded Nate’s brow as he continued to climb. Time had turned into moments of gaining purchase and pulling himself up. The pack grew heavier as he climbed, but experience from the many times he free-climbed mountains in the north whispered their confidence. Some of his family and friends liked to use iron spikes, hooks and ropes to secure themselves as they climbed. Not Nate. He didn’t belittle others for how they climbed. He only wondered if he was in a situation without them, how well would he fare. Memories caressed the edges of his thoughts, speaking to the many times he went climbing just to be free of the world. 
 
    His feet and toes gripped the stone like a primal creature. Fingers stabbed into cracks and Nate continued to hoist himself up. Climbing had become such second nature, his thoughts began to drift. Images played on, of how the dreams began. The calling touched his every thought. How he researched in towns and spoke with those trained in the magical arts. They were often not perturbed by his descriptions and explained how those kinds of dreams were indeed a calling that most would not understand. However, they did warn against taking them too literal. There were forces, gods, creatures, and monsters that often sent out a dreamy call, promising power, wealth, and health. Some were honest and pure. Others were deceptive, luring a potential servant to their dark intentions. 
 
    Mages informed Nate that he should chronicle his dreams to better understand them. When he left his hometown, he travelled south. Every town and city he would visit, he would spend some time at their libraries and speak with mages, priests, and scholars. They all seemed to agree that there was indeed a calling. The gods were close to Arith and many spoke to some of the primal gods and goddesses wishing to walk among the world again. 
 
    Nate grabbed another outcropping stone and pulled himself up as a clear memory stabbed into his mind. He had been travelling for months and visited one of the great cities. He found a mage at one of the colleges and showed them his journal. They sat and poured over it for hours. When the mage looked up, she smiled and told him that his dreams were telling him he was a Dragon Seer. 
 
    Nate remembered leaning forward and listening to everything the mage had said. She had studied the dragon cultures for many years and managed to show him that certain times of the year, they called to potential Seers to come find them. Most of the dragons had travelled south when the northern continent filled with people of all races. The Sapphire Sea was vast and hard to travel the further south you sailed. It was often rumored the dragons made a new home and grew their society. 
 
    Nate was in awe, hearing how dragons used to live with people of all races. To become a Seer was to be one with dragon society, forming a bond that could never be broken and become among the enlightened. 
 
    Nate could hardly believe what he was hearing, but it felt true and natural. It was from that point on, he would truly follow the dreams and see if he was chosen to become a Dragon Seer. 
 
    Nate’s eyes widened a little when his hand clamped onto an odd stone. He examined it, seeing that it was carved stone, different from the surrounding area. Its texture was different, much like it was chiseled into its shape. He glanced around and saw that there were many stones like that above him. They all connected together to form a well-made puzzle. He pulled himself up and found hand holds. He stuck his fingers in and pulled himself up again. The sun painted the mountain and Nate in afternoon light. 
 
    When Nate reached up again, his hand grabbed at a ledge. With a triumphant smile, he grabbed the ledge with his other hand and hoisted himself up. 
 
    Muscles burned as he pulled himself onto a ledge. His knee came up and touched the edge. With one final push, he rolled onto the flat stone and onto his back.  
 
    Heavy breath filled the air before a mad chuckle escaped his mouth. Nate stayed on his back, his pack between him and the floor. Weakness crawled along his muscles as his eyes moved in his head. He took in the ancient stonework along the ceiling and walls. A cool wind touched the entrance and flowed over the large man. Nate turned his attention to the side and gazed down a stone corridor with inky darkness further in. 
 
    Nate stared at the darkness, watching it writhe and slither like a living thing. Something was beyond the black veil. A call to destiny or an omen to his death. Either way, he could not deny it. Not after such a long journey. Not after giving up his life in the north. Not after feeling the heat of his dreams pressing down on his soul.  
 
    Energy surged into his worn body. Nate turned onto his stomach. His powerful arms and legs pressed down and he stood up. A thought slipped along his mind, whispering that he should arm himself. Nate ignored it. 
 
    The large man took one steady step after another. He walked along the wide, ancient stone corridor and made his way deeper in. The breeze touched the back of his neck, but every step inward brought a different breeze against his senses. It felt warm and cold and full of life at the same time. 
 
    The corridor widened as the inky darkness consumed him. Nate’s eyes slowly adjusted to the dark gloom. Shapes began to form. The corridor opened into a large cavern. His eyes continued to adapt to the darkness. The cavern seemed to stretch on. In the distance was what looked like ruins built into the very cavern. 
 
    Nate walked toward them, his senses alive and his heart pounding in his chest. His eyes fully adjusted to the dark gloom. He took another step and his foot touched something.  
 
    Nate looked down to see something big in the darkness. It shifted and moved. He took a step back and looked around. Two more large lumps began to move. The large man spun around, eyes darting to the shifting darkness.  
 
    Three necks rose up and oval eyes opened. They glowed with supernatural power as they gazed down on the man in their cave. Darkness peeled back to reveal sharp, dagger sized teeth. Heat bloomed and eyes stared. 
 
    Nate stopped spinning and stood his ground. He looked up into glowing blue eyes. 
 
    A maw opened under the glowing blue eyes, white and azure energy arcing and surging. It dripped from the open maw as the glowing blue eyes narrowed and the thing took in a deep inhale. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Two 
 
    Nate fell into a stance, ready to dodge any attack. His body tensed, muscles primed and ready to move. He watched with intense eyes as the thing’s maw shifted and tilted up slightly.  
 
    Energy surged and blasted out, over Nate’s head. The young man watched as the thick stream of lightning flashed, illuminating the cavern in blue light. It stabbed through the air until it struck a large crystal on the wall. Magical sparks filled the air as the crystal glowed. 
 
    The scaled dragon closed their mouth and smiled evilly.  
 
    Nate turned his head slightly, glancing away from the dragon and to the cavern walls. Crystals embedded into the rocky cavern walls began to glow. A wave of light cascaded across the cavern walls and ceiling. The crystals grew brighter until a level of light illuminated the entire cavern. 
 
    Nate returned his attention to the three large creatures around him. Scales shifted as eyes looked down on the lone man in their midst. Dragon eyes smoldered in the arcane light. Necks craned and looked Nate up and down. 
 
    Nate looked to each one in astonishment. The dragon that blasted out lightning was a blending of blue and black scales. Its blue, webbed wings were folded against its sleek body. Horns stabbed out and back from its head. A deep growl filled its long throat and kept its soul piercing gaze on Nate. 
 
    To the right was a green dragon with rounded horns along the sides of its head. It looked down on Nate with kind eyes. Its snout was a little pointed. Emerald green scales ruffled a little as its tail was wrapped around its body. Just like the blue dragon, this one’s green wings were folded against its body. 
 
    Nate shifted again to a white dragon with small horns. It blinked as it lay on its stomach. A scaled white tail flicked back and forth in the air. 
 
    The three dragons were about the size of large horses, except for the green one. It was larger than the other two, but only slightly. The green one continued to eye Nate. The white one flicked its tail in the air. The blue one lowered its head and moved closer, staring directly into Nate’s eyes. 
 
    Nate stood his ground, his heart beating like a drum. 
 
    “Tonight’s dinner has come to us,” the blue one hissed and giggled darkly. 
 
    The white dragon stopped blinking and simply stared. 
 
    The green one closed its eyes and shook its head. 
 
    Nate stared up at the blue dragon, its snout a mere foot from his face. “That wouldn’t be very nice, since you called me here.” 
 
    The blue dragon’s eyes narrowed. “What makes you think we called you here?” 
 
    Nate stood his ground. “The dreams.” 
 
    The blue dragon’s expression didn’t change, its gaze purely on Nate’s eyes. 
 
    “I love dreams,” the white one said with an enthusiastic tone. 
 
    The blue one glanced at the white one and growled. 
 
    “Oh! Right. I’m not supposed to talk,” the white one blinked. 
 
    The blue one rolled her eyes. In that moment, Nate turned his attention to the white dragon and smiled. 
 
    “My name is Nathanial, but everyone calls me Nate.” 
 
    The white dragon smiled. “My name is Izzi.” 
 
    “Izzi, stop talking!” the blue one growled. 
 
    Izzi blinked again. “Sorry Shego. I thought since I already broke the rule that I could talk.” 
 
    “Don’t say my name!” Shego growled louder and stabbed her clawed hand into the dirt. 
 
    Nate kept his attention on the white dragon. “Izzi is a very nice name. Pleased to meet you,” Nate said and bowed. 
 
    Pink touched white scales under Izzi’s eyes. “Pleased to meet you,” Izzi said and bowed her scaled head. 
 
    The blue dragon’s scales rippled along her back before she sunk down to the ground and let out an electrical huff. Energy sparked and arced into the air before fading away. 
 
    “I knew she would ruin the fun,” Shego huffed. 
 
    “You take your games much too seriously,” the green dragon said with a warm tone. 
 
    Nate turned to the large green one and bowed. “I’m actually very pleased to see all three of you. I’ve travelled a great distance, following the dreams. I wasn’t sure it was real until now.” 
 
    The green one looked down with kind eyes. “We’re pleased you heard our call. My name is Norrah, The Life Giver. You’ve met Izzi, The Adorable. The grumpy blue one is Shego, The Azure Chaos.” 
 
    “I was ready to torture him for hours and Izzi screwed it up,” Shego growled. 
 
    “It would have been rude to not answer him,” Izzi whined. 
 
    Shego shook her scaly head. “Izzi, I’ve known slimes smarter than you.” 
 
    Izzi’s jaw dropped open. “There will be other games. And stop being so mean!” 
 
    Norrah lowered her head and looked into Nate’s eyes. Nate stood, caught in her majestic beauty. Heat and power rolled off of her in waves, each one splashing against Nate’s senses and skin. It was like standing in a dream. 
 
    Norrah’s serpent lips formed into a small smile. “Nate, tell us why you’re here.” 
 
    Nate nodded. He took hold of his pack, unslung it from his shoulders and placed it down by his feet. He stood back up and looked at Norrah. Shego and Izzi crawled a little closer, craning their heads and necks to see Nate. The three of them looked down with interested eyes. 
 
    Nate took a deep inhale and began, “Years ago, I woke up from a dream. It was filled with lightning, frost, and life. I saw leathery wings. I saw the hints of tails and claws. I didn’t normally remember my dreams, but I remembered that one. 
 
    “After a time, the dreams grew more frequent. I had them many times and they were often the same, at first. It reached a point where I didn’t dream about anything else. They consumed me so much, I knew I had to find their meaning. 
 
    “I left the town I grew up in. I set out from the North to search and understand what it all meant.” 
 
    Izzi nodded with wide eyes. Shego kept her annoyed expression. Norrah’s expression was blank. 
 
    Nate continued, “My journey took me to many places. I found mages and scholars who were able to tell me more, but one mage helped open my eyes to what was happening. She told me that I was being called, summoned. She said that I was chosen to be a Seer. 
 
    “It is known that some people of Arith may be summoned by dragons, monsters, and deities. I was told, those that are summoned often have a special connection to others. I knew the dreams wouldn’t stop. I had to follow them. I wanted to follow them. Each one gave me a clue, a place to find and a direction to go.” 
 
    Nate smiled at Norrah. “It all brought me here, to the three of you.” 
 
    Shego closed her eyes and shook her head. “We sent out the call and only he arrived. I thought there would be more options.” 
 
    Norrah shook her head. “Shego, you’re being rude.” 
 
    Shego dipped her head. “I apologize, but I thought there would be more choices. He seems strong, but there could be others on their way.” 
 
    Nate turned his attention to the blue dragon with knowing eyes. “There are no others and you know it. The dreams spoke to me of the bond. My research and what I’ve learned from mages told me that these kinds of bonds are unique between the dreamers. Have you dreamed of others?” 
 
    Shego stared hard at Nate, but didn’t say anything more. 
 
    “Nate, please forgive our dear Shego. She is grumpy before she eats,” Norrah said with an understanding tone. 
 
    “We’ve been in this cavern for weeks. Yes, I need a pig or sheep,” Shego growled. 
 
    “I ate a sheep yesterday! The fur gets caught in my throat sometimes,” Izzi said. 
 
    Shego looked to the white dragon in disbelief. “How did you get out of here without us knowing? I would have hunted with you!” 
 
    Izzi shrugged. “You were sleeping. I didn’t want to wake you.” 
 
    Shego opened her maw to verbally attack her fellow dragon when Norrah raised a clawed hand, stopping her. 
 
    “There will be plenty of time to eat, but first, I want to know more about our little Nate here.” 
 
    Shego closed her maw with a disgruntled look. 
 
    “I want to know more about all three of you too,” Nate smiled. 
 
    Norrah brought her slitted nose close to Nate and sniffed at him. Nate stood his ground, allowing the dragon to take in his scent. She pulled back and smiled. 
 
    “What do you know about Mana Spheres?” Norrah asked. 
 
    Nate nodded. “There are twelve spheres of mana, each one for a different element. From what I have learned, there are spheres for Air, Fire, Water, Stone, Life, Decay, Light, Dark, Mind, Body, Space, and Time. 
 
    “On my journey here, several mages told me the basics of magic and mana. I don’t know how to cast any spells, but I do know about how they are manipulated.” 
 
    Shego let out a snide hiss. “He isn’t a Seer. Doesn’t know how to perform magic. How underwhelming.” 
 
    Nate turned his gaze to the blue dragon. “I don’t know how to cast spells, but that doesn’t mean I don’t understand how spheres work and how I have a connection to them.” 
 
    Shego raised an eye ridge. 
 
    Nate turned to Norrah. “I’m fully aware I have a connection to the Body Sphere.” 
 
    The green dragon nodded. “Please, continue.” 
 
    Nate smiled. “Different spheres can be learned, trained, or mastered in different ways. The Body Sphere can increase in degrees by cultivation or spellcraft. It was always a talent I had to become stronger the more I work out and test my body. I don’t need spells. I just need to train and push my body to become stronger.” 
 
    Norrah nodded. “Do you know about degrees in each sphere?” 
 
    Nate smiled. “There are twelve degrees for each of the twelve spheres.” 
 
    “I’m willing to wager he doesn’t know what degree he is,” Shego scoffed. 
 
    Nate looked at Shego and gave her a confident smirk. “A gifted being may have one degree from one or several mana spheres. My Body sphere is 3rd degree.” 
 
    Shego blinked. 
 
    “He’s more than gifted,” Izzi grinned with sharp teeth. 
 
    Norrah’s expression remained warm. “Impressive, since you have had no formal training. It takes mages, priests, bards, paladins, lancers, and many others, years to gain degrees in each sphere. You gained it through hard work and personal talent.” 
 
    “I don’t like to back down from a challenge,” Nate said with confidence. 
 
    Shego stood up on all fours and stretched her body. “This is all well and good, but we still don’t know if he is meant to be with us. He followed the dreams. He has natural gifts of magic. But we don’t know if he has the keen mind and fortitude to be a true Seer.” 
 
    Nate bowed to Norrah. “I hate to interrupt our discussion, but I feel I should speak with Shego.” 
 
    Norrah gave a small nod and smiled. 
 
    “Speak to me? Who do you think you are?” Shego said with an annoyed tone. 
 
    Nate turned to the blue dragon, bent down at the knees and grabbed his pack. Shego watched him with bored eyes as he opened his pack and rummaged through it. Nate’s fingers grabbed a sack and he pulled it out. He stood up and stepped a little closer to the blue dragon. 
 
    Shego looked down on him. She watched as Nate opened the sack and reached in. He pulled out one gold coin and placed it on a nearby stone between them.  
 
    The dragon huffed, blue sparks appearing from her nostrils. She glanced down to the coin and shook her head. 
 
    “One gold coin? What kind of dragon do you think I am?” 
 
    Nate reached into the sack and pulled out another gold coin. He placed it on top of the first one. 
 
    “This is idiotic,” Shego hissed. 
 
    “Is it?” Nate said as he pulled out another coin and placed it on the other two. 
 
    Nate continued to pull out one coin after the other as he spoke, “You see, I knew the dreams spoke both ways. It took some time to discover it, but when I did, I enjoyed and looked forward to them. I remembered you, Shego. You never mentioned your name, but how could I forget such beautiful scales and wings.” 
 
    Shego was silent and her gaze unimpressed. 
 
    Nate continued, the stack of coins getting taller. “I remember chasing you through great halls filled with coins and gems. I remembered how you laughed. I also remembered how I would enter the dream and see you, snuggling your snout into piles of gems.” 
 
    Shego’s eyelids half closed and she forced them open. 
 
    Nate made a stack of gold coins, about ten coins high. He reached into the sack and didn’t take his hand out. He smiled at the dragon as she looked at him and glanced down to the stack of gold coins. 
 
    “I remember you had your favorites. Rubies and diamonds were nice, but it wasn’t the worth of the gem. You liked the ones that spoke to you.” 
 
    Nate looked down on the stack of coins. “These coins are the altar.”  
 
    Nate pulled out a large sapphire and placed it on the stack of coins. He remembered how he bartered for it with gems he took with him from his earlier adventures in the north. Blue sapphires spoke to him, connecting with his dreams and the playful romps with a certain blue dragon. 
 
    “Shego, this is my gift to you,” Nate said as he took a step back and smiled. 
 
    Shego looked down at the large sapphire. Scales rippled down her neck. Her clawed hand clenched as she tried to look away. She turned her serpent head, but one eye looked down on the blue gem. Her tail rose up and slammed down in obvious temptation and frustration.  
 
    “Is this some sort of trick?” Shego said softly. 
 
    “No trick. Just a gift. You can take it or leave it. I’m just happy to finally meet you in the flesh and give you this gift I’ve held onto for a long time.” 
 
    The last word struck the blue dragon like a whip. The air around her grew warmer and sparks crackled in the air. Her spindly, clawed hands opened and closed. Her serpent eyes nearly trembled as the gem seemed to call out to her like a lost child. 
 
    In a blink, her hand blurred out and snatched the coins and gem. Nate barely saw it as she lifted it up to her eyes and snout. She stared at the gem for a moment before rubbing it against her scales. A deep hum filled her throat as she closed her eyes and snuggled to it. 
 
    Nate turned back to Norrah. He parted his lips to speak when white dragon hands reached over from the side, grabbed him and pulled. Nate’s entire body went limp like a ragdoll into Izzi’s grasp as she sat on her haunches and slammed him against her scaled chest. 
 
    “You are just so fun!” Izzi grinned as she rubbed her face against Nate’s short, black hair. 
 
    Nate tried to fight his grin and lost. Izzi was strong, holding him like he weighed nothing. He planted his feet and stood up, giving her more to hold.  
 
    Norrah watched Izzi and Nate with amused eyes. “Izzi, let him have a chance to breathe.” 
 
    Izzi opened her eyes and looked down. She pulled her arms back, but stayed sitting. 
 
    “I sometimes get really excited,” Izzi said as her tail waved back and forth behind her. 
 
    “I think we all do,” Nate kept his smile. “Hug me any time.” 
 
    Izzi’s eyes glowed and she lifted her arms to hug him again when Norrah cleared her throat. The frost dragon lowered her arms and her head. 
 
    “Nate,” Norrah said with regal flair.  
 
    Nate turned to the green dragon. 
 
    “We are pleased you made the long journey to us. Our dreams hinted at your adventures and the effort to cross great distances to find us. But I must be honest, meeting us is the first step.” 
 
    Nate looked up to the majestic green dragon. “I know there is more. I felt it when we dreamed. I wouldn’t have come if I thought this was all there is.” 
 
    Norrah nodded. “We sent out the call to find a Seer. We knew our voices would be heard and someone would touch our dreams. When it was you, we waited until we dreamed of you coming closer to us. We flew here and waited for your arrival.” 
 
    “Why did you send out the call? In all my dreams, I didn’t know the reason. I only knew that I had to come.” 
 
    Norrah smiled. “We set out the call because the three of us wanted a Seer. Arith has changed over the last hundred years. The process has been slow. Most would not have noticed it, but our kind did. 
 
    “For a long time, many from the isles have sent out their siren call to others to join them. There has always been Seers, those drawn to the flame. All Seers have an ability to blend their magic, their spheres, with those who summon them. It is a bond where all involved gain greater power. It is a form of bonding magic that can fight the very tides of darkness and light, depending on which side you are on.” 
 
    “And what are we fighting?” Nate asked plainly. 
 
    Norrah shook her head. “I admire your eagerness, but it is something we cannot discuss at this time. No, at this time, we must ensure we are meant to be. Shego does have a point. We don’t know if the four of us are right for each other.” 
 
    Norrah turned her serpent gaze to the blue dragon as she continued to rub the gem against the side of her head and hum. 
 
    “Shego may have been premature in her assumption, but she did have the right of it.” 
 
    “We must court each other,” Nate smiled. 
 
    “You do remember my dreams!” Izzi grinned with sharp teeth. 
 
    Norrah let out a deep laugh before responding to Nate, “In a way. Like all bonding, we must see if we are compatible. Dreaming is one thing, reality is another.” 
 
    Nate stepped closer to Norrah and looked up to her oval green eyes. “I understand.” 
 
    The green dragon nodded to the man before her. “Nate, stay here for the night. Rest and make your way to the southernmost spire. We will be there. When you arrive, we can talk some more.” 
 
    Nate lifted an eyebrow, wondering what she meant when all three dragons stood up. Izzi and Shego made their way to the wide corridor that led outside. Norrah gave Nate a wink before following her fellow dragons.  
 
    Nate followed. He watched them as they walked along the corridor and reached the entrance. Shego kept her wings close to her body. She leapt into the air and dived down out of sight. A heartbeat later, she soared up into the sky, her blue wings catching the last of the daylight. 
 
    Izzi was next. The white dragon jumped off the entrance ledge, spun and fell. In a blink, she shot up with ivory wings. 
 
    Norrah lingered at the entrance as Nate stepped to her side. He looked up at the green dragon with inspired eyes. 
 
    Norrah turned her head and looked down on Nate, her snout only a few feet above him. 
 
    “You’re a lot cuter in person than in our dreams,” Norrah said with a serpent smile and leapt off the ledge. 
 
    Nate looked over to see Norrah’s wings flash out and catch a thermal. She turned and flew up like a spear. 
 
    Nate couldn’t take his gaze away from the three dragons. They circled above, each one following the other. Izzi glanced down and let out a small roar. 
 
    Norrah took the lead. She turned her body and soared toward the southern part of the island, a spire stabbing up to the heavens. It was painted in the golden light of the sun. 
 
    Nate stared as they flew to the spire in short order and circled it. For a time, they simply flew. Norrah dived down and disappeared behind the spire. Soon, Shego and Izzi followed her and were gone from sight. 
 
    Calm silence filled Nate’s heart. His senses were alive, drinking in the small breeze, the light of the setting sun, and the ocean scent drifting over the island. 
 
    “We both know I’m not going to stay here tonight,” Nate whispered to the wind. 
 
    The large man turned and began to make his way back down the tunnel to grab his pack and make the long climb down. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Three 
 
    His muscles burned as the lone man made his way down the thin mountain. The air cooled with the evening air, helping soothe his inflamed limbs and back. The last rays of sunlight were long gone. It took many hours to climb the mountain and it took many more to climb back down. Despite following gravity’s pull, the careful lowering and securing of fingers and toes into the rock used a lot of concentration, strength, and skill. 
 
    I could have slept the night and started fresh in the morning, but where’s the challenge in that? 
 
    Nate chuckled to himself as he continued his descent. The need to push himself consumed him at times. He enjoyed a good rest, but he enjoyed it more to push his limits. It was a defining trait he exploited for himself. Where most would give up or slow down, Nate pushed himself to break past such small, but draining limitations. For the most part, his body responded well to it. Other times, he paid the price in the short term of pain, blood, and broken bones. Those were badges of honor as he forced his body to heal by not allowing it to weaken from setbacks or difficult adventures. 
 
    Nate’s fingers grabbed onto a crack and he lowered himself down again. Memories filled the back of his mind. Life in the north was difficult, but the rewards were euphoric. Pushing his body to the breaking point and passing out into the best sleep of his life was satisfying to the soul. Meals tasted better and lovemaking caused his very soul to bask in the inner heat, lust, and joining of bodies. It all made the world worthwhile and pushed him to further adventures. 
 
    Nate glanced over his shoulder and smiled. He was forty feet above the jungle floor. With a hard push, he launched sideways off the mountain and fell. Bare feet felt the touch of the air as he fell. His legs bent slightly as jungle trees touched his falling body. When he reached the forest floor, his powerful legs absorbed the shock as he bent down a little. The kinetic energy vibrated along the ground and up Nate’s legs for barely a moment. It disappeared and the lone man stood up and surveyed his surroundings. 
 
    The jungle around him was dark and quiet. Nate’s ear twitched as he heard the people of Moon Cove laughing, dancing, and singing in the distance. Their good spirits caressed his senses as he turned and looked at the gloom of the forest to the south. 
 
    From the cavern entrance, Nate mentally mapped out his trek from what he could see of the island below. He noticed a large lake in the center of the island. He simply had to travel to it and either walk around or swim across it. Considering how late it was and knowing he had to climb another mountain, he planned to bed down by the lake and resume his journey in the morning. If he waited at the cavern for morning and with the size of the island, it would have taken three days to reach the dragons instead of two. 
 
    Nate grabbed the straps of his pack over his shoulders and pulled it off. He placed it on the ground and opened the flap. His hands reached in and grabbed his boots. He pulled them out and placed them on the ground. He undid the leather straps around his palms and put them in the pack. Next, he put on his boots. After closing the pack, he lifted it up and put his arms through the strap loops. 
 
    A cool breeze caused the nearby trees to move and wave to the man in the dimly lit forest. Moonlight and starshine created an ethereal glow along the tops of trees. Shafts of moonlight touched the ground in places, giving the jungle a fantastical atmosphere. 
 
    “I’m coming,” Nate whispered and wondered if the three dragons could hear him. 
 
    Nate stared into the jungle for a moment before taking one step and then another. He gently marched into the jungle and made his way through. When there was a break in the canopy, he used the three spires to help navigate his trek through the jungle.  
 
    Sounds of nighttime creatures began to fill the silence. The distant sounds of Moon Cove melted away to the sounds of nighttime birds, lizards, and other wildlife as Nate pressed on. 
 
    The burning along Nate’s muscles ebbed the more he walked. The ground was incredibly even, except for the occasional tree root. The sounds of the jungle turned into a natural symphony. It caressed Nate’s senses as he pressed on. 
 
    All of this will just make me stronger. 
 
    Nate’s mind wandered to the two times he was able to increase his Body Sphere. The first time was by accident, helping chop down large trees by his hometown. Something possessed him one early morning. He picked up an axe and strolled to the forest edge. He began chopping away at tree after tree. Each strike spoke to him, fueling his resolve to continue. After a time, his body cried out in soreness and pain, but it didn’t stop him. He pushed on, chopping at thick trunks to fell trees for firewood and building materials. 
 
    The day wore on and he worked faster. Pain tried to pull him back, but determination blasted away his reason. After several dozen trees and with the sun slowly setting, he carried on like a madman when a burst of energy filled every part of his body. It surged into every muscle and he felt stronger, tougher, and faster.  
 
    Vitality flooded him and he was refreshed and stronger. After that, he continued well into the night. Several axes broke from the abuse, but there were plenty more to replace them. 
 
    Finally, in the dead of night, he stopped. Bloody sores covered his hands and his body felt stronger than it ever did before. He remembered dropping the axe. He remembered shambling home and falling into his bed. He slept for two days and when he awoke, he felt like a new person. 
 
    Nate walked, the memory of reaching the second degree in the Body Sphere fading and replaced with the next time he improved. Shadows filled his eyes as his legs propelled him through the dark jungle. The first memory was an exciting one. The second one was the opposite. 
 
    Like a haunting ghost, it whispered in Nate’s ear as he pressed on through the jungle. It was a year later. There was a tunnel collapse in the town’s iron mine. The whole town banded together to save everyone inside. Nate remembered arriving at the tunnel with many family members and people in town, ready to help. 
 
    Almost everyone took shifts to help remove fallen rubble, except for Nate. He powered through, hefting large stones and moving them himself. When people he knew began to fall to exhaustion, he would carry a large stone in one hand and his fallen friends or family in the other. Once they were outside, others from town would care for them while Nate went back in. 
 
    The shadows lengthened under Nate’s eyes. There were four miners trapped inside. No one knew the extent of the damage, or if they were even alive. All they could do was keep digging and removing rubble to find them and get them out. After the townspeople gained a headcount, they knew who the missing were. Nate knew them from town. He wasn’t close to any of them, but he knew he had to find them. It consumed him and his body refused to slow down. 
 
    After several days of digging, the four miners were found. They had perished during the collapse and had been dead for days. The cries from their families were enough to break Nate’s heart. In that moment, another surge filled his body. Nate remembered how it felt, pushing his body to the limit and then feeling the soul crushing pain of failure. It struck him like a hammer and he grew stronger because of it. At the time, he didn’t know he had reached the third degree in the Body Sphere. It wasn’t until he decided to follow the strange dreams, leave his town and find mages he could talk to that he discovered he had a natural affinity with the elemental mana spheres. 
 
    Nate lifted his gaze upwards, a beam of moonlight touching his eyes. 
 
    “It has all led me here,” the young man whispered as he looked at the spire to the south. 
 
    Rustling from behind touched Nate’s senses. He slowed down and then stopped. Turning his head slightly, he listened intently as he heard movement from the jungle behind him. 
 
    Gentle footfalls whispered with the sounds of the jungle. Nate almost wouldn’t have noticed it if his senses weren’t also enhanced, just like his body. He stood like a statue in the dark. The sounds moved closer. Each little rustle gave away the location of those following him. Nate counted about eight. They had formed a semi-circle and were carefully moving closer. 
 
    Nate focused. In the barest sense, he could hear their heartbeats. They were calm, but there was a hint of eagerness along their pulses. Nate remembered that kind of pulse when others challenged him, either in bars or on the road. They saw his size and felt they could challenge him to feel better about themselves. Nate loved an honorable challenge, but this smelled different. 
 
    They are actively hunting me. It’s safe to assume they’re not friends. 
 
    Nate turned around and faced the direction of his pursuers. 
 
    A good fight will only make me stronger. This might be what I need to increase my Body Sphere to the fourth degree. Climbing up a mountain and down it, marching on, and then a fight could help me achieve the next level. 
 
    A new excitement filled Nate as he shrugged off his pack and placed it behind a tree trunk. His thoughts danced, feeling that surge of energy and becoming more than what he already was. It would only help him if he and the dragons bonded. 
 
    The night symphony of the jungle abruptly stopped. 
 
    Here they come. 
 
    Nate’s senses sharpened to a razor’s edge. He stared at the inky dark jungle and shafts of moonlight scattered about. The breeze died and the world held its breath. 
 
    Nate spotted the gleam of an eye in the shadows before something shot through the air. Nate turned his shoulder away, the arrow missing him by an inch. It stabbed into a tree, the end of the arrow vibrating from the power. 
 
    Nate remained cool as he held his head high and several lizard people emerged from the dark jungle. Male and female subeks held maces and clubs. Moonlight gleamed off some of their scales. A menace filled their eyes as their chests rose and fell with contained violence. 
 
    Nate’s ears flexed as he heard others move around in the jungle to surround him. He kept his hands loose and his body primed as the remainder moved into place, cutting off all escape. 
 
    A subek stepped out from the jungle, a bow in one hand and an arrow in the other. Nate took in his features, noticing it was the subek from the ship that was asking him questions. 
 
    “Come with us,” the subek said with a low hiss. 
 
    “Where do you want to go?” Nate said as he stood his ground. 
 
    “To your grave,” the subek smiled evilly. 
 
    Nate glanced at the other lizard folk surrounding him. Even in the dim light of the jungle, he could see and feel their eagerness for him to resist. It seemed at odds with what he knew of the subek in the Sapphire Sea. They were a simple people who enjoyed lounging in the sun and eating. They had given up their barbaric roots a long time ago. 
 
    These subek are not like others I’ve met on my travels. Something is compelling them. 
 
    “Is this because of the dragons?” Nate asked. 
 
    Not one lizard person turned their gazes away in confusion or misunderstanding. They functioned as one and Nate saw the dark intent in their eyes. 
 
    “Since I’m clearly outnumbered and not going to make it out of this alive, can you at least tell me what this is about?” 
 
    The subek lifted an arrow to his bow. He notched it and pulled back, the point aimed at Nate’s chest. 
 
    “It was worth an attempt,” Nate smirked. 
 
    Time slowed down as the subek let go of the arrow. The bowstring snapped into place and launched the arrow. The subeks around Nate began moving too, charging at him and raising their maces and clubs. An arrow shot past moving bodies as they screeched for blood. 
 
    Nate’s heartbeat remained calm as his body and limbs began to move. The arrow crossed the distance and Nate was already moving. The air pushed at the skin of his neck as the arrow passed within inches of it. The moment Nate knew the arrow missed him, his large hand shot out at a charging subek. Time sped up and chaos clashed. 
 
    Nate’s hand clamped onto the charging subek’s neck as it swung down a mace. Nate was already sidestepping, his fingers squeezing the lizard man’s throat and picking him up. Nate’s strong body and shoulders turned as the mace flew from the subek’s hand and their clawed feet were off the ground. Another subek rushed in, only for them to miss a step, shock filling their eyes as their fellow lizard folk came crashing down on them. Two bodies fell into quivering limbs from the brutality of the move. 
 
    Nate was still moving, lowering his center of gravity as three subeks rushed him. Fingers curled into hammer-like fists. Nate’s brow showed no hint of emotion as he pulled back and slammed his fist into an unguarded chest. The subek let out a horrific cry as his ribcage cracked and his chest caved in. While the subek fell back from the blow, another one raised their club and swung it across, aiming for Nate’s head. The large man turned and caught the club mid-strike. 
 
    The subek tried to pull back when she was pulled off her feet with her club. Nate moved in a blur, throwing the club and attacking subek toward a tree. She screeched as the club banged into the tree and her face crashed into it next. 
 
    The third subek swung their mace and Nate sidestepped it. The metal mace hit the ground. The lizard man tried to lift it up when a fist struck the side of its head and sent him crashing to the ground. 
 
    Muscles and senses glowed along Nate’s body. Time moved in instances as he turned. The rest of the subeks charged as one. The one with the bow was notching another arrow. Nate turned into the incoming four subeks and crossed his arms just as they crashed into him. The force of the blow was strong enough for his boots to slide back two feet.  
 
    The subeks growled as they pushed as one. Nate twisted his body and struck out with his elbows. Lizard people were scattered in a flurry of elbow strikes. Collar bones cracked and bodies fell. The last one falling was screaming when Nate’s hand clamped on his throat. 
 
    The subek with the bow, aimed and let the arrow loose. It shot across the small distance in a blink and sank into another subek’s back. The leader’s eyes widened as Nate stood with a subek in his hand and used it as a shield. The subek cried out in tormenting pain before Nate threw him aside like he weighed nothing. 
 
    “Want to tell me what this is all about?” Nate said as he stalked toward the last subek. 
 
    The leader threw their bow aside and drew a dagger. Nate glanced to the dagger, but didn’t slow his approach. 
 
    “Hexnia, give me power!” the subek screeched and charged. 
 
    Nate’s body shifted as the dagger stabbed past him. His hand blurred down, reaching for the subek’s wrist. When he nearly grabbed it, the lizard man shifted his body and moved in a blur. The dagger flashed in small arcs as Nate changed his stance and backpedaled. The flurry of dagger attacks filled the space between them. Nate’s body moved with defined precision, the dagger missing him by half-inches. The ferocity and speed of the attack was enough for Nate to take another step back as the subek roared.   
 
    The demon goddess is granting him power. 
 
    The dagger moved in blurry strikes, the subek’s reptilian eyes focused on the man before him. Nate’s body shifted and dodged attacks, looking for an opening to change to the offensive. When the subek’s aim targeted Nate’s side, he twisted his body as his hand clamped down on the subek’s wrist. 
 
    Fingers curled around the lizard man’s wrist. Strong fingers squeezed like a vice and turned. The subek grunted as wrist bones snapped and he let go of the dagger. Nate watched as a madness filled the lizard man’s eyes. The dagger fell and Nate was about to whip the subek away when another scaly hand shot forward and grabbed the falling dagger right out of the air. 
 
    Nate tried to pull the subek to keep them off guard when the dagger spun and stabbed into Nate’s thigh.  
 
    Muted pain shot up Nate’s leg. The subek hissed a sinister laugh as he twisted the dagger in Nate’s leg. 
 
    Pain roared and Nate let go of the subek. Time slowed as the lizard man lifted up a clawed foot and slammed it against Nate’s stomach. The power in it was stronger than any power the other subeks showed during the fight. It was enough to cause Nate to stumble back. Blood spilled and pain flared. Nate’s back struck a tree and he managed to keep himself upright. He watched as the subek that just stabbed him disappeared into the jungle. A quick glance around and he saw the others shambling or running away. They were soon swallowed up by the jungle and they were gone. 
 
    Nate stood up from the tree. Weakness filled his leg as blood dripped from the dagger still in it. Without hesitation, Nate stepped carefully to the tree where his pack was hidden behind it. He placed all his weight on his uninjured leg and managed to make it to the tree before his wounded leg gave out. He grabbed his pack, turned and pressed his broad back to the tree. He slid down to the ground and opened the pack. 
 
    Pain glowed against his nerves as he reached into the pack and pulled out a small kit. He opened it and put it down beside him. Inside were various small vials, bandages and three little pouches. Nate glanced to the dagger in his leg. One hand grabbed a little pouch, lifted it up and opened it. The other hand took hold of the dagger. 
 
    I have to be quick or I might bleed out. The mending powder should stop the bleeding.   
 
    Nate braced himself before yanking the dagger out. Blood spurted before Nate turned over the small pouch and dumped a white powder from it. It fell over the spurting wound. The moment it touched, magical energy flared and burned. A small grunt filled Nate’s throat as the magical power instantly stopped the bleeding and caused the wound to pucker. He tossed the dagger and reached for the bandages from the kit. 
 
    Nate worked, tying up the bandages around his thigh. A little blood bloomed along the bandage where the wound was, but the majority of the bleeding stopped. 
 
    This will have to serve as a lesson to not be so overconfident. The subeks had a clear agenda and they called upon the goddess of lust and madness. I’ll have to be more careful. 
 
    Nate’s heart thudded like a heavy drum. The pain subsided and he started to feel better. 
 
    I have to be thankful that my body regenerates faster at third degree. This wound could have crippled me. Instead, it should mostly be healed by the morning. 
 
    Nate looked around in the dark and relaxed his back against the tree.  
 
    If I stay here, they may come back with reinforcements. I have to keep moving to the lake and find a place to rest. 
 
    Nate grabbed at the tree and carefully stood up. The wound along his outer thigh ached, but he could stand on it. 
 
    Nate turned and pushed his arms through the straps of his pack. He made sure it was secure first before he started walking. The large man slowed his pace to conserve his strength and allow his leg to heal. It didn’t take long before he found his stride and pressed on into the night. 
 
    *** 
 
    The first brilliant ray of sunlight cut through the cloak of night to begin a new day. The shadowy night slipped away and the world gently woke up. Birdsong filled the air and lizards climbed onto rocks to begin sunning themselves to the bright morning. 
 
    Nate stepped out of the edge of the jungle and let out a relieved sigh. Before him, a large lake stretched out. It was massive as the young man stared out and took it all in. 
 
    Stepping from the edge of the jungle, he noticed that his leg did indeed feel better. In the last few hours, he noticed he was able to put a little more weight on it as he hiked through the jungle.  
 
    Nate reached the edge of the massive lake and sat down on the sandy edge. He gazed at the crystal-clear water. He could see limestone throughout. He reached down and scooped up a handful of water. He put it to his lips and took a sip.  
 
    It tastes clean.  
 
    Nate looked across the lake to the right. He saw a small waterfall splashing misty spray in the distance. His gaze shifted to his left and he looked up to the southern spire he had to reach. 
 
    I need to find a place to rest before I continue. A few hours’ sleep should be enough. After that, I can hike to the spire and climb it. I should reach the dragons by dusk. 
 
    Nate looked down to the clear lake waters. Thoughts swirled to the three dragons. His heart beat a little faster, wanting very much to see them again. The attack in the middle of the night invaded his thoughts and he wondered just how deep the mystery truly was. It turned into a confused soup of odd encounters and wanting to see Norrah, Shego, and Izzi again. 
 
    Nate mentally pushed it all away. 
 
    Have to rest and allow myself to heal a little more. 
 
    Nate knelt down to the water and drank from it like a deer by a river. When he’d had his fill, he stood back up and walked to the edge of the jungle again. He spotted some brush and walked to it.  
 
    When he reached it, he unslung his pack and opened it. A hand grabbed the thin bedroll and pulled it out. He placed the pack down and unrolled the bedroll onto the ground, by the brush. It would help hide him in case he was still being hunted. 
 
    Nate laid down on his back and stared up at the shadowy canopy. It protected him from direct sunlight and provided enough comfort for him to sleep a few hours. 
 
    With a small exhale, Nate closed his eyes and let his mind drift. It didn’t take long for him to slip into a peaceful rest. 
 
    In the shadow of the trees, a figure stared at Nate as he slept. They didn’t blink as they watched him. 
 
    The sounds of birdsong filled the air as the sun rose higher into the morning sky. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Four 
 
    The dreamscape writhed like a living thing. The very ground undulated and pulsed like at any moment it would rise and begin a monstrous rampage. A black moon vibrated with a red aura. Rivers of crimson cut through the dark lands and Nate stood in the middle of it. 
 
    A blue aura covered Nate’s form as he looked around the odd landscape. His heart pumped with power, pushing back against the waves crashing down on him from the black moon.  
 
    Nate turned his attention to the pulsating ground, watching as clawed hands broke through to the surface and fingers searched for something to grab. They were just out of range of the lone man, but it didn’t sit well with him in the unusual strangeness of the dreamscape. 
 
    “I should wake myself before this gets out of hand,” Nate mumbled to himself as he looked around with careful eyes. 
 
    The black moon in the sky cracked. Nate looked up in astonishment as the moon ripped in half and something immense crawled out. It had a vaguely feminine form with black and red skin, and horns that stabbed up for miles. Oval red eyes turned and looked down on Nate. A clawed hand opened and crossed immense distances. A fingertip speared down, ready to stab and crush Nate. 
 
    “No,” Nate said and held up his hands. 
 
    The very tip of the nail reached him and his hands grabbed hold. Power blasted his entire frame as he held back a finger that was miles long and wide. He grunted as his arms and knees strained. The gigantic demon’s eyes widened a hair as power throbbed. 
 
    “You… will… not… crush… ME!” Nate roared. 
 
    Power blasted out in all directions, ripping the very land and along the immense red finger. The clawed nail cracked and shattered. 
 
    Nate’s eyes slowly opened. A shadow loomed over him and his eyes focused. A woman with small horns and long white hair looked down on the young man. Her eyes were a crystal blue and her skin was a pale alabaster. The sun was reaching midday, and even in the shadows of the jungle and brush, she glowed. 
 
    Nate glanced at the rest of her as she kneeled by him and quickly noticed she was naked. Pale breasts hung unassisted as if gravity had no hold on them. Smooth skin along her body shifted at points to white scales on the outsides of her arms, legs, and sides of her neck.  
 
    Nate slowly sat up and the naked woman crawled back a little and sat. Nate’s gaze drifted to the white wings folded against her back and the bent tips stabbing up from behind her shoulders. Her hands had scales on the tops, along the wrist and well into her forearms. He continued to drink in her image, seeing her feet were long and clawed. White scales ran up her shins to her knees. A white, scaly tail moved back and forth behind her as she looked at Nate and blinked. 
 
    “Izzi?” Nate said as he fully sat up. 
 
    The dragon woman blinked again. “I was watching you sleep. You looked so peaceful.” 
 
    Nate touched the side of his head as if to help push away the grogginess. “How long?” 
 
    “The entire time. I smelled your wound and wanted to make sure you were okay.” 
 
    “Yea, I ran into some trouble trying to cross the island,” Nate said as the last hints of grogginess melted away. 
 
    “Followers of Hexnia,” Izzi said simply. 
 
    Nate nodded. “How did you know?” 
 
    Izzi looked away and brought her knees up to her chin. “Norrah said I shouldn’t talk to you until we were sure you are truly our Seer.” 
 
    Nate smiled. “If that’s what she said, then we should respect it. I can wait until we’re sure.” 
 
    Izzi looked back at Nate and blinked. “Okay, you convinced me to talk.” 
 
    Nate lifted an eyebrow. “That’s not what I said.” 
 
    Izzi sat back, her hands propping her up. Nate’s gaze immediately fell to her uncovered womanhood and forced himself to look away. 
 
    The dragon woman looked at Nate and then down to herself and then back to Nate. “Does this form not please you?” 
 
    Nate fought back a smile. “It’s not that. It pleases me very much. It’s just distracting.” 
 
    Izzi nodded. A white flash touched her and when it faded, she sat in a white, two-piece bikini. 
 
    “Better?” 
 
    Nate looked at her and saw that it barely hid what he already saw. “Sure,” he smiled. 
 
    Izzi nodded and continued, “Hexnia is a symptom of a larger problem. She has joined some darker forces here on Arith. She never forgave this world for what happened during the Portal Wars.” 
 
    Nate turned as he sat and faced the beautiful dragon woman. “Is that why the three of you sent out the call? Is Hexnia and others trying to hurt our world?” 
 
    Izzi’s mouth formed a mischievous smirk. “There are many reasons why we sent out the call.” 
 
    The dragon woman leaned forward onto all fours and crawled closer until their faces were a foot apart. 
 
    “Maybe we just wanted someone to help us have some fun,” Izzi said slyly. 
 
    I’m getting whiplash from how quickly she mentally jumps around. 
 
    Izzi looked to the side, “It gets so confusing sometimes. My dreams are filled with so many bits of information, it’s hard to keep track of it all. Sometimes I just want to lay in the sun and sleep the days away.” 
 
    Nate smiled. “When my mind overwhelms me, training often helps clear it out and helps me think better.” 
 
    Izzi looked back to Nate. “Training? What kind of training?” 
 
    Nate stood up and held out his hand. “Body training. It clears out the fog and you can handle your day better.” 
 
    Izzi looked at Nate’s hand for a moment before putting her hand in his. He helped her to her feet. He attempted to let go, but the dragon woman held on tight. The two of them walked out of the shaded spot in the jungle edge and stepped out to the sandy edges of the lake.  
 
    “I’ll need my hand back,” Nate smiled. 
 
    Izzi lowered her head in shyness and let go. 
 
    Nate took a few steps away. He noticed his leg felt almost brand new. The wound barely registered and he knew in a short time, it would be completely gone.  
 
    Nate bent forward and placed his hands on the sand. He lifted his legs straight into the air. He began doing handstand pushups as he spoke to the dragon watching him. 
 
    “I do about five hundred of these just to start, or when I need to clear my mind. I can do them anywhere,” Nate said without a hint of straining. 
 
    Izzi watched him with wide eyes. Her gaze fell to his powerful arms and she licked her lips. 
 
    “Is there any other training that you do?” Izzi asked. 
 
    Nate nodded. “I do daily fighting techniques, run for many miles, and meditate.” 
 
    Izzi’s eyes moved up and down, following Nate. “As dragons, we have many natural abilities. We don’t have to train on some things because we understand it very quickly.” 
 
    “What are some of things you don’t understand quickly?” Nate asked as he reached forty handstand pushups. 
 
    “Fighting techniques are strange to us. We use power and cunning to win conflicts. Breaking it down to fighting is a little confusing. Our bodies can’t grow stronger because we are at our physical peak. How did you learn all of these things?” 
 
    Nate smiled. “From books and legends of ancient heroes. The stories helped create my regimen. I took different things from different heroes. Fighting was a little tougher. I often sparred with friends and family. I tried new things and became very aware during a fight.” 
 
    Izzi continued to watch Nate as he talked and worked out. “Interspecies lovemaking is something we don’t experience enough. It can be a little strange, but titillating. Have you had a lot of experience with such training?” 
 
    Nate's eyes widened as he stopped his pushups and simply stood on his hands. “I think I’m okay. I haven’t had any complaints.” 
 
    Izzi nodded. “Dragons already know how to make love to each other. It’s different with other species because your bodies are so varied and weaker.” 
 
    “I take that as a challenge,” Nate smiled and resumed his pushups.  
 
    Izzi let out a giggle. “You certainly don’t seem like one of the weak ones.” 
 
    “Thank you. Neither do you,” Nate smiled. 
 
    Pink touched Izzi’s pale cheeks and she looked away. 
 
    “Nate, was it just the dreams that brought you here?”  
 
    Nate stopped his push-ups. He curled his legs forward until they touched the sandy ground. He then lifted his upper body up until he stood tall. He made his way over to Izzi and noticed she was shorter than him. She stood at about five foot five. The dragon woman looked up to him, pink still coloring her cheeks and her tail shuddering. The pair stood about two feet apart, but the connection glowed along their spirits. 
 
    “It was you, Norrah, and Shego who brought me here. The dreams were only a glimpse to what is between us.” 
 
    Izzi’s eyes nearly glowed as she stared up at Nate. 
 
    “I remember us having fun chasing each other through dreamlands. I remember the immense libraries we sat in and talked. I don’t remember everything said, but I do remember enjoying each other's company. I remember it being genuine, even if we didn’t know each other’s names.” 
 
    Izzi’s gaze lowered to Nate’s strong chest. “I know I can be forgetful and my thoughts wander, but I remember how close we were in the dreams. Shego often made fun of me for it.” 
 
    “Shego seems like she follows the ways of chaos,” Nate smirked. 
 
    Izzi nodded and sighed. “She can be cruel and a wonderful friend at the same time. She doesn’t pick on Norrah, but she likes to pick on me.” 
 
    “Why do you let her?” 
 
    Izzi smiled. “It helps with her confidence. She’ll never admit, but she’s scared and often attacks others to take the light off of herself.” 
 
    Nate looked at the dragon woman with understanding eyes.  
 
    Izzi may come off scatterbrained, but she is more intelligent than she lets on. She hides behind a façade for the betterment of others.  
 
    Nate changed the subject. “Do dragons have a natural ability for magic, or do you need to train?” 
 
    Izzi looked up with wide eyes and a happy smile. “It’s a little of both. We can manipulate lower degrees of mana spheres very easily. Once they progress beyond the fifth degree, we must take time to know how to manipulate those energies and forces.” 
 
    “Want to magic train together?” Nate smiled. 
 
    Izzi nodded. “Yes, that would be amazing!” 
 
    “I told you I know the Body Sphere. What spheres of magic do you know?” 
 
    Izzi’s expression took on a shy edge. “I know two very well, but I’m only going to let you know about one. The Water Sphere is my lesser of the two spheres. My water sphere is eighth degree.” 
 
    Nate’s smile broadened. “Eighth degree is impressive. I’m willing to train my body techniques to your water techniques.” 
 
    The dragon woman’s expression dimmed. “Wouldn’t that place you at a disadvantage?” 
 
    “The only way I’ll become stronger is to test myself.” 
 
    “OOOoooo, I like this game,” Izzi said and lifted her hand. 
 
    Energy prickled along the air. It set Nate’s body on edge as mana touched his senses. Turning his head, he looked at the edge of the lake closest to them and noticed a dozen orbs of water rising up from the surface. They formed perfect orbs and hovered a few feet above the surface. 
 
    “Don’t go easy on me,” Nate grinned. 
 
    “I won’t,” Izzi said with a sinister smile. 
 
    Did I just give her permission to kick my ass? 
 
    Before another thought could enter Nate’s head, several orbs flashed toward him in a blur. 
 
    Nate’s instincts took over and he jumped. His body twisted and turned like a dancer at a ballet. Orbs shot past him as he swung his legs out and landed. Pressure touched his senses as he saw the first volley stop abruptly and shoot back at him. From behind, several more orbs joined in on the attack. 
 
    Nate centered himself and closed his eyes. He felt the very air shift. His skin felt the gentle caress of mana. His ears picked up the small sounds of moving water. When he opened his eyes, his body reacted to his commands. 
 
    Izzi watched in disbelief as the large man moved like a trained acrobat. His body nearly blurred, moving, ducking, dodging, jumping, and spinning from the watery orbs. The dragon woman called on the remaining orbs and they shot forth with power. 
 
    Nate moved to his trusted senses, ducking and weaving as orbs missed him by inches. His movements became frenetic as he moved like a blade of grass in a storm. There was no thought, only action and reaction.  
 
    Izzi grinned. “Every time you touch me, an orb will dissipate.” 
 
    The words touched Nate’s ears and he spun into the air. Orbs flashed past him, missing his body as he somersaulted and leapt again. Precise control moved every limb, while strength turned him into a jumping insect. A goal filled his mind and he moved to ensure his success. 
 
    Izzi stood her ground, watching as Nate moved closer. Her eyes gleamed as she caused one of the orbs to freeze into ice and explode. Chunks of ice struck Nate’s arm as he shielded his eyes. His body was still spinning as he landed and barely leapt up as several orbs struck the ground and exploded into puddles of water. 
 
    Izzi clamped down control of the orbs. She increased their speed as Nate flipped through the air. He landed and bent his body to the side as two orbs shot past him. He spun and touched Izzi’s hip when an orb struck his back. 
 
    Power slammed into Nate as he was hurtled to the side. He righted his body and boots slammed onto the sandy floor. 
 
    Izzi nodded and one of the orbs fell and splashed on the sand. 
 
    “You are fast,” the dragon woman laughed. 
 
    Nate wasn’t finished. His powerful legs bent and launched him through the air. Izzi’s laugh died as she watched Nate make an impossible jump over her. She bent her head up slightly as he smiled at her. His arm swung down and tapped a small horn on her head before somersaulting and landing. 
 
    Izzi let another orb dissipate. She wrangled her power and the remaining orbs attacked at once. 
 
    Nate was ready to jump again when a barrage of water orbs sped toward him. The volley was too large and left no room to maneuver. Nate crossed his arms and braced himself. Inner power welled and a new connection formed. 
 
    What? 
 
    Mana pricked along his mind, but it wasn’t his own, it was from somewhere else. Nate pulled it in and then pushed it out. The wave of power struck the incoming volley and the orbs burst into raining water. 
 
    Nate looked past his raised arms and his gaze connected with Izzi’s shocked face. It was a small moment in time, but enough for him to miss the last orb speeding for his unguarded back. 
 
    “Nate!” Izzi shouted. 
 
    Nate felt the orb approach, but when he leapt, it struck him dead on the back. The force of the blow was enough to send him spinning through the air and crashing into the crystal-clear lake waters with a splash. 
 
    Izzi rushed into the water with wide eyes. She was up to her knees when Nate stood up with a bright smile. 
 
    “That was amazing!” he said with glee. 
 
    “Are you hurt?” Izzi inquired. 
 
    Nate shook his head as water dripped from his body. “Not at all. That was great training. We have to do that again!” 
 
    Nate’s eyes glowed with excitement. “Did you feel it between us?” 
 
    Izzi’s face glowed a hot pink and she looked away. “I… I didn’t expect it to happen so soon. It takes days to weeks before…” she trailed off. 
 
    Nate moved through the water until he stood with the beautiful dragon. 
 
    “What is it? Is there something you’re not telling me?” 
 
    The frost dragon let out a sigh and her shoulders lowered. She then lifted a hand and touched his chest. She looked up with great knowledge simmering behind her eyes. 
 
    “This life can be a difficult one, for dragons and seers. The more the bonds grow, the harder it becomes. The long-term effects can be madness and loss of self. Our minds, bodies, and our very power can blend to a point where we don’t know where one of us begins and the other ends.” 
 
    Nate placed his hand over Izzi’s hand and curled his fingers around it. “I know I want to be here because I can feel our connection. It is the brightest moment of my life. But, to be honest, I don’t know why the three of you want me to become your seer? The three of you are powerful and beautiful. As a seer, I don’t know what I can bring that three dragons don’t already have.” 
 
    Izzi gave the large man a wry smile. “Focus. In our society, dragons can be bullish, proud, and uncompromising. We are often like that to each other, only coming together to breed or fight a common enemy. Our ways don’t apply to what dragons would consider, lesser races.” 
 
    Nate let out a small chuckle. “I’ve read it many times when I researched dragons. You all liken us to pets. Is that what I’m training to be, a pet?” 
 
    Izzi’s eyes widened and she shook her head. “No, Nate. Not a pet, but a piece to our collective souls. Seers are highly valuable to dragon society. Seers help us cut through our instincts so we may focus and use our magic with greater effect. It is why one or more dragons will set out the call to find a seer or seers. We want you to become part of us so all of our lives can be much richer.” 
 
    Izzi looked down at Nate’s hand over hers. “Even now, I can feel our connection and our hunger.” 
 
    A hazy heat filled Nate’s eyes. He looked down at the white-haired dragon woman and his pulse quickened. Izzi’s gaze lingered on Nate and made no attempt to pull her hand away. Something burned between them. 
 
    “Nate, I'm supposed to wait until you reach us. I shouldn’t…” Izzi trailed off. 
 
    “Do we have to fight this?” Nate said, ready to step back if it was too much. 
 
    Izzi closed her eyes and moved closer. Their bodies touched and Izzi nearly melted against Nate’s strong body. 
 
    “I won’t tell if you won’t,” Izzi said with a sly edge. 
 
    Nate smiled before Izzi’s lips touched his. Heat and energy flared between them. Nate’s hand reached around to the small of her back and held her close to him. She moaned as tongues invaded mouths. Sunlight beamed down on their close bodies, adding to the sudden moment of heat and lust. 
 
    Izzi pulled back. Her eyes were closed and she licked at her own lips to savor Nate’s taste. Her hands grabbed at Nate’s shoulders. Nate smiled until he was lifted up. The smile vanished as Izzi spun around and tossed the large man onto the beach. 
 
    Nate’s back slammed onto the sandy beach. A small grunt escaped his lips, seeing that he was thrown nearly thirty feet. Elbows dug into the sand and he lifted his upper body. He watched as Izzi walked toward him with sultry steps. Her hips moved with caged power as she stepped out of the water and onto the sandy bank. Her thin, white bikini top and bottom faded away as she approached. When she stood over him, her gaze drifted to his leather leggings and the growing bulge between his legs. 
 
    Nate simply stared at the beautiful naked dragon woman. She stared down at him like he was a snack and she was going to eat him for a very long time. The sun caused a pale-yellow aura to glow around her. 
 
    “Take off your clothes before I rip them off,” the dragon commanded. 
 
    Nate grabbed at his shirt and took it off over his head. Boots were kicked off and thrown. When the leggings snaked from under him, bunched up and thrown away, his manhood stood free and uninhibited. 
 
    Izzi stared at Nate’s manhood, her senses drinking in the throbbing and pulsating desire radiating from it. She sank down to her knees between Nate’s legs, studying his member like a precious artifact.  
 
    “I remember… some of your other dreams,” Izzi said and licked her lips. 
 
    Nate was silent, unsure what she meant. It didn’t detract from her beauty and his own desires to grab her and help bring their spirits together. 
 
    Izzi crawled closer, staring at thick inches. “I remember your dreams of women on their knees. Is this something you like?” 
 
    “I like a lot of things,” Nate said before Izzi’s lips wrapped around his cock. 
 
    Izzi didn’t hesitate. Her lips smoothed down over thick inches. She looked up to Nate, watching him watch her. She let out a deep moan, her tongue licking at the hot meat. Nate’s taste flooded her already greater senses and she was overwhelmed with desire. It pulsed like his cock in her mouth and soon her head bobbed to a growing rhythm. 
 
    Nate fought back the waves of bliss as Izzi sank down to the hilt. His cock filled her mouth and touched the back of her throat. The dragon didn’t gag, her mouth gently sucking on his girth and length.  
 
    Nate was trapped in her grasp. He resisted the urge to push with his hips. Izzi seemed to notice and began bobbing her head, her lips firm and holding him to her control. She stayed on her hands and knees, stroking his cock with long, warm strokes and her tongue exploring every inch. 
 
    Trained control took over as Nate enjoyed her gentle sucking. He could unleash when he wished and there were times he went too long, his partners passing out from exhaustion. He had no idea about dragons, but he figured they had much more stamina. 
 
    Izzi gave muffled moans as she moved up and down on Nate’s member. Lips glided down the wet shaft and moans touched the air. Scents mingled with body heat as the couple were free to do what they wished. Izzi’s hands clamped down on Nate’s thighs, the tempo of her head quickening. She touched and felt him as his rigid cock filled her mouth. 
 
    Nate lifted his upper body and was ready to pull her to him when something changed. The power and control he had over his body began to wane. The needful urges whispered at first, but now, they roared with power. Control was slipping away and he didn’t know why.  
 
    Izzi continued her masterful work, her lips touching the base of his cock and lingering. The throbbing continued to pulse and her pointed tongue licked at the underside of his cock. When a drop of come touched her sensitive tongue, a loud, muffled moan filled the air between them. 
 
    Nate wanted to question her, ask her how she was doing it. How was she breaking his control over his own body? The moment he parted his lips to speak, only a long exhale came out. Shards of control broke away and his willpower began to crack. 
 
    Izzi moved with perfect control. She took in every subtle hint and taste and adjusted to Nate’s full pleasure. She felt his willpower growing weaker as his soul cried out for release. Mentally she smiled as her lips and tongue worked. 
 
    Nate’s control ebbed. He closed his eyes, trying to get it back. When Izzi’s mouth pulled back, dragging her soft lips along his sensitive flesh, it was too much and he grunted. 
 
    Izzi blinked as Nate’s cock thickened. Spurts of thick seed struck the back of her throat in quick succession. She pushed her lips down and up his cock, another volley of spurts painting her throat and tongue. The salty taste caused her to shudder in delight and she stayed to task. She drank down his healthy seed and sucked on his member, trying to coax out a few more drops. 
 
    Nate’s senses swam in bliss. He cut through the ecstasy to see Izzi pull back and lick her lips. 
 
    “I’ve never tasted a man before. You’re delicious,” Izzi smiled. 
 
    Nate nodded, but before he could get a word out, the dragon woman crawled onto his lap. His cock was still hard and unwilling or unable to wilt. She took it and pressed it to her dragonhood. Warm wetness greeted Nate’s cock as pink lips kissed the head. Izzi let out a soft moan as she let gravity pull her down. 
 
    Nate grunted as Izzi’s strong inner world clamped onto him like a vice. She sank down, inch after inch, until her snug slit touched the base of his cock. 
 
    “This… is much nicer,” Izzi said as she simply sat on Nate’s cock. 
 
    Nate took hold of her hips, touching her soft, smooth skin before fingers clawed into her round ass. The touch urged Izzy to move, the tight connection keeping them together. 
 
    “By the goddess, you feel so good,” Izzy cooed as she lost control and began moving to Nate’s rigid member. 
 
    “You’ve never been with a man before?” Nate asked as he swam through tendrils of bliss. 
 
    Izzi shook her head as her body bounced slightly. “Dragon cocks are pointed. Yours is filling.” 
 
    Nate let out a small laugh and Izzy smiled. The two moved to primal rhythms, their bodies joined in a private symphony. 
 
    The connection between them tightened. Nate held the dragon woman by the waist as her breasts bounced in his face. With a quick move, his mouth clamped down on an erect pink nipple. Izzi let out a long hiss as pleasure blasted her nerves. 
 
    “Dragons never do that,” Izzi seethed. 
 
    Nate held her to him. She controlled the tempo, but his lips and tongue on her nipple caused her to squirm. He licked and slathered and she let out small whimpers of ecstasy. Sunlight and sweat touched their skin, but neither seemed to notice. They only knew their connected worlds and the primal need to keep the tempo just right. 
 
    “Nate… for my first humanoid cock… you feel tremendous,” Izzi moaned as she moved her hips up and down on his lap. 
 
    Nate was silent, licking and tasting the dragon’s soft flesh. 
 
    The throes of passion began to swell. Izzi’s hips picked up the tempo. She let out several more whimpering cries as her own nerves tightened to the breaking point. She slammed down, her own urges whipping at her and she couldn’t stop. 
 
    Nate continued to suck on her nipple when his hand moved between them. Thumb down, he searched as Izzi moved like a caged beast on his cock. When he touched the top of her valley and caressed her engorged clit, Izzi whipped back her head and let out a screech. Her eyes widened as she looked up to the sky, feeling Nate’s mouth on her nipple, his cock deep within her tight valley and his thumb caressing her sensitive spot that only she explored herself. 
 
    “Nate… No! That’s… too… much,” was all Izzi could say before her inner world filled with magical light. 
 
    Nate held her close with his other arm as her body shuddered violently. A connection blazed between them and filled with magical explosions. Izzi seethed between clenched teeth as her tail rose up and slammed down on the sand. White, leathery wings opened and circled around them as the dragon woman humped Nate’s thick member. The closeness bloomed further with a string of inner explosions. Nate could barely hold her to him, her dragon strength apparent. For a brief instant, Nate wondered if she was going to break his legs. 
 
    Power swelled between them and Nate took control. His lips let go of her pert nipple and he looked up to Izzi lost in a sea of paradise. 
 
    “Come back to me,” Nate whispered. 
 
    The dragon woman opened her eyes and looked at Nate’s strong and handsome features. Her tempo slowed. The confusion she felt began to melt away. Soon, she had her mind, but her urges pushed at her hips to keep moving, Nate’s cock still in her tight valley. 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “You took control of my body. It seems to work both ways. I brought you back before you broke my legs,” Nate smirked. 
 
    Izzi let out a long, blissful sigh. “Norrah and Shego will never let you go. I will never let you go.” 
 
    “I was just thinking the same thing,” Nate smiled. 
 
    “You… don’t understand. This form of bonding is the… most intimate. I don’t want to stop. I never want to stop,” Izzi said with heavy breath. 
 
    Nate watched as she was lost to the tender connection. The beauty of surrender filled her bliss-soaked eyes. She was adrift, Nate the only star in the sky to guide her through the dark. 
 
    The sight of Izzi pushed at his heart and his blood. His cock thickened and Izzi’s eyes widened. Power pushed at the power of her inner walls. She moved her hips, massaging Nate’s cock. She licked her lips, thinking about how he tasted when Nate took hold of her waist and pushed her down to the hilt. Izzi moaned as his cock touched a sensitive spot along her inner world. The head of his cock rubbed at it and her clawed toes curled. Nerves tightened along Izzi’s body as Nate’s cock thickened. Heat flashed between them. Izzi wrapped her arms around Nate’s head and forced his face between her cleavage as his cock spurted thick bolts of molten come. 
 
    A shudder passed through the joined couple. Izzi rode Nate, milking his cock with every stroke. Nate held her, his face buried between her breasts and holding her close. Leathery wings surrounded them as they moved to the primal act. Honey and seed spilled from their union as the couple was lost to tantalizing bliss. 
 
    “One more time,” Nate and Izzi said at the same time. 
 
    Small laughter filled the air before sultry moans took over to burning desires. 
 
    *** 
 
    Nate put on his boots as Izzi stood by the lake edge. She watched him with loving eyes as he stood up and hoisted his pack over a single shoulder. 
 
    “It appears I won’t make it up the mountain until after sundown,” Nate smiled. 
 
    “That’s okay. I’m sure Shego and Norrah will understand.” 
 
    “What are you going to tell them?” Nate asked. 
 
    Izzi gave a sly smile. “Who says I have to tell them anything?” 
 
    Izzi stepped closer until she looked up to Nate. “They will love you.” 
 
    “I will love all three of you,” Nate smiled. 
 
    Izzi smiled before she kissed him. The two lingered from the intimate kiss before Izzi broke away and stepped back. 
 
    “Don’t take too long,” the white-haired dragon woman smiled before bending her legs and launching herself into the air. 
 
    Nate watched as white wings spread out and Izzi seemed to float further and further up into the sky. She blew him a kiss before banking to the right and gliding toward the spire-like mountain in the distance. 
 
    “I won’t,” Nate whispered. 
 
    The young man put his other arm through the strap of his pack and began walking for the mountain in the distance. His spirit and heart felt light as he mentally replayed his time with Izzi, a new spring in his step. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Five 
 
    The last rays of sunlight vanished behind the horizon. A small glow of light filled the heavens before gently fading away. The breeze picked up as Nate stood at the bottom of the mountain and looked up. 
 
    A cave entrance was a little lower than the one on the previous mountain. The surface was sheer and filled with many cracks. The longer Nate stared, the more he saw a gentle glow from inside the entrance. 
 
    Moments passed through Nate’s mind of his jaunt through the lush jungle. It had taken the rest of the day to reach this point. He spent the time admiring the beautiful island and listening to the birds. He spotted lizards as they scampered off in his presence. Other than that, the hike was peaceful and calming. 
 
    Standing at the bottom of the mountain, Nate mentally went over his options. 
 
    Climbing at night is dangerous, but the light from the entrance and the many cracks along the surface could make it possible. It might take me another two or three hours to climb up to the entrance.  
 
    Nate turned to the star filled sky and saw the edge of the moon begin to rise. 
 
    The moon will help me see what I’m doing.  
 
    Images of the three dragons caressed his thoughts. The connection between them burned bright. It wasn’t just the time with Izzi that helped him understand why he was here, it was the deeper mystery that pushed him. 
 
    I understand the hesitation to just blindly allow me to bond with them, but there is something more. Something left unsaid. They are concerned about what is happening. They didn’t seem terribly shocked about the followers of Hexnia. It seemed like that was well known. There is something else that has them concerned. What could cause mighty dragons to worry?  
 
    Nate turned his head and looked up the mountain once again. 
 
    For every higher degree of the Body Sphere, I have to push myself harder. It makes no sense to play it safe now when I can easily scale this mountain. I know I haven’t reached the point of pushing to a new degree, but this will help me get closer. I have to try, for myself and the three dragons waiting on me to prove myself. 
 
    Nate nodded to himself. He unslung his pack and opened it. He kicked off his boots as his hands rummaged through the pack. He grabbed his leather straps and tucked them into his belt. He picked up his boots and placed them in the pack before closing it and slinging it onto his back. With practiced ease, he wrapped the straps around his palms and secured each one in turn.  
 
    Nate looked up again and let out a cleansing sigh. He lifted his large hands, took hold of cracks in the surface and began pulling himself up. 
 
    Nate’s body worked like an experienced lizard. Each hand hold was measured and precise. Toes and feet gripped in cracks and along the semi-rough surface. His breathing was even as his powerful arms and legs worked. He planned his route as he made his way up, eyeing cracks and making sure there were others to grab as he ascended. Moonlight painted the mountain in a mystical glow, making it easier to plan his route. 
 
    Time slipped away like leaves floating on a gentle stream. Nate continued to climb, his senses alert and his body strong. Night’s cloak filled this part of the world and the small breezes cooled his warm skin. 
 
    Nate was nearly lost to the magical evening against his senses when he grabbed the ledge of the entrance and pulled himself up.  
 
    The young man made a small huff as he pulled the rest of his body over the edge and he laid on his stomach on the cool stone floor. His muscles burned, but not terribly. The heavy breath eased and he pressed his hands to the floor. With a strong push, he was back onto his bare feet. 
 
    Light glowed from deeper in the large, wide corridor. Nate began walking, wondering if the dragons would be waiting at the end. 
 
    Crystals glowed with light along the corridor walls. Nate’s body was relaxed as he walked on. He made his way deeper until the corridor opened up into another vast cavern.  
 
    Nate froze as he saw fear in Izzi’s eyes. 
 
    Shego and Izzi were in their dragon forms. The blue dragon held Izzi by her long neck, a claw touching the underside. Shego’s gaze was hard like granite and her gaze was filled with menace. Izzi let out a small whimper as she tried to struggle. Shego held her tighter and pressed the point of her claw harder against the frost dragon’s scales. 
 
    “How dare you take advantage of Izzi! She is now cursed and polluted by your lewd embrace. You were supposed to just come here,” Shego growled. 
 
    Nate lifted his hands and took a step closer, “Shego, this is a misunderstanding.” 
 
    “Ha!” Shego shouted. “You manipulated her surrender. Now she must be scarred! Know this, it was you who made me do this!” 
 
    Nate bent his legs, ready to leap across the distance to defend Izzi. Muscles bunched, ready to propel him when Shego’s claw sliced across Izzi’s neck. 
 
    Nate’s eyes widened for barely a moment before they closed half-way in annoyance. 
 
    Shego’s claw moved across the white dragon’s neck, but there was no blood. Izzi let out an exaggerated cry and clutched at her neck. Shego pulled back as Izzi flailed and spun on her hind legs. 
 
    “My life bleeds away for love!” Izzi shouted and then coughed several times. 
 
    Nate stood to his full height and crossed his arms. He watched the display as it continued. 
 
    Izzi fell onto all fours and pretended to weakly crawl toward Nate. 
 
    “How cruel fate is. I have tasted love and it has damned me!” 
 
    Izzi crawled closer and closer. Shego covered her snout, trying to hide her wide smile. 
 
    “Nate… don’t weep for my death. You may yet again love. Just… remember me when you stick your cock in many others. Picture my face, scales, and horns. Call out my name when you spill your seed. I will be watching from the heavens, smiling and judging you as you weep from my memory.” 
 
    Nate continued to watch the white dragon with un-amused eyes. 
 
    Izzi made a louder choking sound and a long gasp. She lifted herself up, turned and fell onto her back. Her wings spread out as she gasped for another breath. With one last look at Nate, her eyes rolled into her head and she lay on the floor. A long exhale wheezed out from her open mouth and hanging tongue before she remained still. 
 
    Shego’s scaled shoulders trembled before she let out howling laughter. Nate looked down on Izzi as she pretended to stare at nothing. After a few moments, her eyes moved to look at Nate and then she let out another long exhale as if to reiterate she was dead. 
 
    “Whose idea was this?” Nate asked sternly. 
 
    Shego pointed a clawed talon to the frost dragon on the floor. 
 
    Izzi turned her head, looked up at Nate and blinked with innocent eyes. 
 
    “We don’t get much entertainment here. That was fun,” Shego hissed with laughter. 
 
    Nate sighed before he looked around. He noticed the immense cavern continued deeper into the mountain. Just like the first mountain, there was a large building-like structure built in the very back of the cavern. 
 
    “Where’s Norrah?” Nate asked as he stepped over the dead Izzi. 
 
    Shego’s snickering stopped as she watched Nate walk toward her. “She wanted to be alone and have no part in our little play. She is in the dragon home, making it comfortable.” 
 
    “Dragon home?” Nate asked. 
 
    Shego nodded. “There are many places along the Sapphire Sea where travelling dragons can rest comfortably and safely. Each spire on this island has similar caverns and homes.” 
 
    Nate nodded and smiled. “Will we all be sleeping in there?” 
 
    Shego’s demeanor shifted into a mischievous look. “Who said we’re sleeping?” 
 
    Nate waited as the blue and black dragon seemed to have other plans. 
 
    Shego stalked closer on all fours until her head was close to Nate’s head. “You and I need to speak on some things. Norrah has tasked me with educating you on several more aspects of what it means to be our Seer.” 
 
    “Let’s get started then,” Nate smiled. 
 
    Shego’s eyes narrowed. “Okay, climb onto my back.” 
 
    Nate stood still for a long second before glancing at Shego's scaled back. Curved spikes ran down the length of her spine. The longer Nate looked, the more he noticed how spiky her back really was. 
 
    “What’s the matter? You wanted to be a Seer. Some spikes shouldn’t deter you,” Shego leered. 
 
    Nate smirked. “I’m brave, but not that brave.” 
 
    Shego let out a throaty laugh. She then shook her serpent head. 
 
    Nate watched as the spikes and scales flattened along her back and shoulders. He marveled on how they interlocked and formed what looked like a smooth groove for him to mount and sit on. 
 
    “Were you really going to let me sit on your spikes?”  
 
    Shego gave the man a wry smirk. “Maybe.” 
 
    Nate chuckled before reaching up and taking hold of the dragon’s back. He easily climbed on. Nate remembered his horseback riding days and this didn’t feel much different. Considering Shego was the size of a large horse, he thought this should be similar. 
 
    Izzi coiled up onto her feet and stepped to the side. The white dragon watched as Nate grew comfortable on Shego’s back. 
 
    “Hold on,” Shego laughed. 
 
    Nate looked down and raised an eyebrow. “Hold onto what?” 
 
    Shego’s body tensed and she burst into a gallop. Her blue wings stayed to her sides as she charged through the corridor. Nate clamped onto her as best he could, the thrill and shock growing. He glanced up to see they were reaching the edge of the mountain entrance, stars in the sky beyond it. 
 
    Shego’s body undulated along until she reached the ledge and leapt off.  
 
    Nate’s eyes widened to the size of saucers as the pair fell. Shego let out another laugh as Nate clutched to the base of her neck. Her blue wings flashed out and caught the breeze. Gravity shifted and they were airborne. 
 
    Wind whipped at Nate’s face as he marveled at the sky, sea, and beach. 
 
    I’m doing it! I’m flying on a dragon! 
 
    Shego shifted and banked to the side. Nate watched in wonderment as they soared through the night sky. The white foam of the waves glowed from below. Moonlight illuminated the white sand, giving it an ethereal appearance. Trees waved from the breeze and the sea was dark and magical.  
 
    “It’s beautiful!” Nate shouted. 
 
    Shego craned her head slightly and looked back with an approving eye. The blue dragon banked right and left before flying over the dark sea. Nate looked down at the waters, seeing small points of light and large things moving below the surface. 
 
    “The creatures along the bottom like to come up to feed at night,” Shego shouted over the wind. 
 
    Nate heard her, but was still lost to the moment. Dreams of flying filled his mind many times as he slept and when he was awake. It never compared to the real thing. The air tasted sweeter. The night glowed with possibilities. Nate’s heart hammered in his chest from pure, distilled excitement. 
 
    Shego turned and dived. Nate grabbed onto her neck again as they nose-dived toward the beach. The young man let out a small yell as they didn’t appear to be slowing down. 
 
    Shego grinned before her wings caught the wind and her legs swung out. The dragon landed with a hard thud. The momentum was enough for Nate’s hands to slip off smooth dragon scales and he went flying over Shego’s shoulder. 
 
    Nate crashed into the sand and tumbled to a stop. He laid on his back and stared up at the perfect sky, his eyes still wide with excitement. 
 
    “That was amazing!” Nate shouted and pumped a fist into the air. 
 
    Shego stepped closer until she was nearly on top of him. She looked down with amused eyes. 
 
    “First time is always the most exhilarating.” 
 
    Nate sat up and nodded. 
 
    Shego’s body shuddered before a dim blue light engulfed her. Nate watched as the dragon slowly shifted and shape changed right before his eyes. Her bones, muscles, and scales rearranged themselves into a humanoid shape. Her wings folded back and a long tail whipped back and forth. Shego’s face and body were naked as scales moved to the sides of her arms and thighs. Clawed feet dug into the sand as scales ran up from her feet to her knees. Horns graced the top of her head as she stood and looked down on Nate. 
 
    Nate couldn’t help but stare. Shego was beautiful. She had high cheekbones and long, dark blue hair. Blue and black scales ran along her forearms and shins. Her skin was smooth like Izzi’s humanoid form, but wasn’t as pale. Nate’s gaze fell to her breasts. They were smaller than Izzi’s, but only a little. They were hand-sized with tiny, light brown nipples.     
 
    Shego looked down on Nate and put her hand on her hip. “Izzi said you like our humanoid form.” 
 
    “You don’t?” Nate asked as he sat. 
 
    Shego shrugged. “It doesn’t matter, as long as your feelings are true.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    Shego ignored the question, turned around and sat beside Nate. 
 
    Nate glanced at her behind and saw that it was much rounder than Izzi’s behind. He was about to talk when he remembered his pack and the sudden crash landings. His hand whipped around and grabbed at the straps. He unslung his pack and placed it between his legs and opened the flap. 
 
    Nate stared down at the many items, books, bedroll, and bottle of wine he kept in the pack. Everything looked fine and undamaged. He let out a relieved sigh as he closed the flap and placed the pack beside him, away from Shego. 
 
    The dragon woman looked over before turning her gaze to the sea. “Your whole life is in that pack?” 
 
    “My travelling life, yes. It also holds gifts for the three of you.” 
 
    Shego continued to look forward as she talked. “The three of us? You gave me one, but Izzi didn’t tell me of any gift she received. I know you didn’t give anything to Norrah.” 
 
    “When the time is right. Besides, who says I don’t have another gift for you?” 
 
    Shego gave Nate a sideways glance before shaking her head. “You can’t buy us off with gifts.” 
 
    “I’m not trying to buy you off. On my travels, I thought of all three of you and thought maybe you would like some of the things I’ve found along the way.” 
 
    Shego gave a small nod. “Maybe.” 
 
    “You don’t like the gem I gave you?” 
 
    Heat touched the air and Shego looked away. “I’m not giving it back.” 
 
    “I didn’t ask for it back. I just asked if you liked it. It seems like you did before.” 
 
    Shego let out a small huff and looked forward. “It was fine.” 
 
    She’s really bad at hiding her emotions. I have to be careful. She seems like she can snap at the slightest insult or jab. 
 
    Shego continued, “Izzi told us what happened. She couldn’t hide it because we smelled you on her and heard her shout from the lake.” 
 
    Nate remained silent and simply stared out to the dark sea waters. 
 
    Shego glanced over. “Aren’t you going to ask anything?” 
 
    “I don’t see why I should. Izzi and I had a moment and we enjoyed ourselves,” Nate said plainly. 
 
    Shego let out a huff. “You are irritating.” 
 
    “Shego, it was never like this when we dreamed of each other. You were bright and happy. We laughed and explored great halls filled with piles of gold and gems. Did meeting me disappoint you?” 
 
    Shego’s stern eyes weakened. She looked away. 
 
    “What do you know about the deities of the sea?” 
 
    “I know there are several, but the two primal sea gods are Kana and Orrem. Kana is a mother of all sea creatures, storms, and tides. Orrem is the deep-sea god, ruler of the deep dark and the many monsters that lurk there.” 
 
    Shego nodded. “What do you know of the first creatures to populate Arith?” 
 
    Nate kept his gaze on the small waves crashing on the surf. “I don’t know much about early life, except from fairy tales I was told as a child. The world was barren until great rains lasted for hundreds of years. It created the oceans, but it was dragons, gods, and monsters that crawled onto land. They all grew smaller and, over time, became the people of Arith.” 
 
    Shego smiled. “It is truly a fairy tale, but one based in fact. There were many creatures that crawled onto land or fell from the sky, but the first creatures were the ones that dwelled in the seas and oceans. 
 
    “Kana is kind, compared to Orrem. Kana has brought much to the world with food and the tides. She was always loved and respected. Orrem was jealous and declared the surface and the skies to be the true enemy of the deep sea. That jealousy has never waned in millions of years.” 
 
    Nate looked at Shego as she seemed to organize her thoughts. 
 
    Shego looked at Nate, as seriousness in her eyes. “A great war is on the horizon, but some of Orrem’s allies have begun their attacks. Hexnia, Goddess of Lust and Madness has sided with Orrem and few others. Our seers have felt the shift. The time of paradise is coming to an end and a new conflict brews. 
 
    “Our elders have looked to the signs and the stars. Across the cosmos, many are taking sides. From deities to the lowest worm must decide which side they are on for whole worlds may be lost.” 
 
    Nate raised his brow. “Whole worlds? What is happening? Why must this be?” 
 
    Shego closed her eyes and tilted her head forward. “It is the way of the universe. There are calm moments and times of great upheaval, much like the tides and storms. Our elders don’t wish to be caught at a disadvantage. They commanded us to find Seers, so we may grow our bonds between dragons and the peoples of Arith. During these times, many flock to what they know and their small tribes. The elders know we must help each other before we are divided and conquered.” 
 
    “You didn’t want a Seer,” Nate said in a low tone. 
 
    Shego lifted her head, her eyes gleaming in the moonlight. “No, I didn’t. I wanted to stay to the isles of my homeland and never see a war in my lifetime. The last great war was the Portal Wars and thankfully we dragons didn’t intervene, but the effects still reached us, even so far to the south.” 
 
    “Does Norrah and Izzi know how you feel?” Nate asked. 
 
    Shego shrugged. “I think they have an idea, but never said anything to me.” 
 
    Nate’s hand glided across the sand and touched Shego’s hand. The dragon woman looked down at his hand, her eyes wide. Her fingers curled into Nate’s hand for a brief moment before she let go and pulled her hand away. 
 
    Shego’s expression hardened as she crossed her arms and placed them on her knees. 
 
    “This is why I was chosen to tell you. Becoming a true Seer will only lead to pain and war. Izzi didn’t want to tell you. Norrah has expressed her feelings for you. That left me to tell you what it means to become our Seer.” 
 
    “Then I will fight at your sides,” Nate smiled. 
 
    “You’re a fool!” Shego growled. 
 
    “I’ve heard that before, but it never stops me from what I want,” Nate said with subdued confidence. 
 
    Shego threw her arms up before she stood up and turned to Nate. Heat came off her body in waves as energy arced along her eyes. 
 
    “You don’t know what may come! You don’t know the pain of war!” Shego shouted. 
 
    Nate stayed sitting as his gaze drank in Shego’s fury. “This isn’t about any war or deities. This is something else. When I dreamed of each of you, it shifted and changed, but some things remained the same. Izzi spoke to me in riddles. Norrah whispered desires. You played with me like we were children. You were happy. That is why it is so odd to see you so angry since we met.” 
 
    Shego’s eyes blazed with power. “You just want what you want.” 
 
    Nate caught the moment where Shego looked down at herself and a shadow of disappointment filled her eyes. It was subtle and most would not have noticed. He caught it because they had spent time in dreams and she was free. 
 
    “You’re afraid I won’t like you,” Nate said with an understanding tone. 
 
    Shego glanced to the side and growled.  
 
    “I fear you will not like the real me,” Shego hissed. 
 
    Nate stood up and stepped closer to the blue dragon woman. When he was close, Shego stepped back. Nate stopped his advance and looked on the dragon woman with kind eyes. 
 
    Shego grabbed her own breasts and hoisted them up with a defiant glare. “You just want this kind of body! Izzi told us how it was with you! She told us how you both made love. You want us to look humanoid and…” Shego trailed off. 
 
    Nate smiled. “That’s not true. I followed the dreams so I could be with all three of you.” 
 
    Shego stamped her clawed foot and pale light engulfed her body. Nate watched as her body contorted, lengthened and grew. The light faded away and she stood in her true dragon form. 
 
    Shego lowered her head and kept her glare on Nate. “You would love us if we were more like you.” 
 
    Nate shook his head before looking Shego in her eyes. “That is not true. Is this what this is about? You’re afraid I wouldn’t care for the real you?” 
 
    Shego dipped her head and remained silent. 
 
    Nate stepped closer, reached up and touched the side of her head. “Shego, I remember chasing each other and you were in your true form the entire time. I remember the times we fell and curled into each other. We snuggled before you pushed me and ran off, laughing.” 
 
    “That was a dream. Reality is different.” 
 
    “It doesn’t have to be. You’re beautiful, no matter what form you take.” 
 
    “Hollow words,” Shego sneered. 
 
    Nate ran his hands along Shego’s scales. “I’m no dragon, but I know what I want.” 
 
    Shego’s hard gaze softened. “You cannot find me attractive like this?” 
 
    “I do find you attractive. I’ve always found you attractive,” Nate said with an endearing smile. 
 
    Shego was about to turn her head away when Nate pulled her closer and pressed his lips to hers. Despite smooth scales along her form, her lips were thin and soft along her mouth. Nate kissed her, his tongue touching her sharp teeth. Her mouth parted and her pointed tongue snaked into his mouth. The two lingered, enjoying the intimate kiss. Shego’s eyes half-closed and her entire body weakened. She half-stared at Nate as he continued to kiss her. Shego’s tail shuddered and touched the sandy beach. It slid across in small arcs, lost to the man’s kiss. 
 
    Nate pulled back and looked into Shego’s serpent eyes. “Still think I only want you in a certain way?” 
 
    “I… I don’t know,” Shego whispered. 
 
    “Let me prove it to you,” Nate said as power surged into his limbs and body. 
 
    Shego’s eyes widened as Nate slammed a hand against her shoulder. Power surged as the dragon was knocked down onto her side. Sand flew up as she lay on her side with neck curling. Shego watched with wide eyes as Nate seemed to admire her underside. 
 
    “You are beautiful,” Nate said as he looked across her form. 
 
    Nate’s gaze caught her dragonhood, a thin slit between her back legs. He stepped over and knelt down beside her. Shego looked at him with curious eyes. He kept his back to her and his hands touched her smooth belly. When his fingers touched her slit, Shego’s entire body trembled. 
 
    “Nate… I,” she began. 
 
    “It’s only us here,” Nate said as his fingers explored her slit and slipped in.  
 
    Shego let out a long sigh as Nate explored her pink folds. Her dragonhood bloomed to his touch and he gently and slowly caressed her sacred world. When he touched her engorged pearl, Shego let out a long, low hiss. 
 
    Bliss pulsed along the dragon. She tried to keep her head up as Nate touched her. His fingers caressed and touched her in just the right way, causing the pulses to grow with each passing moment. When Nate turned his head and kissed her stomach, the dragon let out a low, deep moan and her head fell back on the sand. Spindly hands clawed at the sand as her tail lazily weaved back and forth. 
 
    A tension rippled along her body as he continued to explore her. His kisses moved further and further down. When his lips touched her thin slit, she let out a long moan. When his tongue and lips touched her clit, she moaned louder. 
 
    Nate licked and explored with his tongue. He could feel the growing tension around him, like she was resisting grabbing him. Spending time with her felt natural, like they had known each other their entire lives. The dreams spanned many years, each one different in its own way. Her taste was magical, dripping with honey and mana. It spoke to his soul, a kinship and bond growing. 
 
    Shego lifted her head and long neck. Her oval eyes widened as she felt herself getting closer and closer to the point of no return. The intimate shyness and worry bled away as Nate slathered at her valley entrance. Each lick sent tendrils of pleasure along her entire body. The openness between them grew with each passing moment. Claws dug deep into sand, keeping the dragon from mauling the man. Faint images of dragon sex filled the back of her mind, the very act loving and a little brutal. This was different. It was gentle, warm, and everything she wanted when she saw Nate in the dreamscape. 
 
    The excitement of the moment pushed her to the breaking point. Shego let out a low moan before she became silent. Her slitted eyes rolled into her skull and her head fell back onto the sand with a thud. 
 
    Nate continued his masterful work, licking the dragon into submission when her whole body tensed. The bond grew brighter and struck a flashpoint. Nate’s senses spread out and in that exact moment, heat burst outward and bliss slammed into his senses. His tongue licked at her clit and a small moan touched the air. Wetness surged as orgasms exploded along Shego’s nerves. The storm was so intense, Nate was lost to the connection between them. It flooded his senses, feeling her orgasm as it blasted away every coherent thought from the dragon’s mind. 
 
    Shego let out several moans as a tidal wave of ecstasy crashed into her. Her soul was swept away with the current, lost to its heavenly touch. As she tumbled through the current of bliss, Nate glowed in her mind and light engulfed her body. 
 
    Nate pulled back, the lower half of his face wet and dripping. Light filled his senses and before he could regain his wits, Shego was in her humanoid form under him. He leaned against her side. He turned his head to see her gasping for breath. A hand moved between her parted thighs and she massaged her clit to moving hips. 
 
    “You didn’t have to change,” Nate said as he pulled back and looked at her. 
 
    “I wanted to,” Shego said with a breathy edge. “Undress.” 
 
    Nate was on his knees and grabbed at his clothes. Shego watched as she rubbed herself, seeing articles of clothing pulled up, off, and thrown to the side. She admired his strong chest and solid form. Boots and leggings were tossed aside. Shego licked her lips as she stared at Nate. 
 
    Nate could barely contain himself. The once strong control he had over his own body seemed to weaken when he was with any of them. Shego rubbing her clit and staring at him like a piece of meat was natural and full of loving lust. She begged with her eyes and he could not stop his body from moving to her and on top of her. 
 
    Shego glanced at Nate's impressive member before it touched her dripping slit. Honey flowed and her lips parted. The man gently moved his hips, driving the head of his spear into her wet valley entrance. Tight pink lips took his invading member. Inches sank down into soft flesh and Shego let out a thrilling hiss. 
 
    “Stab me deep,” Shego whispered and Nate obliged. 
 
    Nate pushed every inch into the vice-like grip of the dragon. She squeezed him, trying to keep him from escaping. The bond glowed brighter until Nate reached the hilt. He looked down on Shego’s glowing eyes. She looked up at him, her breath heavy and dripping with desire.  
 
    Nate’s body betrayed him as his hips began to move. He couldn’t resist the siren call of her soul, wanting to push every inch deep and release spurts of love. The tempo grew slowly. Shego’s arms whipped up and curled around Nate’s broad back. Talons pressed against flesh, but did not penetrate skin. The connection between them was snug and tight.  
 
    The primal moans and connection continued as stars shined and the moon glowed. The two lovers smiled when their foreheads touched. Breaths touched against lips as hips worked. Shego squeezed him and Nate grunted, resisting the urge to unleash his own pent-up lust. 
 
    I… can’t resist her. I’m losing control. 
 
    Shego felt the man’s cock thicken. It pushed at her tight inner world. The head rubbed at her sacred spot within and a moan spilled her surrender. 
 
    “Nate…” Shego whispered as her eyes widened. 
 
    Nate drove his cock deep and light touched their inner worlds. The lovers gasped as orgasms fired like magical explosions. Spurts of molten seed filled the tight space as Shego trembled from an onslaught of bliss. Nate’s hips worked, pushing more and more of his desires into the dragon. Shego squeezed him, milking his member of every drop and keeping him close. She held him to her, their bodies joined and their connection dripping. 
 
    The lovers fell back into their bodies, each one staring at the other. Smiles crept along their lips, but it was Shego who let out a soft, girly giggle. 
 
    “I didn’t think you giggled,” Nate said as he touched her cheek. 
 
    “I don’t,” Shego smirked and laughed. 
 
    Shego and Nate looked down at their connection, Nate’s cock still hard and throbbing. 
 
    “I can’t seem to stop,” Nate smiled. 
 
    “We don’t have to stop,” Shego said with a wicked gleam in her eyes. 
 
    Nate nodded when something flashed between them and clamped onto Shego’s neck. Nate and Shego’s eyes widened as a thick pincer claw held tight and pulled the dragon woman away. The connection between them slipped away as Shego was snatched from Nate. 
 
    Nate was already to his feet, horror coloring his eyes. A crab-like monster the size of a small cow was pulling Shego toward the surf. Shego struggled, her hands clamped on the claw and trying to pull it apart. Behind them and in the water, two more larger crab monsters waited, their pincers clicking and eager to assist the one dragging Shego. 
 
    Instincts blazed with power as Nate darted toward the retreating crab monster and leapt into the air. Power and strength filled Nate’s body as he drew back a fist.  
 
    Shego struggled, trying to pry the claw off her throat. Energy filled her mouth and then was immediately snuffed out when the claw around her neck tightened. She gasped for air as she caught a blur streaking over her. 
 
    Nate roared with power as he aimed his fist at the back of the crab monster’s shell. Rage and insanity filled him as he slammed his fist on the monster’s back and power exploded. A crack ran along the shell and the monster made a strange gurgling sound of pain. Despite the power of the attack, it didn’t let go. 
 
    Shego continued to gasp for breath as she was dragged into the small waves. Nate landed on the creature’s back, drawing back his fist and ready to bring it down. The moment his fist reared back to its zenith, armored monsters moved closer and he glanced to see pincers reaching for him. 
 
    Nate pushed off with his legs and spun through the air, two pincers missing him. He landed by Shego and his hands clamped onto the pincer holding her neck. Man, and dragon pulled. Power rippled between them. The pincer claw cracked. The creature made another gurgling sound before the pincer ripped apart and Shego gasped. 
 
    The other two monsters were on them, pincers striking down. Shego whipped her arm, slamming it into Nate’s chest and knocking him away. Nate was thrown through the air. All he could do was watch as Shego opened her mouth and a thick stream of lightning blasted out. 
 
    The crab with the cracked shell saw the light before lightning struck it’s armored, alien face. Eye stalks retracted, but it wasn’t enough as the monster’s face caved in and blasted out the back of its cracked shell. The stench of cooked crustacean filled the air as the monster fell into the knee-deep water and stopped moving. 
 
    Nate crashed onto the sand, tucked his legs under and bounced back onto his feet. He watched as time stood still. Shego roared as two large crabs slashed and grabbed. Her arm blocked one incoming claw, arm and claw trembling. Shego opened her mouth to release another lightning breath attack when another claw swung around and clamped on her neck.  
 
    They know how to stop her breath attacks. This isn’t some random monster attack! 
 
    The light in Shego’s mouth died as she struggled. Another claw clamped on her thigh and another on her arm. The two monsters worked together and began to pull. 
 
    Shego’s eyes widened in pain as her body was stretched and pulled in several directions. 
 
    Nate felt Shego’s pain course through his body. Tightness pulled at her limbs and her mind, she screamed. 
 
    “NO!” Nate shouted as he launched into the air. 
 
    The connection between man and dragon blazed as bright as the sun. Nate flew through the air with his fist cocked back. His eyes blazed with power as energy rippled along his fist and arm. The power grew with each tiny moment.  
 
    The monsters ignored him as they tried to pull the dragon apart. Light touched their eye stalks and they glanced at the man coming down on them, his fist engulfed in electrical light. 
 
    Pain filled Shego to the point she began to lose consciousness. Her eyes slowly blinked as reality began to fall away. Light touched her senses and her eyes widened. Nate landed on the back shell of the crab monster and slammed his glowing fist down. Power rippled and exploded as Nate’s fist punched through the tough shell and into the creature’s innards. 
 
    The crab made a strange sound when energy lanced through it and exploded out from underneath. The crab monster’s armored legs trembled and it fell. 
 
    A claw let go of Shego’s throat and she gasped for air. She watched as Nate leapt off the dying crab and lifted his fist again. Power arced along his eyes as he readied to deliver another killing blow to the third and last monster. 
 
    The crab let go of Shego’s arm and swung a pincer wide. Nate roared until a thick pincer claw slammed into his side and sent him spiraling away. Nate tried to right himself when he splashed into the surf. 
 
    Shego roared as her body was engulfed in light. The crab monster reached into the light when a spindly hand grabbed its claw. The light faded and Shego looked down on the monster in her true form. The monster stabbed with its other claw, trying to clamp on her neck. Shego used her other hand to grab it and hold it at bay. 
 
    Light filled the crab monster’s eye stalks as lightning curled in the dragon’s mouth. Cold fury filled Shego’s eyes before she roared out a stream of lightning. 
 
    The monster tried to pull away when lightning crashed into its armored face, lanced through and split the creature in half.  
 
    Nate stood up from the surf and watched as Shego screamed out lightning. The crab monster fell in two halves as lightning lit up the water. When the last bit of lightning winked out from her open maw, she let out a small whimper and fell into the water. 
 
    Nate bent his legs and leapt into the air. He closed the distance and landed by the dragon’s side. Shego sluggishly moved her neck and head, seeing that Nate was okay. She slumped down and Nate took hold of her. Power filled his entire body as he tried to pull her back onto the beach. She was heavy and dazed. Nate growled and soon roared as he pulled her slowly out of the surf and onto the sand. 
 
    Two large dragons landed on the beach with powerful thuds. Norrah and Izzi were in their dragon forms. They looked down on Nate and Shego. The blue dragon lay on the sand, her eyes slowly blinking.   
 
    Nate eyed Shego, seeing the lacerations along her scaled neck. Her jaw moved, either in pain or trying to say something. 
 
    “Izzi, take Nate. I’ll carry Shego,” Norrah ordered. 
 
    The frost dragon reached out and grabbed Nate. 
 
    Nate watched as Norrah gathered Shego into her arms. 
 
    Wings spread out and both dragons shot into the air. Nate kept his gaze on Shego as she was limp in her fellow dragon’s arms. Norrah was larger and able to hold the blue dragon. 
 
    Dragon wings flapped as Izzi and Norrah turned and dove for the entrance to their spire. 
 
    From the dark ocean, slitted eyes stared up at the dragons as they flew into the mountain entrance and disappeared from sight. 
 
    The thing in the water remained for a long moment before it sank below and vanished from the surface.   
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Six 
 
    Norrah landed in the corridor and folded back her wings. The green dragon gently placed Shego over her shoulder and craned her neck to Izzi and Nate. 
 
    Nate clung to Izzi as she landed next. She placed Nate on the floor and the pair of them looked to Norrah and Shego. 
 
    Norrah looked at Izzi, “Fly down to the beach and gather Nate’s pack and clothes.” 
 
    Izzi nodded, turned and launched out from the mountain entrance. 
 
    Norrah turned her gaze to the naked Nate. “Wait in the cavern as I make sure Shego is comfortable.” 
 
    Nate nodded. 
 
    The large green dragon turned her head and began walking on all fours. She made her way deeper into the mountain as Nate followed.  
 
    The mood was solemn and gloomy. Nate continued to watch Shego as she laid across Norrah’s back. The blue dragon’s snout was faced his way. Her eyes were closed and her breathing a little labored.  
 
    Nate reached out to their connection and it glowed. She was in pain, but it was ebbing away. Her natural regeneration began to work, healing the damage across her neck. Shego let out a small sigh as she opened her eyes a sliver. She gave Nate a weak smirk before closing her eyes and letting out a small exhale. 
 
    The corridor opened up into the large cavern. Nate slowed his step as Norrah made her way to the immense stone structure built into the cavern walls. The entrance to it was very large. It made Norrah and Shego look small in comparison. An ancient door was half open. Norrah lifted a green scaled hand, took hold and opened it further. She turned her head and glanced at Nate in the middle of the cavern. 
 
    “I believe she will be fine. She just needs some rest. After I tend to her, I’ll call you and Izzi in,” Norrah said with a small, serpentine smile. 
 
    Nate nodded. Norrah turned back and stepped into the structure. She left the door open and Nate could see glowing crystals deep within. 
 
    Nate stayed where he was. The scenes played out in his head, seeing Shego fighting the monsters. He lifted his hand and looked at it, remembering the lightning as it engulfed it during the battle. 
 
    I connected to her Air Sphere. I was able to call on it and control it to a degree. It was powerful, more powerful than I knew magic could be. Is this what it means to be a Seer? Can I call on all of their mana spheres? Will they be able to call on mine? 
 
    The air in the cavern shifted. Nate turned around to see Izzi glide in and land. In one arm and claws, his clothes were bunched up and his pack hung from a talon. Izzi smiled as she looked down on the nude Nate. 
 
    “I like you this way. Maybe I should hold onto these a little longer,” Izzi smirked. 
 
    Nate stepped closer to the frost dragon and looked up into her blue eyes. “Only if we’re naked together.” 
 
    “Don’t tempt me,” Izzi said and lowered his clothes and pack to the floor. 
 
    Nate grabbed at his clothes and began to dress. Izzi settled down like a feline. She lowered her head to the floor and let out a long, deep sigh. When Nate was finished dressing, he sat down beside her and his pack. 
 
    “Those monsters on the beach knew how to attack Shego,” Nate said plainly. 
 
    Izzi let out another sigh. “Those monsters belong to Orrem. They know better than to attack closer to the homeland isles. Out here, it’s different. 
 
    “Norrah knew it was dangerous to come here and wait for you, but it would have been a greater risk if you travelled further south. The ocean is vast and full of monsters, I calculated a low chance of success you would have made it. Norrah listened to me and the three of us decided to wait for you on this island.” 
 
    Nate glanced down to the white dragon and smiled. “Was your innocence an act when I first met you?” 
 
    Izzi closed her eyes. “Not an act. I’m… forgetful sometimes. Shego tells me I become very aware during difficult times. I’d rather just float in a dream.” 
 
    Nate nodded. “I was able to connect to Shego’s Air Sphere.” 
 
    Izzi kept her eyes closed. “It doesn’t surprise me. That is part of us coming together. You connected to my Water Sphere when we were training by the lake, but it wasn’t life and death. The fight on the beach triggered your connection to Shego.” 
 
    “The longer we’re together, the greater the connection?” Nate asked. 
 
    Izzi lifted her head and gave a small nod. “It is well documented and known that Seers can use many abilities from those they bond with.” 
 
    The frost dragon opened her eyes and looked into Nate’s eyes. “The deeper the bond, the stronger we all become. You have a natural mana ability. It’s only a matter of time before it grows and we can all call on it.” 
 
    Nate nodded again before tilting his head forward. Shadows covered his eyes as he looked down at the ancient stone floor. Izzi eyed him, feeling the darkness touch his spirit. 
 
    “I already decided that no matter what happens, I will be there to help, but how bad will this get?” 
 
    Izzi looked away. “Our elders told us that the celestial war has already begun on many different worlds. We have seen the signs that it is beginning here. The last few dozen years have been a build up to fight the dark menace that resides across this world.” 
 
    Izzi hesitated before she continued, “The three of us were hesitant to be ready for the conflict. Norrah is a Life Giver. She has birthed several generations of dragons. She is the oldest between us and has no taste for war. 
 
    “Shego knows how to fight, but never liked the idea of actually going to war. She liked the fantasy of it. She often read stories of great warriors across all of Arith. When she wasn’t reading or fighting, she was collecting gems and treasure. If I didn’t drag her out of her lair, she would still be there, counting her gems and coins.” 
 
    Nate looked over to the frost dragon, “And you?” 
 
    Izzi lowered her head to the floor. “I would still be at the Great Library, my snout buried in books. I don’t like gems, coins, and treasure. My lair is filled with books. I have spent most of my life collecting them and it is quite extensive.” 
 
    Nate reached for his pack and opened it. Izzi turned one eye toward the man as he dug through his pack. Nate smiled and pulled something out from it. He turned and faced the dragon, a book in his hands. 
 
    Izzi lifted her head and turned her gaze and snout to him. 
 
    Nate lifted it up to her. “I remembered one of our dreams where you whispered poetry. I wanted to give this to you sooner, but the last few days have been a little crazy. Now that we have a moment, I present you a book of ancient poetry.” 
 
    Izzi’s oval eyes widened before she looked down on the book. She read the title and her hand lashed out and snatched it from Nate’s hands. The dragon turned her whole body until she sat on her scaled haunches. Her neck and head craned over the book and she opened it. 
 
    Nate watched as her slitted eyes moved from side to side, absorbing the words. 
 
    “How… how did you know I was searching for this exact tome?” Izzi said with wide eyes and continued to read. 
 
    Nate shook his head. “I didn’t. I wandered the city of Summerside a few days before my ship was set to sail. There were some book vendors there with stacks of books. The vendor told me this one was sought after by many, but I thought he was just trying to convince me to buy it. He didn’t have to try so hard. After I read the first page, I knew a certain white dragon would like it. It reminded me of some of the poetry you said in our dreams.” 
 
    Nate looked to the frost dragon with warm eyes. “After I bought it, I read it cover to cover. It reminded me of the legends before the Portal Wars, when Arith was peaceful.” 
 
    Izzi closed the book and hugged it to her scaled chest. “This is a truly wondrous gift. I don’t know what to say except thank you.” 
 
    Nate grinned until their conversation sank a little deeper into his mind. The grin slowly melted away and Nate looked up to Izzi with serious eyes. 
 
    “Norrah is a Life Giver. Shego is a treasure seeker and dreamer. You’re a librarian. Considering the three of you called me to be your Seer, I’m the only one with the most combat experience.” 
 
    Izzi’s own serpent smile waned. Her head dipped down and could barely make eye contact with Nate. 
 
    “Nate, this war will bring our world to the brink of madness, death, life, and change. Dragons were never meant to be soldiers, but we rise to the conflict to ensure our world continues to survive.  
 
    “Norrah, Shego, and myself were resistant to the coming war, and now we are late. Our enemies have grown. Deities have each taken sides. We know the war will start to the south, along the equator. It will affect my home and spread north and south. We don’t want to go to war, but we will if we have to.” 
 
    Nate’s gaze fell to the floor, Izzi’s words swirling along his mind. 
 
    Izzi glanced to the stone building before moving her head closer to Nate. 
 
    “Norrah will tell you the rest, but she won’t tell you that she has already fallen for you. I could tell whenever she spoke of the dreams. Her eyes would light up and her tone became more alive. She will never force you to stay with us. She will tell you the horrible truth of what is to come, but Shego and I know her heart aches for you,” Izzi whispered. 
 
    “Why are you telling me?” 
 
    Izzi gave Nate an impish smirk. “Sending out the call is not just summoning someone to come to aid us. It’s a call to another piece of our soul. No soul is perfect. It is why we search for those we love and want to share our lives with. It is bringing the pieces together so we may become one.  
 
    “Norrah is experienced and powerful, but she knows that bringing us together is dangerous. If something happened to one, or all of us, it would shatter her heart. She is overprotective and it is one of the many things we love about her. Her soul on the other hand is very fragile.” 
 
    Nate looked down as memories touched his mind of the dreams with the green dragon. They were close, often in fields of tall grass. Sun filled those dreams and before he knew her name, he witnessed her infectious laugh in the light. It didn’t matter if she was a dragon or not, her soul glowed and many times, Nate felt like he could reach out and touch it. 
 
    Thoughts and memories weighed heavy on the man and dragon. Izzi looked at Nate with affection before turning her gaze away. Nate stared at nothing. The weight of the conversation pressed down on him. 
 
    This isn’t just about love. I’m being recruited for war. 
 
    Nate looked over at the frost dragon. A swirl of emotion touched his heart as he gazed on her beauty. Arith had known a long peace after the Portal Wars. Nate sighed as he now knew things were going to become darker and bloodier. 
 
    It wasn’t a mistake to come to them. It was meant to be. But for the first time on this journey, I feel real fear. 
 
    Izzi lifted her head. Nate raised his gaze and the pair watched as a figure walked toward them. 
 
    Norrah walked with even steps and a small smile. She was in her humanoid form as she crossed the cavern. Horns stabbed out and curled from the sides of her head, similar to a ram’s horns. Her long hair was wavy and a forest green. It spilled over and past her bare shoulders. She wore a silky dress, but it could hardly hide her figure. The dragon woman was full-figured, with a defined hourglass shape. Her large breasts pressed against the silky silver fabric. Her hips moved with power as she stepped closer to the man and dragon. Her emerald eyes shined, but they contained slivers of shadow along the edges. Her leathery green wings were folded behind her, the points stabbing up from behind her shoulders. Her forearms and the backs of her hands were covered in smooth scales. They gleamed in the cavern light. 
 
    Nate was caught in the gravity of her beauty. Everything about her spoke of maturity and sensual caring. He couldn’t help but make the connection of a kind queen from the many stories he read. She was beautiful and carried herself with power and empathy. 
 
    The dragon woman stepped to Izzi and Nate with a warm smile and cool eyes. “Shego will be fine. She simply needs rest. The wounds should heal in a few hours.” 
 
    Norrah turned her attention to Izzi, “Please stay by Shego’s side until she is well enough to leave her room.” 
 
    Izzi nodded. The frost dragon moved to all fours and began stepping away. She glanced over at Nate, giving him a knowing smile before turning and marching off. 
 
    Nate watched the frost dragon enter the large structure and disappear through the main door. 
 
    Norrah kept her gaze on the lone man. Her expression was kind, but her eyes continued to study Nate as he stood.  
 
    Nate turned his attention to Norrah and smiled. 
 
    “I know you’re worried about Shego. We all are, but she will be fine. Our natural regeneration works much faster and better when we rest,” Norrah explained. 
 
    Nate nodded. “I understand.” 
 
    “I’m sure you still have many questions. Come with me so we can talk.” 
 
    Nate watched as the beautiful dragon woman turned and began walking back to the dragon home. He followed, caught in Norrah’s mesmerizing spell. The pair entered the main entrance and stepped inside. 
 
    Nate looked around with wide eyes. Every wall was carved with dragons in various poses. Some were fighting, others laughing and some staring at the sky. The craftsmanship was impeccable. Glowing crystals filled the wide, large corridor. The light they emitted was a soft orange and yellow, similar to a torch or lantern. It immediately eased the senses and Nate found his shoulders beginning to relax. 
 
    Archways ran along both sides of the wide corridor. Some of them lead to open rooms with artwork and statues. Others were larger, filled with large, circular pools of water. Some archways had closed doors. Lastly, there were corridors that lead down into inky shadows where the light didn’t penetrate it. 
 
    Nate absorbed many details as he walked along. In mere moments, despite his tall size, he felt very small. 
 
    This is a home for dragons. I should feel small. I could wander this place for months and feel like I’ll learn something new every day. 
 
    Norrah slowed as they reached the end of the long corridor. Nate moved to her side and the pair looked up at a large door. It stood at about twenty feet tall. If Norrah was in her dragon form, she could easily reach the handle without much effort. In her humanoid form, she extended her arm, took hold of the handle and pulled. 
 
    The door gave easily to her touch and opened. Norrah stepped inside and Nate followed. 
 
    Nate drank in his new surroundings. A few glowing crystals were embedded into the walls. Their light illuminated the large, roundish chamber. An immense circular bed filled the center, enough to fit three dragons or maybe a dozen normal sized people. To the side was a wide table. On it were large metal plates, filled with cooked meats and various fruits. There were no chairs or seating of any kind throughout the chamber.  
 
    The young man continued to look around and noticed the subtle differences with the dragon home. There were now tapestries like one would find in regal, humanoid dwellings. The lack of seating was another sign of how different it was. No cutlery lay on the wide table. Nate did spy a wine rack not too far from the table, but the bottles were almost comically large. 
 
    “You must forgive the lack of certain things often used in humanoid society. This home is not meant to house anyone other than dragons,” Norrah said as she moved to the table and looked at the steaming meats. 
 
    “I knew you would be hungry by the time you arrived. You came quicker than I expected. When Izzi told me you ignored my request and continued through the night to reach here, I went hunting and caught some pigs and sheep. Izzi procured fruit across the island. The meat is cooked in dragon fire. I didn’t know how you liked it, so I cooked each one with various styles from nearly raw to well-cooked.” 
 
    “I hope I didn’t disappoint you by not following your request?” Nate asked. 
 
    Norrah turned and looked at Nate with warm eyes. “No, you didn’t disappoint me. I was actually relieved. A seer who thinks for himself is most welcomed.” 
 
    Nate stepped closer and eyed the meat on the table. 
 
    “Please, eat your fill,” Norrah smiled. 
 
    “Will you be joining me?” Nate asked. 
 
    The dragon woman nodded. “It would be rude if I didn’t.” 
 
    Nate moved to the side of the large table. Without any seats, he simply planted his butt on the edge of the table and took hold of a cooked lamb’s leg. Norrah mirrored him and sat on the edge of the table. She too took a large piece of meat and ripped it from the cooked animal. 
 
    Nate smiled as Norrah simply put the large piece to her mouth and began chomping down. He did the same. Flavor punched his tongue with divine taste. Nate couldn’t stop himself as he bit and tore pieces of meat. He didn’t realize how hungry he was until he first tasted the delicious lamb.  
 
    Man, and dragon continued to chomp down on the feast. Exotic fruit was added and the swirl of the delicious meal deepened. Nate could barely contain himself as he consumed meat and fruit. Norrah often looked at the hungry man, eyeing him with affection as he tore through his meal. 
 
    After a long moment of eating, the pair slowed down as their bellies were nearly filled. 
 
    Nate felt dizzy. He couldn’t remember the last time he ate so well. The tension of earlier had nearly disappeared. When he put down a large bone on a plate, he quickly noticed his hands were covered in grease and bits of meat. Nate looked at Norrah, and saw she was the same, grease touching her smooth cheeks. 
 
    “I fear I’m a mess,” Nate smiled. 
 
    Norrah grinned before whispering a few words. A light glow touched parts of Nate’s face and hands. The grease and bits of cooked flesh vaporized into a mist and faded away. The same glow touched the dragon woman. In barely two blinks, the pair was clean. 
 
    “It’s a simple cleaning spell,” Norrah said. 
 
    “Thank you,” Nate smiled. 
 
    Norrah slipped off the edge of the table and onto her clawed feet. “I think we could use some wine before we talk.” 
 
    Nate’s eyes widened a hair. He reached down and grabbed his pack from beside the table. He opened the flap and reached in.  
 
    Norrah watched as Nate pulled out a dark bottle with a cork in the top. He smiled as he presented it to Norrah and bowed his head. 
 
    “I remembered from our dreams how much you liked honey mead. I often remembered you drinking it while we laid in the grass, talking about the beautiful days.” 
 
    Norrah’s eyes shined as she looked down on the black bottle. Her hand twitched, as if she was resisting her natural urges. It was similar to how Shego looked when she saw the large sapphire. Norrah’s fingers curled and opened before she took control of herself and bowed. 
 
    “Thank you for the lovely gift. Honey mead is difficult to come by. Bees have an instinctual aversion to our kind,” Norrah said with her head bowed. 
 
    “Please, enjoy it,” Nate said and stepped closer. 
 
    Norrah gently took the bottle from his hands and stood up. She clutched the bottle to her bosom and smiled. 
 
    “I fear we do not have any glasses here. We will have to drink from the bottle.” 
 
    “Drinking from the bottle doesn’t bother me in the least. Please, have the first sip.” Nate smiled. 
 
    Norrah took hold of the cork and popped it off easily. She lifted it to her lips and drank deeply from it. Her eyes fluttered as if she was drinking distilled ambrosia. She pulled the bottle away and handed it back to Nate. 
 
    Nate took a long sip. The sweet taste crashed into his senses. He didn’t often drink sweet wines or mead, but this was different. It was special to Norrah and he wanted to share the moment with her.  
 
    When he handed it back, Norrah looked at him with warm eyes.  
 
    “Let’s sit on the bed,” Norrah said with a sultry edge, then turned and walked to the bed. 
 
    Nate followed. The pair reached the edge of the immense bed. Nate looked at it, seeing the edge of the bed was up to his waist. Norrah climbed onto it and Nate did the same. The pair sat, a few feet apart. Norrah took another swig and Nate simply sat and took in her beauty and their surroundings. 
 
    “You must have many more questions,” Norrah said. 
 
    “Izzi and Shego told me some things, but not everything.” 
 
    Norrah smirked, “I know Izzi can be a little gossip. I’m sure at some point she told you about our history and how we came here to Sky Claw Island. She’s clever, but I see through her games and deceptions.” 
 
    Norrah closed her eyes and took another swig from the bottle. When she was finished, he handed it to Nate and he took it. 
 
    Norrah continued, “But, I also know she respects my direct commands. Shego and Izzi informed you of why we’re here and what is happening.” 
 
    Nate nodded. “A war is coming. Your elders have tasked dragons to find their Seers.” 
 
    Norrah nodded and looked away. “I fear my friends have been gentle in speaking to the reality of the situation. War has already arrived. The sides continue to be chosen, but many have already started to test and attack where they can. Orrem and Hexnia have rallied many to their sides and they are the first to throw down the gauntlet.” 
 
    Norrah looked at Nate once again. “You know my title and Izzi spoke to my past.” 
 
    “You’re a Life Giver, mother of many dragons,” Nate smiled. 
 
    Norrah nodded. “I have spent much of my life birthing many dragons. Life Givers are special in our society because breeding between dragons can be a little dangerous. I have skills and power enough to keep rambunctious males in line. My body is strong enough to birth several clutches of eggs. Life Givers hold a position of honor and respect, similar to holy and royal figures. 
 
    “For most of my life, I thought I knew my place in dragon society. The deepest parts of me love and enjoy my role as Life Giver. I was very surprised when myself and other Life Givers were commanded to find Seers. I fought against this command, speaking with many elders. Others joined me, unsure we should enter the conflict.” 
 
    A small sadness touched the edges of Norrah’s oval eyes. “They heard us, but remained firm on their decision. They spoke to the dangers of what was to come and all I wanted to do was ignore them. I didn’t want to disrupt my perfect life.” 
 
    Norrah firmed up her gaze. “Have you ever heard of sea serpents?” 
 
    Nate nodded. “Everyone has. There are many tales of ship crews, pirates, and fisherman witnessing travelling sea serpents. They are a sight to behold, from how their stories go. I haven’t personally seen one, but everyone who has ever visited the coasts comes back with some kind of sea serpent story.” 
 
    The dragon woman nodded lightly. “Sea serpents are not simple creatures that travel the seas and oceans. They are known as the Symir. They are ancient, powerful, and predate all known dragons. They are among the favored children of Orrem and carry out his will.” 
 
    Norrah’s eyes took on a hard edge. “The Symir have no love for dragons and we have no affection for them. We are less enemies and more rivals. Kana brought us to life and encouraged us to the lands and skies. Orrem created the Symir to dwell in the great depths, an extension of his will. Both of our kinds have held a simmering grudge against the other, but never went to war. It is known that such a conflict could crack the world.” 
 
    Nate listened and watched as Norrah’s expression twitched. He noticed memories behind her eyes as she continued. 
 
    “Years ago, I had birthed a clutch of eggs in one of our island rookeries. There were several Life Givers there, bringing new life into the world. It was a magical time and we could not contain our excitement for our new broods. It was a time for celebration and since we had not had any wine in such a long time, it was time to put an end to our thirst. 
 
    “I promised my fellow Life Givers that I would hunt us down some wine and come back so we may bask in our great contribution to our society. I flew off, my heart full and my senses alive.” 
 
    Norrah’s eyes took on a dragging weight, like she didn’t want to speak further. She lifted her head and a strength and sadness filled her eyes. 
 
    “I had barely flown a few miles when the Symir attacked our rookery island. Three of them rose from the surrounding waters and blasted our rookeries with steam breath attacks, strong enough to melt stone. 
 
    “I heard the cries of my fellow Life Givers. I turned and flew back. I arrived as streams of steam melted and smashed stone walls. I heard screams and the sounds of shattering eggs. I…” Norrah trailed off, her eyes wet. 
 
    Nate saw the pain in her eyes as she relived the moment. He handed her the bottle. She drank deeply and finished it off. The dragon woman placed the bottle on the floor and let out a small delicate sigh. 
 
    “I spent years fighting against the idea of finding a Seer and fighting in this war. Myself and my friends paid the price for such a fight.” 
 
    Norrah reached the small distance between them, her hand touching his. “Nate, please understand that Shego, Izzi, and I know how to fight and defend ourselves, but we are not warriors. We were never meant to go to war. That is why this has been difficult between all of us. It doesn’t mean we are not fond of you. It doesn’t mean we don’t appreciate our long journey to find each other.  
 
    “It means the four of us will be fighting in a war where our lives and many others will be at stake. Kana has chosen to fight Orrem and he has chosen to fight her. Hexnia has lent her strength to Orrem and his followers. There are others in the conflict, but Orrem and Hexnia have become the most dangerous and cruel.” 
 
    Nate tuned his hand and closed his fingers around Norrah’s hand. “I understand the stakes and have already pledged myself to you, Shego, Izzi, and the side of light. It’s true, I have spent a portion of my life fighting and growing. My size has pushed others to fight me. My kindness has brought out the cruelty in others. I’d rather not fight through a conflict, but sometimes we don’t have a choice.” 
 
    Nate tilted his head, shadows covering his eyes. “I’m sorry for your friends and the many eggs lost to such a heartless attack. If I was there, I would have fought to my last, dying breath.” 
 
    Norrah’s eyes continued to gleam as she looked upon Nate. “In my heart, I know you would have. You have already proven yourself. Izzi and I saw you in those last moments, fighting those monsters to save Shego. When she is healed, she will not want to leave your side. Under her rough exterior, she’s a romantic. She often spoke to me about her favorite legends and stories of fighting alongside those you love and against great evils. She can be quite soft when she lets her guard down.” 
 
    Nate smiled. “And you? How do you feel about the four of us, together?” 
 
    Norrah smiled. “I feel confident.” 
 
    Nate’s smile turned into a smirk. “Just confident?” 
 
    The dragon woman lifted her legs onto the bed and curled them sideways against her. Nate noticed the warm affection in her eyes and along her womanly body. Her cheeks nearly glowed in the dim light and the room grew a degree warmer. 
 
    “Izzi and Shego didn’t tell you how I felt?” 
 
    Nate kept his knowing smile. “It depends. Will they get in trouble if they did or didn’t?” 
 
    Norrah’s eyes closed as she let out a happy laugh. Her shoulders trembled as she pulled back her hand and grabbed Nate’s knee with affection. A tear touched the corner of her closed eyes and she wiped it away, the wetness glittering in the dim light. When the small laughter faded, her eyes opened and she looked at Nate with a sultry hunger. 
 
    “I felt your strength, honor, and kindness when we dreamed. The times we touched in the dreamscape, often left me breathless when I awoke. The moments were fleeting and I hungered for more of them. 
 
    “The three of us slept often, trying to help guide you to us. But my affections grew beyond the point of no return long before you arrived. I still had to know if you were truly like your dream self. I’m happy you soared past expectations.” 
 
    “I feel the same about all three of you,” Nate said with a genuine smile. 
 
    The heat in the chamber grew. Nate’s senses felt the strong pulses coming off Norrah as she sat. It was almost like he could feel her very heartbeat. 
 
    Norrah looked down. “Once the bond is achieved, only death can break it.” 
 
    “I have no intention of any of us dying for a very long time,” Nate grinned. 
 
    Green eyes gleamed in the light before Norrah looked away. 
 
    “Nate, will you bring over a bottle of wine for us?” 
 
    Nate nodded, slid off the bed and stood up. He walked past the large table and to the standing wine rack. He looked upon the bottles. They were large and nearly the length of his arm. He reached up to one at chest level, took hold and pulled. Muscles strained slightly at the weight before his body adjusted to it. He hefted the bottle in both arms before turning around and becoming very still. 
 
    Norrah was standing by the bed. She looked away as her scaled hand ran down over her voluptuous chest and down her stomach. The silky silver dress began to turn into wisps of energy, dissipating like smoke into the air. The fabric continued to split and fade away until her hand touched her own thigh. 
 
    Nate was frozen as Norrah stood in her nude glory. Much like Izzi and Shego, scales ran down the sides of her arms, midsection and thighs. Pale skin glowed in the dim light, contrasted against her green scales. Heavy breasts defied gravity’s pull and brown nipples stood erect. Thick thighs framed her hairless valley, warm and inviting. Her rubenesque figure was like a dream, a light for him to follow in the dark. Her tail was limp, the tip touching the floor, but her eyes were filled with a loving desire. 
 
    Nate began walking toward her. He didn’t blink as he drank in her nude form. She was nearly his height, just an inch shy. Hands clutched at the large wine bottle, but his mind filled with lustful desires. The sight of her caused his manhood to stir. Despite the intimate time with Shego, it wasn’t enough to dull his desires for long. When urges welled up, it had become a curse he could not deny. In the back of his mind, he knew dragons would not suffer from exhaustion like many of the other races.  
 
    The young man stood before the dragon goddess and admired her beauty. 
 
    Norrah lifted one hand and took hold of the bottle’s neck. She pulled it from Nate’s hand and grabbed the cork with her other scaled hand. The cork popped easily and fell to the floor. Norrah lifted the opening to Nate and urged him to drink.  
 
    Nate took hold of the bottle, lifted it up and drank deeply. The rich red wine flowed down his throat and into his full stomach. It reached the mead already there and swirled. Nate gulped, enjoying the taste before lowering the wine bottle. Norrah took hold, lifted it up and drank deeply. When she had her fill, she placed it down beside the bed and Nate’s pack. 
 
    Norrah turned to Nate and stepped closer. The distance between them disappeared as she pressed her body to his strong frame. She looked into Nate’s eyes and bit her lip. She took a deep inhale, enjoying his musky scent and the growing heat from his body. 
 
    “As a Life Giver, it can take some time to satisfy our desires.” 
 
    Nate kept his gaze on Norrah’s emerald green eyes. “As Norrah, how deep are your desires?” 
 
    Norrah let out a warm sigh, her lips inches from his. “Deep enough to bring on a degree of madness. I hope that doesn’t frighten you?” 
 
    “It doesn’t and it never will,” Nate smirked with confidence. 
 
    Norrah’s hand touched Nate’s waist. Soon, they drifted up to his shirt. Clawed fingers moved with deft skill, undoing buttons and working her way down. Nate helped by unbuckling his belt. When Norrah reached his waist again, Nate’s shirt was open. She took hold of his leggings and gently pushed down. Her body lowered as the leather leggings slipped down over his strong thighs and his manhood was free. 
 
    Norrah licked her lips as Nate’s cock throbbed before her. It slowly rose before her eyes, thick and pulsating. Veins rose along the shaft and soon it stood under its own power. Nate stepped out of his boots and then his leggings. They were quickly kicked away as Nate stood over the kneeling dragon woman. Norrah looked up from Nate’s impressive member, his shirt open and revealing his hard body. 
 
    Norrah inhaled Nate’s scent. Body heat touched her senses, wave after wave crashing into her and causing her own inner flames to grow brighter. Her nerves tingled in his presence, the dragon hardly able to contain her own urges. She lifted a hand and ran her fingers down the shaft. It bounced to her touch. She looked up and saw Nate’s urges barely held at bay. 
 
    Fingers curled around the shaft and she gently stroked him. Nate let out a long exhale, watching the motherly dragon stroke him with masterful skill. Her palm was smooth and soft. She grasped him just right, massaging his member and making it diamond hard. 
 
    Norrah leaned closer to his member. She continued to stroke him as her pointed tongue slipped out and licked his throbbing head. The taste caused her to take a deep, sultry inhale. She looked up again as her tongue glided along the purple tip. 
 
    Nate was lost to the sensual touches of Norrah’s hand and tongue. Power sparked across his body and he fought every urge to throw her onto the bed. Despite years of absolute control, it mattered little in the presence of Norrah, Shego, and Izzi. They overwhelmed his senses, his mind, and his heart. The hungry beast Nate locked away roared and rattled its cage. It wanted out. It wanted to drive every urge into the beautiful dragon woman licking his cock. 
 
    Norrah’s tongue guided Nate’s member closer and she closed her lips over the tip. Nate fought the urge to grab her curved horns, lost to her sensual kiss. Lips and tongue worked together, sliding over and along the ridge of his member. Norrah stroked him as her mouth played with the sensitive tip. Her breasts bobbed to the movements of her mouth, head, and neck. The kiss grew deeper, inches filling her mouth. Strokes were slower, teasing and begging for his seed. 
 
    Nate could barely stand. His hand clamped on her shoulder and she moaned. The vibrations of her moan travelled along his cock and Nate ground his teeth in frustration. The tip of her tongue glided along his shaft, weakening his control. He looked down to see Norrah’s eyes were closed. She sucked on his cock like she was sipping a fine wine.  
 
    Norrah’s hand pulled away and thick inches were pulled deeper into her mouth and throat. The dragon woman opened her eyes and looked up, Nate’s cock mostly buried between her lips. She moved gently, back and forth. He was caught in her grasp and Nate found it difficult to leave, if not impossible. 
 
    A drop of pre-come touched her tongue and Norrah let out a muffled, sultry moan. Nate’s fingers dug into her shoulder and she moaned louder. The tempo and rhythm grew slowly, the lovers caught in each other’s gravity. 
 
    Wetness dripped from between Norrah’s parted thighs. It touched the stone floor and the dragon moaned her delight. She reached down between her thighs with her free hand. When she touched her dragonhood, her fingers gently massaged herself and honey coated her fingers. With a slight shift of her hand, she touched her engorged clit and rubbed it to the same tempo as her lips wrapped around Nate’s cock. Shockwaves of bliss rolled through her as she gently sucked on Nate’s firm member. Wet inches appeared and disappeared as she moved back and forth. Wetness continued to drip between her fingers and her nerves bunched up. The tightness grew along her entire body and she felt like she would snap in two. 
 
    Pure bliss filled Nate’s entire body as his willpower cracked. The flood was held back by a strand of his own discipline and it began to weaken with each stroke of her lips. When Norrah’s tongue licked just the right spot and her lips smoothed down the veiny member, Nate lost his last strand of control and his senses erupted in bliss. 
 
    Norrah’s lips slid forward as Nate’s cock thickened. When she kissed the hilt, a groan filled the air and thick spurts of come painted the back of her throat. Norrah closed her eyes, the amount nearly obscene and welcomed. The first few spurts filled her throat and she drank it down. A muffle moan rose up as another volley splashed into her throat and she drank that down too. 
 
    Nate’s grunt turned into a low growl. Sensitivity flashed and was overwhelmed by his need to spill more. What normally would have caused a normal man to weaken so he could regain his strength, Nate’s body powered through to desire again. He looked down at Norrah milking every drop of come and his cock, still hard in her mouth. 
 
    Norrah looked up and smiled slightly with Nate’s member still between her lips. A blink later, she opened her mouth and stood up in a blur. Nate wasn’t sure what was happening until he felt her hand grab his waist. Norrah picked him up and spun. Nate tried to grab her arms when she let go. Nate flew backwards and crashed into the middle of the firm bed. He slid slightly on furs before coming to a stop. Nate lifted his head to see Norrah climb on like an animal in heat. 
 
    Norrah’s eyes glowed with uncompromising menace. She crossed the distance quickly. She glanced at Nate's cock before she lowered her head and licked the head back into her mouth. Blood surged into Nate’s manhood, unable to break the hypnotic spell of the dragon’s mouth. Norrah moaned loudly, inches appearing and disappearing between her lips. She continued to suck with her tight mouth. Her body moved sideways until she lifted her leg and came fully around. She planted her knees down, her dragonhood over Nate’s face. Wetness dripped onto his lips as he stared up at her valley entrance. In another breath, her valley pressed down on his mouth and her tail waved in the air. 
 
    Nate reached up and grabbed her firm ass. He spread her cheeks as his mouth and tongue licked at her dripping slit. The connection between them glowed like the sun. The intimate sucking and licking whipped the lovers into a frenzy. 
 
    Nate buried his face between warm thighs, licking at Norrah like she was the only source of water across the realm. Her honey tasted like a warm, summer day. Her scent was that of lavender and vanilla. His large hand held onto her as fingers pressed down on her firm bottom. Scents and tastes dripped down along his mouth and senses.  
 
    Norrah deep-throated the young man’s rigid member. Hungry lust caused her head to bob with a deep thirst. The taste of his seed still lingered in her mouth, blending with her own saliva. Her body cried out for more and madness consumed her, wanting to drain him of every drop of seed. 
 
    The scent of their union clouded their senses. Nate felt Norrah quiver, as if fighting her own desires to come. The young man held her to him, mashing his mouth to her dripping slit. The tip of his tongue caressed her clit before whipping at it. It became his focal point, wanting to drive her to surrender like she did to him. He lingered, licking and massaging her clit and willpower to the breaking point. 
 
    Norrah pulled her head up, Nate’s cock spilling from her lips. She gasped for air as her body began to betray her. She looked over her shoulder and past a wing to see Nate’s hands holding her to him. Her eyes fluttered as every lick whipped her control to shreds.  
 
    The couple basked in their intimate freedom. Norrah gently grabbed Nate’s cock and gasped for air. She was lost to the blinding tension along her body. She managed to stroke him slowly. She kissed the tip of his cock as her hips moved to his tongue and mouth. 
 
    Norrah’s eyes widened as Nate’s tongue licked her just the right way. Her green eyes rolled into her head before her nerves reached the breaking point. A powerful shudder rippled along her body. Inner explosions blinded the dragon. A whimper dripped from her lips as she ground her valley upon Nate’s mouth and tongue. 
 
    The connection blazed bright. Nate felt the shockwaves crash into him, Norrah lost to the flood. Wetness surged and squirted. The young man greedily drank it down, the taste changing and warm. Wetness splashed onto his cheeks, chin, and mouth. Nate continued to press his sensual attack, whipping his tongue across her clit. 
 
    It was Norrah who pressed down on her knees and raised up from Nate’s mouth. The young man sat up slightly and watched as Norrah turned around and sat gently on his thighs. She had a faraway look in her eyes, like she was in a dream. She reached over like one of the undead. She ran her fingers across the wetness covering the lower half of Nate’s face. She brought it back to her and licked at each finger. She used her other hand to grab Nate’s cock. With a small shift forward, she pressed the throbbing tip to her thin slit and slowly impaled herself on him.  
 
    Nate’s hands shot up and grabbed her hips. Norrah let gravity take over as she slid down thick inches. The more he filled her, the louder she moaned. When she reached the base of his member, she remained as his girth pushed at her inner world. 
 
    Nate curled his upper body until his face was between her voluptuous breasts. A hand rose up and gently grabbed at one, his thumb sliding over an erect brown nipple. Norrah cooed as she wrapped her arms around his head and shoulders, keeping his face buried between her warm and inviting tits. 
 
    For a long moment, the two lovers held each other. Norrah hugged Nate close, her lips touching his forehead. Her tail relaxed and moved along one of Nate’s legs. Her body moved barely an inch from their snug connection. Heat bloomed and dripped from bodies. A small whimper filled her throat as she moved on his thick spear. 
 
    Nate basked in the glowing warmth of Norrah’s cleavage. He could barely breathe and didn’t care if he passed out from lack of air. He snuggled to her, the connection of their souls growing brighter with each passing moment.  
 
    Norrah’s thoughts began to spill into his mind. Nate’s thoughts began to spill into her. Soon, the couple couldn’t tell each other apart, their minds and bodies joined. 
 
    Nate, I can feel you deep along my soul. I sense the binds growing stronger. I fear we will be unable to break from these desires. 
 
    Norrah, we don’t have to break from them. Accept them and we will be stronger than anything that may try to hurt us. 
 
    I’m scared for us. 
 
    I’m excited for us. 
 
    I need you. 
 
    I need you. 
 
    The glow between their souls, minds, and bodies grew brighter. The couple stayed connected and entwined as their bodies approached the point of no return. In a dreamy landscape, Nate and Norrah stood on a cliff’s edge, overlooking a vast ocean. They reached out and held each other’s hand. They glanced at each other and smiled brightly. With two hearts beating as one, the pair leapt off the cliff. 
 
    A growl crawled up Norrah’s throat as she clutched Nate to her. Her powerful hips moved, the tight connection between them wet, hot and dripping. Norrah’s eyes rolled into her head as her mind shattered and a string of explosive orgasms tore her soul to pieces. 
 
    Nate’s inner monsters roared as his cock thickened. Norrah tightened around his cock as her body shuddered. Nate’s cock would not be contained as it thickened. Spurts of molten come filled the thin tight space between them. His hips pushed up and Norrah pressed down and squeezed. Nate’s soul cried out and flowed with supernatural power.  
 
    The bond between them solidified and both lovers surrendered with a long moan. Their bodies continued to move, milking every drop of the intimate orgasms with heavy breath.  
 
    The moment slowed. Norrah continued to move slowly as Nate’s arm moved to her lower back. His strength pressed against her to keep her close. The sensitivity flared and was soon snuffed out. Their hearts thudded in their chests and their bodies were unwilling to separate. Sweat touched Nate’s brow as Norrah’s body glowed like a furnace. Their spirits bonded further until both sides surrendered. 
 
    Norrah pulled her head back a little and looked down at Nate. The man’s tongue traced over her large breast and fell between her cleavage. He licked at her skin like a primal beast and she shuddered to his touch.  
 
    “Nate…” Norrah began. 
 
    Nate pulled his head back and looked into her serpent gaze. Norrah continued to move with a slow tempo. The precious moment was intimate and both lovers looked at each other with a deeper understanding and cementing their bonds. 
 
    “There is no going back now,” Norrah whispered before she moaned. 
 
    “We can only move forward, together,” Nate said and kissed the smooth skin above her chest. 
 
    Norrah’s body shuddered as she rode Nate’s lance. She bit her lip, trying to gather her thoughts.  
 
    “I have to show you something,” Norrah said with a hiss. 
 
    Nate held her close as she sat down to the hilt of his impressive staff. The dragon woman lifted a hand and a green aura appeared around it. Nate looked at the glowing hand before she touched his shoulder. 
 
    A tingling energy seeped into the young man. Nate looked up at Norrah, their bodies still moving to a primal dance. More and more energy sank into his shoulder. It flowed along points of his body before reaching his heart. When it touched it, the energy caressed the vital organ before it penetrated it. 
 
    Nate’s eyes widened. His heart began to beat harder. Life and power ran along his veins. His fingertips and toes tingled and before he knew it, his body surged with new life. 
 
    Norrah looked down on Nate with desperate eyes. She watched as life energy filled the young man’s eyes.  
 
    Nate’s entire being was flooded with life giving mana. His cock thickened. His grip on Norrah tightened. Energy welled up and he noticed there was no pain. Norrah and the world around him turned into a dreamy haze. Needs, urges, and desire took control. 
 
    “Partake and use to your whims,” Norrah said with a sultry whisper. 
 
    I understand. 
 
    Nate took control of Norrah’s Life Sphere. It glowed with immense power, something he thought wasn’t possible. It caressed and surged until there was nothing but Norrah and a blissful light. 
 
    Nate turned his hips. Norrah swung with the young man as she was nearly slammed down onto the bed. The dragon woman let out a giggle as Nate was on her, their connection still firm. His hips drove powerfully between her welcoming thighs. Living energy bled from Nate as he growled and licked at Norrah’s skin. Everything about her had turned into paradise. Every touch and taste rippled along his soul and fed into the life-giving power. 
 
    Norrah arched her back as shockwaves pulsed through the air. She cried out for more as he drove every solid inch into her tight space.  
 
    The two lovers touched the glowing light of bliss between them and it glowed brighter. 
 
    Orgasms blasted living nerves. Norrah and Nate moved to shattering vibration between them. The air felt it with every drop of power swirling around them. The pair reached nirvana and gasped. Molten seed spurted as a river of lust flowed.  
 
    For a time, Nate thought it was just a powerful orgasm, until life seeped into him further. The orgasms didn’t slow. Instead, he grew more and more powerful. The ocean of love and lust rippled through dimensions. Nate looked down to see Norrah was there with him, caught in the same vortex of paradise. The two of them were locked in a spiral, becoming one. Hearts beat at the same time. Thoughts slipped in and out of each other’s minds. Neither one could tell if they were one or two beings. 
 
    Time lost all meaning and pleasure spilled over dreamy souls.  
 
    Norrah cut off the connection. The ecstasy, power, lust, and love faded a touch. Bodies slowed as the bed around them was drenched in sweat and bodily fluids. Weakness crawled along the pair and they both woke up from the living dream. 
 
    Nate’s body ached and he collapsed on the seductive dragon. Norrah curled her arms and legs around him, holding him to her. Scaled fingers moved through Nate’s dark hair as he gasped for breath. 
 
    “How… how long… was… that?” Nate huffed. 
 
    “We… were in a love spiral… for an hour,” Norrah huffed as she held him close. 
 
    “How?” was all Nate could say as exhaustion filled every cell of his body. 
 
    “We can talk about it… after some wine. Our Body Spheres will help our bodies to recover sooner than others, but I think we desperately need a drink,” Norrah said with a weak smile. 
 
    “Yes, I do think we need a drink,” Nate huffed as he snuggled to her chest, the slivers of the blissful dream-state lingering along his addled and satisfied spirit.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Seven 
 
    Nate basked in the lightness across his entire body and spirit. He couldn’t hold back the small smile as he watched Norrah gulp from the large bottle of wine. She hadn’t come up for air for a long moment. It didn’t bother the young man as he adored her. He was just happy to be close to her. 
 
    Norrah tilted her head forward and pulled the bottle from her lips. She handed it over to Nate with a warm smile.  
 
    Nate took the large wine bottle with both hands. A sudden thirst struck him like a whip strike to his throat. He lifted the bottle up and began to guzzle it down. 
 
    Norrah leaned back onto her hands, watching Nate drink wine like it was water. She admired his strong body, pieces of her own spirit still attached to her Seer. 
 
    The mood in the chamber was light and relaxed. The bed was still wet from their union, but neither seemed to mind as they remained in the middle of the large, round bed. The crystals along the chamber glowed with a comforting light and only added to the intimate atmosphere. 
 
    Nate pulled the bottle away and placed it in his lap. He continued to heave for air, his senses still dazzled from the time spent with the beautiful dragon. 
 
    Norrah’s tail was to the side and slid back and forth as she eyed Nate. “How are you feeling?” 
 
    “Amazing… and tired,” Nate said with a weak nod. 
 
    Norrah nodded. “It’s something you will grow accustomed to, when we decide to do that again.” 
 
    Nate eyed the dragon woman with the curved horns and gave her a genuine smile. “Is it always so amazing?” 
 
    Norrah nodded. “It can be, the more time we spend together. You told us about your mana sphere. I’m sure Izzi and Shego told you about theirs. But do you know how it all connects, especially between the four of us?” 
 
    Nate regarded the motherly dragon with warm eyes. “No, not completely. I managed to tap a little into Izzi’s water sphere. During the fight on the beach, I tapped into Shego’s air sphere. I assume, during our lovemaking, I was able to tap into your Life Sphere.” 
 
    Norrah smiled. “You’re very perceptive. Yes, as our Seer, you will be able to channel some of our mana spheres and we can tap into yours. You have one natural mana sphere, the body sphere. Dragons not versed in higher forms of magic have two spheres. It comes naturally to all dragons and it can be trained to become more powerful, just like how you improved your own sphere.” 
 
    Norrah sat up and stretched her arms into the air. Her wings flexed out from behind her. 
 
    “Now that we are truly bonded, there is no need to keep any more secrets,” Norrah said with one last stretch and let her hands fall to the bed. Her wings folded back behind her. 
 
    Nate stared at the dragon woman as she eyed him like a scrumptious piece of cake.  
 
    “Izzi has the water and mind spheres. Shego has the air and dark spheres. I have the life and body spheres.” 
 
    Nate smirked. “You felt our connection through the dreams, even from the beginning.” 
 
    Norrah nodded. “I did. I knew it when we first dreamed together, we belonged together. I couldn’t deny it, but I had to be sure. When I first saw you in the other cavern, your presence burned into my very heart and psyche. However, I had to be sure you were right for Izzi and Shego. Judging from how well the three of you bonded, it was meant to be.” 
 
    Nate nodded. “I feel I was only able to tap into some of their power, but not too deep.” 
 
    Norrah nodded. “Since we are connected, we have to choose how many degrees we can channel to another. I know Izzi’s water sphere is 8th degree. If she allowed you to channel one degree of it to you, you would be able to perform simple water magic and manipulate it to your will.  
 
    “There is a drawback to channeling mana between us. The more degrees one channels to another, the weaker they become. If Izzi channeled seven degrees to you, she would become very weak. She wouldn’t be able to fly, or barely stay conscious. Her focus and her power would fill you and make you stronger. The same would be in reverse. You can channel your body sphere to any of us and we would become stronger, faster and tougher, but if you channel too much, you would become very weak and vulnerable.” 
 
    Nate reached over and touched Norrah’s knee, “Is that what happened a little while ago? You channeled your life sphere to me?” 
 
    Norrah nodded. “I granted you three degrees of my life sphere. It allowed us to push our bodies beyond natural limits and enjoy our moment for an hour. I knew our body spheres would allow us to recover faster than normal. If you didn’t have your natural power, I’m afraid you would have been unconscious for a number of days.” 
 
    “It felt like one, continuous orgasm. I didn’t know we were like that for an hour.” 
 
    Norrah smirked. “There are many more ways to reach greater levels of bonding. You handled our first time very well. I’m impressed.” 
 
    Nate chuckled with happy eyes. “You weren’t so bad yourself. Though, I could have gone longer.” 
 
    It was Norrah’s turn to laugh. “You are a gem, my handsome Seer.” 
 
    Connections formed along Nate’s mind. “So, can we all channel power to each other?” 
 
    Norrah shook her head. “As dragons, we cannot channel our mana spheres to each other. There must be an intermediary or focal point between us. I cannot channel to Izzi or Shego and they cannot channel to me, but, with time, we will be able to do it through you.” 
 
    Norrah moved closer, her slitted eyes bright as she looked at Nate’s strong features. “As our Seer, you can channel your power to us and we can channel to you. The deeper the bond, the more we can do. There will be a time where we will be able to channel mana to each other without restriction. For now, you will become stronger as we train and further solidify our bonds.” 
 
    The dragon woman’s eyes took on a hint of sorrow. She sat back and looked off to the side, a memory coloring her mind.  
 
    Nate kept his hand on her knee, silently giving her support and a moment to talk, if she wanted to. 
 
    Norrah blinked as if she was back in her head. She glanced at Nate's concerned expression and gave him a small, reassuring smile. 
 
    “Nate, you know I have no taste for war. My time here on Arith has been one of birthing and loving generations of dragons. To know that our bonds will lead to further conflicts doesn’t sit well with me. It is nothing you have done, but how the world is now. Sides must be chosen and enemies must be put down. I will never let dark forces hurt our peoples again.” 
 
    “Norrah, I’d rather find a peaceful solution until there are no further options for peace. I sense, in that respect, we are of the same mind and heart. I have been a seeker of knowledge and experiences. I’ve fought others only as a last resort. I believe we can help end this conflict with the best possible intentions and help a lot of people.” 
 
    Norrah’s eyes shined in the dim light. “You speak our truth.” 
 
    Nate nodded.  
 
    Norrah let out a long, relieved sigh. “I knew it in my heart, but I liked hearing the words from you as well. It only strengthens our bonds.” 
 
    The dragon woman’s smirk stabbed in her cheek. “The other dragons and seers are going to love you.” 
 
    Nate grinned and was about to speak when the door to the chamber opened. Nate and Norrah turned to the entrance and saw Shego and Izzi stepping in. The two of them were in their nude humanoid dragon forms. The pair looked to the bed with Nate and Norrah, their heads bowed slightly. 
 
    “Come to us,” Norrah said happily. 
 
    Izzi’s mouth bloomed into a wide smile. Shego’s lips curved in a knowing smile. The pair crossed the room in a blink. Shego slipped in, but Izzi leapt into the air and landed on the bed between the man and green dragon. Izzi snuggled to both of them. Norrah laid down to one side of the white dragon, her claws running along Izzi’s skin. Nate lowered himself, the front of his body touching Izzi’s body. Shego crawled along the bed until she snuggled behind Nate, her arm around his stomach. 
 
    “Will it always be like this?” Nate asked the three dragons. 
 
    “It’s safer to sleep together,” Izzi said in a whimsical tone. 
 
    “And it's warmer,” Shego smiled. 
 
    Nate turned his head and looked into Shego’s eyes. She seemed fine. He glanced at her neck and saw no marks. 
 
    “We can heal quickly. We may be able to heal faster, once you increase your body sphere,” Shego winked. 
 
    “I will train harder and become stronger,” Nate said with conviction. 
 
    “We all will,” Izzi smiled and snuggled into Nate’s armpit. 
 
    Shego lifted her head a little and looked from Nate and Izzi to Norrah. “The sun will be up in a few hours. Now that Nate is bonded to us, will we return to the dragon isles?” 
 
    Norrah nodded. “We may spend another day or two here, just to make sure our bonding takes. After that, we will fly south to our home and introduce Nate to everyone.” 
 
    “Another day or two sounds wonderful,” Izzi grinned. 
 
    “There is still much to discuss, but it can wait till morning. For now, let's try to get some rest. We…” Norrah trailed off when the very chamber shuddered. 
 
    The group sat up as one. Everyone looked around as the entire chamber shuddered a second time. Dust fell from ancient cracks and the glowing crystals blinked from the disruption. 
 
    Nate’s senses immediately connected to the three dragons surrounding him and glowed with deeper power. The confusion of the connection fell away as he could hear what they heard. Powerful vibrations echoed along the entire spire as something outside continued to slam into it. Each strike was like a blunt hammer, the blows sinking into his very bones. 
 
    The group were to their feet and darted for the door. Nate pumped his legs, scooped up his clothes and kept pace with the three dragon women. Norrah led the charge as Nate, Shego, and Izzi followed. The chamber rumbled and a wide crack formed along a wall. 
 
    Nate continued to run as he awkwardly put on his shirt. Leg muscles bunched up as he leapt into the air and in a flash, his leggings were on. He landed by Shego, barefoot and his boots far behind him. 
 
    The four of them charged into the cavern when a stronger rumble caused a stalactite to fall and crash into exploding debris.  
 
    “What’s happening?” Nate shouted over the booming noise. 
 
    “Our enemies have decided to press their advantage,” Norrah said calmly as she ran. 
 
    “We will most likely be outnumbered. We should retreat to the isles,” Izzi said over the booming explosions. 
 
    “I second that plan,” Shego agreed. 
 
    Norrah remained silent as they crossed the cavern to the main corridor. Wings were folded close to bodies as the three dragons moved with supernatural speed. Nate could barely keep up, his body sphere pulsating with power. 
 
    We just bonded. We’re not ready for a fight like this. If a sea serpent or more crab monsters are here, retreat may be our only option. 
 
    Nate’s thoughts shifted to the town of Moon Cove and his heart sank. 
 
    If the monsters turn on the town, they will be defenseless. 
 
    Nate was about to speak up about his concerns when the four of them skidded to a halt at the main entrance. All eyes looked down in shock as the beach and surrounding areas were filled with large, spiny crab monsters. They were roughly the size of horses and a dozen of them were slowly crawling up the spire. Legs and claws stabbed into sheer stone, moving like armored spiders. Chitin bodies gleamed in the moonlight as eye stalks were focused on the four beings looking over the side. 
 
    Nate glanced at the water where he saw a large, serpent head with razor-spines running from its head and down its back. It turned its serpent head to the spire, black eyes gleaming in the moonlight. It’s pointed maw opened as mist dripped from its throat. The sea serpent’s brow furled with foul intent as it aimed at the spire entrance and the four figures occupying it. 
 
    *** 
 
    Vazk stood in the rounded, ceremonial chamber. The subek wore a simple, crimson red robe. His eyes were closed as he stood behind an altar. A small, demonic female statue stood with outstretched wings and a mad smile. She held out her arms as if to comfort any willing to fall into them. The statue’s eyes and smile told a different story of cruel madness and bloody lust. 
 
    In the chamber, forty subeks kneeled to their priest. Their heads were bowed and a variety of weapons hung from their belts. They ranged from daggers and swords to clubs and spiked maces. Torches painted their scaled bodies with a soothing light, all waiting on the wisdom of their priest. 
 
    A distant roar in the distance caused Vazk’s eyes to open. He looked out at the congregation, admiring their loyalty and strength. He then looked at his wrist, the same one that dragon seer snapped like a twig. The goddess took pity on her loyal priest and fully healed the damage without him asking for her aid.  
 
    Vazk grinned to himself. Despite their first loss to the seer, the goddess continued to have faith in her subjects. She had leant some of her power and Vazk hungered for more. Hexnia desired vengeance and blood and Vazk was ready to give it to her. 
 
    The lizard man lifted his scaled snout back to the congregation when another roar touched the world behind the ceremonial cave. 
 
    “Hexians, our goddess has called on us once again. Our allies have engaged the dragons and the seer. We must charge into the fray and slay all who oppose our goddess. She weeps for her lost children and we must wipe away her tears with gifts of blood and violence.” 
 
    “Hexnia,” the followers chanted once. 
 
    Vazk nodded and continued, “We cannot allow our enemies to further gather their strength. The dragons have rejected us. They cower to the southern seas because they know our might and power. They deny any debt of blood owed and we must remind them. We shall be Hexnia’s divine judgement. We will be her will. We will further her power and she will grant us greater power.” 
 
    “Hexnia,” the followers chanted again. 
 
    Vazk’s thin lips peeled back against his small snout as a madness filled his dark eyes. “We all have family and friends in Moon Cove. We have been patient and spoken at length about Hexnia’s teachings. Many have scoffed and rejected our goddess. They turn a blind eye to the truth. 
 
    “Now is not a time for weakness. Now is not a time for the thin blood of cowardice. Now is the time for divine might. If the dragons and seer refuse to die, we will fill the waters with the blood of all who doubt Hexnia’s true power. We will offer this gift of allegiance and show all of Arith, the dawn of a new age has begun.” 
 
    Vazk’s scaled hands curled along the edges of the small altar. He bent down slightly and kissed a leathery wing of his goddess. Dark energy snaked into him and circled his heart. The lizardman stood to his full height, eyeing the chosen to carry out their goddess’s will. 
 
    “Allow our goddess to infect your souls and she will grant you power. And when our enemies lay broken and bleeding at our feet, we will taste a new future. Praise Hexnia!” 
 
    “Praise Hexnia!” the congregation shouted as they all stood up in unison. 
 
    The madness grew, spilling into collective eyes. Many subeks drew their weapons and shook them in the air. Many others hissed and shouted with a maddening rage. 
 
    Vazk grinned further. “Bring the heads of our enemies to this altar and we shall bathe in the love of our goddess!” 
 
    Shouts, hisses, and roars echoed along the cave chamber as many turned and charged out into the jungle, a need for violence and chaos filling their eyes. 
 
    *** 
 
    Shego grabbed Nate as Norrah grabbed Izzi. The four of them threw themselves down to the corridor floor as a stream of super-heated mist struck the top of the corridor and exploded.  
 
    The scent of burning seawater and shockwaves struck Nate’s senses like a hammer. Shego covered Nate with her body as shards of melted stone rained down. Nate could barely gather his senses. He glimpsed across their shared connection, feeling rocks hitting their bodies. Shego grunted as a sharp stone hit her back and bounced off. Norrah was silent, her body and wings covering Izzi. 
 
    The moment the mist parted, the group sat up. The sound of clicking legs and pincers rose up like deadly crescendo. 
 
    “We stay here, we die,” Nate and Norrah said at the same time. 
 
    Another burst of steam struck the side of the entrance corridor, cracking and melting stone instantly. The entire spire shuddered as a haunting roar filled the air outside. 
 
    “Shego, take Nate as your rider,” Norrah ordered. 
 
    The blue-haired dragon woman nodded and her body began to shift. 
 
    “What about the town?” Nate asked as she slowly got to his feet. 
 
    “The symir is here for us. Once we leave, they will stop their attack,” Norrah said as her body began to shift. 
 
    Nate watched as the three dragon women grew larger. Scales rippled along their skin. Snouts formed and hardened. Wings flexed as another explosion rocked the spire. 
 
    Nate stood at the ready as his mind filled with dark possibilities.  
 
    They won’t stop. They will turn on the populace. Their rage won’t let them quit.  
 
    Nate’s mind filled with the many history books he devoured. Angered enemies would always take things further, especially if their foes retreated. Only the most disciplined of troops would end their attacks, but these were not troops, they were monsters. Nate knew they followed a higher calling than territory or supplies. They wanted to make a statement and he wasn’t going to allow them the chance. 
 
    The corridor shuddered and cracks grew longer. Nate spun around to three full-sized dragons. He then turned to Shego. The blue dragon’s spine spikes flattened and she gave him a serpent grin. 
 
    “Hop on,” Shego said with a sly edge. 
 
    Outside, the massive serpent dunked its head in the water and gulped in seawater. Heightened senses were trained on the surface and the dragon spire. It felt the army of crustaceans rise up as the dark god of the sea whispered along the serpent’s soul. 
 
    Belly full of water, the serpent rose up and readied to spit out a stream of molten hot steam when three winged dragons shot out from the cave entrance. The massive serpent turned its head, watching with foul contempt as the dragons flew higher into the night sky. 
 
    Crab monsters along the spire continued their ascent. Their back shells were aimed outward. Eye stalks swiveled and flat spines along their shells popped up. Muscles under the shells bulged and razor-sharp spines blasted out like arrows from taut bowstrings. 
 
    Nate clutched to Shego’s neck as she banked right and then left, a thin cloud of spines filling the air.  
 
    The wind whipped at the seer as he lifted his head and looked down. The beach and spire were covered in large crab monsters. The sea serpent circled, it’s body once again submerged. Nate’s senses sharpened to see the long, dark shadow moving under the water. Even with only moonlight and starshine, the world below glowed with defined edges. 
 
    Something pushed against Nate’s mind. His first thought was to resist when the force sank deeper and a familiar voice touched his thoughts. 
 
    “I have connected all of our minds so we can communicate with our thoughts and help protect us from any mind attacks,” Izzi said seriously. 
 
    “The symir should know better than to attack our minds,” Shego laughed. 
 
    “I want us to circle around and gather as much information as we can before we depart. The elders will want to know about this attack in great detail,” Norrah said. 
 
    Nate concentrated, but found he could easily speak with them. 
 
    “Should we counter attack since we have the aerial advantage?” Nate asked. 
 
    “No need to escalate this encounter. The crabs don’t have the range and even a symir would be hard pressed to take on three dragons,” Norrah answered. 
 
    Nate clung to Shego as the dragons turned and circled high in the sky. He looked down, seeing the crab monsters halting their ascent up the spire. Many of them clung to the spire like ticks on a leg. Their eye stalks swiveled as they watched the three dragons circle the area. 
 
    Glancing to the water, the shadow of the sea serpent was gone. 
 
    “I don’t see the symir,” Nate said across their collective minds. 
 
    “Either he retreated or he’s preparing for another attack. They would be a fool if they tried,” Shego said with an annoyed edge. 
 
    “I can’t sense their mind,” Izzi said. 
 
    Nate looked to the white dragon as her neck and head moved, surveying the dark water. The wind continued to whip at him, bringing him back to the tiny moment of realizing he was on the back of a dragon. 
 
    No matter what happens, we fight as one. 
 
    The giant crabs on the beach were still as statues. Their armored shells shined in the night. Their pincers were at the ready, but didn’t move. An eerie silence filled the island beach as the monsters were as still as a graveyard. 
 
    Nate watched the gathered monsters with intense eyes when his heart beat with concerned power. Eye stalks swiveled and all gazed in one, single direction. Pincers clicked before segmented legs began to move.  
 
    Nate followed the gazes of the armored monsters and they all looked to the east. The faint lights of Moon Cove glowed in the distance, the populace unaware of the advancing army. 
 
    “They’re moving toward the town!” Nate mentally shouted. 
 
    The dragons turned their attention in the same direction, seeing the monsters move along the beach. The crab monsters began to pick up speed. The ones on the spire began to climb down to join their brethren. 
 
    “Norrah, we can’t let them attack the town,” Shego said with concern. 
 
    “There are innocent people there,” Izzi added. 
 
    Norrah was silent as they circled. She gazed down the army of crustaceans as they barreled along the beach. 
 
    “Norrah, we know it's some kind of trap, but we can’t abandon them,” Nate added. 
 
    The green dragon didn’t blink as she watched the crawling movement below. 
 
    “We’re not ready. We can’t put our lives on the line when we just bonded,” Norrah said sadly. 
 
    Nate looked over to the green dragon with determination in his eyes. “I won’t let us fail!” Nate shouted. 
 
    Norrah’s heart warmed as she glanced at the man on Shego’s back. 
 
    “Izzi, slow them down. Shego, break their ranks,” Norrah ordered. 
 
    The white and blue dragon nodded. 
 
    Norrah turned her attention to the dark sea waters. 
 
    “Begin your attacks after I distract the symir,” Norrah said with a cold, mental whisper. 
 
    The green dragon banked over the water, her eyes searching. 
 
    “Hang on,” Shego said with an excited edge. 
 
    Nate continued to cling to the dragon as she turned. Izzi was ahead of them. The smaller of the three dragons began a small dive and Shego followed. 
 
    Norrah spiraled over the sea waters. The large green dragon opened her maw. 
 
    Nate watched with fascinated eyes as Norrah took in a deep breath. A stream of greenish mist blasted out from her mouth, crossed the distance and struck the watery surface. A hazy cloud billowed across the ocean water as Norrah closed her mouth and ascended again. The green dragon banked and dove once again. Her maw opened and another thick stream of greenish mist struck the surface water. The two clouds joined and hovered inches over the sea. 
 
    “What is Norrah’s breath attack?” Nate asked. 
 
    Shego smirked. 
 
    “You’ll see.” 
 
    Norrah’s wings flapped as she gained altitude. She craned her head and blasted out a third stream of greenish mist. When it struck the water and formed a third floating cloud, she watched as all three clouds touched each other and encompassed a large area. 
 
    The green dragon took one more deep breath. She turned and dove for the floating green mist. Her mouth opened wide as mist poured out. Two thorny teeth in the back of her mouth sparked just as she let out a long exhale. 
 
    The night lit up as the green mist blasting out of Norrah’s mouth ignited. A thick stream of fire lanced down from the dark of night and slammed into the floating cloud. Nate lifted his hand to shield his eyes as the entire cloud burst into exploding flames. 
 
    Fire ignited and roared over the sea. Explosions rippled and sent waves in several directions. For a brief moment, the beach lit up as bright as a sunny day. Flaming shards leapt up from the exploding cloud and rained down on some of the crab monsters on the beach. Many of the monsters hunkered down as flames crashed into them and scorched their shells. Several that were too close to the water were sent hurtling away and crashing down into others of their kind.  
 
    Flames waved into the night as the top of the water close to the coast was set ablaze. 
 
    Nate marveled at the astonishing power of the green dragon when Shego tilted forward. Nate held tight as he looked forward, seeing Izzi before them and many rows of crab monsters marching. 
 
    The connection was still there. Nate could feel intentions and thoughts as they pressed against one another. Izzi was no longer her cheery, dreamy self. A dark determination filled her spirit as she bore down on the armored force below.  
 
    Spines on many of the crabs stood up, ready to fire on the two incoming dragons. Izzi opened her maw and a torrent of white mist blasted down. Ice shards formed within and outside the stream of mist. When it struck the rows of crab monsters, ice and freezing cold engulfed all in the stream’s path. 
 
    Crab monsters made gurgling whines as they attempted to fire spines as ice blasted into them. Segmented legs froze and ice bit into joints. Shards half penetrated thick shells and cold air froze water on the outside and inside of the creatures. A line of monsters slowed and eventually ground to a halt. Ice and cold bit into their bodies. Shells cracked open in some and others didn’t move at all. Spines fired into the air from those who were barely missed by the dragon’s breath attack. 
 
    The air filled with deadly spines. Izzi dodged to the left and then right before drawing her wings in and spinning forward.  
 
    Shego’s eyes narrowed as she dived down. 
 
    “This is too easy,” Shego mentally smiled 
 
    Nate stared down as Shego made her run. Her mouth opened as energy boiled in her throat. Her eyes flashed with deadly intent before a thick stream of lightning erupted from her mouth and arced down. 
 
    The world moved in slow motion as Nate watched. The thick stream of lightning struck the frozen and not frozen crab monsters. It rippled and tore through them like a knife through butter. Armored and frozen bodies exploded as the stream of lightning cut through them. Nate could feel Shego resisting the urge to laugh as her lightning breath cut through them. 
 
    Another volley of spines filled the air and Shego beat her wings. She rose higher, cutting off the attack before taking another deep breath. Without hesitation, another stream of lightning blasted down. It moved with unfeeling power, blackening armored backs and blasting others open. Even at the great height, Nate could smell burning seafood as the lines of monsters were broken. 
 
    After Shego made her pass, Nate turned his head to see the large force of crab monsters was truly broken. Stragglers and others only lightly damaged continued their march. Many others barely moved, their armored bodies broken and many laying in pieces.  
 
    “Full, directed attacks are always more powerful,” Shego informed with a mental smirk. 
 
    Above the flaming waters, Norrah circled. She eyed the flames and surrounding waters to see if the symir would dare poke out its head. She readied her flame breath, but the only thing she could see or sense was the burning ocean. 
 
    “I don’t sense the symir,” Norrah informed them. 
 
    “They may have retreated,” Shego said with a confident edge. 
 
    “We still have some of those monsters marching toward the town. We should do another pass to finish them off,” Izzi added. 
 
    “Do it. I’ll watch for our slippery friend,” Norrah said. 
 
    Nate held on as Izzi and Shego turned and prepared for another pass directly in front of the crab monsters. 
 
    I feel useless just riding and watching. All three of them have so much power, I don’t know how a seer fits in with what they need. Those monsters below couldn’t stand up to two dragons, let alone three. I feel like a spectator to their combined power.  
 
    Izzi took the lead. The white dragon began her gliding descent as she took a deep breath. Blue eyes took in the stragglers moving toward the town in the distance. Shego and Nate were some distance behind, following the frost dragon. 
 
    Nate spread out his senses. Shego’s calm and powerful heartbeat filled his senses. Izzi’s heartbeat touched his senses, steady as a drum. Norrah’s heartbeat was next, beating with power and edges of worry.  
 
    Nate’s eyes half-closed as time slowed down. Wind caused his short hair to wave. His grip on the blue dragon was firm. Everything seemed to be falling into place. Hope glowed and it was quickly dashed on the rocks. 
 
    A row of heartbeats filled the jungle. Nate’s eyes slowly widened as the new hearts beat with dripping malice. Mana touched the area as time continued to slow. Izzi opened her mouth and blasted out a stream of freezing ice and mist. It struck the monsters as they continued to march to their deaths. Again, they slowed from the dragon breath attack. Many more stopped. 
 
    Izzi was just passing overhead and closing her mouth when mana touched her senses. She glanced to the side and immediately turned away as black shards filled the air. The white dragon brought her wings in and spun, making her body as thin as possible as magical shards shot past her. 
 
    Panic touched Shego and Nate’s minds. They watched in disbelief as Izzi spun through the storm of shards. When another volley came at them from the jungle floor on the right, dark power crawled along Shego’s entire body. 
 
    Nate’s eyes widened as a dark aura encircled him and Shego. The aura was thin, but it appeared as shards struck it and exploded. Shego’s entire form shuddered and steered away as the aura protected them. 
 
    “They are using dark sphere magic!” Shego mentally shouted. 
 
    Nate held on as Shego turned her back away from the attack to shield her seer with her body. Black explosions hit the aura along her belly and the blue dragon spun out of control. 
 
    Norrah turned toward Izzi dodging shards of black magic and Shego falling toward the surf. She flapped her leathery wings, propelling herself toward her friends when the flaming waters underneath her exploded. 
 
    The green dragon barely looked down as rows of sharp teeth gleamed in the firelight. The sea serpent was like an arrow, speeding up to the green dragon. Norrah turned her body to bank away when teeth clamped on her leg, engulfing it and biting hard. 
 
    Norrah let out roar as the much larger sea serpent hung on her, teeth shattering emerald scales and stabbed into her flesh. Claws flashed across the sea serpent’s head. Scales were blasted off from Norrah’s strike and cut at the sensitive flesh under the serpent’s eye. The symir let go of Norrah’s leg and fell into the flaming waters below. Its large body hit the waters and blasted up seawater and foam into the air. 
 
    Dragon blood dripped from Norrah’s back leg as she continued to beat her wings to keep herself airborne. She rose in the air, watching for the sea serpent and glancing to her friends as they tried to outmaneuver the ambush. 
 
    Nate hung on for dear life as Shego slipped and turned through the air, trying to follow Izzi. The white dragon turned toward the sea and away from hidden attackers. 
 
    Water burst into the air as the symir reared up. Its maw opened at Norrah as she tried to flap higher into the sky, but there was no mist falling from it like before. A ball of dark energy formed feet from the sea serpent’s open mouth and surged with power. 
 
    Fear slammed into Nate and he lifted his head. He watched in stunned silence as a beam of black energy fired like a cannon. It cut through the air and punched a hole in one of Norrah’s wings. 
 
    The green dragon’s eyes widened at the sharp pain. The moment the beam vanished, Norrah turned and glided away. 
 
    The symir swiveled its head and caught the sight of the spinning white dragon. Its maw opened and another ball of darkness formed. 
 
    “Izzi!” Nate and Shego mentally shouted. 
 
    The white dragon stopped her spinning when black energy flashed. The beam crossed the distance instantly and struck the edge of her wing. The resulting explosion bent the white dragon’s wing at an odd angle. Izzi screeched in pain before the beam continued to burn across her damaged wing and struck her body.  
 
    Pain stabbed into Nate and Shego as they felt the attack. They watched in horror as Izzi’s body abruptly changed direction. The beam burned at her underside as she was hurtled deeper into the island. The black beam vanished and her body spun out of control.  
 
    Izzi fought against spinning, trying to extend her wings. She winced as her broken right wing would not respond. She managed to turn her head and for a brief instant, saw the inner lake and jungle forest before she crashed into it. Izzi tumbled, shattering and flattening trees with the bulk of her body. Pain surged along her body as she couldn’t stop herself. She bounced and sent sandy debris into the air with each one. With a heavy crash, she slid to a halt by the lake edge. 
 
    A painful moan escaped her mouth as she lay on her stomach. Scaly eyelids fluttered from the shock and damage. Izzi tried to get up, only for her legs to tremble and she fell on her stomach again. 
 
    Over the beach, Nate and Shego looked out to the lake in the middle of the island. They caught a glimpse of Izzi’s form and noticed her trying to get up. They turned their attention back to the flames and sea. In the distance, Norrah continued to hover high in the sky, blood dripping from her leg. 
 
    Nate and Shego looked down to the dark waters, the symir reared up and staring at them. 
 
    The sea serpent was larger than any ship Nate had seen on his adventures. Armored scales ran the length of its body. A razor-sharp fin stabbed out from the back of its head and a row of smaller fins ran down its back. Its head was half the size of the dragons and dripped with water and dark intent. Muted black, green and blue scales ran the length of its exposed serpent-like body. 
 
    Nate stared as he saw the intelligence behind its eyes. The monster was fully in control, knowing every action and reaction. It had plotted its attacks like a general overseeing an army. Its presence nearly glowed with hatred and power. Scales rippled down its body and it glowered in contempt. 
 
    Nate felt a deeper wave of fear, not from Norrah, but from Shego. The dragon flapped her wings as she stared at the sea serpent with shock, awe and a primal fear. 
 
    “Norrah… what do I do?” Shego’s mental voice trembled in fear. 
 
    Norrah didn’t respond as her leg hung uselessly under her and she used every bit of her strength to stay in the air. 
 
    “Norrah… what do I do?” Shego repeated as the fear stabbed deeper into her mind and heart. 
 
    The symir opened its mouth and another ball of darkness appeared within. Its eyes narrowed before a beam of darkness blasted out.   
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Eight 
 
    “MOVE!” Nate shouted. 
 
    Stunned fear washed away in a blink as the blue dragon dove. The black beam crossed the distance and missed the dragon by several feet. It powered on until it struck the jungle and disintegrated vegetation with dark power. 
 
    Chaos bloomed as Shego flapped her wings. The dragon’s eyes were wide as she darted through the sky. Nate clung to her, his gaze hard as he fought to stay on. Wind whipped at him as he looked down to the beach and surrounding waters. 
 
    Crab monsters emerged from the surf by the dozens. They marched onto the beach, thin, insect-like legs propelling them onto the sand and toward the jungle. 
 
    “They hid the rest of their force underwater. They were waiting for this moment,” Nate said. 
 
    A small voice touched Nate and Shego’s minds. 
 
    “I can sense others making their way to me. My wing is damaged and I cannot fly,” Izzi said weakly. 
 
    Shego continued to fly, keeping her slitted eyes on the symir as it watched them from the sea. 
 
    Nate glanced down to the beach and saw that the new force of crabs broke into two. Half began their march toward the town of Moon Cove. The other force marched into the jungle, directly for Izzi. 
 
    “They’re trying to divide and conquer us,” Nate said urgently. 
 
     The symir opened its mouth as darkness curled into a ball from within. It watched the blue and black dragon with the seer on its back, flying over the beach. It readied to unleash its dark power when something big crashed into it. 
 
    Norrah’s claws clamped onto the serpent’s head and dug into spaces between scales. The emerald green dragon opened her maw and blasted out green gas. An instant later, she ignited it. 
 
    Flames blasted onto the symir’s armored head. It screeched and whipped its head around, trying to dislodge the dragon. Norrah held on, blasting flames. 
 
    “Protect Izzi and the town,” Norrah said with a desperate edge across their minds. 
 
    Nate turned to the dark waters and watched Norrah as she grappled and blasted the large sea serpent. The two fought like mythical titans, each one trying to press the advantage. The symir roared as it continued to whip its head around. Norrah’s flames died as she held on. Her tail whipped around, spikes stabbing out at the end and slamming into the bulk of the symir. Spikes sparked as they glanced off armored scales and the green dragon from drawing her tail back and whipping it again. A spike jammed between scales and when the tail pulled back, sea serpent blood pumped from the wound. 
 
    A deep growl filled the area as Norrah used her claws to slash at the sea serpent. The symir’s power bloomed and with a roar, it whipped its head hard. Norrah lost her grip and was airborne. Despite the small hole in her wing, she managed to catch the wind and banked away. 
 
    Steam poured from the symir’s mouth before it blasted out a stream. The steam shot across the area and Norrah flew upwards. Steam struck the surrounding waters and the sea began to boil. The symir followed the green dragon, blasting out steam until it winked out. The monster dove under and began gulping down sea water. 
 
    Norrah flew higher and circled.  
 
    “Protect Izzi and the town!” Norrah commanded. 
 
    “We can’t leave your side,” Shego said with a sliver of fear. 
 
    “Go!” the Life Giver mentally shouted. 
 
    Nate looked over at the jungle as the crab monsters cut a swath through it. Pincers snipped trees in half or simply barreled through. They charged deeper into the island, their sights focused on the wounded frost dragon. 
 
    Calm resolve touched Nate amid the growing chaos. He pushed away Shego’s fear. He let go of Izzi’s pain. He embraced Norrah’s bravery. They were apart but their connection glowed like fiery embers. It snaked between their minds, hearts, and spirits. The power of his resolve touched all. Shego’s fear bled away. Izzi’s pain dimmed. Norrah’s bravery grew. 
 
    Nate touched Shego’s neck and she craned her head. She saw conviction in the seer’s eyes and her own fear was replaced with hope. 
 
    “Slow down the crabs marching for the town. I’ll save Izzi,” Nate said calmly. 
 
    “Nate, you can’t…” Shego was cut off. 
 
    “Fly low. I will protect Izzi with every bit of power I have,” Nate smiled. 
 
    Shego was about to protest until she felt Nate’s conviction. “I’ll slow them down and help you at the same time.” 
 
    The blue dragon dived for the beach. Her wings folded against her body as she shot down like a spear from heaven. Nate held on, the night wind flowing over him like an invisible stream. When they were about fifty feet from the sandy beach, Nate leapt up just enough for his feet to touch Shego’s back. He then bent his legs and launched himself into the air.  
 
    The sudden shift of riding the dragon turned to falling. Nate braced himself as his own power glowed from deep within. Legs bent, he struck the sandy beach and rolled into a ball. He rolled back onto his feet and into a run. The man turned and charged the wide path of destroyed trees, the monster crabs in the distance. 
 
    Shego’s wings flashed out and she caught the wind about twenty feet from the beach floor. She soared higher into the air as she glanced to the side to see Nate charging along the destroyed jungle. 
 
    Legs pumped as Nate’s body primed for battle. Thoughts were clear as his muscles burned with new energy. The crab monsters ahead continued their destructive charge through the jungle, not paying attention to the lone man following them. 
 
    Quick strikes and keep moving. 
 
    Nate clenched his jaw as he soon reached the rear of the armored force. His fingers curled into fists. The Seer was about to begin his attacks when a connection blazed bright from deep within his chest and energy snaked into his heart. It spread out, flowing into his head and limbs.  
 
    The Seer felt Shego in the distance. The blue dragon smiled as invisible energy crossed the distance between them. A dim sphere began to glow. It grew brighter and brighter next to Nate’s body sphere. The air crackled around him as the Air Sphere began to grow a degree at a time.  
 
    Nate felt the power expand within. Each degree felt like climbing one stair step at a time. When the sphere reached the fourth degree, energy glowed along Nate’s eyes and he smirked to himself. 
 
    Time to test this out. 
 
    Nate reached the rear of the crab monster force, bent his legs and made an impossible leap into the air. Energy arced along his closed fists and forearms. The air and body sphere spiraled around each other, working as one. For a brief moment, Nate floated over the hard carapaces of the monsters. When he targeted one, he came down with his fist pulled back.  
 
    Lightning surged around Nate’s fist as he slammed it down on the center of the thick shell. 
 
    Cracks webbed out from the center of the strike. Energy bloomed and exploded. Every drop of force stabbed down and shattered the giant monster’s back. Pieces of shell exploded upwards and a strange gurgling cry escaped the monster. Moving legs stuttered and a blink later, the monster crashed to the ground and Nate was already leaping into the air. 
 
    Nate’s smirk grew as he landed on another monster with a charged fist. He slammed it down and the shell shattered. Foul goo and pieces of shell shot into the air as the second monster crashed to the floor.  
 
    Nate leapt again, but he saw that his actions were being noticed. Several of the monsters slowed their advance. Oval bodies turned and pincers slashed or attempted to grab the hopping man. Nate’s body bent into a somersault, pincers missing him by inches. Energy arced along his arms and bare feet. The lone man spun in the air and slammed down an electrically charged heel. Small explosions rippled as Nate moved like a dynamo over the monsters. Each fist or heel dealt deadly damage as he jumped from one monster to the next.  
 
    The entire force slowed and many turned to the gurgling screams of their fellow creatures.  
 
    Nate’s eyes burned with blue and white energy as he kept his advantage. The speed and deadliness of his attacks caused the surrounding monsters to huddle together and attack as one. Nate jumped and spun. Legs and arms flashed out and he landed on the back of a large monster. Pincers reached for him and the man let out a primal shout. 
 
    Energy stabbed down from hands and feet into the monster he was on. The creature made a strange sound before it exploded into flying shards. Many pieces of shell and goo struck and splashed against fellow crabs. Distracted, the monsters didn’t see the split second where Nate was already airborne again and driving his fist into another one. 
 
    I feel light as air and deadly as a storm. 
 
    Nate moved with skill and finesse, striking down crab monsters. When he leapt off a dying one for another one, his senses glowed as something came for him. The man turned as he was falling, an arrow missing his throat by inches. Time seemed to slow down as Nate watched the arrow pass by him. When it cleared his space, his legs spun out and he landed on the ground. 
 
    Nate stood at the ready, surrounded by half of the remaining crab monsters. They clicked their pincers as their eye stalks focused their full attention on him. Beyond them, lizard people emerged from the surrounding jungle. Many of them were armed with swords, clubs, and maces. Others were armed with bows and notched arrows. 
 
    Energy arced along Nate as he slowly looked to every subek and crab monster gathered. 
 
    I have to converse my energy. This might be a long fight. 
 
    *** 
 
    The symir stayed underwater as it searched for the green dragon. It snaked along, deep underwater and circled the area. The flames on the surface had died, but the serpent's senses were still heightened to see and sense any movement. It continued to make odd circles when something from above touched its senses. 
 
    The symir turned its gaze upwards as something crashed into the water. Claws flashed out as Norrah clamped onto the sea serpent’s neck and raked her claws across. The symir bucked and spun. The force was enough to dislodge Norrah. The green dragon kept her wings close to her body before bursting forward. Bubbles and muted growls filled the area before the dragon and sea serpent crashed and coiled into each other. Norrah’s claws slashed against the hard scales. The symir opened its maw to bite the dragon. Norrah elbowed under the serpent’s jaw with one arm and slashed against its neck with her other hand. 
 
    Symir blood floated into the waters as the two titans fought. The symir whispered an arcane incantation and a dark aura formed.  
 
    Norrah planted her back legs on the serpent to push away, but her damaged leg hadn’t fully healed yet. Pain caused her to wince and slowed her retreat. Black power surged and a shockwave struck the green dragon. 
 
    Norrah was thrown off the symir and floated backwards, her senses lost in a daze. The symir quickly swung its tail and snaked through the water toward the stunned green dragon. Large, sharp teeth gleamed in the darkness as the symir aimed for Norrah’s head. 
 
    The emerald green dragon caught a glimpse of approaching teeth. With a thought, she tapped her life sphere and inner power surged. A green aura appeared around the dragon just as symir bit down. Norrah’s gaze remained firm as the symir couldn’t gain any purchase on the protective aura. Teeth slid off and the serpent tried to bite again. 
 
    Norrah’s hands flashed forward and grabbed the top and bottom of the open symir mouth. Dragon muscles bulged as she tried to tear open the serpent’s mouth. 
 
    The symir grunted in pain. Norrah remained to task, trying to break the monster’s very jaw. Something thick whipped around and struck Norrah’s aura hard. The mana shield cracked and she pushed herself to end this fight. The symir’s tail whipped around again, this time surrounded by a dark aura. It hit the mana shield and it collapsed on impact. 
 
    The force of the hit caused the dragon and sea serpent to spin underwater. Norrah grunted as she slowly felt like she was losing her edge. She planted her clawed feet against the bulk of the serpent and pushed off. 
 
    The symir growled before it opened its mouth. A ball of black energy filled the space in its mouth as it readied to fire. 
 
    Norrah’s entire body surged forward to the side of the symir’s head. Her clawed hands slashed and sea serpent blood bloomed. The symir pulled its head away and lost its focus. The black ball of energy died in its mouth. Norrah launched at the symir and grabbed onto its head. Her tail whipped around and spikes stabbed out from the end. It slammed into the bulk of the serpent as she held on for dear life. 
 
    The symir’s entire body undulated and burst upwards toward the surface. Norrah held on as she and the top half of the symir exploded out of the water. Dark energy rippled and the symir whipped its head hard. 
 
    Norrah lost her grip and was thrown into the air. Wings flashed out to grab a thermal when she looked down with wide eyes. The symir’s mouth was already open and a ball of black energy floated between its teeth. There was no hesitation as a thick stream of concentrated darkness blasted out. It crossed the small distance and just before it was going to strike Norrah, a green aura appeared around her body. 
 
    Darkness and life and exploded. 
 
    Norrah felt the beam strike her mana shield. The aura cracked and collapsed. The beam continued, hitting her chest and sent her flying backwards. Pain burned as she was helpless to fight it. The scales along her chest began to crack and when they nearly reached the point where they couldn’t take anymore, the beam stopped. 
 
    Norrah flew backwards across the sky, her body weakened. She could barely keep her head up as the blow sent her through the air. The beach appeared under her. A short breath later, her back crashed into one of the mountain spires.  
 
    Norrah let out a weak groan as she fell. Her chest blackened and the remainder of the dark energy trying to eat away at her very life force, caused the green dragon to fall onto the trees below her. Branches and trunks shattered from her impact. Norrah hit the ground and laid there, a small moan rising up from her snout. 
 
    The symir stared as the spot where Norrah fell. It couldn’t see her through the trees, but its senses picked up on her weak heartbeat. It opened its mouth, ready to sterilize the area when lightning flashed further along the beach. The symir turned its attention to the flying blue dragon, blasting lightning at the army of crab monsters as they advanced on the town. 
 
    A sinister smirk appeared along the serpent’s mouth before it opened it and another ball of black energy appeared within. 
 
    *** 
 
    Shego roared lightning. Thick streams of energy slammed into the backs of giant crabs as they continued their relentless march. Shells blackened on some and others caved in from the streams of lightning. 
 
    The blue dragon looked down, seeing that half of the force moving toward the town was dead or dying. She had concentrated most of her lightning breath attacks to split off the main force. Spines from many of the monster’s backs shot into the air, but fell short of reaching the dragon as she made deadly passes.  
 
    Shego glanced ahead after making an attack run. She saw the people of Moon Cove gathering in the streets and grabbing their loved ones. Fear touched their eyes and voices as they could see the length of the beach with the approaching armored crabs and a lone dragon blasting at them with power. 
 
    “A few more passes and those monsters should be destroyed,” Shego said to the mind link for everyone to hear. 
 
    The blue dragon banked left and circled around for another pass. Her wings and body moved with urgency as she made her loop and prepared for another run. Lightning sparked and filled her mouth as she bore down on the remaining monsters. Her eyes flashed as she readied another volley of lightning attacks when something in the distance touched her heightened senses. 
 
    Shego banked away but it was too late. A thick beam of black energy struck her back and exploded. Darkness bloomed and the blue dragon was hurtled sideways. Confusion filled Shego’s wits as she tumbled through the air and crashed into trees. The dragon’s bulk shattered trees before she hit the ground and bounced once. She landed feet away from her initial landing and slid to halt. 
 
    Steamy blood leaked from Shego’s back as she tried to lift her head. Her head quickly fell back to the ground and she whimpered in pain. 
 
    *** 
 
    Nate stood his ground as lizard people stepped along and stood side by side with the giant crabs. Arrows, blades, and blunt weapons were at the ready as the lone man glanced to the sides. Lightning crackled along his forearms and fists. 
 
    The subek from the ship and the attack the other night stepped from the surrounding line and eyed Nate. He didn’t have his bow. As Nate sized him up, he saw that the subek was not armed at all. 
 
    The lizard man looked at Nate with cool eyes. “You have chosen the wrong side of this conflict.” 
 
    Nate was silent, drinking in everything around him. 
 
    The subek continued. “My name is Vazk, High Priest to the goddess, Hexnia. You have been condemned to death.” 
 
    “I doubt there is anything I can say to convince you that this is a bad direction to take,” Nate stated simply. 
 
    Vazk smirked evilly. “No, there isn’t. The dragons have abandoned the true seers. My people are descended from their dragon bloodlines and we were the first to be cast out. Now, dragons seek seers. They ignore us and take on those who are not of their blood. Such a betrayal will never go unpunished.” 
 
    Vazk lifted his scaly hands to the dark sky. “The goddess Hexnia has taken us to her bosom. She gives us gifts and we follow her will. When the world is cleansed, she will remake our people into the new dragons of Arith. It will be a beginning of a new age!” 
 
    The subek lowered his hands to his sides and gave Nate a deadly glare. “We simply have to kill every seer and dragon until there are none left. A noble goal to remake the world.” 
 
    Nate felt Shego’s thoughts as she blasted at monsters along the beach, the connection between them still strong. He lifted his fists, energy arcing along his knuckles. 
 
    “Blood and family don’t always mean truth. End this and we all walk away,” Nate said with a hard tone. 
 
    Vazk kept his evil smirk. “Only fools seek compromise.” 
 
    A black aura surrounded the subek. His oval eyes glowed with power. Muscles bulged as he stood. Arms grew thicker, as did his chest, body and legs.  
 
    Nate glanced around, seeing the same thing happening to all the gathered subeks. Energy and power came off them in waves, crashing against his senses. It was in that moment where Nate could feel their spheres. The dark and body spheres grew more and more powerful. It was the same feeling he had when Shego connected her air sphere with him. Energies pushed against his mind, feeling the subek’s body spheres growing by each degree. When their spheres grew a decree higher than his, a sliver of concern touched Nate’s heart. 
 
    Hexnia must be increasing their mana spheres. Even if they are just one degree higher than me, it will be enough to make it a hard fight. Their numbers will make it impossible to overcome. 
 
    Nate focused his senses on Vazk. The subek’s body sphere had grown two degrees higher than those gathered. Nate could feel the lizard man reach the fifth degree, while Nate’s own body sphere was still a three. Another energy burned against Nate’s senses, feeling the dark sphere growing by a few degrees. 
 
    “Nate,” Izzi whispered weakly. 
 
    “I’m coming,” Nate mentally whispered back. 
 
    Vazk let out a haunting laugh as he stood with a black aura surrounding him. 
 
    Use the air sphere to its full advantage. 
 
    Nate tensed, ready to fight when the connection between him and Shego was abruptly severed. The energy along his hands and forearms died and all he could feel was his own body sphere. 
 
    Painful anguish touched Nate’s mind before Shego let out a whimper. 
 
    “No dragons to help you, Seer,” Vazk grinned before he bolted forward with a fist cocked 
 
    Nate’s body hummed with his own power, lifting his arm and blocking the incoming blow. When the scaly fist connected with his arm, power exploded and Nate was hurtled back. 
 
    Legs swung out and touched the ground. Dirt flew up as Nate skidded to a halt. In that moment bedlam erupted. 
 
    Crab monsters and subeks converged. They closed ranks, rushing at the lone man. Nate bent his legs and jumped straight up. Large armored monsters crashed into each other as many subeks leapt into the air, after the seer. 
 
    Nate spun as his hands lashed out. He grabbed an incoming scaled fist. The moment of impact sent a shockwave through his arm, stunning him for half a breath before Nate twisted the fist hard. Since they were in the air, the subek spun to Nate’s twist, their legs swinging wildly and striking down two others in the air. As Nate and the dizzy subek fell, the seer’s knee bent and kicked the lizard man straight in the gut. Oval eyes widened as Nate spun his body, let go of the scaled fist and slammed the back of his heel across the subek’s head. 
 
    Nate landed on a smooth crab shell and darted to another. A tide of lizard people followed, all of them jumping off the backs of crabs. Pincers rose up, trying to stab or capture the lone man, missing him by inches. Nate pressed on, trying to make some distance when a fist slammed into his back. 
 
    Nate’s entire body spun forward. His chest hit a tree, cracked it and bounced off. Pain and heat radiated from his chest as he landed on his feet, spun and kicked out. His senses were correct at the incoming wave of lizard people. The first one was too close and received a kick dead center of their chest. The blow was enough to shatter the dark aura and send the subek crashing into others behind them. 
 
    Nate slipped among the trees as lizard people rushed after him. Bodies moved in quick blurs as mana filled the area. Nate kept moving, his senses picking up on the subeks getting closer. They were faster than him and closing the distance. A subek punched at the fleeing Nate and missed. Their scaled fist struck a tree trunk and cracked it open. Nate leapt up onto the thick branch and leapt again, trying to make his way to the top and attempt an escape.  
 
    A scaled hand closed around his ankle and any momentum Nate had vanished.  
 
    Vazk chuckled as his body spun while holding Nate by his ankle.  
 
    Nate’s world blurred as he pulled back his other leg to kick away the subek when his chest struck another tree. Ribs cracked as Nate felt the wind knocked out of him. The hand around his ankle didn’t let go and swung him around again. Nate tried to bend his body to return a strike when his shoulder crashed into a thick branch and it exploded off the tree. 
 
    Confusion filled Nate’s mind as he tried to keep his wits. His body was swung around like a ragdoll and the hand let go. 
 
    Nate’s body spun and crashed into a tree. He bounced off and landed on the ground with a hard thud. 
 
    Scaled bodies moved closer and surrounded the fallen man. Nate lifted his head, blood trickling out of his mouth and down his chin. Pain radiated along his whole upper body. His ribs were tender and as he attempted to stand up, sharp torment caused him to grunt. 
 
    Vazk stood over the large man on all fours. His pointed tongue slid out and licked his thin lips as Nate struggled to breathe. 
 
    “The Crelltu are moving to finish off the white dragon. Our ally, the Symir, will finish off the blue and green one. And we will show you what it means to fight true power. Hexnia will reward us for your suffering and she will damn your soul to the deepest pits of shadow and fire.” 
 
    Nate grunted as he forced himself to slowly get back to his feet. When he stood up, he weaved as he turned to Vazk. 
 
    “I don’t need a goddess to win my battles for me,” Nate said with a defiant sneer. 
 
    An amused expression filled Vazk’s scaly features. “Only a fool would give up their advantage in the name of honor.” 
 
    Vazk blurred forward and swung a fist. Nate parried the blow, his arm shaking from the subek’s unnatural power. Muscles surged as Nate fell into a practiced stand and unleashed a flurry of attacks. The body sphere glowed along his spirit, chasing away the pain of his cracked ribs. Vazk’s body moved too, the man and subek trading blows and blocking each one. 
 
    Nate grunted as every time he parried, the power behind Vazk’s blows hurting. Punishment rained down as Nate tried to keep up. Strength and power caused Nate’s arms and fists to tremble as he tried to keep up. A scaled fist shot past his defense and slammed into his cracked ribs.  
 
    Nate let out a loud grunt and coughed up blood. 
 
    Vazk lifted a fist and brought it across Nate’s cheek. Nate moved slower, missing the parry and feeling the scaled knuckles crashing into his face. The power behind the blow sent Nate reeling. His back slammed into a tree and it shuddered on impact. Before he could catch a breath, Vazk’s fist slammed into Nate’s exposed stomach. Nate’s eyes widened and blood spurted from his mouth. 
 
    Vazk took a step back as Nate fell to his knees.  
 
    “Not so tough,” the lizard man sneered. 
 
    Nate looked up with a crazed look in his eyes. The body sphere glowed hot in his entire being. It radiated like an internal sun, light touching every cell of his being. 
 
    Memories and thoughts washed on the shores of Nate’s soul. Scenes played out of the two times he increased his body sphere without knowing how it actually did it. Knowledge and experience poured into his mind, remembering that to reach the next degree, he had to push himself beyond his limits. 
 
    Keep… fighting. 
 
    Nate lifted a knee and planted his foot. He looked up at the subek with renewed fire in his eyes. 
 
    Vazk tut-tutted. “For a seer, you don’t see beyond your little world.” 
 
    “For a follower of Hexnia, you talk a lot of shit,” Nate smirked. 
 
    Vazk’s eyes flashed with rage. He lifted his fist and punched Nate directly on the nose.  
 
    Nate’s nose broke and blood spurted out. Despite the mountain of pain, Nate forced himself to stand up. Another fist struck his cheek, causing Nate to stumble to the side and grab onto a tree. Hands clung to the trunk as he tried to stay standing. A scaled fist slammed into his spine and pain roared. 
 
    Nate heaved as he tried to keep himself upright. Blood dripped from his mouth and he let out a small, insane chuckle. Another fist slammed into his back and Nate fell to his knees. 
 
    Subeks watched as their high priest lifted his fist and brought it down on Nate’s shoulder. 
 
    Bone cracked and Nate let out a strangled grunt. 
 
    Vazk grinned as he lifted his fist, ready to cave in the man’s head.  
 
    The glow under Nate’s skin grew brighter. The sphere vibrated deep within. Nate grinned with bloody lips and teeth as he felt himself align closer to his own power. When a fist hit the back of his head, Nate’s face crashed into the tree and his body went limp. He slumped down to the ground, blood dripping into the base of the tree. 
 
    “Pathetic,” Vazk said and held out his hand. “A dagger to cut off our prize.” 
 
    Nate stared at the ground, his senses alive. The sphere deep within grew brighter. The mana sphere pulsed and in an instant, it grew a degree larger. New power pushed through his broken body. Broken bones began to mend. Blood slipped back into his wounds. Each broken area of skin began to pucker and close. 
 
    I feel stronger. I’m regenerating. 
 
    A dagger was placed in Vazk’s hand. When he bent down to claim his prize, a small chuckling rose up from the man face down on the ground. The lizard man raised a boney eye ridge when Nate planted his palms against the ground. 
 
    “You call that a punch,” Nate hissed before his entire body leapt up into a whirlwind. 
 
    Vazk barely blocked a thick fist when a second fist shot past and slammed into his scaly cheek. The black aura around the subek flickered as his body spun and crashed into a tree. 
 
    Nate landed on his feet, his bloody wounds slowly closing as he glared at the surrounding lizard people. 
 
    “You can still walk away,” Nate said with a crazed gleam in his eyes. 
 
    The subeks hissed and charged. Weapons raised into the air, ready to hammer down on the lone man. In that space and time, Nate settled his mind and his body blurred into action. 
 
    Fists and elbows lashed out, each one striking true. Grunts filled the air and bodies were thrown as Nate became a whirling storm. The seer attacked in muted amazement, feeling and seeing the effects of his fourth degree. His power matched those he was fighting, but his skill overcame anything they could throw at him. Clumsy attacks rained down and were met by Nate’s knuckles. Each counter strike shattered subek wrists. Screams quickly filled the night as lizard people clutched at broken hands and wrists before powerful strikes caved in chests. Bodies were flung as Nate became a monster. A subek roared as he charged Nate, only for the seer to grab him by the neck and slam his snout into a tree. Tree and face broke and the subek went limp. 
 
    Other lizard people joined the fray, only for Nate to slam his foot into unguarded stomachs and then punch them straight into the ground. Weapons flew in different directions. The battle began to turn and soon, subeks were fleeing. 
 
    Nate was silent as the dead as he bashed, cracked, and flung bodies. Some of the subeks hit the ground, scrambled to their feet and ran. Others hit trees, their bodies shuddering as they fell and not moving when they reached the ground. 
 
    Nate turned to the fleeing subeks, ready to give chase when Vazk roared. The subek blurred at him, but this time, Nate was faster and stronger. Blow for blow was exchanged. Nate felt that the subek still had a higher degree than he did, but the lizard man’s fighting skill was a tad unrefined. Nate landed a blow against Vazk’s ribs and the subek was thrown back into a tree. When his scaled feet hit the ground, Nate was already on him with his fist raised. 
 
    Vazk’s fist blurred outward and slammed into Nate’s mending ribs. They cracked again and Nate let out a grunt. An elbow crashed into the side of Vazk’s head. Blood spurted before Vazk turned and dark power bloomed. Nate planted his feet and tried to spin away when a fist connected to his stomach and sent the man hurtling into the air. 
 
    Nate spun out of control as he soared a hundred feet into the air.  
 
    If I didn’t have my power, that blow would have killed me instantly. 
 
    Nate tried to regain his balance as he fell at an angle. With nothing to grab, he continued to spin until he hit the ground hard and tumbled to a stop. Pain glowed along his senses as he tried to get back up. Regeneration continued to work to mend his body, but it was slow. 
 
    Nate lifted his head and saw that he was by the lake. He turned his head again to see Izzi on the ground by the water’s edge. She lifted her head and looked over with weak eyes.  
 
    A rumbling filled the area. Nearby trees shuddered before a dozen crelltu rushed the wounded dragon. The crab monsters charged, pincers clicking and ready to rend dragon flesh. 
 
    Izzi blinked as she saw the incoming horde of monsters. She took a deep breath and let out a torrent of ice and cold air. The stream crossed the distance and slammed into incoming monsters. Their advance slowed, but did not stop. 
 
    Izzi’s breath attack faltered and she weakly closed her mouth. 
 
    “Izzi!” Nate shouted as he rushed toward her. 
 
    “Nate,” Izzi slowly blinked before she lowered her head to the ground. 
 
    The crab monsters broke through the ice covering their bodies and resumed their advance. Nate turned and rushed toward them, ready to intercept them before they reached the white dragon. 
 
    “Nate, fight with my power,” Izzi whispered along Nate’s mind. 
 
    Nate charged the side of the monstrous force when a connection was made and power slammed into him. Nate’s eyes glowed as a weak water sphere filled with power. The sphere pulsed stronger and stronger until it reached the seventh degree. 
 
    Nate’s entire body vibrated with power. Legs pumped as he reached the edge of the charging monsters and leapt into the air. Every drop of water, frozen or otherwise bowed to Nate’s power. Nate roared as he pulled back a fist, water and ice rushing to him. Drops and shards coalesced against his fist, forming a large ice spike and then into a lance. When Nate threw a punch at an armored back, the tip of the ice lance shot forth. The ice was hard as metal, puncturing the shell and shattering it. The crab monster instantly fell, slowing the rest of its brethren. 
 
    Nate spun around as he took control of lake water. Raising his other hand, he could feel every strand of power taking hold of every drop of water. A wave of water shards rose up from the lake and when Nate brought his hand down, a thick and cloudy barrage of water shards came down with it. 
 
    The attacking monsters rushed to their deaths. Water shards as hard as iron, pounded the crelltu. Gurgled whimpers filled the area as the monsters crashed down into the sandy ground. Each shard penetrated hard shells and ripped apart internal organs before exiting out from underneath.  
 
    Nate heaved as he watched the last of the crelltu fall from the attack, no longer moving and their clear blood seeping into the ground. 
 
    Nate turned to Izzi. The frost dragon let out a whimper in pain, her bent wing close to her side. 
 
    Nate took a step forward to her when a shadow touched the edge of his gaze. He turned around and blocked an incoming fist with the ice lance.  Ice exploded from the impact as a crazed Vazk pressed his attack. 
 
    “No! NO! I WILL NOT FAIL MY GODDESS! YOU WILL FALL!” Vazk screamed at the top of his lungs. 
 
    Nate blocked attacks as he felt Izzi’s power under his skin. It was nothing like he ever felt before and opened many possibilities. Thoughts shifted to Norrah and Shego and Nate’s heart hardened. The remaining ice on his right hand shifted to his command. It formed a razor-sharp edge. 
 
    “DEATH TO…” Vazk didn’t finish as the ice blade slashed across, shattering the subek’s black aura and slicing across his neck. 
 
    A thin splash of blood struck Nate’s face as he stared with cold eyes. Vazk looked at the man in disbelief before his head fell to one side and his body fell in the opposite direction. 
 
    Nate stood his ground, blood dripping down his features. 
 
    “Nate, I need my power back to aid in my healing. Go to Norrah and Shego. They need you,” Izzi whispered. 
 
    The power of the water sphere siphoned out of Nate’s body and he felt weaker. He glanced over his shoulder to the frost dragon. She let out a small huff before giving him a weak nod. 
 
    Nate nodded back before he looked to the broken forest before him. Legs bent, he launched forward into a charge, his legs pumping and his body nearly blurring as he raced back to the beach. 
 
    *** 
 
    The symir blasted black energy into the sky as Norrah circled above. The green dragon ignored the pain along her entire body as she continued to spit out streams of dragon fire. The two exchanged attacks, neither one landing a new blow.  
 
    Norrah continued to take deep breaths and expel quick streams of fire. Exhaustion began to sink in. As she dodged beams of dark energy, she felt the tethers between her, Izzi, Shego, and Nate. Everyone was weakened and hurt, except for Nate. The seer glowed in her mind as she felt his mana power increase. She would have been overjoyed, if not for the sea serpent relentlessly attacking her. Dark power nearly leveled the jungle as Norrah ran and dodged the sea serpent’s attacks. When she jumped and was airborne again, she spent most of the time on the defensive. Now, she managed to fight back, but the cost was already too great. She was weakening from the long battle and constantly dodging and breathing fire was putting a strain on her. 
 
    The symir eyed the green dragon with knowing eyes. It used its attacks to weaken the dragon. It had been fighting dragons for a long time and knew the strain of such aerial maneuvers. It conserved its strength, blasting out weak attacks and readying for the moment where it could deal a death blow. 
 
    Norrah continued to blast out fire and the symir saw its chance. The green dragon banked to the right after finishing her breath attack. The sea serpent opened its maw and let out a thick beam of darkness. It shot into the air and just as Norrah was about to bank away again, the beam shifted and blasted across her chest. 
 
    Norrah’s world exploded in pain. The attack seared across the very area where she was struck before. Scales broke away and dragon blood leaked. Wings shuddered and the majestic green dragon began to fall. 
 
    Nate rushed onto the beach to see Norrah falling and the sea serpent waiting in the water. 
 
    There was no thought or hesitation. Nate felt the connection between himself and the falling dragon. Norrah glowed along his soul and Nate roared. Nate channeled all four degrees of power from his body sphere to the falling dragon. His very lifeforce blinked as every drop of strength and regeneration crossed the distance between them.  
 
    Invisible power struck the falling, weakened dragon. Norrah’s eyes widened as Nate’s body sphere power pooled with her own. Norrah’s three degrees of the body sphere jumped to seven. Regeneration washed over her wounds and exhausted muscles. Wings flashed out with new power and she caught the wind right above the waiting sea serpent. 
 
    The symir balked as the emerald green dragon flapped her wings, her body fifty feet from his. Norrah opened her mouth and a thick stream of fire blasted down. The sea serpent fell back and tried to submerge when flames struck it dead on. It let out a screech as it slammed into the watery surface.  
 
    Underwater, the symir’s eyes were closed, the very lids damaged from dragon fire. Its immense body turned and prepared to dive deeper to escape. A large splash touched its senses and a moment later, claws stabbed into its neck. The symir roared under water as it was pulled up.  
 
    Leathery wings beat under water until Norrah emerged from the sea, still clutching the massive head of the symir to her. Time stood still as she grabbed at the sea serpent’s jaw and forced it open. With a deep breath, she looked down into the symir’s open maw and burned face before unleashing a torrent of flames.  
 
    The symir let out a sickening whimper before flames burned at the tender flesh in its mouth and the rest of its face.  
 
    Norrah stopped her breath attack and pulled her claws in opposite directions. The sea serpent let out a hollow screech from its burnt head and mouth before its jaw was ripped from it. Blood spurted and Norrah stabbed her claws into the symir’s skull. The massive serpent shuddered and went limp. Norrah let go and it sank into the water, its blood coloring the waters darker. 
 
    The green dragon flapped her wings and began to rise in the air. The extra power she felt winked out and she turned her attention to the beach. Nate was lying face down in the sand. 
 
    Norrah let out a shattering roar before diving toward the beach. When she was close, her body began to shift. The green dragon shifted to her humanoid form. She landed with a hard thud next to Nate. She fell to her knees, grabbed him and turned him over.  
 
    “Nate?” Norrah whispered as she looked at his peaceful expression. 
 
    Nate’s eyes fluttered open and looked up into Norrah’s beautiful face. “Our power works both ways,” he said with a faint smile. 
 
    Norrah let out a tearful cry before kissing the seer and holding him close. 
 
    *** 
 
    Crab monsters approached the town of Moon Cove. Many people stared in horror as a dozen armored monsters approached. Pincers clicked as they prepared to rend every living creature into chunks of meat. 
 
    From the edge of the jungle, a blue scaled dragon emerged. Shego saw the frightened faces and many clutching their children to them. She then turned her attention to the force of monsters approaching. She took a deep breath and expelled lightning with extreme prejudice. 
 
    A thick stream of lightning slammed into the monsters, flipping some over as they cooked in their shells. Others turned, only for eye stalks and tender places under their shells to burn with electrical fire. 
 
    Shego roared as she blasted out lightning. Her serpent eyes watched as sand exploded along the beach and crab legs were severed and sent into the air. Shells cracked and others exploded. 
 
    When the last of her breath gave out, the blue dragon huffed and admired the swath of destruction. Not a single monster survived the attack, the smell of cooked seafood filling the air. 
 
    The people of Moon Cove turned their attention to the blue dragon. Smiles bloomed and shouts filled the airs. 
 
    Shego heaved before she collapsed onto the ground. She continued to gulp air as she stared at the happy townsfolk. 
 
    “We won,” Shego whispered to anyone who could hear her. 
 
    The blue dragon closed her eyes and let out a small sigh as people danced in victory. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Nine 
 
    Brilliant sunlight filled the morning sky. The last remnants of night slipped away as the world was bathed in light. White sea birds hovered on thermals, their gazes searching the waters for a meal. Fish moved in tight schools under the surface. The town of Moon Cove was filled with chatter as no one could sleep from the tumultuous events during the night. And a small group of dragons and a man gathered by a freshwater lake in the middle of the island. 
 
    Izzi let out a whine when her wing cracked back into place. The white dragon let out a weak whimper as she tried to flex her wing. Wincing in pain, her natural regeneration managed to fix the wing, but it was still tender and weak. 
 
    Nate stood with a humanoid Norrah to his right and a humanoid Shego to his left. All three looked at Izzi in her dragon form as she continued to lay by the lake water edge. A warm breeze flowed over the group as they tended to their friend. 
 
    “It still hurts,” Izzi whined like a child. 
 
    Shego crossed her arms, closed her eyes and shook her head. “Stop being weak.” 
 
    “No.” Izzi laughed and winced in pain. 
 
    Nate smiled before turning his attention to Norrah. The dragon woman stared at Izzi, but her mind seemed to be a million miles away. Nate reached over and touched her shoulder. The simple gesture was enough to wake her from her thoughts, and she looked at Nate with a small smile. 
 
    “There is much to take away from what happened last night. Hexnia and Orrem have become better organized, combining their forces. They nearly won last night,” Norrah said plainly. 
 
    “But they didn’t,” Nate smiled. “I think we all made a great team.” 
 
    Norrah smiled and nodded. “Yes, I believe we do.” 
 
    Shego opened her eyes, but still kept her arms crossed. “Orrem will continue to send his monsters to hunt us down while Hexnia will send her spies and assassins to find us. Never mind the other gods and goddesses that have joined with them to tear Arith to pieces.” 
 
    “We have allies on our side, I think,” Izzi added and winced. 
 
    Norrah nodded. “We do, we simply have to find them or they find us. In either case, we must report back to the dragon isles and tell the elders what happened here.” 
 
    Shego smiled. “The townsfolk were happy to survive the night, but I think they will be happier when we leave and take all this trouble with us.” 
 
    “I have to agree with them,” Norrah sighed before turning to Nate. “You have become a true Seer. The elders will be happy to have you on our side. The other seers will welcome you with open arms.” 
 
    Nate rubbed the back of his head and smiled. “I’m looking forward to our new life together.” 
 
    Norrah’s smile faded a touch. “You’re not worried about things becoming much more difficult? The conflict will only grow until all-out war is declared. It may plunge Arith into a dark age when the battlelines are drawn.” 
 
    “After everything we went through, it only made our destiny that much clearer,” Nate smiled. “Also, how could I leave three beautiful dragons? That would be true madness.” 
 
    Norrah’s smile returned and pink touched her green cheeks. 
 
    Shego cleared her throat and pointed at Izzi. “How are we going to get this one home?” 
 
    Norrah blinked and turned to the frost dragon. “Can you change to your humanoid form?” 
 
    Izzi gave a small nod. “I think I can.” 
 
    Norrah, Nate, and Shego watched as the frost dragon shifted and shrank down. Limbs shifted and her body changed. Izzi’s neck shortened and her serpent features melted into a humanoid face. Dark horns stabbed up from her head as she finished her transformation and stood on shaky legs. 
 
    Izzi took one step toward her friends and lovers and stumbled. Nate crossed the small distance and caught her. Izzi looked up into his eyes and her eyes sparkled in the morning light. 
 
    Shego let out a huff. “We better get going before she starts drooling on him.” 
 
    “You drool on him too,” Izzi shot back. 
 
    Shego’s eyes narrowed as a storm raged behind her eyes. 
 
    Norrah turned and walked away from the group. With each step, her body grew larger. Scales stabbed out along her skin and flattened down. Her legs grew longer and a snout pushed out from her face. Horns shifted and curved along the sides of her head. When the transformation finished, a large green dragon stood on all fours. 
 
    “It will take us two days to fly to the isles. We better get a start so we can be there by tomorrow evening,” Norrah informed. 
 
    Nate smiled as he looked at the beautiful green dragon. “I will need my pack and supplies.” 
 
    “We’ll stop by the dragon home and pick it up before we depart,” Norrah said with a small nod. 
 
    Shego yawned before her body began to shift and change. 
 
    Nate helped Izzi along until they reached Norrah’s side. The green dragon laid on her stomach to make it easier for them. Nate helped Izzi climb onto the dragon’s back. Nate followed and sat behind the smaller, humanoid dragon.  
 
    Izzi let out a sigh and wilted her back against Nate’s strong chest. Nate couldn’t help himself as his arms circled her waist and held her close. 
 
    “I can’t wait to show you our home,” Izzi whispered. 
 
    “I can’t wait to see it,” Nate said in a low tone. 
 
    Shego walked over in her full dragon form. “Let’s get moving! I miss my treasure horde!” 
 
    With that, Shego leapt into the air and took flight. 
 
    Norrah smiled before she stood up and leapt into the air after the blue dragon. 
 
    Nate held Izzi close as she nestled into him. Her wings were folded to her body and snuggled in the large man’s arms. 
 
    Nate looked down on Izzi’s long white hair, the flowing wind causing strands to float up. A tenderness touched his heart, enjoying the closeness between them. He then shifted his attention to Norrah and Shego as they flapped their wings and flew higher into the sky. After all the dreams, love making and fighting, never once did his feelings change for the three dragons. If anything, it felt they had grown deeper in just the few days they knew each other. Understanding his power and their shared connection opened up so many new possibilities and unlocked many things about himself. One of those things unlocked was Nate’s deeper love and respect for the beautiful dragons. 
 
    I don’t know where our adventures will take us, but I’m glad we are doing it together. The new dawn never tasted so sweet as it does now. We can beat back the darkness and bring a new peace back to our world.  
 
    Nate hugged Izzi closer and she snuggled her head to his neck. 
 
    The group flew higher and higher, sunlight painting their bodies in a golden hue as people across the town of Moon Cove waved to them with joy in their spirits. 
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