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Chapter 1 – Griffon
 
   I charged across the ridge with the reassuring presence of my mate and protector at my side with her granite fists aflame.  We were gaining on the griffon, I lashed at it relentlessly with pyres of flames from my outstretched hand and a barrage of dirt and rock I willed into its path.
 
   It would have been so much easier to just destroy the abomination, I could feel the rotting and decayed magic that had been twisted from its intended purpose to animate the beast.  It wasn't a real griffon, but a sick and twisted being called from the underworld to masquerade as one.  All of my dragon instincts were screaming at me to just transform and destroy it to set the magics free of their suffering.  But as Quinn keeps reminding me, we need this one alive so we can try to discover who is controlling it.
 
   The creature reached the cliff and dove off, its wings billowing as it let out a roar.  My temper flared and I yelled, “Oh no you don't you feckin' gobshite!  I'm a queen dragon!”  Without hesitation, I dove off the cliff as Quinn did right behind me.
 
   Gods above I loved the feeling of freefall now!  It seems like a lifetime ago that heights and flying paralyzed me with fear.  Now I live for it since I can fly on my own.  I threw my arms wide and my flaming wings exploded from me as I let my immense dragon of flame out to play.  My wings caught the wind and I felt a light impact on my back as Quinn settled between my shoulders.
 
   I lifted my head and roared in challenge as we gained on the slower abomination trying to evade me in the air, the force of my dragon voice shaking the ground and carrying down to the city of Denver below.  I shot a pyre of flame shooting up into the heavens.
 
   I almost moaned in pleasure as Quinn started stroking the sides of my dragon form neck.  “Easy there firecracker.  Remember, we need this one alive.”  I could feel her teasing me through our blood-tie, our soul bond.  I swear this woman tries to stoke my hair-trigger temper on purpose.  It does things to her that are most arousing through our link.  I smiled and  rolled my eyes.
 
   I flapped my wings in three mighty strokes and gained altitude.  I snickered when Quinn muttered, “Oh shit.”  She quickly wrapped her arms around my flaming dragon neck as I tucked my wings neatly onto my back and dove in a spinning dive directly at the griffon.  I may have done this part on purpose so she would hug me like this, but I'm not going to be admitting it, ya know.
 
   I got a quick chastising feeling from her but rolled my eyes as I suddenly spread my wings just as I reached my target, and I soared in the wind again as my talons of flame grasped the roaring griffon. I craned my huge head back to give Quinn, a self-satisfied smile.
 
   She was laughing and shaking her head at my display.  Lords above but she was a wondrous sight riding my shoulders with a hand on my neck.  She stood to let the air flow through her hair.  The griffon kept struggling and making a ruckus.  I released one talon then smacked it upside the head, rendering it unconscious.  Sometimes I wonder how much I have changed since I had discovered I was Drakon.  I was almost afraid to admit just how exhilarating I found the hunt now, and the flow of elemental magic through my body.
 
   I looked around for a clearing in the dense forests of the Rocky Mountains.  I would usually extinguish the flames that formed the specter of a dragon around me as I landed so I wouldn't need much room, but we had cargo to restrain this time.  Quinn chuckled on my back. “Way to go Einstein, where are you going to land your fat dragon ass?”
 
   I chortled with flames licking from my mouth as I did so.  Sometimes she was just too fecking funny.  I could put us in a clearing, or on a ridge or peak, but then we'd have to carry the beast out on foot.  I gruffed in frustration.  Trying to reign in my quick temper.  We'd have to land in Steamboat Springs or down in Denver.  The state is starting to get annoyed with me landing on the highways, freeways, and parking lots.  Not only do I tie up traffic but I damage their precious roadways and asphalt.
 
   I turned us in a swooping glide to spiral down to Denver.  They had a few areas reinforced for my dragon form.  Quinn let out a whoop as the wind whipped past us, it was as exhilarating for her as it was me.  I wonder how much of that is my emotions bleeding through the blood-tie and how much is hers.  It is hard to tell anymore, we are like two parts of a whole now.  I'll be tellin' ya right now, God I love that woman!
 
   We got down to the city to land in the specially fortified courtyard behind police headquarters. It had high concrete walls and human snipers with high-power rifles and shoulder-fired missiles all along the high surrounding walls.  They built this area especially for when Quinn and I bring in the more dangerous magical beings like this griffon.  Plus the meter thick reinforced concrete helicopter landing pad slash dragon landing pad is ideal for me.
 
   I had to grin at the dragon silhouette that some humorous officer with nothing better to do had painted in the center of the pad with invisible UV glowing graffiti spray paint.  It showed up as blazing orange in my Drakon vision that could see into the UV spectrum.
 
   As I passed over the wall just barely above the guards, I quickly barrel-rolled before Quinn could read my intentions and she spilled off my back and fell thirty feet down to the concrete below.  She hissed and flicked her arms and legs and they were immediately covered in granite.  She deftly landed in a skidding three-point stance then started laughing boisterously as she ground to a halt with the sound of granite dragging on the concrete while I landed on the pad with the griffon.
 
   She walked over to me and rubbed me lovingly between my dragon eyes as I nuzzled her with my snout.  I dissolved my dragon form and showed my smirking human form to her as the spotlights from the walls snapped on to illuminate the landing pad and the unconscious griffon.  I was silently thankful that I had finally figured out how not to burn away my clothing when I let my dragon out.  My clothing bill was getting astronomical and I was sometimes left in embarrassing situations walking around naked in Denver.  Then I said in my Irish brogue, “Me ass isn't fat Agent Trask!”  She knew I wasn't amused when I called her by the name she wanted me to call her when we first met, which I never did unless I was chastising her.
 
   She chuckled and just pulled me into a kiss, then she said, “You and your Irish temper.  Were you issued that with your red hair 'lass'?”  She said lass mocking my accent.
 
   I squinted my eyes and shook a fist playfully at her as armed men came streaming out of the station and into the courtyard.  We ignored the men as we bantered back and forth while we absently flipped the griffon on its side.
 
   Sergeant Amanda Johnson was beside us snickering at our back and forth barbs and just absently handed us braided steel restraints as we hogtied the beast and lashed its wings down.  The tall blonde police detective in her smart business suit cleared her throat and raised one eyebrow at us.
 
   I blushed profusely and said, “Oh.  I'll be begging your pardon Mandy.”
 
   She chuckled, rolling her eyes at us as she asked, “What do we have here?”
 
   Then Quinn went into professional agent mode.  I just bit my lower lip in want as she said, “Accomplice in the water dragon murder of Oscar Westminster.  This thing was the lookout that hospitalized two police officers and a forest ranger yesterday.”
 
   Some of the men around us were glaring at the beast and I saw a couple kick it.  Amanda asked, “Is it sentient?  Does it know its rights?”  The police don't take kindly to anything that harms one of their own.
 
   Quinn was already shaking her head. “No.  It is a magical construct of flesh and death like the last one.  It isn't real.”
 
   One man growled. “Real enough to hurt our men!  Oh... and one of our dragons.”
 
   My tall protector shook her head, I loved when her usually immaculate and professional hair was all wind tussled as it was just then with her flying goggles on top of her head.  She straightened her professional blouse and leather flying jacket as she clarified, “I just mean it doesn't have its own consciousness or sense of identity.  For lack of a better term, it is a zombie.”
 
   Amanda nodded understanding but still asked, “Are you sure?  What if it is a thrall?  They have been starting to pop up again.”
 
   I answered this time. “No, I can taste the fetid and twisted magic in the beastie.  Besides, it has no rune mark on its forehead.  We need to find out who is controllin' it.”
 
   Sergeant Johnson snapped at the men, “You heard our dragon.  Get this piece of shit into holding. Don't worry about being gentle, it has no rights.”
 
   Humans can be so vindictive at times.  Feck, there I go again, saying, “humans”  I'm still human myself ya know.  At least I think I am.
 
   Quinn and I looked at each other as eight men roughly dragged the griffon across the ground.  She smiled at me and cocked an eyebrow.  I understood what she was saying.  We can read each others basic thoughts.  I agreed with her, it was getting late and we should get some sleep before we try to figure out where that thing came from.  Well, she was mostly thinking about sleep.
 
   I smiled amorously at her then said offhandedly over to Amanda, “Hey Mandy, d'ya think you could be givin' us a ride home?  Me car is up near Steamboat.”
 
   Quinn added, “We'll investigate this in the morning.”
 
   Our friend laughed at us.  “I don't need any stinking blood-tie to know what you two are thinking. Yeah, I'll give you a ride home.  Just give me a minute to finish up some paperwork.”
 
   Then Quinn looked at me and tilted her head at me and whispered, “Your eyes love.”  Oh!  I concentrated and my enhanced sight faded.  Oh yeah, I forgot it was dark outside.  It felt like half my senses were blunted when I was human like this, like I could barely experience the world, but dragon eyes on a wee Irish lass disconcerts people for some reason.  The only bonus was that I didn't have to smell everything, humans, no matter how many times they wash, still reek.  Except Quinn, I swear her pheromones were designed specifically to target me.  Her musk drives me crazy just having her near.
 
   We all shared a chuckle and we followed her into the station.  My flesh warmed and tingled where Quinn had grabbed my hand and laced our fingers, walking slightly in front of me.  I smiled.  My Quinn, always my protector.
 
   


  
 

Chapter 2 – Another Murder
 
   In the morning, I stretched in bed like a cat.  I felt like purring after the things Quinn had done to me last night.  I had felt her smile before I turned to look into her eyes.  She reached out with one hand and brushed my unruly mass of red hair, that was gifted to me by me Ma, out of my eyes.  She had a look of wonder on her face then she gave me a tender kiss and hopped out of bed.
 
   She grinned at me as she made a dash toward the bathroom before I could focus through the fog of pleasure her kiss left me in.  I shouted, “Hey now, that's cheating you unruly woman!”
 
   She chuckled through the door. “You have to be at the museum in an hour to go over those new scrolls.  Maybe something there can shed some light into what has been happening the past few weeks.  I'll get to the police station and get with a wiccan diviner to see if we can't suss out the origin of that griffon and who is controlling it.”
 
   I nodded to myself.  Then grinned.  We had learned that it was best if we showered separately, if not, we always wound up an hour or so late to where we needed to be.  We don't know if our amped up sex drives are a byproduct of the blood-tie or if we just turned each other on that much.
 
   There were worse things than to be mated to a tall sexy FBI agent for all of time.  You won't be catching me complainin' ya know.  She called through the door, “God woman!  Stop broadcasting, I don't need to go investigate while I'm aroused!”
 
   I grinned an evil grin toward the door. “I'll be doin' no such thing Agent Trask!”  Her chuckling was music to my ears.
 
   I looked at my left arm where the griffon had raked its claws across it last night.  All the gold tipped red dragon scales had faded and it looked like skin again.  That's one of my body's defensive reactions to prevent physical damage.  I grew the dragon scales that Quinn found so sexy.  They were extremely tough and sharp.  Nothing short of high-caliber bullets or diamond drill bits could even damage them.  Quinn had a small box of them that she collected every time something actually hit me hard enough to tear one from me.  She called them her “Little bits of Myra."
 
   She would occasionally lend a few out to James and Mei to examine.  Doctors James Reid and Mei Kamia were on my research team at the Denver Museum of Nature and Science and my two very best friends, and a couple themselves.
 
   Not many outside of the four of us, oh and me Ma and Da, know that I had somehow accidentally caused Mei to go through the “rebirth” as an elemental.  She could control fire as I can to a much lesser extent, and only fire, where I could control all elements except air.
 
   Quinn has the ability to call forth all the elements that I can, but only to form shields and armor around herself.  A result of our accidental blood-tie.  We found out later that a blood-tie is the Drakon equivalent of mating for life and sharing our basic thoughts, emotions, and power.  At first we were afraid that it was making us feel things we normally wouldn't until Caragh, the long dead previous queen of the Eire Drakon, had explained to me in a dream that the blood-tie would only be successful if two hearts felt the same thing.
 
   Caragh can communicate with me in my dreams from beyond the grave because it is her magic flowing through my veins that made me the new incarnation of the Queen of the Dragons.
 
   Quinn came out of the bathroom in the nude causing me to growl in want.  I giggled when I noticed a flickering, and willed the flames around my body out.  She grabbed some panties and a bra then her suit and disappeared back into the bathroom with a flirty wink to me.  I couldn't stop from staring at her well muscled feminine curves and the seductive sway of her hips.
 
   I called out, “You, Quinn Trask are a mean woman.”  She chuckled. “Payback.”  
 
   Then a minute later she came out looking every inch, Special Agent Quinn Trask from the FBI and NSA's International Arcane Taskforce.  Not a hair was out of place as she put on her signature sunglasses.  The only thing not agency issued was the leather flying jacket draped over her arm.
 
   Before I could comment, her phone chirped and she answered on the first ring with a commanding tone, “Trask.”  She listened then nodded and said, “Thank you.” Then she hung up.  Her professional demeanor melted away and  she smiled softly at me and said, “They brought Maggie in from Steamboat Springs, she's downstairs.”
 
   She stepped up to me and gave me a whisper soft kiss and said, “Be careful love.  Someone out there is gunning for dragons.  I have a car on you at all times.  Just call if you need me.”  My quick temper flared a bit that she felt the need to coddle me.  I knew she meant to call over our link.
 
   Besides the aggravation, I can't tell you the warm feelings I got from her concern.  I let my dragon senses expand and then inhaled deeply, a feeling of safety and protection flowed over me at her scent.  I loved how it could do that.  I have associated her scent with security since the day we met.
 
   I smiled at her. “I can take care of me self.  Now shoo woman.  Find the killer.”  I was pushing her toward the door to her protests.  She was chuckling and I could feel her put on her professional attitude as she stepped out.  I rolled my eyes at our antics then looked up at the huge skylight in our loft apartment on the second floor of this converted warehouse building.  I longed for that sky I could see above.
 
   I hopped into the shower and got myself ready for the day.  I looked for my purse.  Oh, I left it in my car last night when we went after the griffon.  I started to open the door and remembered, and let my dragon senses fade back to my blunted human senses.  I could almost hear Quinn in my head saying, “Your eyes.”
 
   I made my way past the freight elevator and down the stairs and outside.  There in front was Maggie.  I grinned at me old reliable Prius.  Mags and I had had many an adventure, first coming to Denver and discovering I was Drakon, then the past year of research, investigation and peacekeeping whenever the authorities need the Denver Dragon to pacify some supernaturals.
 
   I opened the door and slid in, my purse was between the seats.  I patted her dashboard. “It's just you an' me again, Mags.  Let's get to work.”  I pulled away from the curb and sensed as much as I saw in my rear view mirror, a large black SUV half a block away pull out behind me.  I chuckled, there was one thing the FBI wasn't, and that was subtle.
 
   It still made me mad that Quinn thought I needed to be protected all the time.  I mean Jaysus, I was a fekin' queen dragon!  I drove around the block once, just to annoy the agents following me then headed off to the Museum.  My phone buzzed and I accepted the call over the Bluetooth speakerphone.  I said innocently, “Hello?”
 
   I smiled at the person who responded, I didn't know she was on my babysitting detail.  Special Agent Dawna Grove's voice was full of mirth.  “Very funny Myra.  Don't draw attention to yourself like that. Quinn would have my ass.”  She had been on a few of the peacekeeping assignments we have been on with the international task-force the past few months.  I was starting to see her as a friend.
 
   I snapped back half in humor and half in anger, “I don't even know why she's got you back there, I can take care of me self ya know!”
 
   I could almost hear the eye roll in her voice. “I'm sure you can, but she is the taskforce leader. Just following orders ma'am.”  She said ma'am with a ton of sarcasm.  “Anyone ever tell you that you have an Irish temper?”
 
   I'm embarrassed to say that I giggled at the woman.   “Goodbye Dawna.”  I wiggled my fingers out the back window as I hung up.
 
   It was Tuesday, my turn for the coffee.  I went through the drive-thru at the local coffee shop and I ordered up the coffee for my team, and a spare.  Black, the only way to drink it.  Then as an afterthought I gave the man at the window a ten and said, “Two more for that black SUV back there that didn't order.”  I pulled forward but then stopped suddenly, causing my babysitters to have to stop by the window.  I snorted as the man handed them two cups and I saw Dawna shaking her head with a smile toward me.  I stuck out my tongue at her in the rearview mirror then pulled out to finish the drive to the museum.
 
   I parked in the employee lot and watched the SUV park across the street before I took my tray of caffeine goodness and my purse and made my way inside.  At the security station inside the employee entrance, I flopped my purse and tablet into a plastic tub and sent it through the x-ray machine then stepped through the metal detector, and grinned at the large pacific islander guard. “Hi Sefa.”
 
   He grinned at me. “Hi Doctor O...” I cut him off with a raised eyebrow.  “I mean Myra.”
 
   I grinned back and handed him the spare coffee from the tray.  “That's better.  You know I'll be havin' none of that 'doctor' shite.”
 
   He raised the cup to me in thanks as I grabbed my things from the plastic tub and headed off to the stairs.  Ever since I became Drakon, I had loved physical exertion and took the stairs any time I was alone.
 
   I took the stairs down in long leaping strides, ten at a time, keeping the tray of drinks perfectly level and not spilling a drop.  I slid down the railing side saddle on the last set to the sub-basement, and hopped off in mid slide to land lightly on my feet.  I chuckled, just a year ago I was quite possibly the clumsiest person our dear Lord saw fit to put on the face of the planet.  I would have wound up in a hospital somewhere just for thinking about doing what I had just done.
 
   The light at the bottom of the stairwell was burned out and my dragon sight just naturally bloomed and everything was bright as day with purplish red highlights.  I exited into the staging area for the exhibits upstairs.  I had to breath through my mouth, the smells down here coming off the artifacts and the sweating workers were pungent and stale.  I could never smell it with my human senses.
 
   I made my way to a positive pressure clean room and tapped on the glass.  James and Mei looked up from their workstations.  I held up the coffee and they grinned and made their way out of the clean room and out of the secondary glass door.
 
   Mei had a silly grin. “Warm caffeine!”  She snagged a cup and James nodded and grabbed a cup.  I sniffed the rich smell of mine and winced.  Oh yeah.  A moment later my senses were dulled and I sniffed experimentally again.  Mmmm now it was almost mouth watering.
 
   I smiled after taking a sip. “Ahhh... there.  That's better.  G'morning.”
 
   Mei chirped out, “Good morning Myra.”
 
   James pulled himself away from slurping his coffee long enough to grunt out, “Myra,” before drinking more of his bounty.  I almost giggled, us geeks and our caffeine.  After our little coffee break, we were more awake and loquacious.  I filled them in on the griffon hunt the previous night and that Quinn was pursuing any info she could find about its origin.  We needed to work on the final three scrolls from Dublin that we finally received here at the museum since the recent string of murders of the dragons from the Eire Dragon Clan of Denver mirrored a similar account in the most damaged of the new scrolls.
 
   We all agreed and scanned our badges at the door, I put on a hairnet, paper gown, and some booties then scrubbed my hands in the sink and then we all entered the clean room.
 
   James lately has been breaking out of his geeky researcher shell.  I think his relationship with the short and cute Japanese-American, Mei has boosted his confidence.  Most would say she was way out of his league until you heard them talk geek together.  I still smile at the couple.  A more unlikely pair you will never find.  The tall, gangly bloke reminded me of Shaggy from the Scooby Doo cartoons and Mei looked like a model from some Tokyo fashion magazine.  They were married last year.
 
   He handed me an iPad as I took my place in front of the scroll and he comically said, “Dragon up.” I snorted and Mei rolled her eyes playfully as I snapped up my dragon senses.  Mei always smiled at my dragon eyes.
 
   I could read the faded and damaged scrolls with my enhanced eyesight, I think one of the components of the ink is blood, I can smell the faint iron scent.  I have been copying down all of the archaic Old Irish that was interspersed with the Gaelic runes of the druids that I could make out.
 
   We had most of the undamaged parts of the scroll, it was the decayed and torn areas that I was trying to make out today.
 
   We had discovered by accident, back when my Drakon abilities first started manifesting that my dragon eyes could see the faded writings better than any x-ray or fluoroscope.  We had uncovered a tale of treachery and betrayal on those three scrolls.  Armed with that information Quinn and I were just barely able to defeat Saint George in his quest for the immortality of the dragons.
 
   Dublin sent us the final three Fire Stone scrolls for me to examine and our team to interpret after the recent murders started happening.  They will be getting the first three scrolls back from us in a few short months when the Fire Stone exhibit in the museum has to be returned to them.
 
   They are still upset that the shards of the shattered Fire Stone were released into my custody since they contain the souls of the dragons of my clan.  They are going through the awakening at a much quicker pace now.
 
   I do return the shards of the Fire Stone to them as the dragon spirits leave them in search of their bodies.  The inexplicable glowing red tint turns clear when this happens.  Well, I guess it is explainable now... magic.  The world is still readjusting to the fact that magic does exist and all manner of magical creatures and people, who have been hiding from Saint George for centuries, have come out of the shadows.
 
   After an hour or so, I gasped excitedly as I sketched portions of a rune that was damaged, but mostly visible.  James knew my gasps and was suddenly pushing away from his workstation where he was deciphering some of the previous entries on the scroll, his chair rolling neatly up beside me.  Mei looked up from the books she was cross referencing some Middle Irish translations in and joined us.
 
   I showed them the pad.  They scrunched their brows in confusion at the partial rune.  I grinned at them and swiped my finger twice on the surface of the pad completing the torn off portion of the rune.
 
   James blurted, “Holy shit Myra!”
 
   I was just nodding and grinning as Mei said breathlessly, “Air elementals!”
 
   Then she was running to her work and brought a paper over to us.  She excitedly pointed out a couple things.  I exhaled.  “Me lord!  This scroll is about the disappearance of the lost Wind Clan of the Norway Drakon.  This tied in with the tidbits we had assembled in a string of mysterious dragon murders back then.  Was the Wind Clan hunted to extinction by a murderer as well?  Shite!”
 
   We all jumped to our work and redoubled our efforts to decipher the scroll.  I was especially interested because I could use all the elements, but air, most queens could wield one or two elements but it seems both Caragh and I are different and can weild them all... with the exception of air elemental magic.  I can feel its energy surrounding me, but it seems to refuse to allow me to touch it.  Like it was angry at me or something.  Now it seems that the Drakons who could wield it were all systematically murdered by some ancient serial killer.
 
   I would have automatically thought of Saint George and his evil plot to live forever, at the cost of every living dragon, but this scroll was dated 100 AD.  Over a hundred years before he was born.  It was much older than the other scrolls we had looked at, I guess that is why it is in such worse shape.
 
   I found the rune for a queen dragon.  I mused out loud, “The queen of the Wind Dragons?”
 
   James perked up again.  “Mei, didn't you say you saw something that may have been about a queen?”
 
   Mei nodded and sifted through her notes.  I had to smile at her, she preferred paperwork and books to the computers.  She pulled out some notes and then a second later was saying, “Something about Queen Alexandra taking the sky to battle in the mountains.  Or is that flying in the sky?”
 
   We all looked at her notes.  I squinted and looked back at some reference material on my iPad.  “I'd be thinkin' it to be 'took wing'?”  I looked around and James looked at my reference material and nodded in agreement.  I said, “Ok so that syncs with a queen dragon.  Takin' wing.  So this is about the missing clan!”  Everything fit neatly.  It was almost comical, after a long silent second, we all excitedly turned back to our work.
 
   I was walking over to a computer to add the new runes I had been able to work out on the computer model of the scroll when I doubled over in pain.  I screamed and went to a knee.  It felt like a piece of me had been torn away.
 
   Mei was yelling at James, “Stay back!”  And she was squatting down with me, hugging me.  “Shhhhh... it's ok Myra.  Did it happen again?”
 
   I nodded through tears.  I hoarsely said, “I need to call Quinn.”
 
   Mei nodded. “Ok.  But first, you need to get a hold of yourself.  I can barely hold your flames back.”  Oh, me lord!  I noticed I was covered in flame.  I instantly put them out.
 
   I took a deep breath and closed my eyes then nodded once and Mei helped me stand.  James, who had dove between me and the scroll on the central light table, lowered the hand that was shielding his face.  I couldn't fault him, I would have worried more about the scroll than my own safety too.  Lords above, us researcher types are hopeless.
 
   I shot him an apologetic look then I turned to Mei and whispered, “I'm ok.  I need my phone.”  I stood shakily and she gave me a squeeze of my arm then ran to grab my phone.  Before I could dial, the phone was ringing.
 
   I answered and Quinn's voice was frantic, I could feel her concern through our blood-tie.  “Myra! Are you ok?  You were in pain, now you are grieving!”
 
   I tried to send calm and love through our link as I said, “I'm ok love.  It... it happened again.  A dragon has been murdered.”
 
   We spoke for a minute and she hung up to relay my revelation to the police and the international taskforce to see if anyone had any information yet.  I sat breathing raggedly, trying to get my wits about me.  I knew it was here, somewhere around Denver.  All the other murders have been in the area.  By all that is holy, what had the power to kill dragons like this?
 
   I glanced up sadly when  Special Agent Dawna Grove and three other agents appeared outside the clean room and took positions, concern and professional determination were etched on her face.  I sighed, of course, Quinn's first call would be to my babysitters.
 
   I don't know how long I just sat there, just staring off into space when Dawna was on her phone.  It was Quinn, I could hear it clear as day with my dragon senses.  But they were trying to keep it from me.  She said quietly, “It was Francisco Dalton.”  My breath caught.  He was the first Drakon to make his way to Denver to join my Eire Clan.  He was a good friend and the most powerful dragon in the clan besides me.
 
   Then she continued as Dawna looked over at me and her face fell as she realized I was listening. “It was a hell of a battle up in Steamboat Springs.  He took down about thirty gargoyles and griffons. They made a mess of the east end of town, but he led them into the mountains to protect people and limit the damage.  Nobody saw what got him, but there was a horrendous explosion.  His... his heart was ripped from his chest, like the others.”
 
   I was on the verge of hyperventilating, and Mei was there, shushing me and grounding me as I silently cried.  That makes five now.  Three in Steamboat Springs, and two in Denver.  About half the clan lives up in Steamboat or over in Boulder since we love being up high, Steamboat is in the peaks of the Rockies just a hundred fifty miles away or less than an hour's flight as the dragon flies.
 
   I felt her coming and it made me smile.  My protector.  She came out of the elevator down the corridor, on the phone yelling, “Just do it!”  I exited the glass-walled clean room quickly and she engulfed me in a hug.  Then Quinn sighed and whispered, “You already know.”  I nodded into her shoulder.
 
   I looked at her and said, “Get this bastard!”  My fist slammed down on the wooden table beside us, splintering the top and bending one metal leg, sending the empty coffee cups flying.  Shite, I have to reign in my temper.
 
   She nodded and held up her flying jacket with a vindictive look.  “You up for a hunt?”
 
   I was stripping off my gown and hairnet and heading toward the elevator, with her quickly taking her place slightly in front of me, shielding me with her body.  The other agents were quickly following as I growled, “Just try to stop me.”  I heard Mei on the phone telling the curator that the taskforce was borrowing me for the rest of the day.  I smiled sadly to myself, she is always looking out for me too.
 
   We got outside and I walked to the concrete area by the fountain as the team moved people off to the side.  I flicked my arms and my dragon form erupted around me as my wings exploded from my back.  Quinn was running at me, and with one arm grabbed the flames that my wings were composed of, and flung herself onto my back. Settling into her three-point stance on my shoulders as I started flapping my mighty wings.
 
   She was yelling down to Agent Grove, “The helicopter is already inbound for you.  Coordinate with the task-force and Interpol.”
 
   When I was high enough above the ground so I wouldn't shatter windows.  I screamed out my pain, frustration, and anger.  It came out of me as a mighty roar that shook the ground below.  Someone was going to pay.
 
   


  
 

Chapter 3 – Trap
 
   When I was like this, with my elemental magic cocooning me, I could feel closest to my Drakon instincts.  One-part elemental being, one-part human, and one-part beast.  I was on the hunt and... it scared me a bit... I liked it.
 
   I brought us high above the mountains then dove toward Steamboat Springs.  The extra speed of the dive would cut ten minutes off our travel time.  I craned my neck back to see Quinn with a determined look on her face, wearing her leather jacket and her flight goggles, her hair streaming out behind her.  I stretched my head forward as we sliced through the wind.
 
   Something was coming directly up at us at high speed.  I reared back suddenly just as another dragon that looked exactly like me reared back in front of me, like it was a mirror.  It was Caragh I saw wrapped inside the flames of her dragon.  She whispered, “Beware,” then seemed to fade away.
 
   Quinn was asking in concern, “What is it Myra?  You just about gave me a heart attack there.”
 
   I shook my head and restarted our dive.  “I just saw Caragh.  She was giving us a warning.”
 
   Quinn's voice hardened as she yelled over the wind, “What did she say?”
 
   I shrugged my dragon shoulders and said, “Beware.”
 
   I felt the protective part of her stiffen as she yelled out, “A trap?”
 
   I shrugged again as we flew.  Quinn was on her phone with Dawna.  Steamboat Springs was coming into view when Agent Grove's helicopter and the second one filled with armed men in the uniforms of the International Arcane Taskforce had finally caught up with us.
 
   I back flapped and hovered over the town.  I whispered to myself, “Oh me lord.”  Half of the east side of town was decimated and soaked.  There were dozens of police and emergency vehicles down there. Quinn was stroking my flank with a hand to try to calm the rage that was building inside.
 
   I took a deep breath, closing my eyes then nodded.  Letting her know I could do this.  Then she pointed down toward what looked like an improvised base station at the edge of town by the forest. I had winged us that way and moments before we landed, I let my dragon visage fade and Quinn and I landed lightly in sync by a police cruiser.
 
   A startled state trooper's hand shot to his holster and he was fumbling with the leather strap.  I saw recognition in his eyes and he visibly relaxed.  I gave him a sad smile as the helicopters landed in the field.  Quinn asked as she flashed her two badges, “Who is in charge here?”
 
   The young man just pointed toward a congregation of vehicles at the edge of the forest and said, “The Steamboat Police Chief, Tanner.”  Then he gave her a half smile, nudging his eyes to her badges, “For now.”
 
   Quinn nodded once and started walking toward the vehicles as people streamed out of the helicopters.  The man called out to me, “Umm...  Doctor O'Connell, I'm really sorry about Francisco, he was a good man.”  I stiffened a second then just nodded once and followed Quinn.  Dawna hustled up beside me.
 
   I was feeling queasy, I could feel the expended magics all around the area, there was the bright feel of water elemental magic and the twisted decayed sense of that black fetid magic that has been popping up around the murder scenes.  I could almost hear the echos of the magic screaming in pain as it was twisted to do something it was never intended to.
 
   I reached out to feel the elements around me, to calm myself and let them flow inside me.  Fire, water, earth.  I reached out father, pleading again with air all around me to join me, caressing it with my will.  It recoiled from me, again I could feel the rage in it, the accusatory feel as if I had betrayed it.  I sighed.  But then I blanched when I realized that while being in contact with all of this elemental magic there was a residual taste of air elemental magic in the area, but it was wrong, twisted and sour.  What the fecking hell?
 
   As we walked, Quinn placed a hand gently on my arm and her eyes were searching mine in concern.  I smiled softly at her.  “It's nothing, I'll tell you later.” She nodded then put her business face back on.  As we approached some men gathered around another vehicle with a map laid out on the hood.  One man glanced over and stood taller with a look of annoyance and an air of authority.  But then his eyes flicked to me and his eyes widened almost imperceptibly and sorrow clouded them.  He didn't break his gaze on me as he absently flipped a folder closed on the hood of the car before I could see it.
 
   Quinn had her badges out. “Special Agent Quinn Trask.  Chief Tanner I presume?”
 
   He finally looked away from me and had a look of annoyance and relief on his face as he spoke in a strong commanding bass, “Yeah.  I suppose the special task-force is going to steal my crime scene?”
 
   Quinn gave him a sly smile.  She understood that that is exactly what he wanted us to do, but the professional part of him resented the implication that his department couldn't handle it.  She shook her head once and said, “Actually I would prefer that you to continue your investigation.  You were first on the scene.  I'd like to pool our resources here.  My unit is at your disposal.”
 
   The man's lips quirked involuntarily at the corners of his mouth.  I could see him re-evaluating Quinn.  He offered his hand. “Joint investigation?”  She nodded sharply once and shook his hand.  Then he pulled her aside and whispered a little too loudly and I caught it without my dragon senses, “Is it wise to have her here? There is some powerful lunatic out there gunning for dragons.”
 
   Quinn said in a normal voice, not even trying to hide it from me, “Normally I would agree with you but she has some unique talents that may help us here and it allows me to keep her by my side so I can protect her.  She's pretty stubborn and I doubt we could argue with her to stay away.  She can take care of herself.”
 
   He snorted.  The bloke actually snorted.  I shot a glare at the two which just got me a smile from Quinn.  I hate myself, but I broke and smiled back at her.  She'll pay tonight with angry sex.
 
   Tanner sighed and said almost under his breath, “That's what Francisco said too.”
 
   We all sobered up and Quinn asked,  “Can you catch us up on things?  We'll need to see...” she paused.  “Where he was killed.”
 
   We looked back instinctively toward the town.  The damage to this end was extensive, Francisco didn't go out easily.  I hope he took a chunk out of the fecking bastard that is doing this to our clan.
 
   He started by saying, “Francisco had called me earlier today saying he had was following someone that just didn't feel right to him in the center of town.  I sent a patrol car out to meet with him but before they arrived, witnesses say that dozens of gargoyles and griffons attacked him from the rooftops.  They say there was lightning from a clear sky.”
 
   This brought a shiver of memory to me.  That is one of the weapons Saint George used to combat my elemental magic.  He had found ways to protect against, and to battle against it.  I was starting to get afraid now.  His body was never recovered.  The crime scene specialists thought that my dragonfire had incinerated him completely.
 
   I started to voice this, “What if...”
 
   Quinn cut me off almost harshly. “He's dead Myra!”  This just let me know she had the same thoughts, the same doubts as me.  Oh, me lord, I don't know if I could face him again.  She turned to Tanner. “Did anyone see who was calling the lightning down?”
 
   He shook his head. “No, they were all panicking and all the surveillance cameras in the area seemed to malfunction.”  Then he took a deep breath. “His attackers didn't care who or what they hurt while trying to take him down and Francisco saw this. He took dragon form and tried to take to the air and lead them out of town.”
 
   He shook his head slowly. “They kept forcing him down out of the air, he was decimating them. But the same was happening to the town.  He struggled to the warehouse district where there were fewer people.  That lightning kept after him relentlessly.  He finally got out of the town just over there.”  He pointed to some demolished storage buildings.
 
   Then he took another deep breath and said, “There were only a few gargoyles left.  They shouldn't have been able to take him down.  He took to the sky and flew toward the peaks, leading them away.”
 
   He closed his eyes. “We don't know what happened after that.  A few minutes later there was a huge explosion in the forest and when we reached it...”  He stood between Quinn and I and handed her the folder to her with a quick worried glance back at me, being sure to block my view.
 
   Quinn looked at it then closed it quickly, closing her eyes and trying to shield her feelings from me.  Too late, I felt a combination of shock, horror, and... anger.  That acidic taste of vengeance she got when she witnessed an injustice.  I reached for the folder and she pulled it away and handed it back to Tanner with a pleading look to me to drop it.  Then she said, “Can you please get a copy of everything you have to my team?”
 
   He nodded once and made a hand motion to one of the other men gathered around us.  The guy nodded and took the folder from Tanner and the business card Quinn was holding out for the man.
 
   My mate then said, “We'll need to examine the bodies of the gargoyles and griffons.”
 
   He shook his head. “There is only one gargoyle left alive.  The others seemed to dissolve into rot after they died.  We don't think the gargoyle will last much longer, Francisco dismembered it.”
 
   I closed my eyes tightly.  There was that magic of flesh and death again.  The attackers were just magical constructs like the griffon we captured last night.  This was looking more and more like Saint George.
 
   Chief Tanner then clenched his jaw a bit and asked, “You want to see where it happened?”  Quinn just nodded.  Tanner looked back at me and hesitated then led us into the woods.  We were flanked by a couple of his men, a state trooper and our task force.
 
   He led us into the forest, my senses expanded.  I could easily see the undergrowth that had been disturbed and trampled from recent activity.  A basic path was evident from people heading to and from the murder scene.  I could smell the sweat, antiperspirant, and cologne from the various men that had passed through including all the men and women surrounding us.  There was the sound of chainsaws and the smell of oily exhaust.  I detected a slightly coppery taste in the air.
 
   I whispered, “There's blood.  Is someone injured?”
 
   The trooper with us raised a bandaged hand.  “Sorry, that would be me.  I gashed it at the scene trying to... umm... free him.”
 
   I tilted my head.  Free him?
 
   We walked for about fifteen more minutes before the others could hear the chainsaws. But then I froze as I felt magic screaming and twisting in agony just ahead of us by the sound of the saws.  I started moving forward faster and Quinn put her arm out barring me from going forward.  She met my eyes and said in a wavering voice, “Be prepared Myra.  It isn't pretty.”
 
   I could feel my anxiety building and my fear.  If Quinn says, it isn't pretty then, you can be damn sure, it is worse than I can imagine because not much shakes her.  I prepared myself as we entered a clearing... no, more like a blast crater.  It wasn't as bad as Quinn had warned me, it was much, much worse.  I wasn't prepared.
 
   I ran forward through the wood debris from thousands of splintered and charred trees and darker scorched marks in the cratered ground that smelled of ozone, as if from thousands of lightning strikes.  There in the middle was the form of a huge water dragon.  Trees twisted from their original form were thrust up through its body in dozens of places.  Men were trying to cut the trees down to free the dragon's body, but the saws weren't making a dent in the trees.
 
   This should be impossible.  When Francisco died, the elemental magic of his dragon visage should have dissolved.  I reached out my senses, and what I felt...  I doubled over and fell to my knees and started puking from the sickening waves from the twisted and rotting magic making the trees do its bidding.
 
   I was whispering, “It's the same.  It's the same.  He's back.”  Quinn crouched and grabbed my shoulders protectively as I continued to dry heave.  Bile burning at my throat.
 
   Lightning and wood were spells Saint George had used to counter and combat elemental magic. The spells on these trees tasted the same.  It was the same spell.  I pushed Quinn roughly away then reached out with my senses again as I stood and strode defiantly toward Francisco.  I could almost hear the water elemental magic pleading with me.  Moaning in pain and begging for release.
 
   I placed a hand lovingly on the dragon form and gently coaxed it to relax.  Promising I would take care of it.
 
   I spun around and growled, “Jaysus.  Everyone, get back.  I need to help it.  It is in pain, the magic needs me.”
 
   Quinn could feel my anger and was quickly yelling at everyone to get back.  When the last worker was clear I screamed, and my scream became a bellowing roar as I let my dragon out.  The trees around the artificial clearing shook.  I slashed my flaming front claws, covered now with granite, at the trees. With thunderous cracking sounds, the trunks exploded into splinters.  I released all my frustration, all of my anger on these unnatural abominations of magic, putting them out of their agony.
 
   When I decimated the last one, I could feel a pain leave the back of my mind, like some painfully constricting restraints had loosened then fell away.  I could almost taste the thank you in the air as Francisco's water form splashed to the ground.  I looked at the familiar man, now laying on the ground in the middle of the ring of destroyed trees.  I almost started retching again as I saw the gaping hole in his chest with ribs and flesh pulled outwards where his heart was torn from his chest.
 
   I swiveled my dragon head toward Quinn and was about to change back to my human form when I shot my head back in pain as a tree, enchanted with that fetid magic of death shot up from the ground to impale one of my flaming wings.  Another shot up on the other side through my other wing.
 
   I was panicking and started thrashing.  Vines started shooting from the ground, wrapping around my flames.  I was snapping at them with my huge jaws.  They were growing faster than I could break them.
 
   Quinn was in motion, I could feel her trying to calm me.  It was working a bit, though I was still terrified.  She was striking one of the trees with her flaming granite fists.  Taking huge chunks out of it. I squeezed my tear filled eyes shut and took a deep breath.  Come on Myra.  Calm down woman and think. You aren't a wee lass anymore.
 
   Then my eyes snapped open, I had it!  I went to dissolve my dragon form, but something was stopping it.  Shite!
 
   Ok think... the vines and trees weren't burning with my flames.  But Quinn was almost done destroying a tree.  Granite.  Earth elemental magic.
 
   I stopped struggling and gruffed out a warning, shaking the ground as I spoke, “Move back love.”  She looked up at me then nodded in understanding and backed up.
 
   I raised my dragon head to the heavens and let loose my challenge to whoever my captor was. Sending a pyre of flames into the sky to accompany my roar as I asked the earth around me for a favor.  That is how it always felt when I used the elements, like I was asking an old friend to do a personal favor for me.  All except my fire, I was that fire and it was me.
 
   Columns of granite shot up from the ground severing the vines like they were made of tissue.  A boulder came up under the tree that Quinn had damaged and tore it away from me.  I just looked over at the other tree and then reared back on my haunches and with a herculean effort tore my other wing free.  I roared at the tree then covered one claw with granite and brought it down on the twisted magic construct with all the force of a queen dragon.  I roared in pleasure as I thought that they would need tweezers to find the splinters I reduced it into.
 
   Again I issued my challenge to the heavens.  Quinn was in front of me stroking my flank and whispering, “Shhh....  it's ok now Myra.  Shhhh... calm down.  You are scaring people.  Are you ok?  Are you injured?”
 
   I craned my head over to see some of the men around us cowering, though none of our team or, to his credit, Tanner, seemed phased.  I calmed myself and snuffled my head into Quinn.  She laid her head on my snout and lovingly stroked me between the eyes. I let my dragon form dissolve away and I collapsed into her arms crying.
 
   I whispered between sobs, “It was a trap.  This is what Caragh had warned me about.  The trees were somehow inhibiting my flames.”  Quinn held me protectively until I got myself back under control.  I wiped my tears and then stood up and glanced back at Francisco's corpse.
 
   I tasted the residual magic in the air then I turned and strode back past everyone back toward the town and snapped at Tanner and growled, “Show me where this all started!”
 
   Quinn was by my side.  I saw a cut on her forehead where a splinter from the destruction I had wrought must have clipped her.  I reached out before she knew what I was doing and I felt a gash open on my forehead as I touched her injury.  She opened her mouth to protest but just shut it again knowing I wouldn't listen and just shook her head and felt the now undamaged skin on her forehead.  I got the impression through our blood-tie that she was saying, “What am I going to do with you?”
 
   I grinned sheepishly at her.  She knew I couldn't bear to see her injured, and I would have this cut healed in a few minutes.
 
   Tanner made his way in front of us to lead the way.  He said quietly so the others following wouldn't hear, “That was incredible, and here I thought Francisco was powerful.”
 
   I felt a pang of guilt and frustration at Francisco's name.  Someone was going to pay for this.
 
   


  
 

Chapter 4 – Discoveries
 
   We were led into Steamboat Springs to the town's center.  I could immediately taste the remnants of that fetid magic.  I pulled up my dragon senses, I could smell the magical constructs that had attacked Francisco.  Tanner led us behind some crime scene tape to a damaged cafe and said, “This is where it started.”
 
   I sniffed the air as the wind changed slightly and my eyes snapped up to a neighboring two-story brick building.  I started running at it and I could feel Quinn right behind me as I leapt to a balcony on the second floor then jumped up to grab the roof parapet and pulled myself over it.  Quinn landed slightly in front of me.  “What is it Myra?”
 
   I pointed at all the clawed footprint impressions in the warm tar roof.  “This is where they waited. Like they knew, he would be down by the Cafe.  They were waiting for him!  It was a trap.”
 
   She was leaning over the roof edge and calling down to Tanner, “You'll need to get your CSU up here, this was their staging ground for the attack.”
 
   All the residual magics here were the same, fetid and twisted.  I looked over the edge toward the Cafe.  I mused out loud, “But how did they know he'd be down there?”
 
   Quinn supplied, “He told Tanner he was following someone who didn't feel right.  He was led here. This was a well laid ambush. But... I wonder if he was the actual target...”
 
   I squinted at her in confusion and she added, “That trap in the woods was pretty damn powerful and it resisted fire. Like they knew, you'd be there.  Only you, me, and Mei can wield fire.  I think Francisco's murder was meant to draw you out here.”
 
   I blanched at that thought.  I whispered, “It has to be George.”  She didn't disagree, but she didn't look fully convinced either.
 
   She said, “Well either way, we need to get you someplace safe until we can determine...”
 
   I cut her off, snapping in anger, “No fecking way are you secreting me away when someone is murdering me dragons Agent Trask!”
 
   She looked at me and tilted her head slightly like she did when she was trying to convince me of something. “Myra, you need...”
 
   I finished. “I need to find the murderer and make sure he can't do this to anyone else!”
 
   She almost growled at me, knowing the futility of arguing with me. “Fine, but either me or my team is by your side at all times and you do exactly what I say!”
 
   I grinned in triumph and my sharp temper disappeared just as quickly as it flared.  “I'll be agreeing to just one of those conditions.”  Then I just jumped off the roof and landed lightly in a three-point stance on the sidewalk below leaving her wondering which one I had agreed to.  She landed beside me in a thud and sound of granite scraping on concrete.  The granite faded from her legs and we rejoined Tanner and our task-force who were coordinating with Tanner's men and the Colorado State Patrol.
 
   We relayed what we found and he led us to a patrol car and detached the laptop mounted to the dash and typed on it for a second then put it on the hood of the car as he said, “This is the security footage from the cafe right up to the moment of attack, before all the cameras in the area went to static.”
 
   We watched people in the cafe and sitting at the outdoor tables.  Then through the window we could see Francisco walking and looking as if he were trying to be inconspicuous.  He was right in front of the cafe and was reaching for a man's shoulder.  It seems this was the person he was shadowing.
 
   Just then his head snapped right and we heard him exclaim something that we couldn't make out since he was outside. Then his head shot upwards and I saw water start traveling up his arms, his hands were in tight fists as shadows began falling on him from above, then the static started.  There was no video, but there was still audio.
 
   There was the screeching and hissing of gargoyles and griffons, the deafening roar of thunder from lightning strikes.  People were screaming through the sounds of the battle that ensued.  Then the warbling roar of a water dragon.  We could hear scrabbling and thuds and the sounds got farther and farther away.  Then the picture came back to an almost deserted cafe.  We could see a gargoyle flopping around in the middle of the street with its wings and two of it's feet torn off.  People were hiding behind their tables.
 
   I closed my eyes, willing my tears away.  There were so many emotions... I chose the anger.  Quinn was rewinding and she slowed the action down.  We watched the portion with Francisco following the man who stopped in front of the cafe. The man turned slightly to the right as if to acknowledge someone.  This is what seems to have tipped Francisco off to something.
 
   Quinn froze it and zoomed in on the man's face.  This was only a civilian camera but at least it was high definition.  She couldn't zoom much without it pixelating too much, but we were able to make out the man's face beneath his dark hoodie.  He looked to be a brutish boxer type.  Shaved head and tattoos all over his face.
 
   Tanner nodded. “We already have an APB out for him.”
 
   Quinn nodded in appreciation for the man's professionalism and was about to start the video again when I grabbed her hand to stop her. “Wait.”
 
   I asked, “Can you print this?”  Tanner nodded and entered some commands and the man's face printed on a thermal printer in the cruiser.  He reached in and tore it off the roll and handed it to me.
 
   I lifted one finger, and my fingernail extended into a dragon claw and I willed forth flames on it for a moment, heating it up.  Then I started drawing on the thermal paper on the man's forehead, tracing some of the lines on the intricate tattoo there.  Quinn gasped when she saw what I was bringing forward from it.  One of the thrall runes that Saint George used!  They were hiding it in the tattoo so nobody would see it.
 
   We saw the realization on Tanner's face when I finished.  We all turned to the video again to look for anyone in the cafe who even remotely resembled Georgios of Lydda.  Francisco had looked right. There were only three men and two women in that direction outside.  None of the men looked remotely like George.
 
   We went through the static then to the video of the aftermath.  Through the chaos of fleeing people, I hadn't noticed the first time, that one woman was still sitting outside with her back to the camera sipping her coffee like nothing had happened.  Then she stood and just walked off, never turning her head toward the camera.
 
   Quinn rewound and played back the part where Francisco turned and said something.  Now it certainly seemed like he was looking in her direction.  A woman?  Not Saint George?  I don't know why but I relaxed some.  The primal fear I had of having to face that man again faded, being replaced by the anticipation of the hunt.  If this woman was involved, she was going down.
 
   Then Quinn and Tanner were in motion, heading toward the cafe.  Tanner carrying the laptop.  One of Quinn's hands snaked out to snag my arm to pull me with them.  She hissed, “By my side, at all times.”  I grinned at that since there was nowhere else I wanted to be, at all times.  But I shot her an indignant look instead. I have an image to uphold after all.  I could almost hear her chuckle through the blood-tie though her face stayed deathly serious.
 
   The cafe was closed after all the excitement, but there were still some workers inside cleaning up. Tanner pounded on the door a couple times and a young woman came to the door and let us in.  He was turning the screen to the woman before she could speak and he asked, “Did this woman pay with a credit card?”
 
   The woman shrugged. “I don't know, that was Jay's table.”  She looked back by the counter stools.  “Hey Jay, come here a second.  You remember this customer?  Did she pay with a card?”
 
   He looked and smiled broadly. “No she paid in cash, huge tipper.  Gawd she was cute!”
 
   I sat back while Quinn and Tanner took turns questioning the boy.  He seemed to be a lovesick puppy the way he described her.  But the general gist of it was that she was between nineteen and twenty-one. Cute face and “golden brown” hair with a killer smile.  Great, now the police can put out an APB for every pop princess wannabe out there.
 
   Tanner got the day's receipts from the woman, Marjorie, so that they could contact and speak with anyone who may have seen the woman that could describe her better.  The police chief shook his head and sighed and thanked Marjorie for her help and called back as we were leaving, “Jay, I need you to get to the station today to talk with a sketch artist.”
 
   The boy nodded and we exited the cafe.  Tanner hissed, “It'll wind up looking like Katy Perry, mark my words.”  Quinn snorted and I hid my smile at his warranted cynicism.
 
   Quinn spoke with Agent Grove,  “Take three agents you trust and take Myra to a safe-house.  I'll join you after I coordinate things here.”
 
   I hissed, “You'll be doin' no such thing Dawna!  Your team can be takin' me back to the museum. There is still a dragon murderer out there and it bears a striking resemblance to what's on the scrolls. I'll do more good there than hidin' and shakin' in me knickers.”
 
   Quinn towered over me and glared, I glared right back.  We stood there like that for at least five seconds and she blurted out angrily, “Fine!  But only the museum and a safe-house!”  I beamed in triumph with a scrunchy nosed grin at her.  She tried really hard not to smile back.
 
   Dawna had asked before she led me off to the helicopters,  “Why water dragons?”
 
   I knew what she was asking.  Every single one of the murders has been water dragons.  All the men of my clan are either earth or water elementals, even though my clan is the fire clan.  Caragh explained that to me when I had asked.  It is the primary element that a queen wilds that determine the clan.  The males of the clan can only wield one element so it is a mix of them.  When a queen grants a rebirth of a mortal as an elemental, it will always be the queen's element.  Thus Mei being a fire elemental, but not a dragon.
 
   Not a single male in my clan has been a fire elemental.  Just earth or water.  Dawna was eluding to the fact that all five murders were water dragons.  Earth Drakon outnumbered the water Drakon almost four to one.  There were only about a dozen water dragons left from the ones that have gone through the awakening thus far.  Quinn and I had discussed this exact subject a couple days ago.
 
   I shrugged and said, “I have no clue.  But it seems to be following the pattern in the scrolls about how the air dragons were hunted to extinction.  Maybe the fecking murderer is trying to wipe out one group of elementals and is being lazy since there are fewer water dragons?”  It was all I could come up with.
 
   She nodded and led me away as she pointed at three men who promptly fell into a protective shell around me.  I glanced over my shoulder to see Quinn doing the same, we shared more with our eyes than most could with their souls.  I smiled wistfully.  My life had really just began the moment that woman walked into my hospital room, it seems like a lifetime ago.
 
   


  
 

Chapter 5 – The Dark One
 
   When I got back to the museum, I felt like an eejit surrounded by armed men and women.  I smiled apologetically to Sefa when we went in.  Their guns and other sundries setting off the metal detector. He shot me a silly wink that only he could, to put me at ease.  I laid a hand on his arm as I passed by and gave it a reassuring squeeze.  That man is muscular!
 
   Dawna hustled in front of me and positioned herself similar to the way Quinn did.  Keeping herself in the proverbial line of fire.
 
   I shook my head as we entered the elevator. “Me lord woman.  Nobody is going to be attacking me in the museum!  What are they going to do, fossil me to death?”
 
   Dawna fought a smile and lost.  Then she spoke between gritted teeth, trying to reassert herself, “I don't tell you how to do your job and you don't tell me how to do mine.”
 
   I shrugged and stepped out of the elevator before her saying, “Now where's the fun in that?”  She rushed in front of me again, shaking her head in resignation.
 
   It was early afternoon and I had missed lunch but after what I saw today, I'm not hungry.  I refocused on the task at hand, I only had a couple hours for research before the museum closed.  I arrived at the clean room and gave James and Mei an embarrassed little wave as I badged myself in.
 
   As I donned my working gear and washed up, I wondered how Quinn was doing.  I was missing her reassuring presence after that trap in the woods.  I won't be admitting it to anyone, but it really did terrify me.
 
   Those trees and vines were enchanted against flame which means Quinn was right... I was probably the target the entire time and Francisco's murder was just the bait.  But he had created such a ruckus and drawn attention too quickly.  I wonder that if all those police officers weren't around when I was ensnared, if the killer would have shown themselves.
 
   Mei waited for me to come through the second doors into the positive pressure room before asking almost under her breath, “How bad?”
 
   I shook my head and didn't say anything lest my voice crack.  I fought back another tear and she gave my arm a gentle, reassuring squeeze and nodded slightly, then we went back to working with the scroll.  This is the one thing I can do, the thing that I am good at, the thing that makes me feel like I am contributing to the investigation of the murderer of my friends.
 
   I was concentrating on the section where Queen Alexandra took wing to battle in the mountains. That whole area of the scroll was heavily damaged.  I was able to piece together a few Middle Irish words and a couple druid runes here and there.
 
   After about an hour of us all working in silence, James murmured to himself, “Hmmmm.”  Then went back to inspecting the digital overlay on the scroll on the monitor in front of him that had my hand drawn copies of what my dragon sight could see.  Both Mei and I stopped working and turned toward him expectantly, but he just kept working.  Mei squished up her face and I had to stop myself from laughing at her frustration as James just sat there working, oblivious to us.
 
   She cleared her throat. “Something you want to share with the class James?  Your hmmms generally mean you found something.”
 
   He raised his head from his workstation and looked back at us and was apparently surprised we were both looking at him.  He waffled. “Oh, umm.  No, it's nothing.  I must have mistranslated.  I'm going over my work again.”
 
   I squinted at him which had no effect, so I raised an eyebrow.  He was about to wind up on the wrong end of my short temper if he didn't... He mocked fear at my evil eye and held up his hands in surrender as he said, “No it is just that the reference was out of its time era, so I must have misinterpreted it. See here...”  He pointed at a Middle Irish passage that had two runes not usually associated together, but the second rune was upside down.  I had seen that before, but I don't remember where.
 
   He said, “It is a reference to the Dark One, more commonly known as Morgan la Fay, but we know she lived in the late sixth century not the second century.  So there has to be an alternate translation.”
 
   Mei was grabbing one of her books, she thumbed through it quickly then showed it to us, she was pointing at the same combination in the book.  It was her tome on old Arthurian Mythology.  She said, “No, you are right, see here James?  That does denote Morgan.  And if you flip the second rune then you get the symbol for the Light Bringer... Merlin.”
 
   I stared at the page of Symbologies she was holding up.  Then I gasped when my wee mind caught up with my intuition and I whispered, “Me lord.”
 
   I dashed to my station and pulled up the two runes for the Dark One, James had pushed himself from his workstation and his chair rolled beside me as Mei walked over.  Curiosity was painting their faces.  I superimposed the two runes and there glaring at us was the thrall rune that Saint George used to enslave the wills of the people and creatures he drew it on.  It was Morgan's name!
 
   I was whispering out loud, trying to reason my way through this.  “Georgios of Lydda wasn't even born until over a hundred years after this scroll that mentions Morgan.  He had no magic of his own, he just stole all of his power from others.  He was somehow using Morgan's dark magic before we thought she lived. Lords above...”  I turned to my section of the scroll with the battle in the mountains, and looked at the top of two partial runes with the rest torn off... I drew in Morgan's name, and the tops of the runes matched as the blood drained from my face.  “Queen Alexandra had flown to the mountains to battle Morgan la Fay!  She was the one murdering the dragons of the Air Clan?”
 
   We were all silent for a minute.  Then James spoke to stop us from all thinking what we were thinking.  “Even if that were true.  This can't be Morgan here and now.  We know as a fact that she died on the Isle of Avalon after an unnaturally long life.  Even if her dark magic allowed her to live from the second century and lived until the seventh, she is dead and gone now.”
 
   I speculated out loud, “After the Fire Stone broke and ended George's immortality, he was taking Drakon hearts.  What if that is how Morgan lived so long and he knew that?  She had the hearts of the Air Dragon Clan back then.  What if George has survived my attack and is trying again, using Morgan's magic of flesh and death, or what if another magic user has found out the same?”
 
   Mei was on her computer as I spoke.  She said, “It looks like there were two tomes dedicated to Morgan in George's hidden library in London that the international task force had confiscated.  I don't seem to have clearance to request them.”
 
   I snapped my eyes to her. “What the fecking hell?”  I walked over and logged in using my clearance and was denied too.  I growled out,“Jaysus!  Now they are keeping things from us?” My dragon senses bloomed.  I had to stop my anger from igniting my flames.  I was already speed dialing Quinn.  Before she could say hello when she answered I was blurting out, “Now the fecking government and international authorities are limiting my access to information I need?  They are goin' ta get a taste of me temper if they don't stop hidin' stuff from us!”
 
   I heard her chuckle and I could feel a slight arousal from her across our blood-tie, I have no idea why my Irish temper gets her motor running.  “Calm down there Sparky.  What are you ranting about now?”
 
   I smiled to myself, I can never seem to get her riled up.  “We got a lead here with the scrolls, but we need some information from George's library to be positive, but none of us here seem to have clearance to request any of the tomes anymore.”
 
   She said in a calm tone, “Oh really now?  Just text me what you need and I'll get them.  It seems I'm going to have a talk with the higher ups again.”  I smirked at that.  As impressive as my temper is, her cold manner of... shall we say, persuasion, is a lot more intimidating.  I caught myself biting my lower lip in want.  I wanted her when she got like that.
 
   I said as if I expected it, “See to it that you do or I'll have to land my fat dragon ass on top of your supervisor's car.”  I grinned at her chuckle then whispered so Mei and James wouldn't hear, “I love you.”  She whispered it back and James rolled his eyes, Mei's cute little Japanese American face grinning with glee.  Ok, so their hearing is a little better than I thought.
 
   I hung up and texted the info then squinted at the geeky-duo.  “Hey now, I'll be havin' none of that!  Back to work you surly couple of intellectuals!”
 
   In a decidedly un-intimidated manner, they smiled at me and we went back to work.  I smiled at myself.  Much better now.  It wasn't fifteen minutes later when I received an email from the taskforce informing me that the requested material would be overnighted to us.  I grinned, imagining the coolly toned threats that Quinn must have used to get such quick results.
 
   It was just a few minutes from quitting time when our boss, Henry, came down with the latest group of interns.  There were four of them this time.  It seems that after the re-discovery of magic and re-emergence of mythological creatures, being a research scientist or archaeologist suddenly became sexy. We normally are lucky to get even a single intern from the colleges.
 
   He tapped the glass on the observation window and motioned for us to come out.  I nodded and we exited the clean room and my protection team sort of surrounded me.  I blushed in embarrassment then said, “What can we be doin' for you Doctor Arnette?”  I felt silly being formal, but I knew he preferred that when outsiders were around.
 
   He grinned and then cast annoyed glances at the armed agents.  “We have the latest batch of mythological studies interns fresh from the University of Denver for a rotation.  I thought we'd give your team first crack at one of them.”
 
   I grinned at the three young blokes and a pretty betty.  Henry made introductions. “These are Doctors James Reid, and Mei Kamia of our Fire Stone exhibit and research team.  And this is Doctor Myra O'Connell who heads up the team and the...”
 
   He was interrupted by a skinny rail of a kid.  Me lord, I'm callin' them kids when I'm only four or five years older than them.  The bloke blurted out, “The Dragon of Denver!”  He had a glint of hero worship in his eye.  I'm getting tired of seeing that, I'm just Myra, a girl from Wicklow.
 
   The young woman backhanded his gut lightly, rolling her eyes. “Good god man, stop gawking.”  I had to grin a little at her.  The three blokes seemed to defer to her.  Well, why wouldn't they, she was quite a looker.  All shapely curves and one of those cupid's bow smiles beneath a button nose.  It was obvious they were all smitten.  The poor geeky boys, she was far out of their league.  But then I grinned at James and Mei, I guess it could happen.
 
   Henry started again, raising an eyebrow at the boy. “And these are Stuart, Daniel, Jackie, and John. The best and the brightest in their senior class.”
 
   Henry went on to tell them what we did down here in the clean room and about the exhibits we were responsible for in the museum.  Stuart kept asking questions about Drakons and the international task force.  Which got him reprimands from Jackie.  It was all we could do to keep him on task to the topics at hand.
 
   I had each of them tell us a little about themselves and their area of studies and their hopes for their future careers.  The beanpole, Stuart, seemed to be in mythological studies because “Its cool!” alrighty then.
 
   The short and heavyset John with his impeccably combed hair, parted to the side, seemed to be one of those awkward brainy types.  I could Identify with that.  Up until my inner Drakon spirit awoke, I was an awkward sort too.
 
   Jackie seemed to carry herself with much more maturity and a self-assuredness that was beyond her years.  But she really knew her stuff.  She was scary smart.  Something about her was odd.  I caught myself expanding my dragon senses for a couple seconds.  Then I understood.  I couldn't feel her.  She was like a hole in space.
 
   I can always feel people around me.  Maybe it is the water in their blood or something.  If they have magic potential, I can generally feel and taste that magic.  With her, there was nothing, I shook myself, that just didn't seem right but with all the new magic in the world she may have some unrealized magic potential hidden inside that was dampening my senses.  But for a moment I thought I tasted... dragon. This made me smile at her.
 
   Then there was the short Daniel, I'd even say he was dainty.  He had soft feminine features and dressed androgynously.  He had the slightest hint of makeup on.  If it weren't for his name, I would not have been able to tell if he were male or female.  He even spoke in an effeminate voice.  He was extremely intelligent.
 
   After our visit Henry prompted me, “So, would your team like one of the interns for the next six weeks?”
 
   I really liked my team how it was, James and Mei took me as I am, and never even blinked when I showed my dragon eyes or other abilities.  They were my best friends.  “I'll think about it.”
 
   Henry shook his head. “I need a decision now.  The exhibit staging team wants them all, but I told them you would get first crack this time.  But... if you don't want to help guide and shape our youth...”
 
   He trailed off and I snorted and squinted an eye at him. “You, Doctor Arnett, are a sneaky and manipulative man.  You should be ashamed of yourself.”
 
   He chuckled. “That's why I get paid the big bucks.”
 
   I rolled my eyes playfully then said, “Me lord man.  Fine, we'll take one of em.”  I looked at them with their eager eyes.  I was about to say John, but the memory of the dragon taste of Jackie caused my traitorous mouth to say, “I guess we'll be takin' Jackie.”  Heavens above, I'm lettin' the remote possibility that she may have some connection to the Drakon color, my judgment.  Then I reminded myself that she was acutely intelligent and well versed in the specific folklore and mythology areas we were dealing with so she was a good choice.
 
   Henry said his goodbyes and hauled the boys off to prep crews who would work the poor blokes to the bone.
 
   It was already past closing time for the museum by then so Mei told Jackie to be at the museum at eight AM sharp and she would get her situated with an ID badge.  Before she left the girl shook each of our hands saying, “Thank you, it will be a pleasure working with you all.”  I got a queasy feeling in my stomach when she shook my hand.  Me lord, it must be because I haven't eaten anything all day.
 
   I copied all the work we had done to the servers then we all left for home with my babysitters in tow.  I wondered how Quinn had fared.
 
   When I arrived home, watched the protection team take their places, my Quinn was already there with pizza.  She must have read my mind.  I kissed her lightly and said, “Hi love.  You make any progress today?”
 
   She gave me a scrunched up look.  “Depends on what you categorize as progress.”
 
   We started munching on the pizza.  I was truly hungry.  She said, “We were able to get a lip reader to look at the footage from the cafe.  But they couldn't make out what Francisco had said before the video portion of the recording went to static.  It was something like 'darn wa' or something like that.  We're sending it to an interpreter of Trinidadian Creole since Francisco spoke that as well.”
 
   I sat up straight at that.  “'Dark One' maybe?”
 
   She shook her head. “That was another possibility but that makes no sense either.”
 
   I whispered, “Maybe it does.”  She cocked an eyebrow and motioned for me to continue as she took a big bite from her pizza slice, strings of hot cheese drooping down her smiling lips that she pulled until they broke and cutely dabbed her lips with a napkin.
 
   I almost giggled.  Then for the millionth time I realized that the pizza must be a lot hotter than I thought if the cheese was still steaming and melting like that.  It would have scalded a normal person's mouth.  Quinn, Mei, and I have all sort of lost our ability to tell when something is too hot to handle since we are all fire elementals and it doesn't effect us.  There doesn't seem to be a “too hot” in our vocabulary.  I mean, we can feel it is warm, but how warm we can't say.
 
   I continued. “We made a connection to the series of recent murders to the oldest scroll.  It seems that a string of dragon murders were perpetrated back then by the Dark One, or Morgan la Fay.  She only targeted dragons with one elemental ability by tearing out their hearts.  Air elementals.  We're thinkin' she used their hearts to extend her life for a few hundred years.”
 
   Quinn almost said something, but I added in a shaky voice, “And all the recent murders are of one type as well, water dragons.  This has me believing that since the other creatures involved, being of Morgan's flesh and death magic... he used her magic.  I think he's back.”  My breath hitched at my supposition.
 
   She reached over and grabbed one of my hands.  Her firm grip and iron eyes fed me some of her boundless strength.  She was soothing me through the blood-tie.  She shook her head.  “We don't know that Myra.  It could be anyone using her magic.”
 
   I nodded noncommittally and said, “I know.  I just... can't face him again.  I hope you are right.” Then I remembered something.  “We have Morgan's tomes being shipped.  We'll have them tomorrow. Maybe they'll be lendin' us some insight.”
 
   She squinted and said, “When I asked about the problem with obtaining those, I was informed that security had gone up because someone had made it past the security barriers and broke into Saint George's arcane archive in England a few weeks back.  The main doors and the secret door were demolished.  After an inventory, they found that only one item was taken.  An amulet with a blue sapphire in it that glowed like the Fire Stone.  There is no mention in George's records of its origin. But it was in the area he dedicated to Morgan la Fay's items.”
 
   I cocked an eyebrow. “D'ya think it is related to what is goin' on over on this side of the world?  It seems to be more than a wee coincidence that Morgan is tied to both.”
 
   She shrugged and then continued our conversation, but I could feel her agreement with me through our tie. “We saw a woman who looked similar to the one at the cafe on surveillance video at the location of two other murders until the cameras went to static.  But she always has her back to the cameras and we can't see her face.  She may or may not be involved, but three crime scenes?  I don't believe in coincidences.”  I caught the double meaning in that when she said coincidence, I was right, she was thinking the same as me on the la Fay connection to the crimes here and in England.
 
   I nodded then asked, “Any luck determining who was controlling that griffon construct?”
 
   She shook her head again, it was getting to be a habit with her on this case.  “No, as soon as we had a wiccan consultant start a divination on it and start to feel a general direction, the thing just roared and decayed into rot on the spot.  The murderer must have felt what we were attempting and wasn't taking any chances.”
 
   I sighed in exasperation as we moved to the couch.  I curled into Quinn's chest and I opened my dragon senses and buried my face in her shirt and inhaled a deep breath, letting the scent of safety fill me.  Then I cried for Francisco, with the woman I love holding me protectively.”
 
   


  
 

Chapter 6 – Merlin
 
   I dreamed that night.  Well, they aren't really dreams, more like psychic communes with the first Queen of the Eire dragons, Caragh.  I see her as a sort of a surrogate mother for the Drakon side of me. Her magic and life spirit run through my veins and she comes to me in these visions to help me or warn me in trying times.
 
   She walked with me along our meadow, it always felt so real.  I could feel the grass between my toes, the sounds of nature and the stream gently bubbling, the smell of fresh air and flowers.  We sat down on a rock by the stream and she asked, “What troubles you child?”
 
   I explained to her what was going on.  I found it frustrating having to do so, because it seemed that half the time she knew exactly what was going on, like when she gave the warning of the trap.  And then at other times she seemed to not know, or pretended not to.  Maybe to get me to say it out loud in case it got me thinking enough to answer my own questions.  It was fecking frustrating.
 
   As soon as I mentioned Morgan la Fay she recoiled from me and blurted out, “Stay away from her! You do not know the danger of that woman!  She perverts the magics of life, changing them into something fetid.  All magics come from life and light, she has twisted them against their very nature to become something dark.  The magics of death and the flesh.”
 
    “The woman died centuries ago, so don't worry about that.”
 
   She shook her head. “No, can you not feel it in the currents of elemental magic around you?  The witch has returned.”
 
   I can tell you that there are two times in me life when I was actually frightened, even more so than I used to feel about flying.  I'm talking about a primal fear, one that screams at you to run.  One was when I had to face Saint George in that magical duel to the death last year.  This was the other time.  I knew by what I had discovered about the man that Morgan la Fay, the Dark One, was the only person he had ever feared.  From what I gathered, he had just used the stolen immortality of the Drakon to hide from her and simply outlast her until she died.  If he feared her, then the fact that she may have somehow cheated death itself, terrified me even more.
 
   I looked at Caragh and asked, “What do I do?  Is she the one killing me water dragons?  How do I stop her?”
 
   Instead of answering, she quickly rose to her feet and was vaulting into the air as she gracefully took her flaming dragon form and took to the sky, calling back to me,  “I will visit you again soon, I have to check on something.  I should have some answers.  But now, your mate is worried about you, go to her.”
 
   I woke up to Quinn holding me to her in bed, stroking my hair.  I looked back at her and smiled. She smiled back and said, “Are you ok?  I felt fear from you, was it a nightmare?”
 
   I reached a hand up and cupped her cheek.  I was again taken by her strong yet feminine features as I gave my protector a soft smile. “No love.  Caragh came to visit in me sleep.  She warned me that Morgan la Fay was back.  It just upset me a wee bit.”
 
   She sat up with her back to the headboard, a pillow behind her and she pulled me back to rest against her chest.  I inhaled her scent deeply and let it calm the remaining fear inside.  She grinned and gently tickled my sides.  “Time to get up anyway.  I'll try to get more information about what was taken in England.  You do whatever it is you geeks do at the museum.” She shot a wink at me.
 
   I loved her teasing, but I'd never let her know that.  Instead, I shot back as I pushed away from her and out of bed.  Walking naked toward the jacks with a little extra sway in my hips for her, tossing my unruly red mass of curly hair over my shoulder with a flick of my hand.  “You Agent Trask are no lady.” I grinned at her cute chuckle as I shut the bathroom door.
 
   After I got out of the shower and got ready for the day, I came out of the bathroom and Quinn was talking on the phone with a crease on her forehead.  She shuffled away into the kitchen area, but I was listening in any way.  I know, I know.  But it is a wee bit hard not to when you have the senses of an elemental dragon ya know.  It was clear as day for me even with the distance she tried to make between us.
 
   The person on the other end of the line was tellin' her that an atmospheric disturbance was centered over Stonehenge at midnight.  There were thousands of lightning strikes.  Security cameras in the parking area saw a white-cloaked figure walking out of the stone circle and he seemed to disappear into an unnatural fog.
 
   Quinn was speaking in a low dangerous tone, “Why are we just finding out about this now? Dammit, just what we need, another thing to investigate.  When it rains, it pours!”
 
   I tried to tune out the rest of her conversation as it wound down.  Then I walked into the kitchen to start some coffee brewing.  She smiled at me as she walked past.  I called after her,  “Hey, now lady, what was that call all about?  I only caught the tail end of it.”
 
   She growled cutely at me for my eavesdropping and just started talking normally as she went into the bathroom and took her shower, knowing I could hear her just fine.  “It was Interpol.  They were sharing information about someone using huge amounts of magic just West of London seven days ago. They didn't think it was important or worthy of informing our task force because no laws were broken except for misdemeanor trespass at Stonehenge after viewing hours.  There was no damage found. Damn, I guess I can't really blame them since magic users are cropping up everywhere now that they know they are safe.”
 
   I could hear her lathering up her hair and that made me bite my lower lip, then she continued. “But the thing that stresses me about it is that out of all the magic users we are aware of, only one was able to call down lightning.  That was Blaine... Saint George.  That is yet another coincidence.  Everything seems to be tying back to Morgan la Fay.  I have no clue what this white-cloaked individual has to do with any of this or the water dragon murders, or if it has nothing to do with it at all, but we'll need to get a team on it to see how it all fits.”
 
   I was nodding at her logic about the possible connection.  I poured a couple disposable cups of coffee as she came out, tucking in her signature professional, perfectly pressed blouse.  I gave her a quick peck on the lips and handed her coffee.  She pulled the plastic cover off and inhaled deeply and seemed to wake up more with a grin as she returned the lid and sipped with her eyes closed.  She loved her hot caffeine.
 
   I said, “It seems to be another oddly shaped puzzle piece.  I'm hoping to finish the scroll translation today, maybe it can help shed some light on things.”
 
   She grinned and kissed me as she walked past, grabbing her jacket and slipping her gun into her holster onto her hip.  “See you tonight Myra, I have a full team on you today.”
 
   I shook a fist indignantly at her for her thinkin' I needed babysitters.  But broke and gave her a warm smile.  “Now don't be repeatin' this Agent Trask, but I love you.”
 
   She grinned as she closed the door behind her as she left saying as she entered the freight elevator, “And I love you too Doctor O'Connell.”  I just hugged myself and smiled at the warm feelings she was feeding me through our connection.
 
   I grabbed my stuff and headed down the stairs, bounding down them.  I exited quickly, throwing the door open to surprise Dawna and the other agent standing outside of it.  I heard their breathing and their heartbeats from the other side, and I could smell Agent Grove's lavender body wash and the other Agent's overpowering cologne. “Hi,” I said.
 
   Dawna grinned at me. “Damn you Myra, you scared the shit out of me.”
 
   I asked innocently, “I thought you agent types were supposed to be all steel and piss.”  The smell of exhaust from passing cars was almost overwhelming.
 
   She rolled her eyes playfully and I just started walking to Mags.  I called back as they followed, “So I got me babysitters at the door now do I?”
 
   She sounded almost apologetic. “Full protection detail after that attack in the woods.  Sorry Myra.”
 
   I shrugged as I got into Maggie, I snapped at her before I shut the door, “Well, I'll not be makin' it easy for you then.  I'm goin' to the bakery before the museum.”
 
   I heard her outside saying quietly, “Your eyes you surly Irish wench.” I giggled at that and my senses deadened.  I saw her shaking her head as she got into one of the now two SUVs that were tasked to follow me around and give me no feckin' privacy.  I knew she didn't like me goin' to the bakery, it was too out in the open.  I didn't give a shite, I wanted to see me Ma.  That and it was fun to watch Mei food-gasm over the muffins me Ma baked.
 
   So as I pulled away from the curb, I watched as Dawna followed and the second SUV seem to disappear into the traffic.  I knew they would reappear in a moment if needed.  I drove in an unpredictable path to the bakery like Quinn had taught me to use whenever I had a protective detail assigned to me like this.  It all seemed like a silly waste of time to me.
 
   I pulled up to the curb in front of my Ma's bakery.  I sighed in resignation at the sign for her shop, the Denver Dragon Bakery.  Me Ma had no shame, usin' my fame as a marketing opportunity.  The place was always busy.  Standin' room only inside with people getting' their morning dragon croissants and scones, Irish Drakon soda muffins, and those damn sugar cookies all shaped like a flyin' dragon.
 
   I grinned and rolled my eyes and got out.  I noticed SUV number two across the street now as Dawna got out of her's, which was parked behind me, and she and agent number two took their places in front and behind me as I walked.  I knew the tall man, but never took the time to learn his name.  I just called him Mr. Stinky or Agent No-Name, from the awful cologne he wore.  I'm not sure if he could actually speak, I've never heard him say a word.  All agents in my detail are told not to wear perfumes or colognes because they are so overwhelming to me, but he apparently never got the memo.
 
   I looked at the front of the bakery, done up to resemble the little storefront me Ma had back in the tiny, in the pale, coastal town of Wicklow, Ireland.  The hand painted signs in grand colors seemed to be more invitin' ta me than all the neon in the surrounding businesses.
 
   Dawna led the way, pushing through the usual mix of Denver natives, druids, magic practitioners, and the odd satyr or two.  I gave a wee smile at this.  Since magic has made a resurgence and every practitioner and mythological creature came out of hiding after the demise of Saint George, Denver has become a sanctuary for any mystical being since they knew they would be under the protection of the Dragon of Denver.  Ma's bakery has become a favorite hangout for those individuals.
 
   The person leading the fight for mystical and human rights for any peaceful magic wielder or creature is me Ma.  People fear her temper more than mine, as my modest temper pales to the brimstone and hellfire she can bring to bear.  Don't be repeatin' this, but I am so proud of her.
 
   As we approached the cases filled with all manner of divine pastries and breads, the woman who looks like a middle-aged version of me with a much larger chest, the O'Flanagan chest, waved us back behind the counter excitedly.  She has no shame that one, as she called out loudly, “Please be excusin' me everyone.  I must go in the back to speak with me daughter, the Dragon of Denver here.”  There was some murmuring and a few people clapped, causing my cheeks to become as red as my hair.  Ma took off her apron as she ushered us back into the back, leaving her two workers to man the bakery up front.
 
   My eyes rolled as we walked through the swinging door past the huge mural painted on the back wall between the bakery and the kitchen.  Twas me in dragon form with my wings spread wide over the Capitol dome that was destroyed when I first let my dragon out.  One of my protection detail stayed at the swinging door.
 
   My mother dragged me by the hand and almost pushed me into one of the three chairs around the white, round wooden country table next to the huge dough mixer bolted to the floor.  She was eyeballing Dawna. “I don't suppose I can be getting' you to take a seat Agent Grove?”
 
   Dawna just shook her head and said, “Sorry Deirdre... I'm on duty.”  Then she relayed something into her phone.
 
   Ma wandered off to grab a plate with some fresh butter and cheese scones from a hot tin muttering, “Just like me daughter's Quinn.  All stick up the ass about duty or some shite.”
 
   Both Dawna and I snorted in unison as Ma set the plate down on the table with an innocent look on her face that only she could pull off.  She jammed a smaller plate at Dawna with two scones on it, daring her not to take them.  But she knew the futility of arguin' with the force of nature that brought me into this world.  She nodded once in thanks and took a bite.
 
   Ma was off again and a moment later she had coffee cups and a carafe of divine smelling coffee. She poured three cups and then sat down across from me.  Then she seemed to relax, I swear to our good lord, that woman has more energy than me.  She smiled her motherly smile and said, “I know you have to be getting' to the Museum.  You and your father, all research and scholarly pursuits.  Lord knows I love that man, but he needs to take the time to relax.  But an empty sack does not stand, Myra.”  Lord save me, she's pullin' out the Irish proverbs now.
 
   I grinned at her and took a scone and made a show of eating it for her.  She rolled her eyes and took a single scone for herself then shoved the entire plate in front of me.  Ever since I became Drakon,  I have been a bit embarrassed over my appetite.  I feel like I make a spectacle of myself when I'm shovelin' down three to four times the food I used to.  My dragon metabolism is much higher than an average human's, ya know.
 
   I sighed in defeat and just started eating one after the other as we spoke, washing them down with big gulps of what I assumed was hot coffee the way Dawna was blowing on it and sipping as she stood near the table. Ma was concerned about the news of the dragon murders and her breath hitched at the revelation that the one killed yesterday was Francisco.
 
   She knew I had to get off to work so she cleared away our dishes and said as she walked me toward the swinging door, “Remember we have brunch at the house on Sunday.  I'll be expectin' you and your bonnie lass at ten o'clock sharp.  Don't be makin' excuses about the case, there's always time for family. Besides, yer Da hasn't seen you in over two weeks now.  He worries and you know how he lives to fawn over you and Quinn.  And just when are you gonna' be doin' the right thing in the eyes of the lord and marry the girl instead of cavortin' around and livin' in sin?”
 
   I kissed Ma on the cheek.  “We'll be there Ma.  And... I will, if she'll have me.”  Then I whispered, “What if she doesn't?”
 
   She shook her head with that motherly look only she could, makin' me feel like a wee girl again. “There is only love in that woman's eyes for you.”
 
   I rolled my eyes as Dawna blocked the door and gave us both a reprimanding look.  She mumbled into her cell then listened to the response and then nodded and led the way out into the bakery proper again. I just spoke at her back with a hint of humor, “Me lord woman.  It is always protocol with you lot.”
 
   Agent No-Name fell in behind us.  I gave Ma another kiss on the cheek as she handed me a Dragon of Denver Bakery bag filled with scones and soda muffins for the crew at the Museum.  Then she went to help customers at the front cases.
 
   I got into Maggie and adjusted her rear view mirror, it was all cattywampus for some reason.  I pulled away from the curb with my caravan of agents in tow behind me.  I started a randomized trek to the Museum.
 
   As soon as I went through the first light, a large semi ran a red light and hit a car in the opposite lane, blocking the intersection.  Shite!  That was close.  I stopped the car to look back.  I didn't realize I was cut off from the protection detail until the man that was sitting in my passenger seat spoke.  “Caragh?”
 
   I just about jumped out of my skin! Where the hell did he come from?  My instinctual reaction, after all the months of combat training with Quinn, was to strike out at the man with a flaming fist as my dragon senses snapped up. There was a flare of whitish-blue light and the smell of ozone as my strike was stopped in mid-flight when it hit an invisible barrier of light between us.  He was holding a gnarled staff in one hand that had an expanded end that was glowing blue.  He was fecking fast.  My Drakon reflexes are multiple times faster than any human.
 
   I started opening my car door to dive out.  I could actually feel this man's power.  Magic seemed to flow out from him.  He said swiftly in archaic English, “Please, I mean you no harm Queen Caragh of the Eire!  Have words with me, I beseech you.”
 
   Something made me hesitate.  Was it because he mistook me for Caragh, or because his voice rang true?  The magic I felt held no malice nor the stench of death and decay.  I paused, my door still half open.  “I'm not Caragh.”
 
   He looked pained at that revelation then haunted as if by an old memory returning.  “My apologies my lady, I had forgotten that she had met her end.  You are the vision of her.”  I stared at the man, my door still half open.  His eyes were a pale blue, almost silver, they held wisdom and... pain?  His staff stopped glowing and he shot me a pleading look.
 
   Against my better judgment I closed my door looking at him hesitantly then said in warning, “Me protection detail will be here any moment.”  Like it would do any good against a magic user.
 
   He nodded and asked, “Can this conveyance get us off the roads my lady?”  I looked over to see a parking garage and nodded at him and pulled us into the structure.  In my mirror, I saw two black SUVs go darting past the entry ramp down on the street.  Dawna was going to kill me, then Quinn would kill me again just for good measure.
 
   I parked in the first open spot then whirled at the man. “Who the fecking hell are you and what do you want?”  He was a strong looking man, in his late thirties, wearing ill-fitting mismatched clothing. His dark hair had some grey on the fringes and frosting his temples.  His hands were callused, telling me he was not a stranger to hard work.  The odd thing is that he didn't have any smell.  I mean nothing.  I could smell the clothing he wore, it had different scents from different people, but he didn't have a scent.
 
   He bowed his head deeply and said, “My apologies my lady, where are my manners.  Queen of the Eire Dragons, I am Merlin, the Light Bringer, of Avalon.  I fear you and your dragon kin are in grave peril.  I have traveled the globe to this new land in quest to find you.”
 
   I just blinked at him.  I realized everything was silent in the car when my cell started ringing. Damn... that'll be Dawna or Quinn.  I absently turned it off and said, “Merlin?  As in King Arthur and his round table?  Stonehenge Merlin?”
 
   The man nodded and I laughed, but a serious look on his face stopped me and the immense amounts of magic flowing off of him.  “Me lord.  You're serious.”  The man simply nodded.  I was staring at him like I had not the full shilling then shook my head to clear my thoughts.  “Umm... hello. I'm Myra O'Connell, don't be callin' me 'my lady,' call me Myra.  What... um... why are you here?  How are you here Merlin?  Are you... are you immortal like the Drakon?”
 
   He smiled and gave another small bow. “As you wish, Myra.  I am not immortal.  In my final battle with Morgan la Fay that banished her to Avalon until such time she died, she had in turn, bound my spirit to Stonehenge so that I would never know the peace of death until the stones had crumbled to dust.  That is what she does with her enemies, the torture of life without life.  But she has somehow transcended death, and this has called me back out of my limbo so that I may vanquish her.”
 
   I didn't know what to say as he continued, “Much has changed in the world but when I realized that I could feel the dragons once again, it gave me great joy.  So I sought you out to warn you of Morgan's twisted magics. She will try again for Drakon immortality and mastery over the elements, you and your clan are at risk.”
 
   I nodded and said quietly, “Someone has been murdering water dragons the past few weeks.”
 
   He sighed in sorrow. “Then that is what called me forth from my stone prison.  As she commands the magic of darkness, I wield the powers of light.  There must always be a balance in magic.  She has never understood this.  I grieve for your dragons Myra.”
 
   He looked even grimmer. “It was by feasting upon the hearts of the air dragons that she gained her unnatural lifespan, it is what gave her power when she enslaved the air magic.  It seems with her resurrection, she is attempting the same again with your water dragons.  We must protect them, if she kills them all she will enslave the water element as well, even just tipping the balance she will command the element.  She may become too powerful to stop at such time.”
 
   A measure of relief poured into me knowing now that it was indeed Morgan we were facing and not Blaine, George, again.  But then rage started to swell, it was true, Morgan was hunting my water dragons.  I would stop her if it were with my dying breath!
 
   He suddenly stiffened. “Your protectors are here.  We will speak more soon, Queen Myra.”  He bowed and I heard the screeching of tires.  I looked back and a half dozen black SUVs fanned out  behind Maggie.  Armed agents came streaming out surrounding the car.  With an edge of concern, I looked over to... an empty seat.  Heavens above that freaks me out a wee bit!  I grinned sheepishly at Dawna through my windshield, who had her sidearm drawn.
 
   She seemed to exhale and relax a bit as she holstered her weapon and shook her head at me as she opened my car door.
 
   


  
 

Chapter 7 – Discoveries
 
   After sitting through a lecture then a million questions from Dawna, then doing the same when Quinn arrived ten minutes later with a worried and mad expression on her face, I was finally back on my way to work so I could see if the scrolls could shed some light on things.  I had held everything back from them, just saying that I pulled into the parking garage to wait for them to show up after the accident, just in case it was another attempt on me.  I felt it was smarter to get out of the open.
 
   This didn't placate my Quinn, I whispered to her that we needed to talk and I would fill her in on what really happened at lunch.  She was mad at me for taking chances and ditching the protection detail.  But underneath I could feel her concern and love radiating through our soul bond.
 
   Dawna was a wee bit peeved at me, she was in full Agent Grove mode.  I tried hard not to smile since it reminded me a little of Quinn.  Then I remembered I was annoyed with her, I didn't need a fecking escort.  She wasn't taking any chances this time and followed me into the reserved parking area and parked next to Maggie.  She and Agent No-Name were out of their vehicle and beside mine before I could open my door.
 
   Now, bein' a scholarly type, I knew when to keep my mouth shut.  Well, for the most part. Fine, occasionally, like now.  I just let her play super agent and lead me to the door.  I held back a snicker when she just held her hand out to me.  I took my ID lanyard off and gave it to her so she could wave the card over the scanner.  She absently handed it back to me as the door obediently buzzed us in.  She was through the door first then me and finally Mr. Stinky.
 
   Sefa looked up from the stool he sat at by the metal detector arch and stood as we approached.  I saw his quick eyes looking at the grim look on Dawna's face then they darted to her weapon, seeing the unclipped strap on her holster.  Then his eyes shot toward me with a questioning look with a tinge of concern for me.
 
   I gave him a crooked smile like a schoolgirl who was being led to the principal's office as I loaded my purse and tablet into a plastic tub and sent it through the x-ray machine as I passed through the metal detector after Agent Grove, who set the lights and buzzers going on the metal detector.  She didn't pause for the courtesy of handing her gun and badge around it to Sefa like normal.  Shite, she really must be mad at me.
 
   The other agent passed his weapon and badge around to Sefa who handed it right back after the man passed through the metal detector arch.
 
   I stopped beside the big pacific islander without a word and just opened the bakery bag with an apologetic smile.  Sefa grinned at my contrition and selected a soda muffin.  He murmured, “Ahh... my favorite.  Give your mother my thanks.”
 
   I nodded up at him and then continued down the hall to the elevators.  I felt like a condemned woman, being flanked by armed agents.  When we got silently onto the elevator for the trip to the sub-basement, I whispered, “I said I was sorry.”
 
   Dawna fought a smile tugging at the corner of her mouth, but she finally looked down at me and said, “Yes.  Yes you did.”  Then she added, “Don't think for one moment that I believed the bullshit you were slinging at the parking garage.”  I snorted but then sobered when she added, “You scared the shit out of me.”  Shite.  Now I really did feel bad. She was getting to be a friend of Quinn and I and I shouldn't hide things from her.
 
   My thoughts were interrupted when the elevator doors opened and she led me out and past some museum workers who were staging an exhibit.  I reached the clean room and held up the bakery bag to my co-workers inside.  I was surprised for a second that there were three people, but then I remembered the intern, Jackie.  They made their way out and we stood around the table outside the clean room and partook of the baked goods and the cups of lukewarm coffee on the table. While my protection detail took their positions on either side of the room.
 
   Jackie looked nervously at the armed agents then said, “You seem to be surrounded by guards all the time.  But you aren't dangerous, are you?”
 
   I heard a tiny snort from Mei and  I grinned at the sound.  I shook my head and said, “They aren't guards.”  I squinted my eyes slightly and thought about that for a second.  “Or at least I don't think they are.  They're me protection detail.  There is something happening in the area that has me team on high alert.”
 
   She furrowed her brow in confusion.  “They protect YOU?  But... you're the Dragon of Denver. What could they possibly do to protect you that you can't do yourself.”
 
   I shot a quick concerned look at Dawna, she seemed unphased, then I shrugged. “Oh I think you'd be surprised.”
 
   Mei added, “If you ever saw Agent Trask in action, you'd understand.
 
   We got to talking about the Fire Stone scrolls and asking Jackie to tell us about herself.  She was a little vague on the details, but she said she was taking mythological studies specifically for this chance to work with a team on the Fire Stone artifacts.  James piped in at that, “And she has already helped in deciphering some of the more archaic runes this morning.  Insightful and inspired transitory symbology.”
 
   I smiled as Mei absently handed me yet another soda muffin as I finished my second.  She was as bad a Quinn at keeping my metabolism in check, I wonder if she is a little in tune with me after I accidentally made her a fire elemental.  I'm still not sure how I did that.
 
   I looked at the betty, she was taller than me but not by much, and quite a looker.  Very atypical of people in our field, with the exception of Mei of course, the two of them could be spokesmodels for researcher recruitment with a slogan like, “Join our geeky profession, it is where all the pretty people are.”
 
   I think I liked her because she was smiling all the time and she was very intelligent.  Her eyes were a little disturbing though, I mean, they were pretty but there were wisdom and intelligence beyond her years in them and she seemed to be studying me closely, every motion I made and every word I said. I shook myself out of my thoughts.  Well, of course she is Myra!  That is why she is here, to learn everything she can from my team.  My eyes flicked to the broach she had hanging on a delicate gold chain on her neck.  A glint of light highlighting the huge blue sapphire in it caught my attention.  There was that vague sense of Drakon again.
 
   The elevator dinged, I turned to it and Dawna was on alert but relaxed a bit when Henry walked out carrying a package.  He made his way down the corridor then smiled at us and I said, “What's up boss?”  As I held the bakery bag up to him.  He grinned and handed the package off to James, who started unwrapping it.
 
   Henry's eyes twinkled as he selected a muffin.  He said, “Bless your mother, but she's going to get us all fat.  And stop calling me Boss, Myra.”
 
   I nodded in apology and said, “Sure thing boss.”  Then shot him a huge toothy smile.
 
   He shook his head and sighed in resignation as he took a big bite of his muffin as he muttered,  “It's hopeless.”  I nodded in staunch agreement and he smiled and turned to leave, calling back over his shoulder, “A government courier dropped that off at my office a few minutes ago.”  He waved a hand in the air at us and wanderd back down the corridor and got back on the elevator for the ride back up to his office.
 
   I looked over as James finished unwrapping the package.  Two large hidebound books.  Jackie's breath caught and I glanced at her but she was looking away from the books.  James said plainly, “Morgan la Fay's tomes from Saint George's library.”
 
   I put my coffee cup down and brushed the crumbs from my blouse and said, “Right.  Let's get ta work shall we?  Time waits for no woman, ya know.”
 
   We entered the clean room door, badging ourselves inside, then they waited as I donned my hairnet and gown.  Then we all scrubbed our hands in the sink and made our way through the second door into the positive pressure room.
 
   James automatically gave the tomes to Mei.  She was our book person.  Then we all stood around the scroll on the light table.  James handed me an iPad and said, “Dragon up.”  I snapped my dragon senses up and then gasped and dropped the iPad on the table and scurried away from Mei on instinct and against the observation window.
 
   Dawna and the No-Name drew their weapons instantly and were scanning around for a threat. James and Mei looked concerned.  I calmed myself.  I wasn't ready for what I had felt when my senses came up.  Something cold and foreboding, something evil radiating off of the books.  I covered my nose to try to block out the smell of blood and... flesh.
 
   I got control of my wits and took a deep breath through my mouth so I didn't have to smell it anymore then took a step toward the concerned looking Japanese American lass.  “Put the books down Mei.  They are covered in human skin.  She put them down on the light table quickly and looked at her hands with disgust and ran back out the inner doors to the sink and started furiously scrubbing her hands again.  We know it is an irrational thing, but it was just the sickening thought that the books were bound in human skin that made us not want to touch them.
 
   I looked at everyone and said, “Those things are raw evil.  I can feel the dark and twisted power coming from them.”  Dawna slowly lowered her weapon and holstered it, the other agent followed suit.
 
   James and I were already pulling on latex gloves when Mei returned and did the same.  Jackie looked at us then almost as if it were an afterthought, started putting some on as well.  I tilted my head at her. Just like yesterday, I couldn't feel her.  She was a black hole as far as my dragon senses went.
 
   Mei timidly grabbed the tomes and brought them to her work space and opened them with two fingers, with a look of disgust on her face.  I took a deep breath through my mouth and grabbed my iPad and centered myself with Jackie at my side.  Then started sketching out the last couple runes I could make out.  James was back at his station, pouring over the translations.
 
   This was my element, this is how I could help Quinn solve the case and find the murderer, research and uncovering facts.  It is what I was born to do.  I smiled a bit, I got it from me Da, his thirst for answers and information was never quenched.
 
   I described for the young intern exactly what I was seeing and what I was doing, and how my sketches were automatically fed to James for the digital overlay on a scan of the scroll.  I'm sure that James and Mei had already done that, the betty was nodding in understanding as we went.
 
   James hit a few buttons on his computer and the scroll with my hand drawn text and runes were displayed on the big screen on the back wall.  She took a step toward the screen and her eyes were scanning it like she was simply reading it.  Oh... our translations were presented below each word or rune, I was just bein' silly.
 
   The girl looked at me oddly.  “So this is the myth... the fairy tale that you are working on?”
 
   I furrowed my brow.  “Myths and legends often are based on some truth.  I'm a dragon... that illustrates that fact.  But these... fairy tales helped to shape and influence ancient cultures.  They help us understand our roots and where we came from.  And in this case, it could help us find a murderer.”
 
   She nodded. “I didn't mean to imply there wasn't importance to what you do... what we do.  I just mean, it sounds a little far fetched that the Dark One is somehow involved.  I mean, she died centuries ago.  And thinking she stole the air dragon's power...”  she stopped suddenly.
 
   James' head raised and he looked at her then the big screen.  He stood and walked two long legged strides to it and scrutinized a portion of the scroll.  He looked back and pointed at the entry, “You're a genius Jackie.  That was the part we didn't understand.  Queen Alexandra lost the battle against Morgan in the mountains because she somehow took the ability for Alexandra to command the air elements. This symbol didn't make sense till now.  It is in all the ancient texts as Dismas, one of the thieves that were crucified with Christ.  Here it just indicates what he was, a 'thief,' transversely, Morgan 'stole' something.”
 
   Jackie quickly replied hurriedly and I detected a hard English accent that I hadn't heard from her before because she spoke so fast, “It only made sense in the context of that sentence.”
 
   James looked back at it then nodded.  “Hmmm, well done.  I didn't see it.”  She smiled back at him as he went back to his station, then she moved from me and to Mei to observe her working.
 
   By lunch, we had finished with our translation the best we could.  It was indeed the druid's account of the Dark One systematically killing off every air elemental dragon.  By consuming their hearts, she was able to extend her life as we learned.  But she did some sort of binding that enslaved the air magic to her will.  She had virtual full control over it, and only Queen Alexandra defied that control and a battle of epic proportions that leveled a mountaintop ensued.
 
   The druids believe that Morgan killed Alexandra as she was the only one to return from the mountains.  The witch was beaten and bloodied and barely alive, but she did live.  After that, the Druids could no longer summon air magic.  Morgan had twisted it for use in her death and flesh magics and it made her exponentially more powerful.
 
   Lords above, is that why when I reach out to the air element, I can feel its agony and the feeling of betrayal?  Because Morgan had somehow bound it?  The dragons were unable to prevent it so it refuses to help me when I call upon it?
 
   I looked over to Mei and asked, “Is there anything in the tomes about dragon hearts or how Morgan can bind the elements?  It seems she may be trying to do the same to me water dragons and steal the power of the water element for her own.”
 
   Mei shook her head. “Nothing yet.  These are full of rituals and spells that require unthinkable acts. It is slow going.”
 
   I nodded then turned when the elevator dinged down the hall.  I could feel her before Quinn stepped out and made her way down the corridor to us.  She pointed at her imaginary watch.  I looked over at my colleagues sheepishly. “Seems Agent Trask is wantin' to be tearing me away from our research.  You'd think she'd be wantin' me to continue.”
 
   Quinn said over the speakers, “I can hear you you know you unruly Irishwoman.”
 
   I winked at my co-workers and said over my shoulder toward her, “Of course, that's why I be sayin' it.”  Then I gave an exaggerated sigh.  “Well, it seems I have a lunch date with a beautiful woman.  I guess we can continue our work after lunch.”
 
   I got some silly grins and I turned with a grin of my own for my Quinn as I made my way out of the clean room, peeling off my gear.  I gave her a quick peck on the lips as I exited the room.
 
   


  
 

Chapter 8 – Revelation
 
   Quinn and my detail led me out to a waiting SUV.  I often wondered if the agency ever used ordinary vehicles, or were they all dark SUVs?  I admired her toned and shapely form as I got into the passenger seat.  As I walked past she whispered, “Your eyes.”  I dimmed my senses and the others went to their vehicle as Quinn joined me and started the car.
 
   As she pulled out of the lot, she shot me an expectant look.  I just grinned at her and turned to look out the window.  I almost snorted when she blurted out, “My god you're infuriating.  Tell me what happened this morning.”
 
   I turned back to her with a huge grin.  “Now who has the temper Agent Trask?  I'm just sittin' here mindin' my own business then you make like an angry bull.”
 
   The corner of her mouth twitched, I could feel her fighting between anger and amusement. She sighed and spoke calmly, “Ok woman, you have had your fun.  Now, could you please tell me what really happened this morning?”
 
   I nodded once in triumph.  “Much better.  See?  All you had to be doin' was say please.”  I shot her what I hoped was an innocent look, blinking my eyes.
 
   This time she couldn't stop a small smile from appearing on her face.  I said, “Well, me Ma says I should be makin' an honest woman out of ya instead of sleepin' with ya out of wedlock.”  I cocked an eyebrow at her.
 
   She let out an exasperated breath and said, “Not that.  You know damn well that I mean after the accident!”  Then she paused and added.  “She said that?”  She looked down and had a shy look on her face as she asked.
 
   I smiled at the fact she didn't seem adverse to the notion and replied, “She did...”  Then I continued on. “Well, it seems that the accident wasn't as accidental as it seemed.  I...”  I paused thinking how best to say it.  “I met Merlin this morning.”
 
   I paused and let that sink in, she pursed her lips then asked, “THE Merlin?”
 
   I nodded.  “Apparently so.”  Then I went on to tell her all about the surreal meeting I had with the wizard.  I finished up as we pulled up to O'Doherty's Irish Pub, one of our favorite places to eat.  She had originally brought me here as a joke about a year ago but hand to heaven, the food is out of this world.  I'm pretty sure Quinn loves their shepherd's pie more than she does me.  But I don't mind since I've been havin' my own affair with their corned beef and cabbage.
 
   My chivalrous protector got out and quickly moved around the front of the vehicle to open my door and give me a hand down.  Treats me like a porcelain doll this one, ya know.  I sort of like it if I'm to be honest with myself.
 
   As we walked to the pub's doors, with Quinn slightly in front of me, one hand hanging down by her holster, in her typical protective manner, she said softly, “So it IS Morgan la Fay we are dealing with?”
 
   I said just as softly as my detail fell in step behind us,  “Apparently so.  And me team has pretty much matched everything to her modus operandi.”
 
   She smiled down at me.  “Look at you, using the lingo like a true peacekeeper.”
 
   I felt the burn of a blush and blurted out, “That's enough of that, you,  All the pieces fit.  Add to that Merlin usin' the term 'resurrection.'”
 
   She squinted an eye and said, “That woman we are trying to identify on the surveillance videos...”
 
   I exhaled. “Most likely.”
 
   We were brought to a back booth where Quinn could sit with her back to the wall and observe the entrance.  Dawna stayed by the bar near the back hall to the restrooms and the back door while Agent No-Name stayed outside the front door.
 
   I glanced over at the tall blonde agent with her hair pulled back tightly in a ponytail to keep her peripheral vision free.  I mused out loud, “I suppose I'll be needin' to apologize to Agent Grove for ditchin' her like that.”
 
   Quinn snorted and said in a serious tone.  “Yes, I suppose you should.”  I almost cringed.  Quinn wasn't letting me off the hook either.  I know it was stupid of me, but I'm my own woman, they aren't my keepers.  Oh... right, they are.
 
   We spent the rest of the meal discussing our day so far and indulging in the culinary heaven on the plates in front of us.  Well, Quinn had her plate, I had my three.  I swear I'm gonna go broke from my food bill alone.
 
   Quinn had already sent protection details out to my twelve remaining water dragons, all of whom rejected protective custody, but Quinn insisted.
 
   She fished a photo that was printed from one of the videos of the mystery woman.  It was grainy and you could only see the back of her head, not a lot to go on.  I looked at it then placed it back on her stack of photos and froze.  I snatched the top photo and held it toward her and demanded, “What is this?”
 
   She took the photo and said, “This?  It is a picture of the amulet that was stolen from Saint George's archives a few weeks back.”
 
   I was standing, throwing some money on the table and running toward the door with Quinn quickly flanking me, Dawna was in motion.  I blurted, “We need to get back to the museum now!  Morgan is there!”
 
   Quinn was asking as we ran to the car, “What do you mean?”
 
   I almost yelled, “Me new intern, Jackie.  She's wearin' that amulet around her neck!”
 
   With that revelation, Quinn was on her phone to Dawna as she started the car and kicked on the flashing blue lights hidden in the grill and took off like a bat out of hell on a direct route to the museum.  “Grove, dragonfire at the museum.  I repeat dragonfire.”  Then she was having me describe Jackie and relaying to Dawna.
 
   We pulled up to the museum and there was a veritable army of FBI agents, Denver Police, SWAT, and armed agents from the international task-force surrounding the building.  Patrons were being quickly and silently ushered out of the museum by armed teams and corralled across the street.
 
   I started to get out when Quinn opened her door.  She reached over and laid a hand on my arm. “Where do you think you are going?”
 
   I almost hissed at her, “On the hunt!”
 
   She shook her head. “No you aren't.  You're sitting in this car until I say it is clear.”
 
   I shook my head.  “No, you need me to get past the security doors!”  I tucked my security badge into my shirt.
 
   She held her hand out for the badge and I shook my head in defiance.  She hissed, “Dammit woman!  Fine, stay behind me and do everything I tell you without question!”  I nodded and we were running toward the employee door with about a dozen agents in tow.
 
   I think we surprised Sefa when we came running through the door, weapons raised.  He jumped off his stool, knocking it over and stood with his back to the wall as agents came streaming through the metal detector, setting the buzzer off.  The agent beside me stayed with Sefa with his assault rifle aimed at him.
 
   Screw the elevator!  Quinn was in tune with me over our soul bond and threw the stairway door open.  We didn't even think as we both just hopped over the rail and plummeted to the concrete floor two stories down.  I called upon my Drakon abilities and my senses expanded as we plummeted.  I landed lightly and she landed with a grating thud of granite on concrete in her familiar three-point stance.
 
   She took a moment to look up to see the agents above streaming down the stairs and she muttered, “Shit.”  when she realized we had separated ourselves from them.  I think it was my concern for Mei and James that I was projecting that was overriding her need to follow protocol.  I cringed at the thought I was letting those feelings bleed through to her and clouding her judgment.
 
   She caught all of this in an instant and shot me a look of understanding then she opened the sub-basement door and stepped out with her weapon drawn.  She assessed the situation instantly and she motioned to the three shocked men in the staging area, pointing at the badge on her hip.  They quickly made their way to us and she motioned for them to go through the door as the other agents were finally arriving on our level.
 
   Then two men took positions on either side of Quinn as we made our way through the staging area and down the corridor to the clean room.  There was some flickering there and I could feel the energy of flames and smell the acrid smell of burning flesh.  “Mei!”  I blurted and tried to get past the agents. My heart was going like a runaway freight train, flames started to surround me, I had to fight to stop the heat from my flames from burning the closest agents.
 
   Then we got to the clean room and it was empty.  There was something burning in the metal waste basket beside the table outside the glass room.  That is where the smell of burning flesh was coming from.  As the agents fanned out I stepped up to the basket and peered in.  Morgan's tomes were in there half consumed by the flames already.
 
   With a tiny bit of will, I extinguished the flames instantly then extinguished my own as I calmed down.  I reached down and retrieved the half burned books and held them up toward Quinn as she lowered her sidearm and saying, “Clear!”  All the weapons in the room dropped and Dawna was on her phone calling an all clear.
 
   I shook my head and said, “There must have been something in these she didn't want us to see.” Then my eyes flew wide.  Mei!  I pulled out my cell and hit a speed dial.  Two rings later a sweet soprano voice answered, “Hi Myra.  What's up?”
 
   I started crying in relief and smiling at the phone.  “You're ok?  James is ok?”
 
   She had a 'no duh' tone to her voice as she said, “Of course, we are.  We're on our way back from lunch now.  Is everything ok?”
 
   I laughed nervously exhaling and dimming my senses back down to human levels, the purplish red glow of my vision fading to normal, “It is now.”
 
   After the building was cleared, and the employees were let back in.  Mei and James joined us in the sub-basement.  We filled them in.
 
   James asked, “Jackie is Morgan?  But why risk coming here?  Risk being detected and discovered?”
 
   Quinn said quietly, “No doubt to find out what we knew.  Maybe to size up Myra since she escaped the trap in the forest.”  Then she looked over to the damaged books on the table.  “The better question is why destroy the books when she could have done that when she stole the amulet?”
 
   I furrowed my brow.  “Unless she used a thrall to steal the amulet and didn't know her tomes were there.”
 
   Mei asked, “But what was she hiding by trying to destroy them?  What didn't she want us to find?”
 
   Then James got a look on his face.  I knew the look.  “Care to share with the class James?”
 
   He shook his head.  “It is probably nothing, but just before lunch, we were asking if there was anything in the tomes about dragon hearts or how Morgan can bind the elements.  What if there was?”
 
   I could hear the collective sharp intake of breath from everyone in the room.  James, Mei, and I were already in motion.  James was grabbing the burned books as Mei badged herself and him into the clean room, I badged in behind them.  We geared up and cleaned up.  I shot an apologetic glance through the glass at Quinn then us three researcher types entered the positive pressure room and did what we do.
 
   We were like a well oiled machine, Mei and James carefully separated the undamaged pages from one tome and split them up and started pouring over them.  I took the other.  I didn't even notice the agents slowly trickling out leaving just Quinn and my detail.
 
   I was peripherally aware of my girl outside of the room on her phone for hours, coordinating the manhunt and transmitting Jackie's picture to all local law enforcement agencies.  It was late at night, after the museum had already closed when Mei let out an excited squeak.
 
   We were all by her side, I saw Quinn peering through the glass at us.  On a half burned page, Mei stabbed her finger at the remaining readable text.  “A ritual to bind elemental magic to an object using the hearts of the original elementals.”
 
   I cringed, the Drakon were referred to by the original elementals.  We were in full research mode as we tried to piece together sentences that were half burned away.  Trying to use the context to get the general idea of their intent.
 
   At one point James said, “Dragon up.” I smiled and brought up my dragon sight and was able to make out a few more charred words.
 
   I was nodding when we had everything we could get.  Standing back from the big screen the pages were displayed on.  The archaic English was plain to read, though it was interspersed with druid runes. I felt a subtle arousal coming from behind me.  I glanced back and Quinn was watching us intently, her eyes on me.  I grinned at her. “I'll be havin' none of that now woman.  I'm workin' here.”
 
   She chuckled. “I can't help it that your intellect turns me on.”
 
   Mei giggled at us and said to James, “Aren't they cute?”  He just looked uncomfortable and shrugged.  Then all of us women shared a laugh at his expense.
 
   We went over what we discovered.  It seems that with each elemental dragon she killed, she would perform a ritual with the heart of the slain and chant a spell that was burned off the page.  It would imbue the power of that dragon into the vessel, then she would consume the remains to add a few years to her lifespan.
 
   If we were reading it right, if she could “tip the balance” of power, she could then enslave the magic to her own will.  I shuddered.  To me this meant that once she killed over half the dragons of a particular element, she would wield more power over that element than the Drakon and take control of it.  It made sense to me.  That is why the air element would not allow me to use it.  It was enslaved and twisted by the evil magics of Morgan.  The Drakon are sworn to protect the elements we use.  The magic feels betrayed by us not keeping our promise.
 
   Now I understood how Queen Alexandra fell to Morgan in battle.  If she could not wield her primary element, she would have had to fall back on her secondary element.  What was it?  Water! Now, since there are so few water dragons, Morgan is going to try it again.  But we have stopped her. She has killed five of my dragons, twelve water dragons remain, she can't tip the balance.
 
   I sneered.  Now we just need to hunt her down.  Then a sudden realization hit me.  I turned to Quinn.  “That amulet!  That contains the spirits of the Wind Clan dragons!  The air elementals.  She has their power!  That is why I detected a hint of Drakon from her.  That and she had consumed me water dragon's hearts.  The amulet is somehow blocking me from sensing her.  That is why I feel nothing but an empty hole in space around her.”
 
   Shite.  She had the power of the entire line of elementals.  The heat in my blood from the excitement of the hunt chilled at this realization.
 
   Quinn knew this too.  She said over the speakers, “This is good information.  You three are geek-tastic.  It is late, almost ten, let's all get home and get a good night's sleep.  The task force will come up with a plan now that we know what and who we are dealing with.”  Then she turned to Mei and James and added, “We'll get you two situated in a safehouse until this is over.  La Fay knows that Myra cares for you and that makes you targets.”
 
   I hissed, “You'll be doin' no such thing.  They can stay at our place in the spare bedroom.”  I dared her to protest.  We glared at each other, not breaking our gaze.  I started sending waves of love across our blood-tie.
 
   I'm proud to say that my lass broke first.  She grinned and shook her head. “That's cheating Myra. You'll pay for that later.”
 
   I grinned a toothy grin back at her.  “I'll be lookin' forward to it.”
 
   James deadpanned to Mei. “I guess we're staying at Myra's.”  We all burst into laughter.  It was a cathartic release of the tension of the day.  Then we proceeded to our cars to start the random path back to our loft.
 
   


  
 

Chapter 9 – The Slaughter
 
   Our caravan of vehicles pulled up to the loft and the building was all ready under watch and the pizzas Quinn had told the agents to order were already there.  One large for Quinn, Mei, and James to share and two large for me.  Quinn took them from an agent at the door as we filed into the freight elevator.
 
   We all sat around our little kitchen table and partook of the pizza.  I'm sure none of us was aware just how hungry we were after a long, eventful day.  Quinn got up to get more coffee.  She said, “Jackie's apartment was searched, but there was no sign of her or...”  She stopped in mid-sentence and suddenly froze and almost faster than I could follow she had dropped her coffee and spun in a roundhouse kick.  Her hands and feet were instantly covered in flaming granite before the cup hit the floor.
 
   Her foot connected with the man's chest, who was just suddenly there, sending him flying into the wall.  She was on him faster than you could blink.  Raining a combination of blows that connected with a brilliant wall of light just short of the man.  He was gasping for air as the power of his staff fed into the shield.
 
   Mei was diving off her chair to aid Quinn and her hands were aflame, a large ball of burning fury gathering between them.  James stood facing the confrontation with his arms awkwardly spread wide between me and the others, was he protectin' me?  I was on my feet yelling at them, “Stop!  It's Merlin!”  Quinn hesitated in her assault and Mei looked over her shoulder at me as a flaming ball faded away, though her hands were still covered in elemental flame.  I nodded at the ladies and then they seemed to relax a bit and allow their elemental manifestations to fade.  Quinn was still tense and on guard.
 
   Merlin seemed to sigh in relief and he bowed his head to them and said with that archaic English accent,  “My ladies, it was not my intention to cause duress.  I offer my deepest apologies.”
 
   Quinn almost hissed, “What were you doing sneaking into our home, and where the hell did you come from?”
 
   He let the power of his staff fade and replied, “I felt there was no time for traditional pleasantries, Morgan is on the move.  We must make haste if we are to stop her before she completes her quest.” Then he tilted his head at Quinn.  “It is impressive that you were able to detect me before I made my presence known.”  Then he looked at me. “Queen Myra, you surround thyself with fitting champions.”  He looked around then his look of amazement faltered a bit when he looked at James.
 
   James just said in his quiet almost monotone voice, “Hey, that hurts.”  Mei cut back a snort and I tried hard not to smile.
 
   I scowled at Merlin. “The common courtesy of knockin' at our door would have saved all this drama, ya know.”  He inclined his head in apology.  Then I shook my head at the wizard with a small grin on my face.  How could you be harboring a mad for the man?  He's fecking Merlin after all!
 
   I sighed and said, “Merlin of Avalon, these are me friends, Doctors Mei and James Reid.  And you got up close and personal with the love of me life, Quinn, there.”
 
   He inclined his head to each person in turn then he tilted his head at both Quinn and Mei.  He smiled and spoke quietly to nobody in particular, “Fire elementals... in all of the time there have ever been seven, and always women.  The last were thought lost with Queen Caragh and one of her reborn elementals, but in this new time they number three!”  But then he squinted at Quinn and then whirled to look at me. “A... a blood-tie? But thou are both women.”
 
   I almost laughed at that.  Well fine, shut yer trap, I giggled a bit.  Then I said, “Time marches on and the human race is evolvin' Merlin.  Archaic notions of sexuality are evolvin' too.”
 
   He bowed in capitulation and said, “I have much to learn of this new world I find myself in.  I beg thy forgiveness if I seemed in judgment my lady.  I mean, Myra.”
 
   Quinn seemed frustrated at all the talking and interrupted, “You said la Fay was on the move.  You know where she is?”
 
   He nodded once. “I can sense her darkness though it is shrouded by something.”
 
   I furrowed my brow.  “She has an amulet that I believe enslaves air elemental magic.”
 
   He winced.  “From the Drakon hearts.”  He looked strained and saddened as he continued. “It is no wonder then, she is shrouding herself with that stolen power.  We must not allow her to do the same with the other elements.  What is the number of thy water dragons?”
 
   We showed him to the table and Mei poured him some coffee and put a paper plate in front of him and put a slice of pizza on it.  I said almost sadly, “Only twelve of me water dragons live.  We need to find Morgan before she can murder anyone else.”
 
   Merlin sniffed at the pizza slice then took a tentative bite.  Then he started wolfing it down like he hadn't eaten in centuries.  He said, “Call to them Myra.  We need to keep them safe until such time that I can deal with Morgan.”
 
   I grabbed my mobile wondering if I had all of their numbers, and he shook his head in exasperation.  “No.  With thy Queen's call.  Your clan will answer.”
 
   This was what Caragh had said to me once.  “Call to the others when in need and they will come. Thou art their queen.  There are none as noble as Dragons of the Eire.”
 
   I shook my head. “But I got no feckin' clue how.  Caragh said the same th...”  Then I screamed in pain as I fell to the floor grasping at my heart.   I gasped out, “No!  Not another one!”  Flames were slowly enveloping me as I stood before Quinn could reach me.  I was almost sobbing. “She's killed another.”  I was scrambling and half tripping as I ran for the stairs to the roof.  I heard everyone running behind me.  Merlin and Quinn were pleading with me to stop.
 
   Almost instantly after I made it to the roof my dragon form burst forth and I was leaping off the roof and flapping my mighty wings.  I felt a familiar weight land between my shoulder blades.  Quinn was stroking my neck and pleading, “Myra.  You need to calm down.  Don't go rushing into things.”
 
   I was sobbing as I gained altitude with mighty strokes of my flaming wings.  “She's killing me dragons.”  I pleaded, my voice rumbling.
 
   Quinn kept stroking my dragon neck and sending calming waves through our soul bond as I angled a dive in the direction I felt the last murder from.  She said, “You'll fly right into a trap.  That's exactly what Morgan wants love.  We need to call for tactical support and go back to bring Merlin with us.  He seemed confident he could face la Fay.”
 
   I closed my eyes and tried to calm myself, all I wanted was to go on the hunt.  I knew she was right, but... my dragons were dying.  I knew this is how a mother must feel, losing a child.  I forced myself to calm as I swooped back up into the sky and landed on Dragon Spire, the tower that Denver had constructed for me to perch on the tallest building in the city.  I spread my wings wide and I screamed, venting all my pain, all my heartache, all my fury.  It came out as a huge roar that shook the building and the streets below.  I raised my dragon head to the sky and roared again, sending a column of fire up into the clouds, lighting the sky.
 
   I started sobbing as Quinn soothed me.  Then I curled my head around and nuzzled her then nodded once.  She nodded back with tears in her eyes and I just let go of the spire.  We fell half way to the ground then I unfurled my wings and soared back into the sky.  We got back to our place and Mei, James, Merlin, and my protection detail with their weapons trained on Merlin, were all on the roof.  I flew past as Quinn shouted to the agents, “He's a friendly!”
 
   They were hesitantly lowering their weapons as I circled in for a landing between them and Merlin when I arched my back and screamed in pain when I felt as if my heart were ripped out again!  We plummeted two hundred feet to the street below and I plowed into the neighboring warehouse building, crumbling one wall and crushing a service truck.  Quinn was rolling off of my back as my dragon form faded.  Leaving me screaming in agony with the realization I had just lost another one.
 
   I was breathlessly whispering, “Two... two.”  As Quinn engulfed me into a tight hug.  I buried my face in her shirt and inhaled the scent of safety, the scent that calmed me, as I cried deeply.  I pointed at the other end of town from where I felt the first one.  How was she getting around so fast?
 
   Quinn helped me to my feet, my legs felt rubbery and I swayed.  I knew I was going into shock since I couldn't feel them.  My emotions were everywhere and hurt more than any physical pain I could imagine.  I was thinking of Queen Alexandra and how she must have felt.  There were over five dozen air elementals in her clan and she felt each of their murders.
 
   I realized we were in the elevator now going up.  There were sirens converging from all directions. I glanced out the windows through the freight elevator's cage.  There was lightning on the other side of town.
 
   Mei and James were already back in our loft and were helping Quinn support me and bring me to the couch.  My protection detail was standing near Merlin.  We heard explosions in the distance and the warbling roar of a water dragon.  Quinn was shouting for a status report.   I saw the sky light up through the skylight as huge torrents of lightning came down.  The ground shook and I screamed again, clawing at my chest.  There was the flickering light of flames in my vision and I screamed until no sound came from my lips and darkness claimed me.
 
   


  
 

Chapter 10 – Valiant
 
   I sat on a mountaintop looking at the meadow below.  I looked to the sky as a cool breeze rustled through my mass of red curls on my head.  A beautiful dragon of yellow and blue flames drifted through the air.  It spiraled down and dissolved as Caragh landed softly and gracefully near me.  She padded softly over and sat down next to me, our feet dangling over the ridge.
 
   I leaned my head to rest on her shoulder.  “She's killing me dragons,”  I whispered so the pain wouldn't cause my voice to shake.
 
   Caragh was nodding and shushing me gently and lovingly.  “I know child.  You have the strength to free Alexandra.  Then not even Morgan can stand against two queens.”
 
   I sat up and moved my head back so I could look at her in disbelief.  “But Alexandra is dead.”
 
   Caragh stood up with a sad smile for me and said, “Morgan's ego is her downfall, she binds her greatest enemies to objects to suffer a life of never ending death.  Alexandra yet lives.”
 
   I asked, “How do I free her?”
 
   She smiled sweetly at me, her red hair billowing out behind her in the wind.  “You will know what to do when the time comes Queen Myra of the Eire.”  Then she jumped off the ridge calling back, “Fly with me child.”
 
   I dove off the cliff and followed her.  Half way to the ground our dragons bloomed.  We arced up into the sky leaving twin trails of flame.  Things faded as I heard and felt my love calling me, “Myra? Myra, come on you stubborn, hot-headed Irish woman!  Come back to us love.”
 
   I opened my eyes to see the prettiest sight.  Me woman with that loving smile she reserves only for me.  Memories came rushing back in and I stood up quickly blurting, “Me dragons!”  Both Myra and Mei put their hands on me and gently forced me back down onto the couch.
 
   Tears were threatening and Quinn engulfed me in a warm hug as Mei shushed me and ran her hand through my curls.  I took two deep cleansing breaths and put on a determined face and pulled away.  I locked eyes with my protector.  “Tell me.”
 
   I noticed sunlight streaming through the windows and skylight.  It was daytime?  How long was I out?
 
   She sucked in a breath and then said, “Four.”  I covered my mouth to stop my pained cry from coming out.
 
   “Me lord,”  I squeaked.
 
   She continued.  “Morgan and about fifty griffons and gargoyles hit four of the youngest dragons.  Killing their protection details and then battling the dragons one after another.  She seems to be able to travel faster than any creature we know of since each attack was minutes apart at the farthest reaches of the city from our location.”
 
   This made me look up.  Farthest from our location?  Was Morgan... afraid of me?  And there were only seven water Drakon left in the city proper, the remainder are in Boulder and Steamboat Springs.  But two of the Denver dragons live close by.
 
   I asked another question swirling in my thoughts that were deadened by the emotional turmoil in my soul.  “Why did she go after so many so quickly, why risk it?  Why up her timetable?”
 
   Quinn almost answered, but Merlin's voice chimed in from behind me.  I looked back to see him sitting at my kitchen table with a couple agents.  I looked around as he spoke and almost gasped, there had to be thirty agents in me loft!  “Young Mei shared that thou possessed her tomes and that she tried to destroy them.  She may believe you have discovered her binding spells and believes she needs to move quickly.  These four unfortunate dragons were targets of convenience.  She has the balance of the number of dragon hearts she possesses to the number of remaining water elementals.  She will now be able to call upon water magic to help her kill the remaining water dragons so she can enslave the magic.”
 
   I blinked twice.  “But she's wrong, we're at parity.”
 
   This caused Merlin to tilt his head in question, his eyes widening a little in surprise.  I clarified, “La Fay is thinkin' that there were only eighteen water elementals includin' me so far.  There were nineteen.  Twenty if Alexandra still lives.”  Mei's eyes widened as she understood.
 
   I looked at my soul bond.  “Love?”
 
   Quinn grinned in realization and she flicked her arms and they were covered with undulating gloves of water.  Then the magic faded as Merlin smiled a predatory grin.  He said, “The blood-tie!”  Then he looked at me and then bowed low at me, averting his eyes to the floor as he said in a regal tone, “Fire... earth... AND water?  Queen Myra of the Eire, thou indeed are the descendant of Queen Caragh.  Drakon Primitus.  The only elemental to use all elements!”  Then his eyes snapped to mine then over to Quinn's.  “Doest Morgan know this?  If not, then this may verily well be the weapon we need to defeat her.  Most Queens only wield two elements.”
 
   Quinn snapped back in a hard voice, “Myra isn't going anywhere near that psychotic bitch!”
 
   But then Mei said, “But with Quinn, that's only nineteen.  She still made parity.”
 
   Now it was my turn to show a predatory grin and I said, “No, twenty counting Queen Alexandra.”
 
   Merlin took a quick step toward me and I swear he gasped then blurted, “But Alexandra was defeated.”
 
   I looked at him sadly because I knew he knew the answer.  It must have been torture for him all these centuries.  I said with compassion filling my words, “But Morgan doesn't just kill her greatest enemies does she?”
 
   I saw the pain and anger and the hurt of a savaged soul in his eyes.  He looked down and whispered, “No, she doesn't”  Then he drew himself up with a determined look.  “How do you know this to be true?”
 
   I smiled a little. “Caragh told me in a vision while I was out.  She told me that I could free Alexandra.”
 
   He quickly asked, “How?”
 
   I shrugged.  “She can never answer me plainly, it is always cryptic with her.  She is so frustratin' sometimes.  But she said I'd know what to do when the time comes.”
 
   The wizard nodded like it was sage advice.  “Then we must trust in Caragh the first Drakon Primitus.”
 
   I closed my eyes then fought off tears at what was to come and begged Quinn quietly, “Tell me.”
 
   She went about telling me of the murders.  She said with a measure of pride, “Young Thomas wiped out her horde and actually landed a blow on Morgan herself.  She is injured.  But she turned her magics on the people fleeing the scene.  Thomas was forced to turn his attention to them to protect the innocent people.  She hurt him then.  They battled down the street, he tried to get to the reservoir where he could overwhelm her with water magic.”
 
   She took a deep breath.  “An entire city block was leveled when she brought down what witnesses say looked like a thousand lightning bolts at once, dozens of people were killed.  He took the brunt of it shielding a group of people.  Nobody knows how, but he was still struggling to get to the reservoir until dozens of twisted trees impaled his body.”
 
   Merlin looked pale and green around the gills as he whispered hoarsely,  “The lightning is my magic which she stole.”
 
   Quinn shook her head, fighting off a tear as she finished,  “Thomas was one of the bravest and most valiant Drakon of our city.”
 
   I cried into her shoulder.  Thomas was no more than a boy.  He was nineteen and in college.  He didn't deserve this, he had his whole life to look forward to.  I was mad and I was... scared.  I buried my head in Quinn's shirt and inhaled deeply.  The scent of safety chased away the fear.  I straightened and then said in a dangerous tone, “I want her dead Quinn.”  She nodded.  Anger and malice were seething around inside me, threatening to overwhelm me.
 
   Quinn got to her feet and moved over to the huge antique safe built into one wall.  She ran her hand along the glossy black surface with the gold decorations and writing then turned the tumbler.  She took a breath and opened the safe then brought a wicker basket out to me.  I smiled at her.  I love this woman so.  The malice in my heart bled away.
 
   I pulled back the soft red velvet cover and looked in at the glowing red crystal shards of the Fire Stone.  I brought up my dragon senses and I could feel the life and magic surging around in the shards. Quinn knew this made me happy and relaxed me, knowing each of these was a Drakon spirit, waiting to be reunited with a descendant of my clan.  I smiled broadly and grabbed two shards that were transparent crystal now.  Two new dragons were born somewhere in the world since the last time I looked three days ago.
 
   She smiled back at me, I know she could feel my maternal instincts through our bond.  I thought about that as I looked at my spectacular mate.  I wanted a child with her soon.  I'll have to talk with her about it.  Mei was grinning and leaned over and took the two clear shards from me and handed them over to James.  He'd make sure they got back to the museum in Dublin.
 
   Merlin was now standing over us, peering into the basket with a look of awe.  I smiled up at him then over at Quinn.  She tilted her head and motioned her eyes to the basket.  I grinned like a giddy schoolgirl and started sifting through the shards, looking for one that was ready to... I stopped then lovingly picked one up.
 
   It almost vibrated in my hands.  I could feel the energy... the magic... the dragon soul inside trying to get out.  It was ready to be reborn.  I put my other hand out palm up and wiggled my fingers as I pushed my will out to it, caressing it, coaxing it out of the crystal.  A ball of red magic flowed out of the shard and it rested in the palm of my hand, bubbling with energy and excitement.
 
   Quinn took the now clear shard from me and handed it to James.  We all looked on with smiles on our faces at the living spirit dancing in my hand.  I stroked it gently and whispered to it,  “There you go wee one.  You're free now.  Go find your body.  I'll be seein' ya soon.”  Then ball pulsated almost like it was thankin' me and then it zoomed around the room playfully then darted off through the skylight.
 
   Mei giggled and placed her hands to her smiling lips like she was praying.
 
   I covered up the other shards and handed the basket to my love.  She returned them to the safe and closed the heavy door, then spun the tumbler before returning to my side.
 
   Merlin spoke with an air of reverence in his voice, “The magic of creation itself.  I thought I would never witness such as this.  I thank thee for this Myra.”
 
   I reached out and gave his hand a little squeeze and a smile.  Then I turned to Quinn.  “That's fightin' dirty, love.”
 
   She shrugged with an innocent look on her face.  “I don't like feeling your venom.  Leave the violence to me that's what I'm here for.”
 
   I leaned my forehead against hers then gave her a quick peck on the lips,  “No Agent Trask, this is what you are here for.”  I smiled as I stared into her twinkling eyes.  Then I took a deep breath and sat back on the couch.
 
   Quinn was in motion, talking to the various agents and police officers in the room.  “Ok, I'm going to need all the information we have about the attacks, and I need it yesterday!  Grove, we're setting up here as HQ, get what we need.”  She turned to an officer. “We need all surveillance in a ten block radius of each attack, we need to know how she is getting around.”  She clapped her hands together in rapid succession. “Come on people.  Now.  We have a psychotic magic user on the loose that we need to bring to justice!”
 
   Then she added, “And for God's sake, can someone get Doctor O'Connel, some food?  Her hunger is killing me!”  I thought for a second.  Me lord, she's right, I feel like I haven't eaten in a week! My stomach growled with comic timing.  I looked at me girl as she took charge.  I bit my lower lip in want. She was so sexy when she was doin' her thing!
 
   She shot a silly look at me.  I held my hands up in surrender.  I know woman, not the time for thoughts like that.  I smiled at her innocently.  She just grinned and turned to coordinate with her team.
 
   


  
 

Chapter 11 – Diversion
 
   After I had been fed, with what seemed like half the Denver Police force, FBI and Interpol watching in disbelief of the sheer amount of food I was shoveling in, I took a deep breath.  I called over to Quinn, “Ok, now what can I be doin' ta help?”
 
   She just simply said, “Stay safe.”  Without looking back at me as, she stood with a ring of people around the kitchen table, sifting through enormous amounts of data and reviewing surveillance footage.
 
   I almost growled. “I can't just be sittin' around doin' nothing ya know!”  She stiffened a bit then turned and walked to me.  She had the gleam of a hunter in her eye as she lovingly rested her hand on my arms.  She whispered, “I need you safe.  Leave this to me.  I'll find her.”
 
   I closed my eyes and shook my head in resignation.  I whispered back, “I know love.  But I can...”  I paused and glanced over at Mei and James.  “...WE can help.  Let us go over the information with you. It is what we do.  We find patterns and sift through data for a livin', ya know now.”
 
   It was her turn to close her eyes then she nodded once and let go of my arms and walked back to the table without looking back at me.  She looked at Dawna and said, “Grove, get copies of all of this to Doctor O'Connell's team.”
 
   Mei almost clapped with excitement.  James just tilted his long face at me in thanks.  I knew they were feeling as useless as I was.  I looked around then asked, “Where's Merlin?”  This caused most of the room to look around, the wizard was nowhere to be seen.
 
   Quinn got a call.  “What the hell?  Ok... get them into the abandoned warehouse Myra crashed into yesterday.  Set up a perimeter.”  She hung up and looked at the phone in her hand.
 
   I shot a questioning look at her from across the room.  She explained, “That was the ground floor team.  There are hundreds of magic users, creatures, and fairies showing up downstairs.  Seeking you out for asylum.  They are terrified of Morgan.  It seems Merlin is out there getting everyone to the one place he feels is safe.  The home of the Queen of the dragons.”
 
   She nodded once at an agent from the international task-force and the man was instantly on his radio, calling in reinforcements and heavy weapons to defend the block and all the newly arrived refugees at our place.
 
   Then Quinn looked at Dawna.  “Grove get out there and find the most influential people or creatures out there and see if anyone will volunteer to help guard the perimeter.  We have virtually no defense against magic.” The blonde agent just nodded once and grabbed a couple police officers then headed out the door.
 
   I blinked.  I wouldn't have thought of that.  Then I had an idea, I spoke loudly over the new commotion in the room.  “Morgan is after me water dragons.  What if me earth dragons helped to guard the newcomers?”
 
   Quinn turned slowly, deep in thought.  She started nodding. “Good idea Myr... Doctor.  Do it, but not too many I'll inform the perimeter guards.”
 
   I nodded, and grabbed my mobile and started dialing.  My heart was swelling with pride as the earth dragons of my Drakon clan didn't even hesitate to say they would be right here.  I had called four of them and all four of them said yes instantly.
 
   We went back to work sifting through the data.  I was watching the surveillance video when I felt something that made me smile.  I was running for the stairs to the roof.  Quinn looked over as I said with pride in my voice, “Incoming!”  My mate, Mei, James, and two other agents followed.  Quinn somehow got in front of me and we opened the door to the roof.  The sharpshooters around the roof turned to look at us then turned back to their jobs.
 
   I pointed to the sky. A huge stone dragon was gliding on the wind currents, approaching quickly. Two more swooped in behind him.  Then I turned the other direction and a fourth came swooping down toward the roof.  A minute later, four men lightly dropped to the roof as their dragon aspects dissolved from around them.
 
   I hugged each man.  “Thank you for comin'.  There's a lot of innocent magic users and creatures in that warehouse just there.”  I pointed.  “They're needin' the protection of the dragons of the Eire now, from the woman murderin' our kin, Morgan la Fay.”
 
   The men nodded in determination.  And Quinn said, to them and into her radio, “I need one dragon per side.  The perimeter guard is one block out, coordinate with them.”
 
   They nodded and simply dove off the roof and a moment later four granite dragons swooped up into the air in different directions.  We watched as they landed on the surrounding rooftops near sniper teams.  Then as one they raised their heads and issued a challenge to all.  Their roars shook the ground and the windows shuddered, car alarms started going off for blocks.  I almost had to cover my ears.  I forgot I was still in dragon mode and my senses were expanded.  I blinked my inner eyelids then my outer eyelids over my red dragon eyes.  I looked around at the awe-inspiring sight.  I whispered, “Me boys will protect them.”
 
   Quinn grinned at me and took one last look, then satisfied she took my arm gently and led me back inside with the others directly behind.  Before she left me to get back to her group, she said, “Wow.”
 
   I grinned and nodded. “Aye, wow.”
 
   I looked at the videos with fresh eyes now and noticed something.  I grabbed the iPad and started sifting through the videos and felt the blood drain from my face.  I must have been broadcasting because Quinn turned from the table to look at me and Mei was looking at me in concern.  “Are you ok Myra?”
 
   I nodded. “Sorry.  Yes, just memories.  I know how she is getting' around now.”
 
   Quinn and a couple agents joined us and I started playing back some video from the first murder last night from almost two blocks away from the attack.  I pointed at an alley entrance.  “See?”
 
   James shook his head and I zoomed in the best I could until it got too grainy and played it again. There was a little bit of motion.  Some dust was kicked up and a few leaves were blown along the ground.
 
   Quinn was shaking her head but then her eyes snapped wide as she took the tablet from me and zoomed back out.  Seeing what I had, or what I had not seen either.  There were no trees anywhere on the block in the frame of the camera.  Where had the leaves come from?  She muttered, “Shit.”
 
   I nodded and grabbed the tablet back and found a couple more videos from a block or two away from two of the other murders.  The same thing.
 
   She muttered, “She's using Saint Geroge's leaf hurricane teleport spell.”
 
   I shook my head.  “No, he had no magic of his own, it was all stolen.  It was most likely her spell all along.”
 
   She looked around. “I wonder what the range of that thing is.”
 
   James had his thinking face on.  I looked over at him and cocked an eyebrow.  Mei followed my gaze and asked, “Care to share with the class Stretch?”
 
   He held up a finger and walked quickly over to the kitchen table to the city map spread out over it. He looked at the four locations marked on it and then absently asked,  “Does anyone have any string?”
 
   One man reached down and untied one boot and unlaced his shoe and handed the shoelace to James.  We all peered in over his shoulder when James put one end of the shoelace on a pin he put in at the location of the camera by the alley, then measured to the next, then did the same for the other two camera locations.  He continually measured the result against the map scale and jotted down some numbers.
 
   Then he did some math and then put the string on the scale a few times until he got what he wanted and tied a knot there. Then he placed the end of the string on each camera pin again and with a pen, he held the string tight and drew an arc at the knot, repeating it for each location and they all crossed somewhere in the middle.  He grinned and measured from the cross to a pin and then drew a circle that intersected all of the pins.  It just missed the attack locations and the fourth attack was well within the circle.
 
   Then he quietly said,  “There is her range.”  Then he stabbed a pin in the middle where the arcs crossed.  “And that is where she staged it all from.  That's why you only saw the leaves in three of the four areas.  The cameras went to static before the attacks, but that fourth one she just went directly for the attack since she could reach her target when she teleported so the cameras were already staic.”  Shite, he is a smart man, James is.
 
   Mei was hugging his arm in adoration and I was nodding in appreciation.  Quinn grabbed his arm and gave it a squeeze.  Her radio was up and she was dialing on her mobile at the same time.  “We need all assets mobilized to Fourteenth and Washington!  Arcane incursion, ready state Red Alpha.  I repeat Red Alpha.”
 
   Someone muttered, “That's near Saint John's Cathedral!”
 
   Quinn was already running to the door with a couple other agents in tow.  She pointed at Dawna and then at me.  Agent Grove nodded once and my detail got closer to me, Mei, and James.  Quinn yelled back at me as the door was closing,  “STAY here!”  She reinforced it fiercely through our soul bond.
 
   It hurt a little, we hunt together all the time.  But I could already imagine her response in my head. “Not against someone who is hunting you!” The worst part of it all was that I knew she was right, but that didn't mean I had to like it!
 
   Things got unnaturally quiet in the loft suddenly, people were moving around in an organized fashion.  I got the sense of a veil of professionalism around us as everyone was doing their job, but under it all I could feel their excitement too... even though they were stuck here with me, they were still part of the hunt.
 
   After a couple minutes, Dawna waved me over to the large tactical screen that was wheeled in earlier.  A map bloomed on it and it and a mass of red dots showed a block from Saint Johns.  Then one by one, feeds from the helmet cams of the squad leaders bloomed around the perimeter.  My eyes snapped to the one labeled Quinn Trask.
 
   I looked at the others in her squad, they were all geared up in body armor with cast iron plating, it had some sort of property that deadened magical attack.  It didn't stop them, but seemed to disperse the effects and lessen the damage.  Quinn, of course, had no body armor on.  Through her feed, I saw her checking her team's gear and striking her hands down on their shoulder pads to let them know they were good to go.
 
   I smiled when she got to Steve.  No last name... just Steve.  The big minotaur was the first mystical being to pass the accelerated training for the International Arcane Taskforce.  His armor made him look like a huge tank and his bullish face and large horns made him look deadly.  She slapped his shoulders then he turned around to her and she brought up her granite armor over her entire torso.  Steve  brought his huge fists down on her shoulders with a grin then she dissolved her armor.
 
   Everyone did a check with base.  I smiled when Quinn checked in.  There was some agent at the radios responding to their checks.  Then Quinn said, “Team Alpha reconnoiter.”  Then she and her five-man team.  Well, four man and one bull team started down the block, leaving the main body of the assault team behind.  A second extraction team shadowed them.
 
   I couldn't have pulled my eyes from the screen if I wanted to.  I could taste the predatory feelings in my mate from here.  The only thing stronger was her sense of justice, guiding and molding that thrill of the hunt.  I noticed I was breathing in time with her on the screen, my adrenaline was pumping too.
 
   They checked all the buildings as they went, with hand-held video cameras.  Then they would clear the buildings and corral any civilians.  Men from the extraction team would lead the civilians out to a safe zone a couple blocks away.  It was amazing watching this all unfold.
 
   Every building in a two-block radius had been cleared, except the cathedral itself.  Quinn's team approached with caution.  She glanced up at the blocky Gothic structure then did a double take and moved the squad back behind the building and took another look.  She slowly scanned the towers, maintaining radio silence.  I didn't see anything.  Then suddenly my eyes went wide and I pointed at the screen at the gargoyles lining the roof.
 
   Dawna nodded and the communications officer relayed to the assault team.  “Thirty hostiles on roof of St. Johns.  Stone class.”
 
   Quinn did some hand motions and one man darted off behind the building they were hiding behind as my protector herself used the trees along the approach to hide her from the creatures above. Something distracted the gargoyles from down the block, it sounded like someone banging on a trash can.  The moment their heads turned, Quinn darted to the side of the cathedral, out of their line of sight.
 
   I looked at Quinn's handheld camera feed as she raised it up to the window.  Then I heard a collective gasp from around the room as we saw the entire church filled with gargoyles, griffons, a few scattered minotaur, and some bat-like creatures I couldn't identify.  Then her camera and handheld went to static and all hell broke loose over the radios.
 
   I heard gunshots and crunching and the sound of creatures shrieking in challenge.  The comm officer was calling in the main assault force, “Case Normandy!  I repeat Case Normandy!” My heart was speeding up as I heard multiple thuds and grunts from Quinn.  I felt pain in my side then my left cheek.  She was getting hurt!  I was pacing back and forth and Mei was trying to calm me down.
 
   A minute later the main body of the assault team arrived we got glances of the chaos before the video went to static.  Quinn's team was pinned and she was trapped by the cathedral by a large group of creatures, she was defiantly forcing them back with her flaming granite fists and roundhouse kicks.  The cacophony of sound increased exponentially.  Guns were firing, people were screaming... men were dying.
 
   I almost collapsed when it felt like something slashed my leg.  “Quinn!”  I screamed and I couldn't stop myself, I leapt almost to the ceiling and my dragon erupted from me as I clawed through the ceiling and skylight and leapt into the air.  I barely noticed Mei shielding everyone from the heat of my flames and debris from the skylight as I flapped away.  Quinn needed me, she was hurt!
 
   I got maybe a fourth of the way there when it happened.  I was struck by multiple simultaneous bolts of lightning.  Multiple times more powerful than anything Saint George had ever thrown at me.  I could feel it through my cloak of flames.  I tried to stay aloft, but the pain blurred my vision.  I was struck again and I spiraled out of the sky.  The enormous sound from the impact of my giant dragon form striking the ground at terminal velocity filled my ears.
 
   I felt it through the burning pain of the lightning.  I may have cracked a rib or two in the fall.  I floundered to all fours and pulled myself out of the crater in the road I crashed into, and there standing no more than fifty yards in front of me was Jackie... Morgan la Fay with a staff in her hand and two on her back.  The one in her hand glowed like Merlin's.  I flashed back to him saying she stole his lightning.  She didn't look injured, but I thought that Thomas... then I cringed.  She had consumed the dragon hearts from her murders last night and healed.
 
   I stood on my haunches and spread my wings, I pulled back my dragon head, preparing to hit her with my most powerful dragon fire.  She shook her head and said,  “Ut ut, none of that now.”  And I screamed in pain as gnarled and twisted tree trunks sprung from the ground impaling my dragon form. Four went through my wings and two crossed under my chin, preventing me from letting loose my dragon fire at her.
 
   I tugged with all my might but couldn't tear my wings free.  I tried to dissolve them but couldn't.  I screamed at her, the ground shaking, “Why are you doing this?”
 
   She laughed, and it was something decidedly evil, something... the woman was deep in the pit of insanity.  Then she said, “Because I want to make this body whole.  Then I want the world to cower at my feet when I command all the elements.  I was so close before.  Until Merlin bound me to Avalon.  I had to watch the world from there as I withered and died as time slowly took me.  But I took that pompous Light Bringer with me.”
 
   I was twisting and thrashing at the trees as she started walking toward me.  The trees and plants along the road withered and died as she passed.  She was like the angel of death herself.  She laughed at my struggles.  “My, you are powerful aren't you, my spells can barely contain you, unlike your pathetic water dragons.”  I roared in defiance and yanked again.  Two of the trees were slowly being pulled from the ground.
 
   She smirked. “I had wanted to find out how you were able to get out of my trap in the woods.  It should have been impossible.  I crafted the spells specifically to counter your two elements of fire and water, Queen.”  She sneered when she said Queen, like it was a joke.  “But then I figured it out after watching your battle with the fool Georgios of Lydda.  He was using my teachings to counter your elemental magics.  The granite walls and earth prison in the end... your blood-tie was wielding earth magic.  She is a reborn earth elemental.  It took the two of you to defeat him.”
 
   She walked up to me and started stroking the flames of my dragon wings and the flames cooled and pulled back from her, I could feel the fire element flowing through me screaming in pain.  She smiled and said, “I knew it would just be a matter of time until someone figured out where I staged the murders of your dragons last night.  So I set up a little... distraction there.  I knew your champion would be leading the charge.  All my pets there have instructions to kill her at all costs.”
 
   She turned her back to me and I thrashed again.  She turned once again but looked a little nervous that one of the trees was almost uprooted now.  “She and her annoying earth magics won't be here to help you this time.  And now that I have taken your control over the water elements and countered your fire element.  It is a simple matter of me taking your heart and enslaving the fire element to my will as well.  With you and your precious Agent Trask dead, it will be mine to bind.  I will take the rest of your water dragons shortly thereafter since I now command their element.”
 
   She seemed almost giddy.  “The earth dragons will fall to me quickly when I control the three other elements!”
 
   She swapped her staff for one that glowed differently, I recognized the glow from the staff of Saint George's I had destroyed.  A water staff!
 
   She smirked. “Oh, you recognize it?  I thought it would be poetic to drown you with your own element before tearing your heart from your body now that you can't do anything about it.”
 
   She slammed the staff to the ground and all the hydrants in the area exploded and torrents of water shot toward me.  I growled at her and reached out for the water with my mind.  It seemed confused and a little frightened at what it was doing, I caressed it and promised I would make things batter.  I asked if it could do me a favor.
 
   The look on Morgan's face when all the streams of water twisted around each other into a huge water dragon that struck out at her was priceless.  She dove to the side as it hit the road where she had stood.  The ground shook as asphalt chunks went flying in all directions.  A piece hit her in the side and she tumbled along the ground.  I was laughing as she got to her feet as I redirected the water beast toward her again.
 
   She pulled her hand from her side to see blood on it then she dropped the staff and grabbed the third and struck it to the ground.  Twisted trunks and branches sprang forth, forming a wooden barrier between her and the water construct.  It wasted its fury against her improvised shield.  She switched staffs again and slammed it to the ground and I was struck by burning lightning again.  I lost my concentration and the water splashed to the ground.
 
   The wood parted and she strode out toward me, seething in fury.  “How did you do that!?  It is impossible, the scales tilt in my favor!”
 
   I laughed at her through my pain.  “Apparently, they never taught counting in your day.  Me water elementals numbered nineteen.  We are at parity you eejit, the scales tilt slightly in my favor don't ya know.  I will not allow you to warp and twist me water element to your evil purposes.”
 
   She screamed at me then slammed the lightning staff on the ground with twice the fury as before.  I braced myself for the searing pain.  About a thousand or so lightning bolts came streaking down from the heavens at me.  I closed my eyes and heard a deafening roar of energy and the smell of ozone where the lightning burned the air itself... but no pain.
 
   I opened my eyes and there was a huge white stag standing between me and la Fay.  Energy was arcing around between its antlers, it had taken the strike for me!  Then it took a step toward Morgan and it was Merlin, not a stag.  There was no shimmering, no dissolving of the form.  One instant it was a majestic buck and the next it was a man.  Then I remembered the tales of Merlin being a shapeshifter.
 
   His voice boomed out to her,  “I will not allow you to use my power against the Drakon, Morgan!” I saw the back of his shirt was covered in blood, there looked to be a stone claw in his back.  He was hurt!
 
   Then the battle of lightning and arcane energies played out in front of my eyes.  Merlin, even injured, was spectacular.  He was backing her up, stopping everything she threw at him.  One of his strikes made it through when he motioned with his hand and one of the hydrants laying on the ground behind her slammed into her back.
 
   She was hurt... bad.  She screeched and threw some seeds into the water flowing past and about twelve large tree creatures grew up between them and they all started attacking Merlin.  As he held them off with his lightning and his staff, Morgan raised to her feet and dragged herself toward me with an evil smirk on her face.
 
   She got up to me, and yelled toward Merlin, “You have lost Light Bringer!  Another element is mine!”  She thrust her hand through my flames like they weren't even there and her fingers sank through my chest, burning through my flesh as they tore, bones breaking.  I couldn't even scream in pain as her hand wrapped around my heart and she pulled with all her might.
 
   I thrashed through the searing pain and whipped my tail around and slammed it into her side.  This caught her off guard and she went tumbling along the road and hit the curb.  She staggered to her feet hissing out, “Impossible!  Why could I not tear it free?”  Then her eyes squinted.  “The blood-tie! That infernal soul bond!  Trask yet lives!”
 
   I ignored the searing pain in my chest and gazed down at her.  My sight was red with bloodlust and I heard my voice saying to her from a million miles away.  “Yet again you underestimate me you wee madwoman.  Do you want to know how I got out of your trap in the woods?  It wasn't me Quinn.  I am a Drakon Primitus!”  Slabs of granite burst from the ground as I thanked the earth elements for their help.  The granite effortlessly reduced the trees holding me to kindling as I reared up.  A glint of blue caught my eye.  The amulet around her neck that bound the air elements to her will.
 
   She whispered, “But... the First Dragon is a myth...”
 
   I reared up and roared and willed a stalagmite to come spearing up from the ground toward her.  It struck the amulet with an immense amount of force that sent her tumbling back to the ground.  She scrambled to her feet and I saw a small crack in the amulet flaring as I heard sirens converging on our location.  A bubbling blue energy came from the amulet then rocketed out into the sky.  I grinned, the amulet was clear now.
 
   Merlin had just dispatched the last tree beast and flicked his hand out toward Morgan.  Her lightning staff leapt to his hand.
 
   I reared back then sent all my elemental fury toward her, my flames shot out just as she threw a handful of leaves up in the air and vanished before my inferno engulfed the area she once stood.  I turned my head up and roared in fury, a pyre of flames lighting the heavens.  She had escaped again!
 
   I looked over at Merlin and he staggered then slammed Morgan's staff against his and they fused together into a single, double headed staff.
 
   I dissolved my dragon aspect and ran to his side and steadied him.  He smiled sadly at me.  “She can no longer use my power against the Drakon until she constructs another staff.  I never thought I would live to witness the fury of a Queen of the Drakon unleashed.  Thou art a vision Myra.  But my time here is done.”  He pulled the claw from his back.  There was so much blood.  “I leave it to thee to protect the realm my lady.  I am finally free.”
 
   He staggered and I supported him.  He gently pushed away from me and slammed his staff to the ground.  Tens of thousands of lightning bolts came down from the heavens.  I was blinded for a second and I could feel the immense power of Merlin, the Light Bringer.  A tear rolled down my cheek as my vision came back and Merlin was no more.  I collapsed a moment later.
 
   


  
 

Chapter 12 – Fury
 
   I had just made it to the cathedral unnoticed.  I silently thanked McGregor for the distraction.  I looked at my wrist monitor as I raised my camera to the window and was shocked at what I saw. Hundreds of creatures packed the cathedral and I thought to myself, “Shit Quinn, you've really stepped in it this time,” as the monitor went to static.
 
   I exhaled and thought to myself, “What is it James tells Myra?  Dragon up?”  I flicked my arms and flaming granite encased my arms and legs as all hell broke loose.  Every door and window exploded out and mystical creatures started pouring through them.  My team engaged, but it seemed that most of them were charging me instead of them.
 
   I took a deep breath then charged at the first group in front of me.  I was trading blows with a minotaur and landing spinning sweeping kicks to keep the others surrounding me at bay.  Damn, where is Steve?  This guy is a hell of a lot stronger than me.  He struck my arm and it felt like he hit me with a Volkswagen.
 
   I grabbed the horns of the bull monster and leapt into the air over his head, pulling him backward with me.  I landed behind him still grasping his horns. His back was arched backwards then I kicked with all my might.
 
   There was a sickening crunch as my stone hardened foot, crushed the bones in his back.  He bellowed as he fell to the ground.  I was hit in the face by a gargoyle, it would have torn my head off if I hadn't instinctively covered my body in flame when I sensed the danger.  It still hurt.  I backflipped and landed on it's back and grabbed its wings and yanked.  With the sound of granite grinding against granite, they tore away from its body.  It bucked me off roaring in pain, then I swung one of its own wings at it and took its head clean off of its shoulders.
 
   My team had finally reached me, and we were all fighting back to back.  The gunfire was almost deafening.  I heard a bellow and glanced over to see Steve charging another minotaur.  They locked horns and arms in a violent crash.  Then Steve twisted his arms around and swung up, breaking their grips on each other and a moment later he had his assault rifle pinned against the rib-cage of the beast and he emptied a clip into its gut.  The other minotaur collapsed to the ground, unmoving, in a puddle of blood.
 
   Steve glanced at me and shrugged his shoulders, snorted steam from his nose and then he dove back into battle.  I suppressed a laugh and went about taking on a trio of griffons surrounding me.  These all smelled of rot.  I figured that none of them was real that they were all magical constructs formed by Morgan's magic.
 
   We fought for a few minutes, and I was starting to get a bad feeling as the rest of the assault team arrived.  The gunfire multiplied and the shrieks of creatures and men drown out everything else as I realized... Morgan la Fay was not here!  This was a diversion!  Oh shit!  Myra!  I was distracted and a griffon clawed my leg right above my granite covering.  I almost fell and I could feel Myra's fury and fear through our bond.  I thought, “Please Myra, keep it together, don't do anything foolish!”
 
   I covered most of my body in granite armor now and dove at the griffons.  A minute later I saw a squad fall to a group of bat-like creatures.  Dammit, they are pushing us back!  It is like they are all homing in on me and my men are just getting in the way.  I blanched at that.  My god, they are.  My men are dying when all those things want is me.  I started running down the road yelling, “You want me? Come get me!”
 
   It was like a wave as the creatures turned to follow me.  I grinned as I led them away.  They were being shredded from behind by my team as the beasts ignored them to chase me.  Ok, I can work with this.  When there was some separation from my men I charged at the horde, there must have still been fifty or so.  I bellowed a challenge like Myra would and slammed into the two gargoyles in the lead. Bringing my fists down in a pile driver and reducing their heads to rubble.
 
   My team must have understood what I had figured out and they kept their distance as the sharpshooters picked off one baddie at a time.  I was taking too much damage, I'd have to put an end to this soon before I got sloppy and got myself dead.
 
   I had just thrown one of the bat creatures into an oncoming griffon when my back arched in pain and my wings felt as if they were on fire!  Wait, my wings?  I don't have any w... MYRA!  She was in trouble!
 
   In my distraction the last minotaur had slammed into me, sending me tumbling along the ground. The granite on my side was cracked and crumbling and my ribs hurt like hell.  I repaired my granite armor and rolled up onto a knee.  Shit!  The minotaur was bearing down on me and I didn't have time to react.
 
   But then there was a huge white buck standing between me and the minotaur, it locked horns with the beast and stopped it dead in its charge.  The white stag shook its head and sent the bull careening into its oncoming allies with such force that I heard a crunching and cracking of bone and the pained cries as the beast and some of the horde died painfully.
 
   The stag was suddenly Merlin and he slammed his staff on the ground and dozens of lightning bolts came down and struck in the middle of the enemy.  I could smell the acrid smell of rotting flesh burning as the remaining combatants fell.  Merlin was crouching in front of me and offered a hand to help me stand.  I allowed my granite armor to fade.
 
   He had a crooked smile on his face.  “Thou art a formidable warrior lady Quinn.  I would be remiss in my pledge to Queen Myra if I were allowed harm to befall you.”
 
   I started to smile, but then my eyes widened as I saw a massively damaged gargoyle diving at Merlin's back.  My arm was covering itself with granite as I started pulling him aside and swung at the beast.  It had sunk its front claw into Merlin's back before I severed it with my strike.  He spun as he fell and lightning shot from his staff, reducing the gargoyle to dust.
 
   He was gasping and panting in pain as I rushed toward him just to fall to the ground writhing in pain as white hot energy tore at me.  No, not me.  I gasped out as I fell, “Myra.”  Merlin nodded and forced himself to his feet then he was gone.  I mean no fanfare, no poof.  Just gone.
 
   Steve had reached me and pulled me to my feet,  I gasped out, “Myra is in trouble.  She's between here and the loft.”
 
   Steve nodded and dragged me along with him to a Humvee saying,  “K boss.”  He tore the door off the driver's side and then tore out the driver's seat and got in.  I grinned and got in the passenger side, trying to catch my breath, as Steve navigated the streets, driving like a bat out of hell.  I saw a tremendous lightning display in front of us.  I felt Myra's fear, then surprise that she was still alive.  There was a delay then another lightning blast, it hurt bad, then I clawed at my chest, it felt like my heart was being crushed I panicked and trashed my tail at the offending pain... no, Myra thrashed her tail.
 
   Her roars were shaking the ground and we were still almost a mile away.  God she was spectacular.
 
   Then I felt something else from her, almost smug vindication.  Then I could feel it, something immense being released into the world.  Something full of glee and I saw a blue light shooting through the sky.  Myra had freed something and her emotions were the same as when she defeated George's dome shield.
 
   There was a huge roar that was deafening from here and I saw Myra's flames shoot up into the heavens as she challenged all.
 
   We pulled up to my girl, covered in her beautiful dragon scales, laying in the street as emergency vehicles converged on the scene.  It looked like a battlefield!  Her clothing was shredded and burned away, I assumed from another of  Morgan's traps.  I just cradled Myra in my arms.  Steve pulled his shirt off of his back and covered Myra's almost naked form with it then stood guard with his back to us, snorting steam out of his nostrils.
 
   I rode with her in the ambulance to the hospital with three thoughts on my mind.  Where was Morgan?  Where was Merlin?  And that I was going to kill Myra for letting herself get drawn into a trap like that.  No, make that four thoughts.  I was so very relieved that the woman I loved had survived.
 
   


  
 

Chapter 13 – Awakening
 
   My eyes snapped open, I was so very cold.  Where was Morgan?  She had to pay for what she did to my air dragons!
 
   I couldn't breathe, I couldn't move.  Tark's horn I was cold!  Was this ice?  I was encased in ice!  What magic was this?  I reached out and almost gasped in joy when my air elemental magic answered me once again.  I was only at half strength battling Morgan with water magic only after she had stolen my control over the air elements.  I pushed with all my might as I let my dragon out and the ice shattered all around me and I gasped as sweet, sweet air filled my lungs.
 
   I took wing and scanned the mountain for Morgan.  I, Queen Alexandra from the Wind Dragon clan would put an end to her treachery.  The very mountain had changed, I had emerged from a glacier. What trickery was this?  I flapped my wings in mighty strokes and almost struck a mechanical flying contraption.  I turned my gaze down to the tiny town of Olso.  There was a huge city below.  I glided down and could see mechanical conveyances traveling the roads that looked to be hewn from smooth stone.
 
   I blinked. “How long have I been entombed in that ice?”  I reached out my dragon senses.  I gasped, the other clans were gone!  I felt a tiny group of Drakon far to the west.  I could also taste the decay of the twisted magics of Morgan in that direction.  I turned and flew steadily west, gaining as much speed and altitude as I could.  I pulled away from two smaller but quick mechanical flying contraptions that had given chase, the men inside motioning for me to land.  I smiled, I AM the wind, how did they think they could catch me?
 
   I would seek out the remaining dragons of this time and with them, dispatch the evil that is Morgan la Fay!
 
   


  
 

Chapter 14 – Recovery
 
   I sat up in my hospital bed and looked at my scale covered body.  I glanced over and almost snorted at the power drill on the side table with the diamond tipped bit then down to the IV in me arm.  This brought back bitter memories of that battle that felt so very long ago.
 
   There was a commotion in the hall, I could hear Quinn yelling at people, “She's awake!” She pushed through the guards outside the door. She was in a hospital gown like I was and looked battered and bruised and was limping terribly, but still able to push through the hospital staff and armed agents. I smiled inside, she had gained some of my dragon strength through our blood-tie.
 
   She stopped struggling when our eyes met and the agents released her.  I couldn't read her eyes, but I could feel a bunch of emotions swirling around.  Shite, I was in trouble.
 
   She took two long strides to the side of my bed and I looked down sheepishly.  She said in a husky voice, “Damn right you're in trouble.  You know better than to be so impulsive and take off like that! I... you... I could have lost you Myra!”
 
   I looked up at her.  She had a terrible bruise on the side of her face, I could feel it throbbing on my cheek.  I reached up and gently caressed her face.  “I know love.  But, you were hurt.  I just get a little crazy when me girl is in trouble.”
 
   She smiled and leaned into my caress but then suddenly yanked away.  “God damn it Myra!”
 
   I grinned at her now flawless face and cringed a bit at my now bruised cheek.  I get a wee bit anxious when I see her hurt and feel a compulsion to heal her and take her injuries on myself.  It is part of our bond. Besides, I'll have that fecking bruised cheek healed in minutes.  “Ow.”
 
   She shook her head slowly. “You deserve it for that.  Stop doing that, my pain is mine ok?”
 
   I took her hand and placed my other hand on her arm and said in an apologetic tone, “Ok.  I'm sorry Quinn, but I am what I am, ya know.”
 
   She yanked her now healed arm away from me.  She seemed to growl but then rolled her eyes and sighed in resignation.  “One day you'll shock the hell out of me by doing what you are told.”
 
   I grinned in mirth at that and said, “I'm not big on doin' what I'm told Agent Trask.  But I do find me-self quite fond of you tryin'.”
 
   She looked back at the people standing in the room now and lowered her eyes almost sheepishly and leaned in and kissed me gently on the lips then stood.  May the good lord forgive us if the mighty Agent Trask showed her girl some compassion in front of others!  I smiled at her, shaking my head.  “There, now was that such a hard thing for me protector to do?”
 
   She shook her head as she fought her smile... she lost.  Then she said softly, “What am I going to do with you lady?”
 
   I bit my lower lip in response and she whispered, “Hey, don't be starting something you can't finish until we get back home.”
 
   The doctors finally pried her away from me to bring her to her own room.  Then some medical types came in and examined me, asking questions.  I took the time to assess myself.  About two-thirds of my body was still covered in the dragon scales that emerge from me to protect me from damage. The rest of my skin was red and a little bubbled from the lightning strikes that got through.  But all in all it wasn't as bad as I fared against Blaine when he hit me with lightning before I had my dragon aspect up to protect me.
 
   They said that when I was brought in I had a some cracked ribs, most likely from my plummet to earth, but that was healed up now.  I also had a crushed sternum where Morgan had gone after my heart.  I had been out for almost ten hours.
 
   I looked around the room and there were tons of flowers and cards strewn about.  I smiled fondly at them.  The people of Denver... my people, the charges that I protect, seem to fawn over this wee lass.  I loved them all like I loved me own dragons.
 
   I was about to go stir crazy later that afternoon when I smelled a familiar shampoo and a sweet voice at the door said, “Knock knock.”
 
   I looked out to see Mei standin' there, behind the guards.  I smiled at her. “Well now, don't just be standin' there you silly betty.  Come in.”
 
   She scrunched up her face.  “I would but Gigantor and Frankenstein here won't let me through.”
 
   I snapped, “Let me friend through you overprotective lunks!  Don't make me go all dragon on yer asses.”  The men exchanged looks then one whispered into his wrist radio.  Why is he whispering when he knows I can hear plain as day.  He just asked for permission for Matchstick to enter.  I almost giggled at the callsign they gave her.
 
   A moment later he wordlessly stepped aside.  Mei comically stepped directly into his private space and stared up at him.  Her five-foot nothin' glaring up at his six foot four.  I swear the bloke had a bit of a smile fighting at the corners of his mouth as he just stoically stared straight ahead.  She walked through the door saying, “Yeah, that's what I thought.”  I caught the other guard restraining a smile.
 
   That got me chuckling at her, and I commented, “Well done Mei, I'll make a good Irish woman out of you yet.”
 
   She sat down beside me and looked around conspiratorially and pulled a large corned beef sub out of her bag and handed it to me.  “Oh, bless you woman!  May you have a world of wishes at your command!  This feckin' place is just feedin' me human portions and me stomach is thinkin' my throat has been slit!”
 
   I started munching on the offering as she looked at my patchwork of skin and scales.  She smiled a little and pulled off a scale that had been torn asunder by the lightning.  “Quinn will want this.”  She said.  I grinned.  She ran her fingers along the junction of skin and scales on my arm in fascination. She has seen it dozens of times, but it never gets old to the researcher in her.
 
   I tilted my head at my friend. “So, how bad?”
 
   She exhaled and then looked at the ceiling.  “Well, the least of it is the Myra shaped hole in your ceiling.”  I snorted at her wry humor.  Shite, I'll have to get a contractor in to repair that.
 
   She said in a somber tone, “Twenty-seven men were killed in the ambush at  Saint John's Cathedral.”  I winced.  Then she added, “Fifteen more were wounded.”
 
   I nodded then she said in a careful voice, “It could have been much worse if they all weren't trying to get to Quinn for some reason.”
 
   I heard the heavy clomping of hooves out in the hall and both Mei and I looked back to see Steve walking past the door with a bandage across his cheek.  Mei smiled. “Steve backed Quinn in the fight.” I smiled at that, I liked the big oaf.
 
   She pursed her lips then said, “Dawna... Agent Grove said that it looked like it was a trap for Quinn to get you two separated and get you to do exactly what you did, fly off without thinking to help her. As much as I hate to say it, Morgan is damn smart and she almost pulled it off.”
 
   I winced and thought about all the fear I had of Saint George and how the thought of facing him again had made me want to hide in a closet and hug my knees in terror.  All that fear was nothing compared to how I thought of la Fay now.  She had her hand on my heart!  I had known that I was dead at that moment, but somehow she wasn't able to yank it from my chest.  After I had regained my wits, I put up false bravado when I re-engaged her in battle.  But I truly think she still took something from me... my confidence.  Me lord, I'm shaking even now just thinkin' about it.
 
   I subconsciously put my hand on my chest, feeling the raised flesh and scales where her fingers penetrated it.  Mei shot me a pained look and put her hand on top of mine and pulled it away.  She whispered,  “Get out of your head lady.  You stopped her.  Next time we will be ready.”
 
   Then she brightened a little and pulled out her iPad.  “You really don't know how close you came to killing her do you?”  She pulled up a video on the tablet and handed it to me.  “She must have really been overconfident because she didn't cause the cameras in the area to go to static when she fought you.  A woman on the second floor of a nearby building caught it all on her cell.  It has been playing on every news station for hours.”
 
   I watched my battle, and I could feel the pain in my wings as the trees impaled them.  I began to reach back to touch them then closed my eyes.  Just a phantom pain you eejit.  I started crying when I watched her thrust her hand into my chest.  Mei stroked my unruly mass of red curls.  But then she froze the screen just before Morgan teleported away.
 
   She jammed her finger at her face and said firmly, “There.  Look at that Myra.  I know you think she broke you but look.  That is fear on her face... terror.  She was afraid of you and she ran like a mouse from a lion.  You did that to her.  You were spectacular, Quinn will tell you the same.  You may be bruised, but you aren't broken as she is.  She ran while you stayed to fight.  That tells us about her, and about you and your strength of character.  I'm proud to call you my friend.”
 
   A tear rolled down my cheek and I snapped, “I'll be havin' none of that now!”  I paused. “I love your geeky ass woman.”  Then I asked, “Where's your man?”
 
   She smiled. “He's going through all the information and reports.”  Then she tilted her head. “Nobody can find Merlin after he disappeared after your battle with Morgan.”
 
   I closed my eyes and then said, “He had a mortal wound when he came to my aid.  Even with that, the man stopped Morgan and took her lightning ability away from her for a time.  He's free now, after centuries of sufferin' a living death.”
 
   She was silent and just squeezed my arm.  Then she said quietly, “He got hit by a gargoyle after he saved Quinn.  Then he went off to save you.”  I sent a prayer to our dear lord to watch after the Light Bringer of Avalon.
 
   I finished the sandwich and Mei looked around again and pulled out a paper plate with a few of me Ma's scones wrapped up in plastic wrap and a bottle of water.  I grinned at her and said, “Bless you woman.  If I weren't about to ask me Quinn to marry me, I'd be proposin' ta ya right now.”
 
   She smiled then, almost comically, after a three count her eyes snapped wide.  “You're...”
 
   I put my hand over her mouth.  “Don't be yammerin' about it.  I still need to gather the courage.  I'd sooner face Blaine again.  But yes.  I'm so in love with that infuriatin' woman, I want to start a family with her.  So keep yer trap shut about it until I speak with her.”
 
   She was grinning ear to ear as she nodded her head like she didn't have the full shilling.  I smiled back.
 
   Then we spoke about anything but Morgan and the dragon murders.  My parents, her parents, James.  It helped me to forget about the stress and anxiety.  The good friends I had in this world I could count on one hand and Mei was number two right behind my Quinn.
 
   A gangly doctor with wispy silver hair and two nurses came in and shooed Mei away.  I had to endure him checking on the injuries he could get to where my scales had receded.
 
   A nurse was looking frustrated trying to take my blood pressure.  She gave up and just took my pulse where I had some exposed skin on my wrist.
 
   The doc said, “Sorry about this, I have to check the injuries on your sternum.”
 
   I nodded. “Not like I have any of me modesty left.”
 
   He gave me a sad smile then exposed my chest, he was a gentleman and only exposed what he needed, and removed the large bandage and pressure pad to see the twisted and warped flesh that looked like five red hot pokers had been pushed through my skin.  The scales covered everything except where Morgan's fingers had broke through my skin and bones.  He did some tapping and feeling around the area as deeply as he could.
 
   Then he replaced the bandages then let me cover myself.  “That is looking much better.  I wish all my patients could heal like you.  The bones are mending and the fragments are stitching back together. Flesh had been torn away at the entry points and bone was visible but has filled in nicely so far.”
 
   He met my eyes and continued. “Normally I would tell you that you will have massive scarring in the area but as you're our dragon, I'm not really sure.  Do you scar anymore?”
 
   I smiled and said meekly, “Not that I'm aware of.”
 
   He about blinded me when he shone a penlight in my eyes, he winced and grinned. “Maybe it would be better without your dragon eyes.”  I nodded and my world dimmed.  It always feels like my world gets so much smaller when I allow my dragon senses to fade to human.
 
   He checked my eyes again then squeezed my shoulder and added some stuff to my chart.  Then looked at me.  “At this rate we can release you in a few hours, barring any unseen complications.  Do you have any questions for me?”
 
   I nodded. “Yes, where's me Quinn?  I can feel her nearby and she is agitated.”
 
   He almost snorted at that. “Ahh yes... Agent Trask, our model patient.”
 
   I snorted at that. “She's a little bullheaded that one.”  Then I added. “No offense Steve,” since I knew his hearing was as good as my dragon hearing.
 
   I got a comical deep rumbling, “None taken Myra,” from down the hall somewhere.
 
   The doc grinned and said, “Ah you are taking the diplomatic approach in your description of her.”  Then he winked and continued, “Half her team is almost sitting on her to get her to stay in her bed.  She is very insistent on seeing you.”
 
   I grinned, that was part of what made Quinn... well, Quinn.  I looked over to an empty bed beside me.  “Can you wheel her obstinate ass into this room with me?”
 
   He grinned. “You know, that we can do.”  He nodded at one of the nurses and the man nodded back and left the room.  Then the silver-haired doc said, “Get better soon Doctor O'Connell.”  Then left the room with the other nurse in tow.
 
   A minute later I couldn't stop myself from gigglin' as I heard Quinn's voice in the hall.  “Good god! I can walk!  This is humiliating!”
 
   And a male voice responded, “I'm sorry Agent Trask but it is hospital policy.”
 
   Then Steve's deep rumbling voice chimed in, “SIT boss!”  And I heard a whump and a second later my guards parted and Quinn was wheeled in a wheelchair and up to the other bed.  She hopped out of the chair at the protestations of the nurse and jumped into the other bed.  She was favoring her left leg, where I could feel a phantom pain in mine.
 
   The nurse hung her chart on the foot of her bed and turned away with the chair.  He caught my eyes and the man playfully rolled his eyes in exasperation over my mate.  I winked at the man and tried hard to suppress my grin, then he left the room.
 
   The moment he was gone, Quinn almost bounded out of her bed and limped over to my bedside and sat in the chair beside me and stroked my hair.  Her eyes were glittering with relief as she chirped out, “Hi.”
 
   I smirked at her as I let my hand drop down to her lap and I gently stroked her leg.  “Don't you hi me you stubborn woman.  You need to do what the doctors tell you.  You need to recover.”  I winced a little as a new pain bloomed on my left leg.
 
   She shook her head. “Not until I know you are ok.  I... saw the videos.  I... felt your pain.”
 
   I smiled at her. “I'm fine now love.”  She smiled at that.  Then, even though it terrified me, I added, “We need to stop her.”
 
   She nodded solemnly and then kissed me so very gently, leaving my lips wanting more.  She stood and walked back to her bed then froze to look down at her previously injured leg. “God damn it Myra!”
 
   I just giggled as she got back in her bed.  Then we both turned on our sides to face each other and we just gazed upon each other, our feelings and emotions flowing freely between us through our soul bond.  It was the most intimate expression between us.  It actually soothes my soul.  It is like it knows its other half is there and embraces it freely.
 
   The doc cleared Quinn, and said she could be discharged, asking about her leg miraculously healing.  She just shrugged and said, “It's a dragon thing.”  We tried hard not to let people know that I could heal her with a touch, claiming her wounds for my own.  She had just minor abrasions and some deep bruising left, but nothing serious.  I'm sure I'll be stealing those later.
 
   When Quinn pressed him on when I could be discharged, he gave a nebulous answer, “Well we don't know enough about Doctor O'Connell's physiology to really know that.  As reticent as I am to say it, I think we will leave that up to her.  I'd like to at least keep her until her dragon scales fully receded.  Then I can give her a thorough examination using human standards.  She lost a lot of blood and we can't seem to type it, so we just introduced a lot of fluids and plasma.”
 
   That sounded fine to me that would only take an hour or three as my scales were receding faster and faster now.  I snapped at the doctor, “I'll be havin' none of that Doctor O'Connell shite.  You're the doctor here, please call me Myra.”
 
   He nodded to me with a slight smile.  Quinn walked him out of the room and conferred with the guards.  They got on the radio as she walked back to my bedside.  We just sat and silently communed as she held my hand, slowly stroking the back of it with her thumb.  She was lulling me to sleep.
 
   I woke up a little later when someone arrived at the door, Quinn got up and retrieved her gun and badge from the man and a garment bag.
 
   I heard the echo of Caragh's excited voice in my head from a dream I didn't remember, saying, “She comes!”
 
   Quinn winked at me and disappeared into the jacks to emerge minutes later in her Agent Trask garb.  No matter how cute she looked in that hospital gown, her smart business suit with her badge hanging from her belt and the bulge of her sidearm on her side under her suit-coat really got my motor running.  She draped her flying jacket over a chair and rejoined me.
 
   I purred, “Well hello there Agent Trask.”  She blushed then looked around to make sure nobody was watching and gave me a peck on the lips.
 
   I looked at myself, all the scales were gone except where the IV was in my arm.  There were still a few red blotches where the worst of the burns were healing and I peeked at my chest and there were only some bruises around five red spots on my skin.  I grinned and sat up. “Looks like I'm ready fer action.”
 
   Quinn comically pushed me back onto the bed.  “Not till Doc looks at you woman.  Don't be so impulsive.”
 
   I cocked an eyebrow and asked, “Oh, you mean like a certain agent we know?”
 
   She responded in a highly professional manner, “Shut up.”
 
   I chuckled and grabbed my call button and repeatedly started  hitting it.  She rolled her eyes and asked, “You know that doesn't do any good don't you?  One press and your call light shows up at the nurse's station until they clear it.  Like the crosswalk buttons.”
 
   I nodded and said, “Of course, I know, but it makes me feel like I'm rushin' em when I keep pressin' it.”
 
   Her eyes sparkled in mirth as she looked at me.  Then a nurse came in and cocked his head at me in question.  I said, “Could you be a good man and fetch me doctor?  I'm ready to check out of this five star hotel of yours.”  The man grinned and wandered back out.
 
   I chuckled when I saw an epic confrontation happening at the door.  Mei was standing chest to chest with one guard, glaring way up into his unblinking eyes.  Well, more like chest to stomach, she was such a wee one like me.  Quinn snorted and said, “For God's sake Simms, let Mrs. Reid in.”
 
   The man moved aside, the other agent at the door was trying to suppress a grin.  Mei looked at her nemesis' shoes as she walked past and the man's shoe laces burst into flames.  The man quickly crouched and swatted the flames out and looked over at Mei, who was staring back at him defiantly.  She comically pointed two fingers at her eyes then swung then toward the man.  He finally broke into a grin, saying,  “That's assault on a federal agent you know ma'am.” She tilted her head and glared at him, he held his hands up in surrender, shaking his head and turning back to his duty at the door.  We all broke into laughter.
 
   I called out, “You'll always be on the losin' end with this one Simms.”
 
   Mei looked at us and broke into the cheesiest of grins.  “Hello ladies.”
 
   We exchanged greetings and she passed some smuggled food to me.  May our good lord smile down upon this woman. Then we told her that as soon as the doctor looked at me we would be sprung.
 
   She shared as much info as she could pick up from the news and from eavesdropping around the agents in the hospital as she could.
 
   Quinn got a call and walked to the far corner of the room then rejoined us a few seconds saying she said that we would look into it after our current crisis.
 
   She pocketed her mobile and I tilted my head at her, I hadn't had my dragon senses up to listen in.  She shrugged. “Just another case for the international task-force.  Apparently another of your dragons went through his awakening and flew to the area from Norway.  He ignored all attempts that fighter jets made to get him to land to identify himself.  But he was actually able to evade the jets in Norway, Canada, and the US.  They say he is huge, like 'you' huge.”  That was sayin' somethin'.  Francisco was the largest of my Drakon and his dragon aspect was only two-thirds the size of mine.
 
   I nodded, wondering if it was the wee one that we released from his shard yesterday.  Though it usually took a few days for an awakening to occur.  I asked, “Water or earth?”
 
   She shrugged. “That's the thing, besides not complying to the hand signals from the pilots to land, they aren't quite sure.  Though they are positive, he wasn't an earth dragon.”
 
   I rolled my eyes. “Well then, that just leaves water dragon, ya know.”
 
   She nodded. “In any case, they want us to locate him after we deal with Morgan.  He'll have to go through the same immigration process as everyone else if he's to join your clan.”  I nodded back and turned as my doctor entered the room with a female nurse.
 
   I saw Mei handing Quinn one of my dragon scales as the doctor and the nurse did a complete workup on me.  Quinn smiled at it and put it in her pocket.
 
   The nurse whispered in my ear as she took my blood pressure, “I know this is inappropriate, but my daughter will never believe I worked on you.  Would it be possible to get your autograph for her before you leave today Doctor O'Connell?  She simply loves Firebrand.”  I grinned in conspiracy and nodded.  Me lord, I'll never get used to people wantin' wee little Myra O'Connell's autograph.  I had to smile at the name Firebrand that the public had taken to calling me in my dragon form.  It was the first callsign Quinn had given to me when she headed up my first protective detail all those months ago.
 
   When the doctor finished he looked satisfied and pulled the IV out of my arm, where the lone, gold-tipped, red dragon scale was.  It faded away in seconds after the needle was removed.  He said with a voice tinged with a slight lack of surety, “Looks like you are almost at one hundred percent Doct... Myra.  I'd prescribe a burn ointment and some antibiotics for the skin irritation, but it would probably be useless.  At the rate you are healing, it will probably fade in a few more minutes.  I'd love to examine your tissues to determine how your Drakon physiology differs from human.”
 
   I backed almost imperceptibly away from him and Quinn somehow gave the impression of interposing herself between us with the slightest of motions.  She said in a guarded tone, “She isn't a curiosity or a science experiment to dissect.  She's a person Doc.”
 
   He held his hands up in a placating gesture.  “No, of course.  I didn't mean it like that.  I was just thinking of all the people who could be helped if we knew how her healing factor worked.  Just wistfully thinking out loud.  No offense was intended Myra.”
 
   I just nodded at the man.  I had this primal fear of being spirited away by the government and dissected like an alien in some underground lab ever since I discovered I wasn't quite human.  Maybe I watch too much television.
 
   I think the doctor caught that and said softly, “Hey, the people of this city and country would never let that happen to our dragon.”
 
   I nodded again and relaxed some, Quinn must have felt this in me and she relaxed her guard too.  I blinked when I looked down and saw her hand move away from the holster on her side that was turned away and out of view of the doctor.  Me lord, had the fear and anxiety I was broadcasting kicked her protective streak in that severely?  I placed a hand gently on her arm and sent nothing but love and tranquility to her through the blood-tie.  She visibly relaxed.
 
   The doctor left to sign my discharge papers and Mei pulled out some of her clothes from her bag and offered them to me.  I rolled my eyes.  She dressed more stylishly and girly than I did.  I swear she picks the most feminine clothes she can when she has to bring me some.  I'm like her very own dragon dress up doll.  I sighed, it was a sundress.  I swear I heard her giggle through the door of the restroom.  I could feel the amusement rolling off of Quinn.
 
   When I got back out, Quinn had just got off the phone.  She bit her lower lip in want at me.  I blushed twirled for her, the hem of the dress flaring out.  Then she said with a smile, “Let's get you fed, a safe-house won't be ready for another hour.”
 
   I blinked.  “Safe-house?”
 
   She grinned in apology.  “Yes, apparently you remodeled our loft a bit.  The Agency has contractors over there now, they say it will be a few days before repairs are complete.”
 
   I blushed in embarrassment and just whispered in explanation, “You were hurt.”
 
   She gave an understanding smile. Then Mei offered, “Just come stay with James and me, we have plenty of room and you already have a protection detail at the door and next door.  And that group of guys you've had spying on us from the house down the block since the Saint George thing.”
 
   Quinn squinted at her and said very carefully, “We don't have a team down the block watching you.”
 
   Mei shrugged. “Well maybe you should talk to your own people then.  Us researchers are trained to notice things almost as well as you lot are.  I just figured the government saw us as a threat now.”
 
   I asked, “Why didn't you say anything before?”
 
   She shrugged again and said, “I just figured you already knew.  I'm sure they are watching you too Myra.  No doubt they see anyone with arcane power as a threat.”
 
   I hissed, “We're citizens of the US, surely they aren't spyin' on their own people!”
 
   I could feel some new anger seething inside of Quinn, something dangerous.  Almost like the anticipation of the hunt.  She pushed it aside with an enormous force of will.  I could feel it smoldering in the corner of her mind.  Shite.  She didn't know anything about it!  Then she spoke in her professional tone, “Ok, thank you Doctor Reid.  I'll make the arrangements.”  It hit like a wall, the double meaning in her words.  Heads were going to roll somewhere and me girl was going to be the one wielding the ax.
 
   


  
 

Chapter 15 – Thralls
 
   We rode to James and Mei's place on the outskirts of town.  Quinn was driving Mei's car on a random route to her home.  When we arrived in her neighborhood, Quinn looked sharply at her, then my Japanese-American friend nudged her eyes toward a rancher style house just down the block from hers on the opposite side of the street.
 
   The garage door was closed, but you could see the tops of two dark SUVs through the small slit windows in the bay door.  Their living room had an attached glass sunroom, with bamboo blinds drawn on all the windows that stuck out of the front of the house and I could see that there would be a clear view of Mei's place through the windows of that sunroom.  Quinn didn't slow and I saw her eyes flicking around, taking it all in without turning her head as we drove past.  I heard her mutter under her breath, “Fuck.”  Then we continued to the pretty, two-story Victorian house of my friends.
 
   Quinn looked around the inside of the car and then pressed the button on the garage door opener clipped to the visor.  One of the two big bay doors of the four-car garage rolled up.  I almost snorted, Maggie had already been brought here and Quinn parked next to her.  There was a dark SUV parked across the street, part of Mei's protective detail.  The agents from her detail and mine that had followed us from the hospital pulled into the driveway of the house next door.
 
   We entered the adjoining door into her kitchen and Mei just said, “You know where the guest room is.”  As she stopped in the kitchen and started pulling food out of the cupboards and refrigerator.  We knew better than to try to help her.  The kitchen was her domain and she'd even take on a dragon if they tried to help.  Quinn snorted, I must have been broadcasting my observation on all frequencies.
 
   We placed what little we had with us in the guest room and made our way out to the living room.  I had no doubt that bags containing our clothes from our loft would arrive soon.
 
   A few minutes later, Mei was calling us to the kitchen table where she had assembled a meal accompanied by drool-inducing smells.  I mumbled to Quinn as we took our seats and I started salivating over the choices.  “You know, I've been thinkin' about leavin' you for her.  She can cook.”
 
   Quinn smirked.  “Assuming I don't snag her for my own.  She can cook.”
 
   I regally stuck my tongue out at my mate and a giggly Mei chimed out, “Shush both of you.  James beat you to me.”  She was all smiles and flirty.
 
   I nodded as if in serious thought.  “Yes, I heard that the way to a man's heart is through his stomach, ya know.”
 
   She spun her salad tongs like a pistol and said, “You better believe it.”
 
   We all shared a chuckle and Mei dished us up, an extra couple helping on my plate.  She was the world's best hostess.  I slapped Quinn's arm playfully when she made little oinking sounds as I shoveled in the food.  Good lord in heaven I was starving.
 
   Mei came to my rescue. “She has a dragon's metabolism Quinn.  She's allowed to be a little piggy.” Traitor!  I grinned instead and started our traditional mealtime conversation.  Mei enforced the 'no business' rule as we ate.
 
   As we were finishing up and I joined Mei in the kitchen to wash the dishes.  Our stuff arrived with all sorts of computer and tactical equipment to set up a mini HQ.  We walked out to join Quinn as the last of the gear was set up and the other agents disappeared out the front door as Dawna walked in and took her place by the door.  Mei disappeared for a moment and returned with a large mug of coffee she placed on the entry table beside Agent Grove.  Like us, she was partial to Dawna.
 
   Quinn fired up the mini HQ and screens popped up on the tactical screen.  Information was flowing in from various sources and one made me take notice.  On the lower left corner, where info flowed in from unrelated cases that Quinn liked to keep track of, I saw an air chase over Michigan heading southwest.  A cockpit recorder in a US fighter jet showing supersonic airspeed, displayed the shape of a dragon disappearing into the distance.  The tracking radar was sporadic like it couldn't get a lock, but they clocked him pulling away at over mach three.
 
   Shite, even I can barely get to the speed of a passenger liner if I go high enough, let alone supersonic.  I smiled, this new wee one was going to make a fine addition to the clan.  The white wispy contrail he left behind had me convinced he was a water dragon as we had guessed.
 
   I noticed Quinn was watching the same data feed.  She typed in a few commands then whistled as a size was extrapolated from the data.  Tip to tip, he had one hundred-foot wingspan.  That almost rivaled my own one hundred and five-foot span.  This was the granddaddy of all water dragons.
 
   We exchanged glances then sat down as Quinn started sifting through the recent intelligence.
 
   After a couple minutes I almost whispered, “I... saw her.”  I closed my eyes.  “What she really is.” I had not wanted to think about the end of the battle.   I tried to block the memory out, but I had to share with someone.
 
   Quinn and Mei turned to me and I reopened my eyes and looked nervously toward Dawna then back at my girls and continued, “When I broke the amulet binding the air elements.  Whatever it was that was stopping my dragon senses to see past the black hole that Jackie... Morgan had wrapped herself in, failed.”
 
   I took a shuddering breath. “She's a rotting and withering corpse.  I could see the stolen power of me water Drakon holding the deterioration at bay.  The stench of decay almost overwhelmed me.  There was a darkness, a specter hovering behind her.  I think that la Fay may have killed Jackie and is just using her body.”  I closed my eyes again, willing the memory away.
 
   Quinn's anger surged inside of her.  Her protective instincts causing her to feel as though she had failed to protect Jackie from a fate like that.  My mate takes on too much sometimes, she can't protect everyone.  She whispered to me, “But I sure as hell can try!”  I laid a consoling hand on her arm and she took a cleansing breath and went back to sifting through data.
 
   About an hour later James arrived, I heard his flat voice at the door, “Ok, I'm here, you don't need to hold my hand all the way into my house.”  We all smiled at each other then James came through the door, his long face tight with frustration.  He paused a second when he saw us and the mini HQ, understanding what was going on and why were in his living room.  Then deadpanned, “Ahhh... We always needed a skylight.”  We all burst into laughter.
 
   I mock snapped at him, “I'll be havin' none of that now.  Shouldn't you be more respectin' of yer house guests?”
 
   He didn't say a word. Instead he held his hands out like a frame above him and looked through it at the ceiling.  There are times that I can see what Mei sees in the man.  I threw a pillow from the couch at him.  There was a satisfying thud as it hit him much harder than any human could throw it.  Mei hopped up and stepped over to give him a quick peck on the lips when he leaned down to her.  I grinned inwardly at them.  Our lord in heaven has never put a more unlikely pair together, but for some reason, they fit.
 
   He shared with us some interesting news.  He put some latex gloves on then pulled the burned remains of Morgan's tomes out of his bag.  They were wrapped in plastic.  He unwrapped them and thumbed through some surviving pages and then stabbed a finger at a spell.  I was so glad that I didn't have my dragon senses up right now, the smell of the burnt flesh from the cover would probably have sent me over the edge just then.
 
   We all peered in.  Mei slipped her reading glasses on and pushed at the page with the eraser end of a pencil to turn it toward her a bit.  I grinned, these books made her just as queasy as me.  I was able to get about two-thirds of the surviving writing.  But some of the symbology eluded me.
 
   Mei nodded with a smile then pointed at the rune for air elementals for me.  I grinned. “Me lord. Too bad that doesn't help us any right now.”
 
   Quinn huffed, “Ok you brainy types.  You mind filling us normal intelligence people in?
 
   I grinned at her frustration.  “Well, it seems that la Fay's leaf hurricane teleportation spell has a weakness.  It is tied to the air elements she had bound to that amulet.  It doesn't help now, but if any of my wee ones in the shards winds up being an air elemental, we will hit parity with her and my air Drakon would be able to interfere with the spell.  Like a power struggle.  The same way I was able to wrest control of her water attack on me.  It becomes a battle of wills.  But if the scales are tipped, then she would lose control to any air elemental.”
 
   I sighed. “We may have been able to break her binding on the air magic to stop her from locking it away, but that doesn't stop her from using it and twisting it into something fetid... yet.”
 
   Quinn smirked at me.  I squinted an eye at her and furrowed my brow.  “What woman don't make me drag it out of you.”
 
   She shrugged and put on an innocent look. “But you are already at parity.”
 
   What was she goin' on about now? I said slowly, “By my count, she has us outnumbered with air elementals one to zero.”
 
   Quinn shrugged and appeared to surrender the point.  “Oh ok.  If you say so Drakon Primitus.”
 
   It had taken a solid two count before my eyes snapped wide.  She was right!  I whispered, “Me lord.” Then pointed at the book.  “Cover those abominations up.”  James quickly wrapped them back up in plastic.
 
   I looked at Dawna pleadingly.  She exhaled and nodded once.  I really didn't want people to know all the elements I could control though it was easy to guess by watching my battles.  She stepped outside for a minute.
 
   I closed my eyes and let my dragon senses expand.  Being sure to breath through my mouth, knowing the residual smell of the tomes would likely gag me.  I could still smell a little of the rot and decay as it was.  I reached out to the elements.  They have become my good and faithful friends.  I opened my eyes and a flame playfully danced around above my outstretched palm.  I grinned at its playfulness.
 
   Then I reached beyond my primary element.  There was water.  I coaxed it to me. My coffee sitting on a low table by the couch streamed from my cup and formed a ball, pulsating above my hand.  I let it swoosh left and right, watching it enjoy its freedom then I coaxed it back into my mug.  Mei was giggling at the display.
 
   I again expanded farther and found the enormous reservoir of earth elemental magic under our feet, I looked by the door at the small palm tree Mei had in a pot.  I wiggled my fingers and some of the soil peeked over the rim of the pot, I smiled at it.  It was fun to play with the magic rather than ask it to do my bidding.  Earth magic was mischievous.  I crooked my finger and made a come hither motion.  A glob of the soil leapt across the room to spin in my hand.  I stroked the magic with my mind, rewarding it for the demonstration.  I sent it back to nourish the little palm tree.
 
   Then we all took a collective breath.  I looked around to them. “Here goes.”  I kept my palm open and expanded my mind again.  I have always been able to feel and touch air elemental magic, but it was always mad and pained and refused to work with me.  Like it blamed me for its pain.  Now I know it blamed Drakon kind for not protecting it from what Morgan had done to it.  Enslaving it to her will, making it do things it was never meant to do.
 
   I could feel its sweet power swirling all around me, it went beyond water and rivaled fire.  I sent my sorrow for what it had endured and my compassion for its plight.  I sent along my promise that I was doing all I could to stop the one that had done those unthinkable things to it.  That I had already broken the binding upon it.  Then I asked a small favor.  I could feel it flowing through my body, it was a fresh wholesome rush then a tiny cyclone came to life in the palm of my hand.
 
   It seemed to stretch and swirl in joy in the freedom I gave it after so long being in chains.  I giggled at the feelings I got from it.  I let it do as it pleased.  It left my hand and drifted to the floor.  It went over and hopped up on the table by Quinn's paperwork then grew quickly and spun faster for a second before settling back down.  Quinn was rushing to the paper flying all over trying to collect it back up. She chuckled at the little cyclone. “Hey now, enough of that you imp!”
 
   The cyclone went right at her then dissolved into nothing as it swooped around her, blowing her hair into a matted mess.  I snorted and said with a grin, “And here I thought earth magic was playful.”
 
   Quinn's smile faded and a more serious look replaced it as she said softly, “It is probably just happy to finally be free.”
 
   I sobered too.  “Aye.”
 
   Then Quinn tilted her head and squinted an eye then I could feel her concentration.  She flicked her hands and the throw rug beneath her ruffled.  She looked at her hand then flicked her arm out in front of her toward the door.  The palm tree slammed against the wall like it was hit by a puff of compressed air.
 
   Quinn squinted in apology to James and Mei then said to me, “Looks like the scales are tipped in our favor after all.  You are feeding me air elemental ability too.”
 
   I was about to respond when I fell forward screaming and grasping my chest, my head hit the coffee table on my way down to the ground.  I started trying to pull myself back up, a hand on the couch and the other on the table as Quinn, Mei and James were reaching to help.  The front door flung open and Dawna and three other agents came in with their weapons drawn, moving with military precision.
 
   I was gasping for breath as I clawed at my chest.  I was whimpering, “Not again... not again...”  I found myself in Quinn's arms and I buried my face in her shirt and inhaled deeply... twice.  Letting the scent of safety envelop me, calm me.  I looked up at her, eyes bleary with tears as I heard Agent Grove shout, “Clear!”
 
   I whispered, “She killed another of me dragons.”
 
   Mei was pulling both of us toward the couch and getting us to sit.  Her eyes were filled with anxiety and concern.  Quinn started stroking my forehead with her thumbs lovingly.  I realized I had scales there now, they protected me from injury when I fell.  She kissed my forehead then asked, “Where?”  I pointed north.  She looked at Dawna who nodded and went to the HQ setup and was typing on the keyboard.
 
   My breathing finally normalized.  The pain of guilt hit me as I realized something. “It’s me fault. She needed to heal and I mouthed off telling her we tipped the scales with the water dragons. Now the scales tip in her favor.”
 
   Quinn was about to say something when Dawna pulled up a feed from the State Patrol helicopter in the peaks by Boulder.  There was a huge Chronos Dome there. Twice as big as the one Saint George had created.  I could see an unmoving water dragon form pinned by trees in front of it.  May our good lord strike her down!
 
   Something huge was happening inside the dome, I could feel it from here.  It was sick and twisted magic.  We watched as a herd of sheep seemed to rot in front of the camera and their blackened flesh seemed to stream toward the center of the dome.  All the plants and trees were dying and blackening and  streaming toward the middle as well.  It was like everything in the mile and a half diameter dome was dying and being twisted by the magic.  My heart stopped, there were dozens of cabins and a couple farms that we could see inside the dome.  People were dying too!
 
   Dawna added another screen with reporters from Boulder at the scene, outside the dome.  There were hundreds of people just standing outside the dome.  I tasted bile in my throat.  They were human. Hundreds of men, women, and children with thrall runes burned into their foreheads.  They weren't drawn on with blood, so there was no way to obscure them with water.  She was using innocent people...
 
   Hundreds of her arcane magic constructed beasts were interspersed in the line of people.  A child stepped forward and she spoke in Morgan's voice toward the camera.  “Myra!  Queen of the Eire!  You have defied me for too long!  Come face your fate or all of these pathetic humans die.”  Then about thirty men and women behind the girl all slit their own throats and fell to the ground to illustrate her point.  All of her hell-spawn creatures then stepped in front of the thralls as the child moved back with the group.
 
   I gasped at the display.  She just killed them, like they were nothing.  She was pure evil.  Those people died because of me.  I was so terrified and angry.  I didn't know what to do.
 
   Local police were holding back at the scene, they didn't want the innocent thralls hurt any more than I did.
 
   I started walking toward the door and Quinn grabbed my arm.  I looked into her eyes and said,  “I can't do nothing Quinn.  I can't just let them die.  I have to go, I'm so scared.”
 
   She spoke with a calm surety,  “Do you understand what is happening Myra?  Why she is doing this?  She is scared of YOU.  Don't let your own fear control you.”
 
   I closed my eyes and I felt tears on my cheeks.  I nodded once and said, “It is when we face our fears that one can gauge the true measure of oneself.  I'm ready to face me fears now.”
 
   I glanced at my friends then at my love.  She took a deep breath and just nodded once and let go of my arm and strode toward the door with me, calling out, “Make a hole!”
 
   Mei was calling after us, “You don't need to do this Myra!”
 
   As we walked to the door I whispered back, “Yes... I do.” 
 
   Quinn snagged her flying jacket from beside the door and looked back at Agent Grove as we walked out. “Red Alpha.”  Dawna nodded once and was instantly on her radio.
 
   I ran across the lawn with my protector at my side and leapt into the air and my wings exploded from my back as my dragon came out.  Quinn landed between my shoulders as my mighty wings stroked, pulling us quickly into the sky, I stretched out my wings and glided north, bellowing out my challenge to the Dark One.
 
   


  
 

Chapter 16 – Step Out of the Shadows
 
   Within minutes, I was landing in a field by the dome in the peaks of the Rocky Mountains.  Quinn slid off my shoulders to the ground.  There were military vehicles, fighter jets and armored helicopters arriving.  The police were trying to keep people back from the dome.  
 
   I winced at the smell of the rot and decay coming off of the twisted creatures standing between the thralls and the people coming up from Boulder.  Were these people daft?  They needed to get to safety!
 
   I paced with my wings half folded, my tail twitching roughly as I looked at the enemy, my head swinging from side to side.  These didn't scare me, it was Morgan and what she might do to the innocent people that scared me.
 
   I let my dragon aspect dissolve as a soldier who appeared to be in charge made his way to me in a Humvee.  Quinn interposed herself between us as the man dismounted with a couple other soldiers, she cut him off before he could speak. “I need a situation report Major.”  She flipped her badge and ID at him.  “Agent Trask, head of the International Arcane Ttaskforce.”
 
   He eyed her with some aggravation but kept his feelings reigned in when he spoke.  He looked at me. “So you're just giving her what she wants?  We don't negotiate with terrorists.”
 
   I cut Quinn's reply off as I glared at the man. “I'll not hide away while innocent people get hurt. The same people I am pledged to protect!”  I'm sure my dragon eyes were full of fury.
 
   He hesitated then turned to Quinn and started relaying the current situation and all of the assets on site and in transit.  I moved toward the line of creatures and some of the people behind them began raising knives toward their own throats.  I moved back and their arms lowered.  I hissed toward the line and rejoined Quinn.
 
   After a few minutes, we agreed that I would try to contact Morgan.  Everything inside the dome looked like a barren wasteland, no life anywhere.  I was about to step forward to challenge her when Quinn's radio hissed.  It was Agent Grove.  “Inbound with assets.  Clear an area.  I repeat, clear an area... a big one!”
 
   I snapped my head south at the sound of helicopters inbound.  Coming fast.  The humans will be able to hear them in a minute or so, there were a lot of them!  A couple minutes later, no less than thirty helicopters of all types crested the ridge.  Military, transport, and civilian.  I blinked, there weren't enough people in the entire task-force to fill all those choppers.
 
   They started landing in the same field as I had used and agents spilled out as well as some cloaked figures, Steve, and a couple satyrs.  I blinked as more and more mythical creatures, cloaked men and agents poured out of the other helicopters.  As they unloaded the helicopters moved off for more to land.
 
   Dawna, Steve, and a cloaked man walked up to us.  Agent Grove yelled over the sound of the helicopters.  “I brought backup!”
 
   I looked at the huge crowd assembling.  The military people were converging on the group, bringing their weapons to bear.  “No!” I shouted at the major and he was ordering everyone to stand down, repeating that they were friendlies.
 
   Quinn was looking between Dawna and the cloaked figure.  The tall blonde agent half smiled and said, “Agent Trask, Doctor O'Connell, meet Hector Klein, head druid of the Denver assemblage.”
 
   He lowered his hood and nodded to each of us.  Quinn was about to speak when he did, “We took a vote.  All of the magic users and beings that you and your clan were protecting by your loft Queen Myra.  We could not stand by when you and yours put yourselves in harms way, time after time, to protect us and the human population.  It is time for us to step out of the shadows and fight.”  He sneered toward the line of evil constructs.
 
   Quinn said, “You are civilians, this isn't your fight.”
 
   He shook his head. “But it is.  This is a fight for the very survival of every living being on the planet.  It isn't a burden that Queen Myra should shoulder on her own.  We cannot face the Dark One, only the Drakon can defeat her evil.  But we can most certainly help to lay waste to her evil creations here.”
 
   She closed her eyes, I could feel the turmoil inside her.  Then she opened her eyes and nodded once, to the protestations of the major.  She spoke in an emotionless tone, “Shall we call the president and see what he has to say about it?”  The major blustered but backed down.
 
   She glanced at the Chronos Dome.  “Doctor O'Connell can defeat the dome.  We need to get the thralls out of the picture without harming them or allowing la Fay to harm them.”
 
   Hector nodded once. “Leave that to us druids.  But we will need to get them away from the creatures.”
 
   I grinned evilly. “I can handle that.”
 
   Hector nodded and said, “That leaves the assembled creatures.”  He looked at Quinn. “Your team and our group of mystical beings can lay waste to them.”
 
   Quinn shared a predatory grin with him.  We shared our plan with all involved.  The local police and military moved all the civilians back from the area.  Then with the druids at out backs, the international task-force and the mystical beings of Denver stood in front of Morgan's horde.
 
   My protector flicked her wrists and her arms erupted into flaming granite.  That was the signal and all the druids started chanting.  Their voices fused into an eerie singular tone and moments later all of the human thralls slumped over into a deep sleep before anyone could react.
 
   I screamed, thrusting my hands up and a wall of granite burst up from the ground between the twisted creatures and the slumbering thralls.  Quinn sent the impression of saying, “Behind me!” across our bond.  The next moment I almost went deaf as the horde and our line all roared and charged each other.  Seconds before our lines clashed, Quinn punched the air in front of her violently and three griffons in the flood of advancing enemy flew back to crash against the granite wall and slumping to the ground into a lifeless mound.
 
   She was already figuring out how to use the air element to battle with.  She was a magnificent warrior.  Through shrieks and gunfire the battle went on.  There was a group of creatures that had circled around and were about to strike from behind to fight on two fronts.  I yelled, “Back!”  Everyone stood clear from me as I let my dragon out.  I roared at the incoming enemy and my flames shot from my mouth as the ground shook.
 
   Everything in front of me was taken by my flame.  Griffons, minotaurs, and bat creatures were all reduced to ash and the gargoyles were reduced to slag.  One gargoyle who had survived my onslaught but was flopping around on the ground, was still trying to get to me.  I raised one of my front claws and brought it down, crushing its head into gravel.  I snorted in disdain at it, flames licking from my nostrils.
 
   I swung my head on my serpentine neck toward the front line, but all was silent.  Quinn was standing with one flaming granite leg on the back of a fallen minotaur.  I blinked.  We... we won?
 
   I started running toward the granite wall, holding one hand outstretched and the wall crumbled and lowered back into the ground.  I got to the thralls on the ground with Hector and Quinn beside me.  I looked at the forehead of the woman on the ground in front of me.  The fecking rune was burned into her head.  How could any of these people ever be free?
 
   Hector looked into my pleading eyes.  He shook his head.  “The only way to release them is to kill Morgan.  But then they would be no better than vegetables with nobody to give them instructions.”  He paused and took a deep breath.  “But...”
 
   I looked at him.  “What is it man?  Spit it out!”
 
   He closed his eyes and took another deep breath.  “But if we obscure the rune...”
 
   I squinted at him and my protector spat out at him, “Just say it man!”
 
   He nodded and instead put his hand above the woman's head and started chanting.  Her skin began to sizzle and another line burned into her forehead.  Changing the symbol from the 'Dark One' to 'tranquility'.  He chanted something else and the woman's eyes fluttered open.  She sat up suddenly and scooted away from us.  “Who are you, what am I doing here?”
 
   A medic ran forward and calmed the woman and led her away.  Hector looked pained.  “I do not like doing more damage to innocent people, but it is all I can think of.  I pray that doctors can do plastic surgery to remove the burns.”
 
   I nodded in understanding, but it was better than death or being left mindless.  I still had no clue if I could stand against Morgan.  Quin whispered, “Do it.”  To him, keeping the decision out of my hands. He motioned the other druids forward and Quinn yelled, “We're going to need medics!  A lot of them!”
 
   I stood and started walking along the Chronos Dome with Quinn in tow.  I ran my hand along the surface of it.  It felt different than before, less powerful.  I tasted the magic then I understood.  The one I faced in Denver tasted of layered magic.  Of electricity and water.  But the lightning was Merlin's stolen magic.  He had taken her ability to control it for a time.  This was simply water magic twisted to do what it was not mean to.
 
   I growled in anger since the scales tipped in her favor, I wouldn't be able to counter it.  I would have to use earth magic to get through it again.  I struck it with my fist in frustration and froze when it cracked.  I stared at the fissure then I reached out with my mind, I could feel the tortured water element in it.  I pushed my will out and caressed the surface of the dome and the dome faded away.  I could feel the water elements gratitude for soothing its pain.
 
   I blinked... but... that meant I was either at parity with Morgan and the water elements or the scales tipped toward me.  She had ten and I had nine... didn't I?
 
   I was instantly in dragon form and Quinn was mounting me.  I leapt into the air and flapped a few times to get up high to view the total desolation, the lack of life in the shape of the dome.  With something black and evil swirling, twisting and writhing in the middle of it.  It was putrid, it was all I could do to stop from losing it.  It stank of la Fay's twisted magic.  But the energy rolling off of it was immense.  More power than I had felt from Merlin.  My primal fear was rising again, I could feel the terror in me building as the mass of flesh and death started taking shape.  There was no way I could defeat this thing, I knew what it was.
 
   Quinn was stroking my neck trying to calm me.  I threw my head up and roared into the heavens, this was something different, my call warbled and undulated in a way it had never done before.  I poured all my fear, all my resolve, all my soul into it and the mountain shook.
 
   I spotted Morgan on a rock outcropping above the writhing mass of rotted flesh.  I landed close to the evil construct as it took its final shape, Quinn slid off my back to the ground.
 
   The black dragon reared up and spread it's wings of rotting flesh and roared a challenge to me. Every instinct in me told me to run.  To run as far and fast as I possibly could.  To hide away from this monstrosity that was easily twice my size.
 
   But the little spark in my soul, the wee piece of my heart wouldn't let me legs carry me away. That part of me that wouldn't let this evil hurt another innocent.  Wouldn't let it hurt the people I loved. That infinitesimal part of me was stronger than everything else that made me who I was, made me rear up on my hind legs and spread my wings wide and bellow out my own challenge in response, sending my flames up into the sky, burning away the clouds.
 
   Me lord, I'm going to die here...
 
   


  
 

Chapter 17 – Me Boys
 
   Quinn backed away from me with her eyes trained on la Fay as my head swung back and forth, looking between Morgan and the dragon construct.  Raw, dark and evil energy rolled off of it in waves. Flesh dripped off of its wings, it stank of death.  Morgan started laughing at me like she had not the full shilling.
 
   I could feel her.  She was only half as strong as before.  Then it struck me.  I had taken her control of the air elements away.  This was her last ditch effort, her trump card.  Quinn was right, she IS afraid of me.  This construct was all she had left in her.
 
   I looked at the beast as it stalked me.  Fat lot of good the realization does me.  There is no way I can take this monstrosity on, ya know.  I glanced at the rotting corpse that was Morgan, how I hated that woman.  She put it in the form of a dragon as a final insult to me and my kind.
 
   I glanced back toward Denver... something was coming.  I concentrated for a moment then I smiled inwardly.  Maybe I stood a sliver of a chance now.  I head Caragh whisper in my ear, “They come.”
 
   I snapped my head back when Morgan spoke, “Just give up now Queen.  Lay down and allow me to take your heart now and I will spare your adopted city.”
 
   I growled out, my dragon voice booming, “You will not harm anyone else.  You will meet your end on this mountain.  The human race is under the protection of the Drakon.”
 
   She seemed to dismiss me as she sighed and said,  “So be it.”  She flicked a finger and the black dragon of death reared back then charged at me.  The ground shaking under its feet.  I roared and started my own charge.  I needed more time.
 
   At the instant of collision, I dropped my dragon aspect and rolled in human form, under the feet of the charging beast then allowed my dragon out again.  I grabbed its tail in my mammoth jaws and yanked with all my might.  It tried to unfurl its wings but was too late as it slammed into the mountainside, causing a huge rock slide and part of the cliff face to collapse.
 
   I pulled my head back then sent a column of fire roaring toward it.  It thrust its neck forward and released a torrent of purplish black magic that felt like it was screaming in pain.  Our magics collided and for an instant it seemed like nothing had happened.  But then the force of a massive explosion sent me tumbling back across the ridge, I couldn't see the black dragon.  Between us was a smoking crater, the rocks glowing hot from the heat and a column of heat, fire, dust and debris shooting up into the sky in a mushroom cloud.
 
   Quinn!!  I looked around but couldn't find her.  But I could feel that she was ok.  I could feel the emotions of her predatory side.  She was on the hunt.
 
   The wind blew away the dust cloud between us and I saw the beast hadn't even moved.  I felt my terror rising again.  I fought it back and shot another wave of flame at it, this time his black energy seemed to stop mine without the cataclysmic results, it was as if he was absorbing my flames.  I reached out and found my new friend, I asked a favor and a gale force wind joined my flames, multiplying them tenfold.  I was pushing the dark magic back now.  It twisted its head and deflected my attack into the mountainside.  Reducing the cliff to magma in a horrific turmoil of raging energy.
 
   The black dragon spread its wings and leapt at me, gliding into me and hitting me harder than I would have ever believed possible.  My flames cried out in pain in my head, but they were able to protect me from the brunt of it.  It started clawing and ripping at my dragon aspect with its sickening claws, trying to get at me inside my cocoon of flames.  I flopped and scrabbled backwards trying to create some distance.
 
   I swung my tail and it smashed against the dragon ineffectually, but it distracted him.  I dove off the ridge, then I watched from a ledge in my human form as the huge black dragon took to the air attempting to follow me, dripping rotted flesh behind it.
 
   When it had soared out over the valley, scanning for me I dove off the ridge and my wings exploded from my back again and I flew back up and toward Morgan.  I flew toward the huge crater and saw Morgan, was that fear in her eyes?  Good!
 
   I blinked, Quinn was coming out from some rocks behind la Fay with a granite fist cocked.  I grinned to myself.  But at the last instant Morgan turned around and threw some leaves at Quinn, who disappeared into the swirling tempest.  Morgan spun back to me.  “There, now we can be alone while I finish you.  Did she really think I'd let her touch me?”
 
   I reached out, I was scared, if she hurt me Quinn I'd... no... I could feel her, she was fine but furious and... afraid for me.
 
   I was sloppy, I let events distract me and it felt like a mountain was dropped on me as I was hit from above by the black dragon.  We hit the ground with such force that we enlarged the crater.  The wind was knocked out of me.  I rolled to the side, but the beast was on top of me instantly pinning me down.
 
   I curled my front claws into fists and struck them together and two huge boulders crushed the dragon between them.  It was forced off me and onto the ground, then it struggled to it's feet.  I hit it with fire, water, and granite attacks in rapid succession.  I hurt it, but I couldn't stop its advance.  It was far too powerful.
 
   It pinned me again and it had it's jaws over the throat of my dragon form's neck.  I released my dragon form and rolled away as it struck at me with a claw.  I willed the wind to carry me away from another strike and the hurricane strength wind gust got me out of the way just in time.  I leapt at the black beast and let my dragon out and I landed on its neck, ripping and shredding with my flaming dragon teeth.
 
   It batted me aside with its tail.  I could taste my own blood and I'm sure I lost some ribs with the impact. Then it was on me again.  Pinning me down as black and twisted tree trunks shot up from the ground, impaling my wings.  I roared in agony, the sound shaking the ground.
 
   The creature just held me while Morgan laughed as though she were delighted as she climbed down into the crater we were fighting in.  I thrashed around, but the beast leaned harder on me and I couldn't move.  The trees were keeping me from going human again.
 
   I looked at Morgan as she approached and I asked, “Why?”
 
   She looked down at me with disdain and malice in her eyes.  “Does it really matter?  In the end, your fighting and struggling is useless.”
 
   I started laughing at her and she stopped advancing and cocked her head at my mirth. She hissed, “Have you gone mad?”
 
   I stopped laughing, my voice was now deathly serious.  As I turned my dragon eyes to hers.  “Fighting and struggling?  No, you daft eejit.  I was just buying time.”
 
   She looked around cautiously. “Time for what?”
 
   I grinned and motioned my head toward the rim of the crater.  “Time for me boys to arrive.”
 
   Seventy men appeared at the top of the crater, surrounding us.  I nodded and all of them exploded into their dragon forms.  My last seven water dragons and sixty-three granite dragons.  They all lifted their heads and roared out their challenge.  I was told later that the ground shook so violently that an earthquake of five point three was measured down in Denver.
 
   In her distraction, I reached out to the elements.  Granite pillars erupted from the ground severing the tree trunks and knocking the black dragon from me as all me boys dropped into the fray.  I sneered at the bellowing of the beast as it was hit from every side.
 
   Even with all me dragons, the animal was extremely powerful and the battle raged for longer than I would have thought possible.  But finally me boys had the creature pinned against the far wall of the crater.  They all looked at me and I slowly advanced on it.  I reared up and formed a fist with a front claw and asked the air elements if they wanted revenge for all the centuries Morgan had enslaved them.  I cheered at their response and I punched at the air.  The amount of air magic that left me was staggering and it was as a solid column of compressed wind and air that left a five-foot hole in the chest of the beast and tunneled through the crater wall to explode out into the air over the valley below.
 
   Jaysus... I guess the magic was  a wee bit pissed.
 
   I spun to the other side of the crater just to see Morgan disappearing over the rim while me boys tore what was left of the black dragon to pieces.  I roared a challenge and took to the air.  She was heading up.  She looked back at me and then grabbed a handful of feathers from a pouch.  I grinned inwardly.  No, you don't you fecking bitch.  I was waiting for that and I willed the air magic involved in her spell not to cooperate.  She stood in shock when nothing happened when she stepped into the leaves she flung into the air.
 
   She started flinging spells at me.  I landed and started advancing on her.  My instincts for the hunt overriding my fear.  I stalked toward her as she hit me with a spell after spell.  Some burned and some were excruciating, but my flames protected me from the brunt of it as I kept advancing.
 
   Walls of twist tree trunks started shooting up between is, I just waved my claws in chopping gestures and scythes of wind and a blade of granite struck out, reduced them to splinters.
 
   Now I saw it.  I thought it was fear, but it wasn't.  It was something more.  What I saw in her rotting eyes was extreme terror.  She was terrified of me... Queen Myra of the Eire... Drakon Primitus.  Then an odd thing happened.  Instead of reveling in it, reveling in my impending victory.  I became frightened and ashamed.  I had been enjoying her fear, anticipating the kill.  I'm not that person am I?  I recoiled a little and she got a predatory smirk on her face as she slowly reached into her pouch while I tried to recover my wits.
 
   Before I could react I froze and my eyes went wide as a huge dragon made of mist and steam rose up from behind Morgan.  It had to have been as large as me.  Morgan stopped when she saw my eyes and turned around slowly, her hand still in her pouch.  Then she let out a gurgling scream as the dragon lashed out and tore the Dark One apart with its mighty jaws.  I whispered, “May the devil take your last shilling.”
 
   The dragon shredded what remained.  I almost threw up.  Then the mist dissipated and a strong looking dark haired woman stepped forward.  She spoke Norwegian or Scandanavian, but I heard her voice in English in my head.  “Caragh!  I should have known it would be thee to stand against the Dark One.”
 
   I blinked at her.  She was... a woman.  A female Drakon... that made her a queen.  I wasn't alone. Then I realized who I was looking at.  It explained a lot of things, like the water element parity.  For I knew that this woman commanded both air and water.  I dissolved my dragon aspect and whispered, “Queen Alexandra.”  I had freed her.
 
   I wasn't sure what to do so I curtsied and kept my eyes low.  “I'm sorry for bein' the one to be tellin' ya.  But Queen Caragh is dead.  I'm of her line, Myra.”
 
   She stepped up to me in earnest and raised my chin with a finger. “Child, do not look down.  Thou art a Queen of the Drakon.  I am so happy to meet thee Queen Myra of the Eire.  The world is now rid of the scourge of the Dark One.”
 
   I gave her a sad smile and then looked around as dragons started landing all around us.  I whispered to the tall woman beside me who had such a commanding presence, “Queen Alexandra of the lost  Wind Clan of Norway, let me introduce me boys.”
 
   


  
 

Chapter 18 – Recovery
 
   After introductions, I said to Alexandra... yes Alexandra, not Queen Alexandra, she's wantin' none of that foolish Queen shite either, took wing with me and me boys and we flew down to the makeshift tactical base at the edge of the 'dead zone' with me.
 
   It must have been an awe inspirin' site.  Two queen dragons leading seventy smaller dragons down the mountain.  We all roared our greetings as a field was cleared and we all landed.  Alexandra and I staying in dragon form as the rest of my clan took human form.
 
   To my relief, Quinn came running up to me and threw her arms around my flaming dragon neck then I nuzzled her with my dragon head as she stroked me between my eyes.  I could have started purring right then and there.  I wanted her lips so I took human form and partook of my prize.  Me lord she tastes wonderful!
 
   Alexandra took human form beside us grinning evilly I heard in my head as she spoke, “Tark's horn!  I take it thou art soul bonded to this woman?  I admit it is making me a little flushed.   The world has indeed changed much.”
 
   Quinn looked at her. “You aren't speaking English, but I can understand you somehow.”
 
   Alexandra inclined her head and I made introductions, “Alexandra, please meet the other half of my being, Quinn Trask.  Quinn this is the Queen of the lost Wind Clan of Norway.”
 
   Quinn inclined her head.  “I'm very happy to meet you.”  Then she turned back to me.  “Morgan? That black dragon?”
 
   I inhaled sharply.  “Both dead.”
 
   She looked at me with nothing but pride and concern then hugged me tightly.  To be honest, I didn't want her to ever let go.  I was so scared up in the mountain.  I tilted my head toward my clan who were being detained by the military now.  “I figured out what Caragh meant that I could call me clan to me.”  I stepped forward and snapped at the soldiers. “You'll be steppin' away from me boys if you know what is good for ya!”
 
   Quinn squeezed my arm then went striding over with fire in her eyes, pointing at a soldier.  “You, what the hell do you think you are doing?  Get away from our dragons.”  I almost giggled as I watched her work.
 
   I heard a horn incessantly beeping and a little Volkswagon Beetle made its way through the soldiers, mystical beings and recovering ex-thralls.  Mei's voice yelling out, “Move it!  Out of the way! Official International Arcane Taskforce business!  Move it!” Her horn beeping all the way.  I had to stop another giggle.
 
   She stopped beside us and she looked at me with tears brimming her eyes.  “Is it over?”  I simply nodded and she looked around at all the activity.  Then she said, “Let this lot sort this shit out.  Let's get you home lady.”  Then she whistled shrilly and yelled, “Trask, get yer ass over here!”
 
   Quinn joined us and we all somehow managed to wedge ourselves into the VW with Alexandra in the passenger seat.  Mei beeping her horn and yelling at people as we made our way through the crowd and headed back home.
 
   Alexandra had a huge smile on her face. “These mechanical conveyances are truly a marvel.  Hast thou one Myra?”  I nodded with a smile and she grinned. “I may indeed come to like these new times.”
 
   I introduced Alexandra to Mei and was surprised when Mei said she could understand her too. Alexandra explained it was because my girls were elementals.  Before long we were pulling into Mei's garage.  The block had at least ten SUVs parked along it now.
 
   The wee Japanese-American lass got us settled in the living room where James was waiting before she dashed off to the kitchen to prepare a meal.
 
   We explained all the happenings from the past year to Alexandra, beginning with the Fire Stone. She was saddened that all the clans had been slaughtered but was hopeful that with two queens we would be able to build our numbers again.  James was able to contribute because he knew some Norwegian, but he couldn't hear her thoughts.
 
   We were pulled from our discussion by Mei. “Come and get it.”
 
   We all sat at the table around the feast that Mei had prepared, she was in full-fledged hostess mode and dished everyone up.  I snorted a little when she gave both Alexandra and I triple helpings.  The snort turned to a giggle when Alexandra wiggled her eyebrows and tilted her head toward her plate and Mei gave her a little more.  “Thou may laugh at me now, but it was not thee who has not eaten in centuries.”
 
   I just grinned at my fellow queen and dug into some of the best meatloaf and mashed potatoes I have ever had.
 
   Quinn's mobile was ringing off the hook while we ate.  She turned it off.  Dawna was stopping all the officials from just about every feckin agency imaginable at the door.  It was like an alphabet soup. She was telling them all that we were being debriefed at the moment.  This got her rewarded with a plate of meatloaf in a Tupperware container for later from Mei.
 
   Quinn had pulled me aside into the guest room, she saw me favoring my left side as we ate.  She pulled off my shirt and winced at the bruises emerging from beneath my dragon scales as they receded.  But then she grinned as she saw a scale that had been knocked off by the battle and was caught in my shirt.  She immediately pocketed it for her collection of little pieces of Myra.
 
   I told her I was only bruised up.  I didn't want to go to the fecking hospital again for my broken ribs, besides, they'd be healed in a couple more hours anyway.  She helped me get cleaned up then we showed Alexandra, “Please call me Alex,” how to use the shower.
 
   When she came out of the bathroom dressed in some of Quinn's clothing since Mei's clothes were way too small, she said in a dreamy voice, “Trak's horn I was born it the wrong era, that hot shower corral was a slice of heaven.”
 
   I sighed as I looked at the front door dreading everything that I knew was about to come.  But first I had two things I needed to do.  “Quinn can I be talkin' with you fer a moment?”  She nodded and we excused ourselves.
 
   We went into the guest room and I closed the door behind us.  I dropped my dragon senses and sat on the bed beside her shyly, “I've been thinkin' the past few weeks.”
 
   She tilted her head and I continued, “Well, you know how I feel about you?  I mean, you know I love you more than I love me-self.”
 
   She snorted an smiled warmly.  I took a deep breath and closed my eyes tightly as I blurted, “I was sorta wonderin' if you'd like to start a wee family with me as me bride Agent Quinn?”
 
   There was silence, I opened one eye, keeping the other one firmly closed as I cringed.  Her eyes were sparkling in mirth and her smile conveyed nothing but love.  She cutely kissed my nose and said, “I was wondering when you'd ask me that Doctor O'Connell.”  Then tilted her head and waited until I opened my other eye and she said, “As some weird and impulsive Irish woman is so fond of saying, I'd be delira and excira, to marry you.”
 
   My toes curled as she kissed me so gently I felt I was floating on the clouds.  Outside the door we heard a muffled, “Yay!”  I snorted and Quinn chuckled.
 
   I stared into the eyes of the woman I loved knowing how completely I was hers  then finally tore myself away.  As we walked toward the door she comically said, “But I'm not going to be called Mrs. O'Connell.”
 
   I bumped her hip. “Oh, like I'm gonna be Mrs. Trask.  I'll be havin' none of that now woman!”  We shared one last smile and opened the door and Mei, Alex, and James all almost fell into the room from where they were listening in at the door.
 
   I shook my head and snapped in mock disapproval, “A sorry bunch, the whole lot of ya!”
 
   Everyone was smiles as we made our way to the couch.  I said, “One last thing before we have Dawna release the barbarians at the door on us.  Alex?”
 
   She looked at me and I smiled at her. “I want to be givin' ya half of the remainin' shards of the Fire Stone.  You'll need to be buildin' yer clan back up now.  I know Caragh saw you as her sister, and I hope you see me that way as well.  I look forward to the day that our two clans can stand together to champion the people of our wee little planet together.”  I'm pretty sure she was cryin' when she gave me a tight hug.
 
   I looked over to Dawna and we all steeled ourselves as I nodded once to her and she reached out to open the door.
 
   


  
 

Epilogue
 
   With me wife Quinn, Mei, James, Dawna, and Steve by my side we marched down the street with determined looks on our faces.  We had all been through hell and back together so we were ready for this confrontation.  I pitied the eejit that stood in our way.
 
   We walked up to the house and just stood there waiting.  Five minutes later the bamboo blinds were drawn up from the windows on the sunroom of the house, revealing five men in dark suits and a cornucopia of surveillance equipment.
 
   Quinn held up the search warrant and arrest warrants for the NSA agents inside to see and we just waited until they came walking out of the house.  It took us three months to finally find a judge brave enough to sign the warrants.  I hope his granddaughter enjoys the autograph from Firebrand, the Dragon of Denver.
 
   I smirked and Mei just played with a ball of fire in one hand as Quinn started telling the men that they were under arrest for illegal surveillance of US citizens on American soil.  The men just lined up without fuss as Dawna and Steve cuffed them.  Oh, did I mention that Dawna and Steve are datin' now?
 
   The men knew just as well as we did that no charges would ever stick because the NSA seems to be made of Teflon and are seemingly above the law, but now they knew that this particular op was over and any future attempts would be that much harder.
 
   Mei grinned smugly as Quinn read the men their rights as they were hauled away.
 
   I was smiling until later that night as I soared through the skies of Denver, weaving through the buildings and huffing flames of acknowledgment of the people waving up at me from down below.
 
   I landed on my Dragon Spire and stared at the setting sun.  Then arched my head up as I spread my wings wide and I roared out my challenge to all who would do harm to those under my protection as a pyre of flame lit the heavens.  I am Doctor Myra O'Connel, the Dragon of Denver!
 
    
 
   I flew off toward home where my mate waited.  Unaware of the inhuman eyes watching me.
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Sample Chapter of Music of the Soul: Lightning Strikes Twice 
 
   Chapter 1 – Going Home
 
   I stared out over London and took a deep breath and smiled a little.  It was time, I was through being a coward.  I sipped my lemonade and my head swiveled when I heard my front door open.
 
   My best friend here in England, Candi, came walking into my penthouse condo at One Hyde Park near Knightsbridge.  She called out, “Vicky?  Where are you you silly bird?”  I had to grin, I remember the day I met Candice, all those years ago when I had transferred from Washington State University to Oxford in my Junior year, like it was yesterday.
 
   Well, I didn't really have a choice as that is just how my brain works.  I'm triple cursed... or blessed... with an immeasurable IQ, an eidetic memory, and a mind that can't shut off.  I know how it sounds, but I'm not bragging about it... did I mention the curse part?  I'd give anything not to have these “gifts” as my parents put it.
 
   My mind won't stop working and I am always thinking about dozens of things at all times.  I can't help it sometimes with all the noise in my head.  It got so bad once when I was twelve that I had a mental breakdown.  My parents had me committed to a psychiatric ward and paid for the best psychologists around.
 
   In the end it was my father, Frank Davenport that helped me with a breakthrough.  He wondered if I could distract my always moving mind and he came up with some mental exercises for me.  He calls it creating white noise.  My dad is my hero.  He's not a doctor or a psychiatrist, but he succeeded where they all failed.  He showed me that I just have to create more white noise
 
   He has me concentrating on solving PI.  I'm a little over seventy-two billion digits in since I started his exercises back then... 8-3-2-7-9-5-0-2-8-8  He said to do as many things like that to clear my mind of the unwanted thoughts as I could.  Some of my favorite things to do are to recite random names from the phone books from around the world, never duplicating a name once, or recite facts about animals since I love animals!
 
     I try to concentrate on all of that white noise and not allow myself to think.  It makes me a little excitable and act a bit scatterbrained, but it helps me to drown out the noise in my head I don't want to hear.  It got me out of that godforsaken institute.  The worst six month of my life!
 
   I had escaped to Oxford from Seattle because I had done a boneheaded maneuver and found myself falling in love with my two best friends there.  Mia and Vee Jacobs.  They were so wonderful together and the most accepting people I have ever met.
 
   I forced myself to be around them and their baby girl, Abbey, and never reveal my true feelings. But my heart couldn't take it when Vee's cystic fibrosis was slowly killing her and taking her from Mia and I.  So I ran... like a coward.  I ran to England to finish school and try to start a new life here and forget about the women I loved.  It didn't work of course.  It is impossible for me to forget anything.
 
   It took everything I had inside of me to go be with Mia and help her through the pain of Vee's death just after senior year.  I had to be strong for Mia, she was broken and her pain will probably always be there.  I couldn't show that half my heart had died with Vee as well.  After the funeral service at their house and a few days of making sure that Mia was going to be ok, I ran again... back to England because every fiber of my being ached that I could never tell Mia how I felt about her, especially after the loss of the love of her life.
 
   I've never been back home since then, not even to visit my parents.  They have hopped the pond to visit me a few dozen times, but I just couldn't bring myself to be in the same city as the object of my affection, I was a married woman for god's sake, it wouldn't be right, and I shouldn't be thinking of Mia in that way to begin with.
 
   I tried to make a life for myself here.  I found someone I thought I could love.  Beatrice... I mean, I did love her, but not in that soul affirming way that I should have.  We were married almost sixteen years before the divorce two years ago.  I knew it was coming, especially since I knew she was having an affair with her personal assistant, Todd, but I never said anything.  He even knocked her up.  But I feel like a terrible person because I feel like I was just using her for more white noise so I wouldn't think of Mia.
 
   God, I know, it sounds like I should be committed again.  But that's me, Victoria Davenport, headcase.  Damn, now I'm thinking about her again.   2-0-8-9-9-8  Bernard G. Linquist, Deadra V. Taylor, Jacques Vanderstien.  Black-tailed prairie dogs have small, close-knit families called coteries.  I took a deep breath and looked into my condo through the open glass doors on the veranda and called out, “Out here Candi.”
 
   I smiled as I saw her make her way through my flat and out into the crisp fall air.  She has come a long way from the almost terminally shy girl who people called the 'mouse girl.'  The years have been kind to her and she always looks spectacular in her smart business suits.  Her and her husband, Leighton Birch, started up an accounting firm after he graduated from Oxford.  She is now a sharp and insightful businesswoman with a confident air.  I grinned at the thought of  Leighton's receding hairline, I thought it made him look distinguished.
 
   I tilted my head at Candi, taking in her new blouse and earrings.  “That's a cute top.”  I poured a freshly squeezed lemonade from the iced pitcher on my patio table and slid it over to her.  She took it and sat across from me as I just looked out over the city I have come to view as my second home.
 
   She smiled one of her endearing half smiles. “Thank you.  I'm sure you didn't ring me just to compliment my blouse.”
 
   I rolled my eyes playfully at her.  “No... I... I have news.”
 
   She cocked her head to the side, some of her frosted, strawberry blonde hair slid over her collar and hung in her face.  I took a deep breath.  “I... I bought an art gallery.”
 
   Her smile bloomed.  “That's brill!  You've always had an obsession for them.  I don't know how many you do business consulting for and you were a curator for a time.  Where is it?  That cute one over by Notting Hill?”
 
   I cringed.  This was going to be harder than I thought.  I have lots of casual friends here in London. But I can count on one hand... no, one finger, my good friends that I let in on all my secrets and hopes and dreams.  That's Candice.  I exhaled and whispered, “It's a downtown Seattle gallery.”
 
   She blinked at me.  It took a moment to sink in.  I saw the whole gambit of emotions swirl through her eyes as they started to tear up.  But the one she latched onto surprised me and made me realize how much I loved my friend.
 
   She covered her mouth in surprise and excitement.  She squealed and hopped up and hugged me.  She pushed away and held me at arm's length and whispered.  “My god Vicky.  You're going home!”  Tears started welling up in my eyes too as we hugged again.  Gawd I was going to miss Candi when I left.
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