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Prologue
It was so exciting as I crested the peaks of the Rocky Mountains and saw the ocean of lights of Denver, spreading out before me, and twinkling to the horizon.  I may have squeaked a little in my excitement.  Here I was, Myra O'Connell, going to Denver on my very first research grant.
I still couldn't fathom the fact, that at twenty-six, I had my Doctorate in Mythological Studies now!  It was a hell of a thing, handing in my dissertation on the Dublin Fire Stone and then waiting.  The waiting was the worst.  Finally I was awarded my doctorate, and I applied for a research grant to study shards of the Fire Stone and other associated scrolls and writings pertaining to medieval mythical creatures.
Now if only I had a fecking place to live until the grant money came through at the end of the month.  Ma and Da would tell me to suck it up and do what I must.  I patted the steering wheel of dependable ol' Maggie, my white Toyota Prius, a gift from my parents on my first day of college eight years ago.  “Looks like it's gonna be you and me for a stretch, all close and intimate like.  Us Betty's gotta stick together ya know?”
I descended into the city and pulled my thick glasses down to the end of my nose and looked over them at the GPS on my smart phone.  The museum should be the third exit.  It was past eight, and they would be closed, but I wanted to familiarize myself with the area ahead of time.
My unruly mass of curly red hair fell in front of my eyes as I looked back before getting onto the off ramp.  I indignantly tried to blow it off to the side but had to reach up and push it back over my shoulders.  Why couldn't I have straight hair like my Da?  'Twould be much easier to manage.  But noooo, it has to be this fiery mess like Ma.
I drove slowly past... the Denver Museum of Nature and Science twas huge.  I noticed the reserved lot for staff, that would be where I would park.  I glanced over at the parking permit sitting on the top of the packet I had received from the museum last week.
I smiled to myself, trying not to get excited again.  Come on Myra!  Get a hold of yourself you're supposed to be professional now, not a fecking archeology fan girl.  I snorted at the memory of the poster I had in the dorms in school, Indiana Jones.  He was what I envisioned myself to be, an adventurer sifting through the past and finding connections between myth and reality.  Plus ya know... yum!
I pulled over and looked over my glasses at my phone again and pulled up the location of the nearest YWCA, at least I could get a shower there in the mornings until the money came through.  I had to really ration what I had for the next few days.  I navigated the roads, which were surprisingly still quite busy as the rain started falling.
Well Denver is such a huge city, so I guess that makes sense a lot bigger than the tiny, in the pale, coastal town of Wicklow, Ireland.  We had moved to Seattle when I was seven.  Da was a tenured archeology professor at the University of Washington.  Ma used to run a bakery in Wicklow, and they fell for each other when he was in Ireland doing some research.  We'll that's Ma's story anyway, Da just agrees to keep her fire branded temper at ease. I grinned at that, besides my hair and the rake of freckles over my entire body, I got Ma's hair-trigger temper.
I drove past the Y and nodded to myself as I continued on down the lane until I came upon a park. I pulled into the lot to the farthest corner from the road and settled in as the rain started sheeting.  I ate a few snacks from my travel bag and reclined the chair as I removed my heavy glasses then set my alarm on my phone.  I really hated being nearsighted.  Once my research is done here I think I'll get that laser eye surgery everyone is always babbling about.
I took a minute to look over the packet the museum had sent and to run my finger over the picture of the Fire Stone shard in their collection.  This was a dream come true for me to actually see a piece of it.  Literally, the stuff of legends.  The shard and some associated scrolls were on loan from Dublin to the Denver museum.
It was unearthed in a dig near Dublin eighteen months ago.  A perfect orb of red crystal.  Some gobshite at the dig had dropped it, and it shattered into hundreds of pieces.  Analysis of the shards dated them to around 450 AD.  The most curious thing about them were that they glowed slightly at night, though compositional analysis showed them to have no impurities whatsoever.  They were pure silicate glass, there was no explanation as to how they glowed or why they appear red when there was nothing in them that would cause the effect.  Nor were there any explanation as to how the glass was so pure when it was beyond anything that the people in the middle ages could possibly produce.
My research for my dissertation actually lead me to an obscure writing about Saint George, the dragon slayer, that mentioned the Fire Stone that allowed him to trick and destroy the last of the dragons.  It was described as a red orb of fire.  Most scholars discounted that writing because it was not mentioned in any of the other Saint George tales.  But the discovery of the Dublin Fire Stone changed all of that.  And suddenly, wee Myra O'Connell is the leading “expert” on the stone.  I snorted at that,  like I knew anything more than the poor eejit that broke it.  There were some Gaelic scrolls that were unearthed along with it, that needed restoration.  They might shed more light on the artifact.  Those scrolls were what had my knickers all damp.
I grinned and looked into my rear view mirror.  I was knackered and weak as a kitten.  It was a very long drive, there was no way I'd chance one of those flying metal death traps!  My emerald eyes didn't have their normal sparkle.  They're my best feature if I didn't say so myself. I sighed and patted the steering wheel again.  “Well Mags, it's you 'n me now, ya know.”  I locked the doors and let myself drift off, wondering what mysteries would be revealed on the scrolls.  It was surely going to be an exciting new chapter in my life.



Chapter 1 – The Shard
I woke suddenly to a loud tapping on my window.  I sat bolt upright, gathering my wits.  The windows were all covered with condensate, and I could only see the shadow of a person outside my window.  I wiped the window with my arm and saw a police officer tapping on the window with his nightstick.  The rain appeared to have stopped.
I hit the button and lowered my window and squinted at the rising sun to his back.  The man narrowed his eyes unpleasantly and spoke gruffly, “You can't sleep here.  You'll have to move along.”
I nodded nervously, I've always been quite timid around the police.  “Sorry officer, just rolled into town last night and haven't had a chance to get me-self situated.”  I tried to give a charming smile.
He shook his head dismissively.  “I don't care, you still can't sleep here.”
I nodded and rolled the window up and pulled out of the lot and onto the road.  I couldn't help but wonder why I could never charm my way out of things.  Me Ma always had a way of getting out of tickets and such just by smiling.  But then again, she did have that ginormous O'Flanagan chest from Grams O'Flanagan's side.  I looked down at my virtually non-existent girls in embarrassment.  Flat as a board this one is.  I guess that would explain it then.
I looked at the time, it was only a few minutes before I wanted to awaken anyway, so I headed to the Y.  Da had insisted on paying for membership for me and I had, rightly I thought, told him of its foolishness.  Now it seems I owe him a wee apology.
I dug around in the luggage in the back seat and stuffed a change of clothes into my day bag and made my way in.  I signed in at the desk and was surprised how many people were already using the facilities.  I made my way to the jacks and relieved myself.  I should have done this last night, I was at the bursting point.
Then I showered and prepped for the day.  As I dried my unruly mop of red chaos and did my makeup, I glanced at the other women on either side of me doing the same.  It bothered me that they were so well developed, and I was the opposite of developed, whatever the term may be.  And they towered over my diminutive five foot two frame.
I shrugged to myself and put me glasses on and excitedly made my way back out to Maggie to get to the museum.  I was beside myself with giddiness.  I was really doing this.  This wasn't college anymore.  'I' was now an expert in my field, doing bonafide research!  And I was going to be paid for it!  I'd have done a jig if I hadn't been sitting in the car.
Before it could register, I was pulling into the reserved parking lot at the museum.  I placed the parking pass on my dashboard so it could be easily seen through the windshield then hopped out of Mags, smoothing down my gray skirt and putting my ID lanyard around my neck.
I hugged my purse and electronic tablet to my chest and made my way to the employee entrance.  I held my ID badge toward the scanner and the door buzzed, and I walked through.  There was a security guard at the metal detector arch, he looked to be of pacific islander origin.  His name tag read Sefa, solidifying my observation.  I almost rolled my eyes at myself for even making the observation, Da always played that game with me.  The dangers of being related to an anthropologist.
I placed my purse and tablet in a plastic tray and sent it through the x-ray machine as I walked through the arch to the man.  “Hello, Sefa is it?”
He smiled and nodded as I continued as I retrieved my belongings.  “I'm Dr. Myra O'Connell.” I held up my badge a little.  Inside I was thinking, “Oh me lord, I'm Dr. O'Connell now!”  Then I continued, “Could you direct me to the curator's office, please?  This place is huge, and I haven't got me bearings yet.”
The musclebound man smiled warmly, I think it is my accent.  Ma is always saying how just a touch of Irish brogue can get you anywhere with a bloke in the States.  He pointed down the hall and replied, “If you go down to the elevators there in the hall and go up to the second floor, then turn right, it is at the end of the hall.”
I offered my hand as I tilted my head in thanks.  “Thank you kind sir, and it was a pleasure meeting you Sefa, ya know.  I'm sure you'll see more of me around here the next couple years.”
His smile doubled as we shook.  “It was nice meeting you too, Doctor O'Connell.”
I called over my shoulder as I made my way down the indicated corridor, “I'll be havin' none of that now.  You can be callin' me Myra if you please.” in a mock scolding tone.
He chuckled, and I heard him say, “Myra it is then.”  I fought to stop myself from fanning my face as I got onto the elevator. Handsome guy Sefa was.  OK Myra, straighten up, you're a professional here. I put my game face on as I exited the elevator and turned right and immediately tripped over the cord from a vacuum a janitor was pushing around and landed right on me backside.
Oh, did I not mention I'm quite possibly the most clumsy woman that our lord saw fit to place on this planet?  Well it's true, now shut yer trap!
To my extreme embarrassment the janitor and a well dressed, fifty something man with distinguished looking gray hair came to my rescue and helped me up and handed me my things.  As I thanked the men, I caught the suit's name badge. “Doctor Henry Arnett” Crap!  He was the curator, so much for first impressions.
I saw him likewise glancing at my name badge hanging around my neck.  His face bloomed into a smile as he said, “Doctor  O'Connell.”
I'm sure I was red as a strawberry as the blush on my cheeks burned its way down my neck.  I tried to regain some composure and returned, “There'll be none of that now.  Myra is fine, Doctor Arnett.  Hell of a thing being introduced like this, ya know.”
He chuckled politely.  “Of course, Myra.  Please call me Henry, I always feel pompous having people address me as Doctor Arnett.”
I gave him a toothy grin.  “I know, right?”  Then I straightened up again and looked up at him, he had to be six feet at least.  Be professional Myra!  “I'm looking forward to working with your team on the artifacts from the Dublin dig.  How did you ever convince them to allow you to handle the pieces?”
He winked. “Well we weren't actually granted more than cursory physical contact with the pieces and any nondestructive testing, such as x-ray and fluoroscope scans to try to read the scrolls.  We will lose them in eighteen months back to the Dublin Archives.  We will be working with the team in Dublin, who have the other three scrolls and most of the shards of the Fire Stone.  I must say, I was impressed with your work on the alternate Saint George folklore writings.  Fascinating how you were able to tie it to the Fire... oh sorry, there I go again, letting my enthusiasm get ahead of me.”
I chuckled. “Nothing to be sorry about. I find me-self quite excited at the prospect of this research. The discovery of the Fire Stone was quite fortuitous as it kept my dissertation from being laughed out of the university.”
He looked around and leaned in slightly as if to share a secret and said, “Would you like to see it?”
I was nodding like I had not the full shilling and blurted out, “I'm delira and excira to!”
He responded, “Good!  I'll bring you down to the team, may as well get you started right away. They can assign you a workspace down there.”
He motioned back to the elevator, and I comically made a point of stepping way over the vacuum cord much to Henry's amusement and the chuckling of the janitor.  He hit the call button, and we made our way to the basement once the elevator arrived.
I followed him out into a simply gigantic staging area for some exhibits.  I saw a Celtic druid stone with a couple tablets that a couple workers were prepping, and I got sidetracked.  Henry paused and looked back as I looked over my glasses to examining the monolith.  He cleared his throat, and I glanced over at him and blushed as I hurried back to his side, “Oh!  Terribly sorry.  That druid stone just looked like the one from the Limerick collection, ya know.”
He grinned at me.  “Good eye, it is.  It is on loan to us for the Fire Stone exhibit.”
I whispered, “Those tablets though, are from the wrong era and they are fake.”
Henry raised an eyebrow.  “And why do you say that?”  He had a crooked little small smile on his face like he was up to some Tom Foolery.
I squinted at him and said, “Well the druid stone is covered in archaic Old Irish Gaelic, and those tablets are in Middle Irish.  How can ye be havin' twelfth century writing side by side with fourth?  Not to be mentioning, what kind of self-respecting twelfth century druid would be writing on stone tablets?”
Henry started chuckling.  “I see we're getting what we are paying for with you, Myra.  Yes, the tablets are just set pieces... for ambiance.  The true centerpiece is going to be the Fire Stone shard and the accompanying scrolls.”
Now I was really blushing. I could feel my cheeks burning, and I looked away as I walked and promptly ran into a large man carrying a crate.  He was just able to catch it before it hit the ground. “Damn me two left feet!  Are you alright sir?”
The man just grinned and snickered a little.  “I'm fine.  And so is the four thousand year old vase.”
I blanched.  “Oh me lord.”
He winked at me and continued on into what looked like a huge storage room.  I looked over at Henry as he said, “Oh, no.  You're one of 'them'.”
I squinted an eye. “One of what?”
He grinned. “One of those researchers we need to wrap in bubble wrap because you are too caught up in your work to notice the world around them.”
I nodded, pretending to be in deep thought. “Ya know Henry, I think you may be onto something there.”
The hair on my arms started prickling as we approached the end of the hall and I felt an odd pressure building inside me, I wrote it off as excitement.
We shared a smile as he scanned his ID at the glass door to a restricted area, and he motioned his head to the scanner and I scanned my ID too.  We entered a clean room.  He handed me a white frock, hairnet and booties.  The pressure I felt building was more intense here.  We both donned our outer gear, scrubbed our hands, and went through another glass door into a positive pressure room.
There were two people already in the room.  A tall lanky bloke and a woman a bit on the wee side like me.  They looked up from the scrolls they had carefully rolled out on the light table as we entered. Henry started the introductions. “Doctor Myra O'Connell, I'd like to introduce you to the rest of your team.  Doctors James Reid and Mei Kamia.”
I grinned and blurted out, “Doctor Kamia, I read your paper on the folklore of the indigenous Aboriginal tribes of the Australian Northern Territory.  It was inspired!”
She grinned as I shook her hand.  Doctor Reid, with his long drawn down face sounded just as excited as he addressed me. “It is a pleasure finally meeting you Doctor O'Connell.  How does it feel to be vindicated on your brilliant divergent theory of Saint George and the Fire Stone?”
I blushed.  “Please, don't be embellishing me work like that.  I just presented some overlooked work.  And if you please doctors, call me Myra.”   “James”,  “Mei,” they each replied.
Then Mei's eyes got huge with a matching excited smile.  She was already gorgeous with her Japanese-American features, that just made her stunning.  “So?  Do you want to see it?” she asked.
I nodded fervently. “Oh lordy yes!  I studied everything I could get my hands on since it was unearthed eighteen months ago.  But actually getting ta see a shard is me dream come true!”
We were knocked out of our three way excitement by Henry clearing his throat.  We all sheepishly turned to him as he said, “Well, it seems I'm no longer needed here.  Myra welcome aboard.  Mei get her situated in her office after your show and tell.  I'll let you three get to your work.”
I gave a tiny embarrassed wave goodbye at the smiling man as he left, chuckling and shaking his head.  Then with comical timing, we all slowly looked at each other again and our smiles bloomed as Mei led the way to the end of the light table to a plain wooden box.
I could feel static in my hair as she opened it, like it felt on dry days when I dried it too much.  I covered my mouth with my hand as I looked into the little box.  What I saw appeared to be an impossibly clear sliver of red crystal no bigger than my index finger.  It was beautiful, almost mesmerizing.  The pressure inside of me kept building.  I tentatively brought my hand forward to pick up the shard, and looked at my colleagues.  They nodded in encouragement.
It sparkled so brightly and seemed to shimmer as I picked it up.  Then that pressure inside me seemed to explode outward.  “Jaysus!” The light table and the glass doors all shattered as I screamed in pain.  Power was arcing into me from the shard and from the light fixtures exploding all around the restoration room.  I was thrown backwards into the much thicker glass of the room's observation window.  I lost consciousness to the sound of shattering and the most unbelievable white hot pain.



Chapter 2 – Waking Up
My eyes fluttered open.  I was in the hospital.  “She's awake!” I heard Mei say, and I looked over to see her and James.  Henry poked his head in the door then seemed to smile in relief.
I grinned at the motley crew and then said, “You'll have to be excusing me language here, but what in the fecking hell happened?”
Henry chuckled nervously. “So how are you liking your first day so far?”  I laughed, but it hurt, my whole body ached.  I went to sit up but decided against it.
I looked at them. “Ow.”
Before they could tell me what had happened in the restoration room, a tall, white haired, elderly man whom I assumed was a doctor walked into the room.  Everyone moved to the far wall while he started examining me.  “Welcome back Miss O'Connell.”  His kind face wrinkled up a little with his genuine smile.
He started taking my blood pressure as he asked,  “Do you remember what happened?”
I nodded. “I felt as if I was being electrocuted when I grabbed the shard.  I thought I was being burned alive.  When I hit the observation window, I sorta lost me-self.”
I quickly brought my hands up and examined them.  “No burns?”
He shook his head.  “No, other than a few minor bruises where you were thrown through the window, I can't find a single thing wrong with you.”
I looked at him stunned. With all that burning pain I'm unscathed?  “How long was me little nap?”
He looked at the wall clock.  “About two hours.”  He looked around to everyone and said to nobody in particular.  “I'd like to keep her until noon for observation but then she is free to go.”
I looked at the hospital gown I was in.  “Me clothes?”
Mei cringed.  “They were burned off your body.  We're about the same size, I'll run to my place and bring you a set.”
I looked at Henry, he looked genuinely relieved and was mouthing, “bubble wrap” at me.  I snorted and went into a giggle fit.  They must have thought I was out of me mind if Henry hadn't been laughing with me.
Then everyone started laughing as James deadpanned.  “Can we get some lunch after this?  I'm hungry.”
Mei rolled her eyes and called out over her shoulder as she left, “You're always hungry James!”
Henry turned to me.  “I'm so sorry about the accident Myra.  The investigators are saying it looks like our power somehow surged and fried all the disconnects and unfortunately you were in the wrong place as the power surged to ground.”
James was shaking his head.  “It's the Fire Stone curse.”
Henry rolled his eyes.  “You're an educated man and you believe that nonsense?”  He turned back to me.  “Luckily the scrolls were undamaged and were moved to another clean room.  The shard...”
He paused and James chimed in, “It is the damnedest thing.  Probably a result of that much electricity hitting you, but it is clear now.  That unexplained red tint is just gone.”  Then he looked sad, his long face grew impossibly longer, he reminded me of a bulldog.
I was horrified that because of my actions, the Fire Stone shard was damaged.  I couldn't imagine the ramifications of it on the museum.  The Dublin team was going to be irate, maybe that is the reason James looked as if someone was going to beat him.  “What is it?”
He scrunched up his face in a sour look.  “Dublin wants the shard back.  They gave us the ol' what for, but since the shard itself was undamaged, just the unexplained coloring was gone, they want to compare its structure with some red pieces.  They grudgingly offered another red shard to us letting us know that they wouldn't even have done that if the scrolls had been damaged or if they didn't have a few hundred pieces.  They have the other shards that museums around the world complained of causing static shocks to one or two employees.  Maybe they are all tied together with your accident.”
I looked at Henry.  “Sorry.”
He chuckled. “What for, the incident wasn't your fault.  We are insured for freak accidents anyway though Dublin didn't even seem to care about that, they were more interested in the clear shard.  You over-educated lot are an odd sort.”
I squinted an eye.  “Wait a minute, you are a doctor too.”
He grinned. “Damn, tried to slip that one past you.”
I shook my head at his antics.  “Well I'd love to take a gander at the shard before it is whisked away.”
He shook his head as the doctor completed his chart and quietly slipped away.  “You take the rest of the day off.  You just got blown through a window woman!”
I was shaking my head.  He held his hand in surrender when James gave him no support.  Henry murmured, “Fine whatever, all you researcher types are crazy.”
Then he stepped up to me and placed a hand on my shoulder.  “I have to get back to the office.  I'm glad you are OK, but don't overdo it.”
I winked, “Whatever you say boss.”
He shook his head in mirth again and nodded to James and left.
James described the whole incident as he saw it and how his terror doubled when he realized the scrolls may be hurt too.  I giggled, I would have had the same reaction.
Then Mei showed up right before noon with some clothes that were a little more frilly than I  normally wear, but I wasn't about to complain.  I just wanted out of there.
After I emerged from the bathroom, I looked around for my personal belongings.  Mei realized what I was doing and said, “Oh!  Here.”  She dug in her huge shoulder bag and produced my purse. Luckily you had set this down before you made like the god of thunder.
I looked in it.  “Umm... my glasses?”
“Shattered with all the other glass in the room,”  James said.
Well hellfire and damnation!  How am I going to be able to drive now?  But then I realized I could see the nurses desk in the hall just fine.  Well isn't that just a wee bit unnerving?
I pushed that topic aside and to my colleagues I said, “To the restoration room!” 
James made a wagon train gesture and added, “By way of the front desk and lunch!”
I chuckled as Mei bumped his leg with her hip.  “Yes you babbling oaf, we'll get you fed.”
We made our way to the nurses station and signed the discharge papers, Henry had apparently supplied them with my health insurance information.  Heh, first day on the job and already thankful for the insurance it provided.
I was still stiff, and a little sore but was feeling better by the minute.  Mei led us to her car, and a minute later we were on the road heading to a cafe to feed the bottomless pit that is James' stomach.  I grinned at the two.  It was obvious to me that Mei had a thing for James, but in typical male fashion, he was oblivious.
I was looking around as Mei drove, everything was crystal clear even way off in the distance.  I was severely nearsighted... did all that electricity affect my eyes somehow?
We pulled up to a little cafe named Molly's and piled out of Mei's Volkswagen Beetle.  Before I knew it, we were happily seated and munching on tuna salad sandwiches. James said they are heaven. He didn't misrepresent them.  Mmmm.
A passing waitress tripped on a chair leg one table over, and a plate of food slid off her tray as she stumbled.  Before I even thought about it, my hand shot out and caught the plate without spilling the food and with my other hand I steadied her.  Some other customers clapped.
The waitress grinned and said,   “Thanks! You have awesome reflexes!” She quickly retrieved the plate with a towel covered hand. “But be careful that plate is scalding hot.”  She scurried off to her customer's table as I stared at my hand.  I hadn't even felt the heat of the plate... were my nerves shot from the shock?  And me? Good reflexes?  I told myself that on my first day off I would visit a doctor to have myself thoroughly checked out.
I shook myself from that line of thought and looked over at James.  He and Mei had shocked and impressed looks on their faces over what had just occurred. “So what was that prattle about a curse that you were goin' on about in the hospital?”
Mei rolled her eyes.  “Not this again James.”
He looked hurt as he turned to me. “What?  It's the truth. You see Myra, there have been other occurrences of shards shocking people, like little static discharges.  Nothing like yours though. And theirs lost a little bit of the red pigment in the shard when it occurred.  Out of thousands of people that have handled the shards, the six people across the globe that this happened to, mysteriously disappeared within a few days of reporting it.”
Mei made a spooky ghost sound, “Woooo-oooo.”
James seemed to pout.  “Fine.  Just sayin' it happened.  Watch your back Myra.”
We made idle chit chat getting to know each other as we finished our meal and headed back to the museum.  They brought me to security to get my melted badge replaced then down into the alternate restoration room.
As we were donning our smocks, Mei asked, “Are you sure you want to be back at work so soon?”
There was no way I was going to pass up looking at the scrolls!  I grinned at her. “Me good Ma always says, lose an hour in the morning and you'll be looking for it all day.”
She laughed. “You were lucky today.  That's all I'm saying.”
I winked at her with and tilted my head with a sly grin. “If you’re enough lucky to be Irish... You’re lucky enough!”
James was just silently grinning at us and shaking his head as we entered the room.  I smiled as I saw the scrolls on the light table and froze when I saw the open box beside it with the shard.  It was crystal clear now, not a trace of the red tint.
I paused, and James saw my reticence and shook his head again and grabbed the crystal from the box and offered it to me.  I reached out slowly and touched it quickly and recoiled my hand.  When the lord saw fit not to strike me down again, I let out the breath I was holding and accepted the shard.
We all laughed nervously.  Even like this, the sliver of crystal was so smooth and cool to the touch. I swear that the energy I felt searing my soul before, had come from the shard.  I was still in awe.  This was a piece of the Fire Stone!
I placed it back in the box and turned my attention to the scrolls.  They were in bad shape.  Some chunks were missing, and the writing had faded and was non existent in huge swaths across them from centuries of wear.  I put on some acid free latex gloves from a box on the table and lightly touched the scrolls.  They were phenomenal, I couldn't believe I was actually doing this, this was history right in front of me.  Me good Ma always said, “Seeing is believing, but the feeling is the God’s own truth.”
My eyes snapped instantly to a faded rune, and I stabbed my finger toward it in excitement.  “The Fire Stone!”  Mei was nodding, with a grin and I continued to scan.  I pointed again at another portion of the same scroll.  “This could be Saint George.  But the symbology is too faded to be certain.”
James said, “Those were the first things the researchers in Dublin figured out too.  That's where you come in.  The only other scholar to even theorize the existence of the Fire Stone let alone connect it with Saint George, the Dragon Slayer.  I swear they sent this half of the scrolls here to Denver to coax you into sharing your expertise since you refuse to go to Ireland.”
I blushed profusely at the compliment and the exaggeration of my knowledge, then shrugged.  “I'm scared to death of flyin'.  Me Da had to have the doctor prescribe a sedative to me to get me to the States when I was younger. Heights bother me almost as much as the thought of fallin' from the sky in an overrated tin can.”
Mei snorted.  “Their loss, our gain.  You want to see the fluoroscope and x-rays of the first scroll? We were able to detect some of the pigments and piece together some of the writings.  There are still big holes, but we are getting closer.”
I nodded eagerly, and she grabbed a remote and brought up on the big screen covering one wall, it displayed scans of the x-rays and fluoroscope images and merged them with an image of the scroll itself.  She upped the contrast and almost a full third of the scroll was readable.  I excitedly ran up to the wall and examined the archaic Old Irish that was interspersed with the Gaelic runes of the druids.  I blurted, “These are druid scrolls!”
I pointed to various locations.  “Here, here and here.  They correspond with the elements.  Nature magic.  The druids were a wee bit obsessed with it, ya'know.”
I turned back, and Mei was smiling at James. “You were right!”  Then she turned to me.  “James had a hypothesis that these may be the druid accounts of Saint George.”
I was nodding.  “Yes, I believe he is right.  It is so exciting to actually see this history!”
We spent the rest of the afternoon deciphering the portions we could read.  One obscure rune kept coming up over and over.  It looked so familiar, but none of the lexicons we had in the database matched.  Then I suddenly realized why it looked familiar.  “Wait!”  I typed furiously at the computer and pulled up my research material for my dissertation.  I pulled up an old Latin account of  Saint George’s travels to the land of Eire.  I squeaked in excitement and stabbed at the screen.
My colleagues leaned in.  There, staring us right in the face, was the same rune beside the reference to the Latin word 'drakon'.  I covered my mouth as I heard their simultaneous intake of breath behind me.  I spun to the translations on the wall.  “Dragons!  This is the druid's account of Saint George and the dragons!”  They were both patting my back.  Did we just find a fist hand account of him slaying the dragon?
I had to sit.  We all sat and laughed for a bit then Mei looked at the time, it was almost seven at night.  “Ooops... we worked past closing again.  My God Myra.  You just connected it all to your divergent mythology.”
We all grinned and made our way out of the almost deserted building.  The security guards walked us to the parking lot, and I smiled at the two doctors.  “I'll see you two tomorrow!  I canna tell you how exciting this day has been.”
Mei shook her head as she got in her car.  “You more so than most.  Hopefully you don't have quite as exciting of a morning tomorrow.”
I chuckled, and we all got into our cars and went our separate ways.  I wasn't sure where I could go tonight to sleep since the park was out.  Maybe I should have accepted me Da's offer of putting me up in a hotel until my grant money came in.  But I wanted to prove to my parents I could make my own way in the world now.
I found a nearby alley by an abandoned warehouse.  This was as good a place as any.  I locked Maggie's doors and reclined the seat and was out before my head hit the seat cushion.  I dreamed of dragons!



Chapter 3 – Reginald Blaine
The next two weeks were spent assembling our translations of the visible parts of the scrolls. Our counterparts in Dublin were ecstatic at our progress, and they sent all the scans of their scrolls to try to help fill in.  Henry was over the moon, he kept telling people that the investment in my team was well worth it.
I found it odd that I didn't seem to have my trademark clumsiness anymore.  If anything, I was getting more graceful by the day.  My eyesight appeared to be getting better and better.  I wonder if it had anything to do with the accident.  But a return visit to the doctor turned up nothing.  My fecking bras were feeling tighter, I was probably gaining some weight from all the fast food my team has been eating.  I was a couple pounds heavier than I was on my last unplanned visit to the hospital, I'll have to cut back a bit.
We had shipped the shard back to Ireland the day after the accident and the replacement shard was going to be here any day now.
On a Tuesday morning, Henry called down to the restoration room and asked me to join him in his office.  I got out of my clean room gear and made my way up.  As I got closer to Henry's office I felt a pressure inside that was familiar, I hadn't felt it since the day of the accident.  I hesitated at his door, hearing him speaking with another man, then knocked.  Henry called out, “Come in Doctor O'Connell.” He was always so stiff and formal whenever he was speaking with me in front of people from outside the museum.  I found it sort of humorous.
I straightened my blouse and skirt then walked into the room.  I paused a second when I saw the delectable specimen of a man standing next to Henry in front of his desk.  He was about six foot one, in his early thirties perhaps.  It was easy to see, by the way, he held himself that he was in great physical shape beneath that thousand dollar suit.  His dark brown hair was showing a few silver strands on his sideburns that made him look very distinguished.
His ruggedly handsome features were a little obscured by his neatly trimmed beard and mustache that had the same traces of grey.  But his eyes... ice blue and penetrating, were...  I caught myself smiling and staring.  I straightened up my posture a bit and fought the smile off my face and forced a more professional demeanor upon myself.
I turned to Henry with a questioning tilt to my head, and he smiled at me as he said, “Doctor Myra O'Connell, I'd like you to meet Mr. Reginald Blaine.  A private antiquities collector from London.”
I offered my hand and he caught it between both of his as his eyes locked on mine.  I know I was blushing as I felt the warmth of his hands as he shook my hand.  I could feel that pressure again, especially where we were touching each other, as it was tugging at us at the point of contact. His voice was strong and commanding with its British accent as he said, “Doctor O'Connell.  It is a pleasure.  I have been following your work the past few months.  On the alternate take on the mythology of Saint George.”
I took a deep breath as he released my hand.  I smiled.  Someone follows my work?  I tried not to sound as flustered as I felt while looking into his eyes and said.  “I'll be havin' none of that 'doctor' tom foolery.  Myra if you please.  I didn't think my work merited any followin' Mr. Blaine.”
He smiled back.  “Then please, call me Reggie.”  He seemed to be studying every inch of me.  Then he said. “Well I find your work especially interesting, given that I am a descendant of Saint George himself.  I have collected artifacts and writings with everything that has to do with him over the years. My collection is quite... extensive.”  Then he idly picked up a paperweight from Henry's desk and examined it.
Henry chimed in.  “Mr. Blaine has asked if the museum would keep him abreast on our research since it looks to be leading into his family history.  As I informed him, it is the least we could do and he insisted on meeting the woman responsible for the breakthrough findings these past couple weeks.”  He finished with a proud smile.  Damn the man, now I'm blushing again.
Without looking Reggie went to sit the paperweight down but accidentally hit the edge of the desk, knocking it out of his hand.  I squatted slightly, and my hand shot out to catch it before it hit the ground.  Then I blushed and put it on the desk and pushed my unruly hair back out of my face.
Reggie was smiling.  “Nice reflexes Myra.”  Then he showed pity on my blushing self and continued, “I don't suppose I could see the scrolls and the shard?”
I shook my head before Henry could speak.  “I'm sorry Reggie, but that just would'na be possible. We have them only by the grace of our counterparts in Ireland, and it is restricted access.  You'll be able to view them behind glass with the public in three weeks when the exhibit opens.  Until then, I can keep you in the loop as to our findings as we progress.”
He gave a charming, crooked half smile and bowed his head slightly.  “Completely understood. You can't blame a man for trying.”
I couldn't help but smile.  He produced a card and wrote something on the back and handed it to me.  “This is my card, you can email any findings to my address there.  That's my mobile on the back in case you need to contact me while I am in the States.”
I took the card, I don't have the foggiest notion why I felt embarrassed.  Henry saved me by saying, “I'm sure you want to get back to your translating Doctor.”
I nodded and turned toward the door gratefully, turning back to say, “It was a pleasure meeting you Reggie.”
He smiled. “Not at all.  The pleasure was mine.  I look forward to hearing from you Myra.”  It was almost seductive the way he said my name.  I gave a tiny wave like a wee schoolgirl as I dashed out of the office.  I shook my head at myself.  “Very smooth there Myra.”  Then made my way back down to the scrolls and the secrets they held within.
When I got back into the clean room, Mei kept looking at me.  So I finally broke, my Irish temper getting the better of me.  “What!?”
Mei just grinned.  “Nothing.  It's just that you've had that silly grin on your face since you came back from Henry's office.”
She paused, prompting a response.  I rolled my eyes and sighed in surrender as my temper ebbed. “Fine, you evil woman.  He wanted me to meet a private collector.  Reginal Blaine.  He's a private collector and wants to be kept abreast of our findings as it pertains to his ancestor, Saint George.”
Mei tilted her head expectantly.  “Aaaaand?”
I shrugged at the frustrating woman.  “And what?”  She just grinned like a tot with a cookie.  I surrendered.  “Fine you trollop! – He was gorgeous!”  I looked around then showed her the back of his card. “He gave me his private mobile number.”
We exchanged huge smiles, and James just shook his head, rolled his eyes, and went back to work. I grabbed his arm and gave it a playful squeeze.  “Fine.  No more girl talk.”  I turned to the scrolls.  “Now where were we?”
We spent the rest of the day on the scrolls.  The fractured and fragmented picture we were starting to build was not casting Reggie's ancestor in a good light.  From whet we could tell, the Drakon were benevolent, at least to the Irish folk.  There was something about deceit and betrayal by Saint George. One word kept popping up, caragh, or 'friend' but it didn't make sense in the context of the writings.  I stabbed at it again in conjunction with George's name.  It was so frustrating!
“Raaaaaagh!”  I spouted out and slammed my palm on the counter top.  Mei knew my temper by now and waited for me to calm myself back down, but James was suddenly by my side.
He smiled and excitedly said, “Caragh!  Why didn't I see it before?”
I looked at him my temper going nowhere and I snapped,  “Yes I know!  But it is still out of context!”
It was one of the few times I saw his long face almost sparkling in an 'I figured it out' look.  I squinted at him, promising doom and destruction if he didn't clarify.  He smiled broadly at my implied threat and said smugly, “Caragh... as in a woman's name, not the literal 'friend' definition.”
I looked at him as he was being silly, he was our linguistics expert and the one who, near the beginning of our research, had offered up the 'friend' translation.  But then I looked back at the passage I was working on and whispered,  “By all that's warm and fuzzy!  Dear lord.  Twas a woman all along.  A... dragon... woman?  Caragh was a woman...  but then that makes this.”  I scrolled through my translations, my eyes growing wider as I looked at every instance of 'her' name.  Mei gasped as she realized what I was seeing.  I looked at both of them excitedly.  “That makes this... a love story.  A story of love and betrayal.”  Things were clicking throughout the translation with this new revelation.  I looked up at the smiling linguist whom I'd never describe as handsome, but I knew Mei saw him as such.  I said, “James, you're a genius.” Mei bumped her hip into his leg playfully in congratulations.  Did he just blush?  Those two would make a fine match.
I just said quietly to myself as I reviewed my texts, updating 'her' name with a capital C.  “Caragh... Caragh.”  The name resonated with me for some reason.  I found myself smiling as we went back to work on the translations, my earlier outburst from before a distant memory.
At some point in the night, Mei noticed it was almost eight, dear lord we did it again.  I quickly emailed the researchers in Dublin our startling findings today and also forwarded a copy to Reggie.  I felt bad that this was starting to look like his ancestor was the villain in this piece, but we still only had about twenty percent of the story, so it is best not to jump to any conclusions.
We had security walk us to our cars, and we said our goodbyes.  As I drove to “my” alley, I thought about how good it was going to be to have an apartment.  The grant money should be deposited in the next two days.
The light patter on the roof told me the forecasted rain had started.  I was excited about the day's events.  I pulled up my work on my tablet.  I had to go back over so much now.  I looked up, I needed coffee, there was a 7-11 just across the street from the alley entrance.  With Caragh, Saint George, and Reggie on my mind, I hopped out of Maggie and hurried through the light rain to fetch my coffee.
I paused for a moment when I thought I caught a shadow of movement out of the corner of my eye.  I continued on when I couldn't see anything.  I'm just a little jumpy because I need my coffee.



Chapter 4 – Mugging!
On my way back to Mags, bent over my extra large cup of coffee and a danish to shield them from the rain, I thought I heard something behind me as I walked into the alley, and this time I know I saw movement.  I looked around, but didn't see anything, so I continued on my way, albeit at a little faster pace.
My heart was racing when I heard a bottle clink and roll in the alleyway.  I felt like I blinked but I never shut my eyes and the world was suddenly bathed in purple, and red light I could see clear as day in the dark alley.  All of the sounds around me were amplified, the stench of the alley was overwhelming.  I could hear my own breathing, my own heart, the rain hitting the rooftops and the alleyway and someone else breathing.  I looked in the direction it was coming from and I saw him as well, hiding by a dumpster.  “Who's there?”  I called out.
He knew he was made and stepped out.  He had something in his hand as he started walking toward me.  He was a large man dressed all in black with a heavy black hoodie and a black face mask from some sort of sport no doubt.  Even from here, I could smell a spicy fragrance that was somehow familiar to me.  I dropped my coffee and danish and ran toward Maggie.  I can tell you that I had never been so terrified in my entire life.
I was moving twice as fast as I ever had and it felt effortless, but the man still reached me before I could get into Maggie.  He grabbed my arm, and I don't know what came over me, I thought for sure I was going to die, but I spun on him and struck out with my hand to try to knock him away.  I must have been hallucinating, it looked as though my hand was engulfed in flames and it looked like a claw formed of those same flames.  I struck the man in the chest with such great force that he went flying back and tumbling along the ground.  The flames were  gone in an instant making me wonder if I had just imagined it with all the adrenaline pumping through my veins.
He was up in an instant and charging, I now saw it was a large knife in one of his hands.  He attacked with a flurry of blows and slashing motions.  Now mind you, I have never been in a fight in my entire life, even though I got my Ma's temper.  But somehow I was dodging and deflecting almost every blow.  The ones that did come slamming into me felt muted somehow.  I'm a tiny slip of a lass and this large bloke was barely hurting me.
It felt almost as if I were dancing as I spun and dodged away from his onslaught.  On some sort of instinct, I dropped and kicked his legs out from under him.  Then I ran past him and down the alley, fumbling with my cell phone as I tried to get to the 7-11.
I made it to the street before I heard someone rapidly approaching me from behind.  I screamed, hoping to draw attention.  I saw the clerk in the store look out the window as the knife struck me in the side.  I felt the power of the blow as it knocked me to the ground but not the tearing sensation of the blade I would have expected.  There was a crack, and the searing pain from my side that told me I had a cracked rib.  I was sobbing in fear as the man rolled me to my back and he was raising the knife again with both hands over his head for the killing blow when the clerk ran out yelling,  “Hey!  Don't do it!  I called the police!  Let her go!”  I could hear police sirens in the distance approaching.
My assailant paused and looked at the man, that was all I needed.  I struck out with all my fear and anger and knocked him to the ground, causing him to skid backward almost ten feet, colliding solidly with the curb with a thud and a crack.  He was instantly on his feet, holding his left arm and he ran down the street, disappearing between two buildings as the police arrived.
The clerk was now crouched beside me.  “Hey lady, are you OK?”  I was just staring at my side, where the knife had struck, not believing my eyes as I watched as what looked like gold tipped red serpent scales on my side fading back to the appearance of normal skin.  I was in shock, that must be it.  I blinked without closing my eyes again, and everything dimmed as the night returned along with my normal eyesight.
I looked at the young man, his concern was etched on his face and he kept glancing at my side.  He had seen it too!  I shook my head and tried to sit up, but the pain in my side from the cracked rib made me gasp. “I'm fine.  Thank you for coming to me rescue.”
He smiled back at me as the first police cruiser arrived.  The officers were instantly out of their vehicles with their weapons drawn.  They yelled at the young man to move away from me and get down on the ground face down and place his hands on his head.
I was waving both hands in a warding off motion.  “No, it wasn't him.  He chased the mugger off ya  know!” They still apprehended him and told me not to get up when they saw me favoring my side where my blouse was torn.  They called for an ambulance.  One fit Hispanic looking officer kneeled on the ground beside me holding his jacket above me to shield me from the rain.  He gave me a reassuring smile, I'm sure I still looked terrified.  “You're okay now miss.”
I looked back at the other officer who was talking to the clerk beside the doors of the store, the poor lad's hands were cuffed behind his back.  I looked at the man above me with pleading eyes. “By God's own truth, I be tellin' ya that boy helped me.”
He looked at me and nodded. “I know miss.  We have to follow protocol, just doing our jobs.”  And I saw the other officer uncuffing the young man as two other cruisers arrived.  My officer had me give a description of my attacker.
I pointed to where the assailant went.  “He ran that way and between those two buildings.”  He nodded and told the arriving officers, and they all fanned out, searching the area as he asked me a few general questions.
A minute later the ambulance arrived.  They checked me on the ground to make sure there wasn't anything seriously wrong besides the bruise developing on my side and the apparent cracked rib.  They allowed me to walk on my own to get into the ambulance.  My officer looked at me with a charming smile.  “We'll have an officer meet you at the hospital to take your statement.  We have the area covered, he won't get away, don't worry about that Miss.”
I smiled back nervously. I was shaky, coming down from the adrenaline high. “Myra.”
“Myra.” He repeated and nodded as they shut the ambulance doors.
Now that everything had slowed down I started taking ragged breaths as the tears started coming. When we arrived at the hospital they walked me slowly over to a couple medical types waiting with a wheelchair.  They had me sit as the medics relayed my condition to them as I was wheeled to an examination room.
A nurse asked if there were anyone they could call for me.  I wasn't sure, Ma and Da were half a country away.  I shrugged and gave her Henry's contact information.
By the time the doctor was done examining me, and they x-rayed my ribs, wrapped my chest and cleared me to go after the police spoke with me. Henry, Mei, and James were there with worried looks on their faces.  Henry asked half in humor, half in concern, “You're not planning on making trips to the hospital a habit while you are with us are you Myra?”
Mei pushed him aside giving him a reproving look and turned to me, grabbing my hand.  “Are you ok Myra?”
I chuckled a little at her concern, we had all become good friends in the short weeks I have been in Denver.  “I'm fine Mei.  Scared and mad, but fine.”
James had a longer face than normal, his eyes creased with concern as well.  “What the heck happened?”
I opened my mouth to speak as the curtain was pushed aside.  A nondescript uniformed officer was standing there and a tall woman who had a badge hanging from her belt.  Now I've spent my fair share of time hoppin' to both sides of the fence so I could really appreciate her looks, and wow.
She had long chestnut hair that was pulled back into a tight, professional ponytail.  She wore a professional black pantsuit with a midnight blue blouse that did absolutely nothing to hide her feminine curves.  She wore black flats that looked more practical than decorative.  Her smooth, strong movements, told of a hidden lethality.
But it was her face, specifically her silver eyes that had my pulse racing.  They were strong and intelligent and darting everywhere, taking everything in at once and assessing it.  They complimented her deceptively feminine features.  She may well have been one of those statues of Roman goddesses that I admired at the museum.
I was amused with myself.  I just got mugged and I find myself girl crushing at the hospital.  What would Ma be saying about now.
Her clear and commanding alto voice rang out saying,  “I'm sorry everyone, but could I please ask you to wait outside?  You too officer.  I have a few questions for Miss O'Connell.”  It really wasn't a question, it was an order.
I found it equal parts compelling and annoying.  I pushed down the one and went with 'annoying' as my friends left the room with the uniformed officer, leaving me alone with officer pushy.  I found myself forcefully saying, my Irish temper flaring, “That'll be Doctor O'Connell to you.”  I hate being called Doctor O'Connell.  Why in the bejesus did I tell her that?
Her eyes could have frozen molten lava as she said in an even tone, “Fine.  Doctor O'Connell, I have some questions for you.”  Nice, our mutual frost put an end to my girl crush right there.  I grinned, daring her to try to push me around, but she was all business.
She looked around then closed the exam room door.  I felt the way she stood in the room was strategic, as I watched her sharp eyes take in the door then the window.  Maybe I was reading more into it, but as she faced me, it seemed she was keeping both in her peripheral vision.
Then she asked a couple general questions which I expected.  First my full name and I told her Myra Marie O'Connell.  She asked if I was ok.  I explained what the doctors had said that I had a cracked rib and a couple minor bruises.  But then it all derailed...
She looked directly at me and asked, “After the incident in the museum with the crystal, have you noticed anything out of the ordinary?”
Huh?  What does that have to do with my mugging?  Yes, I've noticed plenty out of the ordinary, but nothing I was going to tell her. “No.  What does this have to do with me mugging?”
She ignored the question then pressed on with her questioning. “No changes in coordination or reflexes?  Have your senses become more acute?”
My blood ran cold.  What did she know about it?  I shook my head and replied carefully, “No.  I don't see what my accident has anything to do with what happened tonight.”
Without warning, she forcefully threw her small, metal encased notepad that she was writing in at me.  My hand shot out and caught it mid flight as I blinked and everything was bathed in the purple red sheen.  All the colors around me were brighter, and everything was much more sharper.
I looked at the notepad in my hand.  Shite.  She had me.  She snatched the notepad from me.  “Cut the bullshit, I'm here to help.”
I squinted at her as I felt that weird blink and my eyesight returned to normal.  “You aren't really a cop are you?”
She chuckled a little.  “I am, just not the kind you think.”  She unclipped her badge from her belt and passed it to me.  “Special Agent Quinn Trask, FBI.  On special assignment in a joint Interpol task force.”
I just stared at her then her badge.  “Jaysus.  What does the FBI want with me?”
She deadpanned.  “To keep you alive.”  The tone was ominous, then she continued, “What happened tonight wasn't a mugging, he was trying to kill you.  It is a miracle you survived, this man is dangerous.”
I looked at her in shock.  “Who is he and why would he possibly want to kill me?  I'm just a mythology and folklore researcher ya know.”
She shook her head.  “We don't know.  All that we know is that all across the globe, eight people have experienced shocks from shards of what is called the Fire Stone.  They were experiencing odd physical effects from the incident.  Days after each incident, six of them were found dead.  Their hearts cut out of their chests by some sort of exceedingly sharp blade.”
I gasped.  “The... curse?  I thought those men were just missing.”
She shook her head.  “You're an educated woman, you don't believe in curses, do you?  No, Interpol hid the deaths because they didn't want the international community panicking over a merciless international serial killer.”
I understood that, but my eyes flared in anger.  “The least you could have done was to warn any researchers of the threat!”
She shrugged.  “And tell them what exactly?  Excuse us, but if you experience a shock from a shard of that crystal you are examining, please inform us so we can protect you from a crazed serial killer? How would you have reacted to that?”
It was my turn to shrug.  “Aye.  I understand that.  But I still don't like it.  It's as if you are dangling us for bait... wait, you said eight, so there are two poor saps out there that this madman is comin' fer?”
Her confidence seemed to waver for a second then it was back like a shield.  “We had thought only seven.  We weren't sure about your incident with a shard since it was so massive and investigators said it was a power system surge.  Plus all the other victims were men.  So we have devoted all of our resources on following Doctor Miller in New York.”
I squinted.  “Does he know?”
She shook her head sheepishly. “No.”
I snapped.  “I knew it.  You're just using him as bait!”  I slapped the side of my bed in anger to punctuate my point.
She nodded.  “I suppose we were, but we have had eyes on him at all times until we were informed of your attack.  I landed in Denver tonight so I could visit with you at the museum tomorrow, to see if your research could shed some light on what is motivating the killer since it appears tied to the Fire Stone you are studying.”
Then before I could say anything she asked, “So Doctor O'Connell, just how did you survive an attack from a man that has killed six men and four highly trained Interpol agents?”
I opened my mouth, but she held up a finger.  “And please, no bullshit, nothing you say would shock me at this point.  Step me through the attack.”
I closed my eyes for a second and tried to keep calm.  Should I really share what I think happened? Even I don't know if it really happened.  Would I wind up dissected on some government autopsy table as some other researcher's project?  I trusted this woman for some reason, even though I still wasn't sure if I liked her.
Then I opened my eyes and began.  “Well I was heading back to me car after picking up some coffee and a danish.”
She nodded as she took notes.  I found it odd she wrote on paper instead of a computer or tablet.  “And where were you parked?” she prompted.  “The assets on the scene say they haven't locate your car.”
I blushed as I replied, “Maggie is parked at the far end of the alley.”
She started reaching for her phone. “Who's Maggie, we can get a unit over there right away to get her.”
I held up my hand to stop her, blushing again.  “Maggie is me car.”
She slipped the phone back into her pocket and asked,  “What the hell were you doing parking down in an alley?  That's almost begging to get mugged!”  Was that actual concern in her eyes?
I didn't make eye contact with her.  “Well that alley is sorta me home until the grant money comes trough in the next couple days.”  I wanted to crawl into a hole, I was embarrassed.  I hadn't even told my co-workers.
A firm hand on my arm made me look at her.  There was that trace of compassion in her eyes again. Maybe she's human after all.  She reassured me. “Don't sweat it Doctor, we've all had unavoidable situations in our lives.  Go on... you were heading back to your car...”
I nodded.  “Right.  I was headin' back to Maggie and I caught some motion out of the corner of me eye.  When I looked I couldn't see anyone, but I heard a bottle get knocked over.  That put the fear into me and I called out to see if someone was there.  Then I heard him breathing and saw him behind a dumpster.”
She looked up.  “How far away was he?  Was there a light in the alley?”
I shook my head and smiled sheepishly.  “No.  No light.  He was maybe forty feet from me.  Didna I mention... something odd happened.  I was a wee bit terrified, and suddenly I could see as if it was broad daylight.  I could see, hear, smell far better than I should have.  I wrote it off to adrenaline.  It was like daylight to me, I could hear his breathing and see him trying to keep out of sight.  There was this odd familiar smell of spices.”
She actually smiled a little at that.  “No, you forgot to mention that part.”
I smiled back, gaining a little confidence.  “Well there you have it, its done said now.”  I grinned at the look she was giving me then continued, “Well he stepped out.  He was a big bloke, maybe six foot one or two. He was in pretty good shape judgin' by the muscles I could see through his tight pants.  He was dressed all in black with one of them motorcycle masks, ya know... like the dirt bikers use.  So I didna get a look at his face.”
She nodded.  “What did you do then?”
I had to hold back a snort, was she daft?  “What do you think I did?  I dropped my coffee and ran fer Maggie fer me dear life.”
She had an almost cute grin at that as she snorted and continued writing.  She looked back up at me to continue.  I closed my eyes, the next part would prove to her I was off my nut. “I tell you, hand to the lord, I was running faster than I had ever moved in my life somehow.  But even at that, he caught me by me arm.  I was so terrified, I just wanted him to let go, so I spun and struck at him.  It must have been an adrenaline induced hallucination, but I swear me hand was on fire as I struck the man!  He went flyin' backward like a fecking rag doll, tumblin' across the ground.  I could smell burning flesh, it almost made me gag on the spot.”
Her eyes went a little wider than before, and she said, “Fire?  The others were either water or rock according the the surviving Interpol agents.”
Something clicked in my head.  I blurted, “Fire, water, earth.  Elementals!   Elementals are mentioned in the Fire Stone scrolls!”
She stared at her notes for a second then looked back up at me and tilted her head, prompting me to continue.  I told her of the fight that ensued and how I felt so graceful and instinctively knew how to fend the man off.  How I had escaped, and tried to call 911 as I ran out of the alley.  Of him striking me with the knife.  I motioned to the clean slice on my blouse.
I stopped for a moment.  “I swear, he hit me with the blade, but he didn't cut me.  There were...”  I stopped.  She put a hand on my arm and lowered her eyes to meet mine, nodding slightly to encourage me.  “I swear on me Ma and Da, I had red scales on me side where I shoulda had skin, like they protected me somehow.”
I absently ran my finger along my bruised skin through the cut in my top.  I glanced down, the bruise was a sickly brownish yellow now, as if it had been healing a couple days.  I looked closer then hid it when she leaned in to see what I was looking at.
I took a quick breath and finished. “He was on top of me ready to drive that fecking antique knife through my chest when that clerk came out and got his attention.  That was my chance, I punched the man in the chest and he went flying off me and skidding across the ground.  The sirens were approaching fast, and the guy ran off.  He must have drugged me somehow, right?  I was just imagining things.”
She didn't say a word, she just stepped closer to me and brought her hand toward my side.  She tilted her head asking permission.  I closed my eyes, and her warm hand was gently cupping my side she was looking through the tear at the bruise.  “This is almost healed.”  She said more to herself than to me.  She traced a finger gently along the bruise then withdrew her hand.
Shite, my girl crush is back!  She took my hand and looked carefully at my fingers.  Then suddenly straightened up not letting go.  She grabbed a little plastic bag from her back pocket with her other hand.  Then with her pen tip she flicked something from under my fingernail into the bag.  “Looks like you got a piece of him Doctor O'Connell.”  She said happily.
I rolled my eyes.  “Oh hell, Myra if you please.  I was just a wee bit perturbed with you fer sending away my friends.”
She nodded.  “Myra then.”
I nodded back and asked, “And what should I call you?”
“Special Agent Trask.”  The betty was serious.
I nodded. “Quinn it is then.”  She visibly cringed.  I took some smug satisfaction in that.
Her look suddenly got cold and serious.  “Well now that we know he is out there, and that he is after you, we'll need to take you into protective custody.”
This just raised my ire.  “You'll be doing nothing of the sort!  I'll be doing me job at the museum!” She was about to argue but I cut her off,  “You say it is all tied into the Fire Stone somehow.  I am the leading expert on the stone.  So my team translating the scrolls is the best chance we have of uncovering why this maniac is targeting people who are studying it.  You need me Quinn.  Don't you go denying it now!”
She nodded in resignation with  crooked grin as she said,  “That's some temper you have Myra.”
I tilted my head with a smile.  “Why thank you.”
She snorted.  “It wasn't a compliment.”
I corrected her,  “Yet that's how I choose to take it.  Now, if you please.  Can you send in me friends on yer way out Quinn?”
She squinted her eyes.  “Fine.  But you are stuck with me for the duration.  When you aren't at the museum, you'll be at a safe house with me.”
I rolled my eyes at her and said,  “What a joy that will be.  Are we done for now?”
She nodded and opened the door and called my co-workers in but stood in the 'prime' spot, watching everything with hawk-like attention.  I noticed her quietly speaking into her cell phone as I was being discharged... again.
Henry asked, “You aren't coming in tomorrow, are you?  You need to rest.”
I quickly dismissed him. “There'll be none of that talk now.  I'll be there bright and early.  Most likely with Special Agent Trask here unless I can ditch 'er.”
Henry just shook his head as he left. “Damn frustrating researchers.”
James gave me a smile and left, Mei hugged me tightly then rushed after James, “Hey egghead, wait up, you're my ride!”
And just like that I was left in the room alone with my apparent babysitter.  She shook her head. “You should really listen to Doctor Arnett.  You've just been through...”
I cut her off.  “Not you too Quinn.  So now what?  You drag me away in cuffs or whatever you tin badges do?  I need to get Maggie first, all me clothes are in her.”
She looked a little amused.  Don't go smiling now woman, I'm trying to keep my mad on for you!  “I already called it in, and she will be waiting at the safe house.  I followed her out, she kept herself in front of me a half a pace and to my right.  Her head turning every which way at all corridor intersections and open doors.  The way her right hand didn't seem to swing as she walked kept me glancing at her holstered gun.  This lass is a serious professional.  Oddly, it was keeping me more aware of my own surroundings, as well.
She led me to a typical dark 'company issue' SUV.  Then we were on the road.  My head snapped up to the rooftops.  She looked over at me. “What is it Myra?”
I shrugged.  “Nothing, I just feel like there are eyes on us and I just thought I saw a movement in the shadows.  Just jumpy from the attack and imagining things.”
She shook her head and replied, “No, I saw it too.  But don't worry we have other agents flanking us.”
She drove a seemingly random path that even backtracked a couple times before driving into a two car garage at a little brick building near Cherry Creek.  I noticed Maggie was in the other spot as the automatic garage door closed.
Quinn waited for me to grab some clothes and my iPad from my car, then led me through a door into a fairly bland apartment.  “Stay here,” she said as she looked in all the rooms before returning. “Ok, it's all clear.  Take the room at the end of the hall, do not open the curtains.  I'll take the first room.  There are agents on the street.  Get some sleep, you'll need it.”
I squinted. “Miss Demanding much?  Just when I was startin' to think you were human.” She had that slightly amused smile again on her face.
I prepared for the night then headed for the back room, she was still in the living room peeking between the drapes as she spoke quietly on her cell.  I must say, I really felt safe with her there.
I reminded myself to call Ma and Da in the morning to let them know I'm ok.  I don't want them finding out about the attack through the grape vine.  I was asleep within moments of my head hitting my pillow.



Chapter 5 – Scrolls
I had a bad dream, reliving the attack.  My eyes snapped open, and I realized it was morning.  I shook the bad dream from my head, and I stretched in the bed.  I had almost forgotten how good it felt to sleep in a proper bed.  I realized my side didn't ache at all as I unwrapped my ribs, the bruising was gone.
This bedroom reeked, I don't remember it smelling this bad last night.  I sighed and got up everything was bathed in that purplish red.
I heard Quinn in the living room already, she was whispering into her phone.  Shite, I could hear her arguing with someone, it sounded personal, but I couldn't shut off my hearing.  I looked into the makeup mirror sitting on top of the dresser and gasped.
My eyes were red and oval shaped with black slits where I should have pupils!  The shock caused the slits to widen slightly more for a second.  A semitransparent membrane wiped quickly across my eyes.  I just stared into the mirror, trying to block out Quinn's argument with what I guess was her boyfriend. “No... you knew this about my job when we first started dating... no... no, this is how it will always be... don't be like that... what?  Well then I choose the job, it is important!  I... no... fine.  Just know that you were important to me too.  Yes... ok, I'll get my stuff the next time I'm in town.”
What a jerk, didn't he know she was saving lives?  She may be infuriating, but she deserves more than dumping her on the phone.  I clenched my fist, my ire was rising.  Then some flickering got my attention.  I looked down, and my arms were on fire!  I gave a surprised yelp.  I didn't feel the heat from the blue and yellow flames at all, and my nightshirt wasn't burning.
A moment later the bedroom door burst open, and Quinn was there, gun drawn.  She must have heard my yelp.  She took everything in at once, and her arm faltered with the gun a bit.  Then she slowly holstered the gun as I stood there, staring at my arms that looked like they had a thick sheath of fire around them, ending in two claw shaped apparitions.
Beneath the flames, my fingers had long claw-like fingernails that shimmered like polished metal. I looked between them and Quinn as she approached slowly holding her arms up and her face turned slightly away.  “Are you ok Myra?  Damn I can't get much closer, the heat is searing.”
I shook my head.  “I... I don't rightly know.  I had a bad dream, and I wake up like this.”
She nodded.  “Ok, maybe just calm down a little and concentrate on the flame?  Make it go away?”
I held up my hand and concentrated on the flame, it flared a little.  I... felt the flame? A wisp jumped up from my hand.  I looked at it and willed it, and it moved around.  I held up my other hand and made the fire jump between my hands.  This was impossible.. it was... amazing.  I glanced at a stunned Quinn.  Oh, right.  I concentrated and the flames just vanished.
I looked at my hands, they looked like I had claws on the ends of my fingers.  I concentrated and watched those dangerous looking nails retract back into me.  I looked at her with a nervous smile.  “Jaysus!  What's happening to me Quinn?”
She was shaking her head as she stepped up to me and gently grabbed one of my hands to examine it.  Her scent filled my nose.  It wasn't unpleasant at all.  In fact, it sort of... I blushed.  Such thoughts Myra!  Her voice knocked me out of my thoughts.  “I don't know Myra.  Did it hurt?”
I shook my head. “I nary even felt it.  Is that... was that like elemental control over fire?  This is impossible.”
She had a sly grin on her face.  “Those awesome eyes would beg to differ.”
I spun back at the mirror and saw those red animal eyes.  I concentrated, and the world became less sharp to all my senses.  My eyes became their normal sparkling green.  But then I was suddenly afraid.  “What are you going to do?  Report this?  Oh lordy, I'm going to be dissected on a table somewhere in Area 51!”  I backed away from her, reclaiming my hand as my own.
She looked almost hurt.  “No, Myra.  Who would believe me anyway?  Last thing I want is a psyche evaluation.”
I looked at her and hung my head.  “I'm sorry Quinn.  I... overheard your conversation, I didn't know how to shut off me hearing.”
She nodded once with an unreadable expression then left the room, calling out over her shoulder in a cold voice.  “If you still insist on going to work on the scrolls today, we should get going soon.” Then she was off into the living room on the phone with some other agents informing them of our impending movement.  Did I just piss her off?  Why did I care?
I took a shower and got ready.  Another agent came in, and stood at the door and Quinn took her own shower and prepped for the day.  When she came out of her room, the other agent discretely left. Sheesh, they must have a protocol for everything.
I quickly called my parents to fill them in.   I had to hold the phone away from me as Ma got her mad on.  I handed the phone to Quinn. “Sorry.  Me Ma wants a word.”
I hung my head in embarrassment as she “yes ma'am” and “no ma'am”-ed and, “Of course, ma'am. It was nice speaking with you.”  She hung up and handed me the phone with a grin.
I shook my head.  “Sorry.”
She laughed, it was odd coming from Miss Ice.  “I see where your hair trigger temper comes from. She was nice though.”
I chuckled.  “Nice?  We are speaking of me Ma right?”
She chuckled a little.  Much better than the cold shoulder from earlier.  She informed the other agents “Firebrand” was on the move.  I squinted at her, and she shrugged with a slight smirk.  Then we went to the garage and into the SUV.
On our randomized route to the museum, she brought us through a drive thru for breakfast and coffee.  It was comical, really.  Matching SUVs magically appeared in front and behind us as we ordered.  They disappeared as quickly as they had arrived the moment we were on the road again. We ate as she drove.  Then minutes later we were pulling up to the museum.  I dug the parking permit from my purse and put it on the dashboard, and she led me into the museum.  When we reached security we stopped to get her a badge for the doors.
I looked at her in amusement as we rode the elevator down to the basement.  “Just how long am I going to be chaperoned?”
Her cold voice was back. “Until we get the bastard.”
I went into the clean room, James was already there.  Quinn stood outside by the observation window communicating with someone on her cell as her keen eyes swept the area.  I saw Mei coming down the corridor from the elevator with three cups of coffee.  She stutter stepped when she saw Quinn.  I could hear her say over the speakers, “Oh, I forgot about you Agent.  Umm you want a coffee?”  She lifted the tray slightly to her.
Quinn just smiled politely.  “No, but thank you for the offer Doctor.”
Mei smiled at her. “Mei.”
Quinn tilted her head in acknowledgment. “Mei.”
Then she placed the tray on the outside work table and came into the clean room and suited up. James looked at her. “That was nice of you to offer your coffee to her.”
Mei snorted. “It wasn't that nice, I was offering her yours.”
I was grinning at their antics as Mei said, “Since when did the FBI start hiring hotties anyway?”
Quinn spoke from the observation window, “You are aware that I can hear you out here aren't you?”
Mei shot her a playful grin.  “Of course, why do you think I said it?”
I shook my head, trying to conceal a smile.  “That'll be enough of that now.  We have work to do ya know.”  Then we all started going over the scrolls again.  “James, this faded rune.  Is that for elemental?  I had a thought this morning...” I glanced quickly at Quinn then back.  “We saw the same when it mentioned dragons before.  Were the druids linking dragons to elementals I wonder?”
He nodded looking at the surrounding snippets.  “That would fit into the context of this scroll.  It is too faded and damaged to be certain, but the upstroke there does look indicative of it.  But this dot above the stroke...  I don't know.”
Dot above the... my eyes went wide and I started toward the door quickly shedding my gear.  Mei was right on my heels, and Quinn flanked us as soon as we were out of the room.  Mei looked at me.  “What is it Myra?  You have that epiphany look on your face again.”
I spoke to her as we got to the elevator.  “It may be nothing Mei.  Just a hunch, something James said sounded familiar.  We went quickly to the access corridor behind the Fire Stone exhibit that was almost completed, and badged into the glass fronted space.  I walked up to the druid stone and ran my hand along it then stabbed a finger at a rune.  “There!  I knew I had seen it.”
Mei looked at it then me in wonder.  There was the elemental symbol with a dot over it.  Mei was quickly writing down the passage, but we were getting pretty good at understanding druid writings now. The dot was an accent to mean 'original' on all other symbols it was used on.  So this stone was a marker foretelling the return of the original elementals.  The previous interpretation was that they were awaiting the return to nature.  They mistook elemental for elements, thus their 'nature' translation.  But now we had another piece to the puzzle.
I was on the move again with my two shadows, we made our way back down to the clean room.  I was almost giddy.  One piece at a time we were getting it!  As I was gearing up I excitedly spoke to James, “That is the symbol for the original elementals!”
He glanced at me then the scroll and started grinning.  My pulse was pounding as I excitedly made my way back to the scrolls.  Then I gasped.  “What did you do James?  We aren't supposed to do anything physically to the scrolls!”  I was almost panicking.  But there, clear as the day, I could read the scrolls as the faded pigments virtually jumped off the page.  I could see the entirety of the writings. Shite, the Dublin team is sure to take them from us now and maybe press charges!
He tilted his head.  “I didn't do anything, what are you... Jesus!  Myra, your eyes!”
I looked at him and then to Mei who was staring at me now.  Quinn was trying to get into the room, but her badge wouldn't allow it.  She was saying, “Concentrate Myra.  Will them away.”
I looked over toward the door where she was trying to enter.  “No!  They know now.  I can read the scrolls!  If I go back to normal, we'll lose this opportunity!”
I glanced at Mei and James who were staring at me now.  “Please don't be alarmed.  I'll explain everything... I give ya me word.  Just right now I need paper!  I need to write this all down before it fades!”
James was in motion, not tearing his eyes from me as he retrieved a pen and a tablet of paper.  Mei was smiling.  “They are beautiful Myra.  What... what are you?”
I took a deep shuddering breath, which I found was a mistake as all of the smells and scents around me assaulted my olfactory.  I could smell Mei's shampoo and soap, James' antiperspirant, the stale smell of the scrolls and something coppery, like... blood?  “I really don't know what kind of freak I am, but I think the answer is in the scrolls.  Please, let's get this all down, I don't know how long I'll be like this.”  She laid a hand gently on my arm and nodded.
Quinn was talking on the phone and moving back to the observation window.  “I need the cameras in this area deactivated and the security footage secured.  My eyes only.  What?  I don't care, just do it NOW.”
I glanced at her in apology.  She just gave me a slight nod, and I started copying everything I saw on the scrolls now.  By the end of the hour I had it all written down and I had realized that one of the pigments must have been blood, that was what I was smelling.  We had virtually everything except where pieces were torn off.  Now we knew that each scroll had a different purpose.  One detailed the dragons.  Another one the story of Saint George and the fall of the dragons and something about the Fire Stone.  The third was dated a year after the first two and spoke of the Fire Stone and the discovery of Saint George's 'ultimate' betrayal of Caragh.
It would take us just a few days to translate everything.  I looked at the others who didn't seem bothered by my eyes at all now.  “The other three scrolls!”
James was already pulling them up on the big screen.  Nothing... “I can't see a feckin thing.  I must actually have to have them in front of me.”  I was frustrated.  Mei and James were suddenly backing away from me.
Quinn was speaking forcefully over the speakers.  “Myra.  Don't lose focus.  Calm your emotions.  Look at yourself.”
I looked down and my arms and  legs were aflame in fiery claws, then to my co-workers.  I blushed and sheepishly said, “Sorry.”  I willed the flames away.  This time it was much easier.  My shoes had holes in the front with metallic claws poking through.  Shite!  I'll ruin all my clothes by the time this is all over.  I willed them and the claws on my hands away.
I looked out the window at a concerned looking FBI agent and mouthed, “Thank you Quinn.”  She gave an almost imperceptible nod.
I looked at Mei and James.  They looked nervous.  “I'm sorry 'bout that.  I'm not used to controllin' it yet.”  I didn't want them afraid of me.  I glanced out the door.  “Let's have our coffee and calm down a wee bit.  I promise I'll be explainin' everything when I understand it myself.”
They followed me out. Immediately I was aware of a scent that felt like safety, security?  I glanced over and realized it was Quinn's scent.  I instinctively moved closer to her, and she stood protectively between me and the corridor beyond.  I smiled bashfully at her.
Then I concentrated on my senses.
It is strange, but I missed the heightened senses the moment they faded.  I could experience the world at a level I had never known before.  Now everything seemed muted.  I glanced through the glass door at the scrolls and saw them as before, faded and incomplete.
James was just looking at me in curiosity, but Mei's hands were shaking.  Her voice was small.  “How...”
I shrugged. “I don't know.  I think it was me accident with the shard.”
Mei lost her grip on the cup with her shaky hands I couldn't get past James fast enough to catch it though I was close, my speed and reflexes were almost lightning fast now.  We all just stared as the empty cup hit the floor.  And there, hovering in mid air, just past my fingertips was the coffee itself, pulsating in a coalescing blob.
I stared at it, and the shock of it made me lose concentration and the coffee splashed all over the ground.  I bent and grabbed the cup then looked at the mess.  I concentrated, and the coffee leapt back into the air and then into the cup.  I placed it on the table as it might burst in flame... then stared at my hands then the three standing around me who were staring, dumbstruck.
Mei grinned nervously.  “You're a superhero Myra.”
I was shaking my head.  “No.  I'm a freak.  We need to translate the scrolls.  Maybe they can tell us how to get me back to normal.”
James looked as if he was thinking.  I tilted my head at him in question.  He placed his security badge on the table.  “Can you move that?”  I concentrated and then shook my head at him when nothing happened.  Then he glanced at the cup I had placed on the table.  “And that?”  I concentrated, and it moved toward me.
He was smiling.  “Coooool...”
I squinted at the cryptic man.  “Well are you gonna be sharing with us?”
He nodded looking around at us.  “Don't you see?  The fire, the...”  He motioned at the coffee. “Water.”
My eyes widened.  “Oh me lord in heaven.  I'm an...elemental?  And why are none of you running in fear?”
Mei nervously, shrugged and said, “Well you are our friends Myra.  That and we are researchers.  This is unprecedented!”
James was apparently lost in his own world as he just kept talking with a silly smile on his long face.  “But the odd thing is that all the myths about elementals is that they can effect only one.  It is a nature magic thing.  Fire, water, earth, and wind. You are doing two!”
I looked at Mei, and we shared a grin at this.  Then I panicked a little.  “You can't be tellin' anyone about this!  I don't want to be poked and prodded and dissected!”
Mei was shaking her head with a look of alarm on her face. “Of course not Myra.”
My question apparently snapped James out of his 'researcher mode' and he was first to speak.  “We wouldn't do that to you Myra.  Of course, we'll be quiet.  But have you... tested the extent of the manifestation?”
I shook my head, I was a bit curious myself.  “No, but I'm wanting to get rid of it, so we best be back to work.”
We streamed back into the clean room then to our stations and begin the arduous task of translating the writings.  I kept glancing at the observation window.  Quinn was ever vigilant, standing guard like a sentinel as she watched us and the corridor.  I smiled inside.
It was around three in the afternoon when Henry called down and asked to see me.  Jaysus, we were so engrossed in our work that we had missed lunch.  I told him I'd be right up.
We left my fellow researchers to their task and made our way up to Henry's office.  His smile faltered when Quinn poked her head in first then stood aside so I could walk in.  She took a position beside the door in the room.
I closed the door and looked at him, “What can I do for you boss?”
He shook his head with a grin.  “Stop calling me that for one.  I just wanted to make sure you are ok after last night's... excitement.”
I nodded at him with a wry grin.  “None the worse for wear.  We've been making huge strides down in the clean room.  I think we are days away from having as complete of a translation as we can.”
He shifted in his chair, his eyes smiling at me.  “You intellectuals always care more about your work than yourselves.  You need to slow down a bit.”
I shook my head.  “Hey now, I'm going to be pointing out again that you are a doctor too.”
He grinned while squinting an eye. “Yeah, that's always going to come back and bite me isn't it?”
I nodded once as if it was God's honest truth.  “As long as I am workin' here and as long as you pull the intellectual card.”
He surrendered.  “I'm beginning to see that.”
We turned at the muted sound of Quinn's phone vibrating.  She turned away from us a bit and answered. “Trask...  what?  No... when?”  Alarm is written on her and before I knew it, that weird blink occurred I was listening in.
The man on the other end was saying, “There were four of them.  Three agents were killed, and we found Miller with his heart torn out.  The primary assailant was favoring his left arm, we got a good look at him though.  Agent Danvers ripped his mask off before the bastard killed him with that damn knife.  We took one of them down.”
My attention was pulled away from the conversation when a familiar spicy scent hit my nose.  I looked over to where it was coming from.  The paperweight.  Then my blood ran cold. I concentrated, and my senses snapped back to normal as I blurted out, “It was Reginald Blaine, Quinn!”
Her eyes snapped over to me, and she spoke into the phone.  “I'll contact you soon.  Something came up here.  Send me everything you have on the incident.”
She was looking between me and Henry who had now turned his attention from Quinn to me with confusion on his face.
I was still in a little bit of shock at my realization.
Quinn had my arm, gently guiding me out into the corridor while looking back at Henry and saying, “Sorry sir, a security issue just came up, I'm going to have to borrow Doctor O'Connell for a bit.”  She pulled me along, leaving a stunned Henry watching us go.



Chapter 6 – Thralls
As soon as we were in the elevator she turned to me and asked.  “What do you mean it was Reginald Blaine?”
I was hyperventilating.  She looked me directly in the eyes with concern on her face.  “Myra! Listen to me.  Pull yourself together, we don't need you going all 'flame on' in here.  Look at me.”
Her silvery, steel grey eyes held me.  There was nothing but strength in them.  They promised safety just like her scent had.  I again instinctively stepped closer. I took long deep breaths, calming myself. She was tilting her head and smiling.  “There you go.”
I nodded that I was ok now and she tilted her head the other direction to prompt me.  I started to explain,  “I can't believe I was attracted to the bastard!  It was Blaine who attacked me and probably killed Doctor Miller in New York...”  I shut up realizing I just let her know I was listening in on her conversation.
I smiled apologetically.  “I can't really control it yet.  I'm sorry Quinn.”
She actually smiled as she shook her head then prompted.  “It's ok.  But why do you think it was this Blaine guy?”
I blushed, “Well, I could smell him.”  I looked up at her.  “He's a private antiquities collector from London.   He had come to see me in Henry's office the other day.  He had this musky smell that had a hint of spices or herbs or something.  I smelled it on my attacker too, I thought it was familiar but I couldn't place it at the time.  And I hurt his left arm in the fight.  The other agent said he was favoring it.”
“But just now, in Henry's office when I was... ummm... eavesdropping on you.  I could smell it on the paperweight he had accidentally dropped.”  I thought about that for a second, and then snapped my eyes back to her.  “I think... I think he knows about me.  I think he was testing me when he dropped the paperweight.  But why?”
She was nodding now with a hint of anger toward the man in her eyes.  “Probably for the same reason we hadn't assigned men to you right away.  He wasn't sure.  All the rest of the victims were male.”
That made sense.  “The feckin bastard!”
She was on her phone having an APB sent out for Reginald Blaine and calling for protection duty backup.  The agents in New York verified Blaine was one of the attackers after looking up a picture of him.  Quinn looked at me with a serious look on her face.  “We need to get you to the safe house.”
I shook my head.  “I need to get me work.  I know the answers are in there somewhere.”  She nodded and led me back down to my colleagues.
Quinn reminded them not to tell anyone about what happened today as I gathered copies of all our research.  Then she spirited me away to the car.  On the way back, on another random path, I swear I caught movement from above again.  “Quinn.”  I said and she nodded indicating she caught it too.  I concentrated and the world wash highlighted in purplish red.
From time to time I saw a shadowy shape jumping... almost flying, from rooftop to rooftop.  “There are at least two.  Are they tracking us?”
She was on the phone calling for helicopter aerial support.  I heard the chopper approaching long before we could see it.  Then the shadows disappeared, I offhandedly said,  “I think that scared them off.”
The block was swarming with black SUVs when we arrived back at the safe house.  Quinn pulled us into the garage and shut the garage door before we both sighed in relief.  She looked over and pointed at her eyes and whispered, “Your eyes Myra.”
I grinned in apology.  “Right!”  Then all my senses deadened again.  This was almost a letdown as I really did find myself preferring them enhanced now.  My lord, am I really an elemental?
She was still looking at me, studying me.  She must think I'm a freak.  But then she smiled, probably the first genuine smile I've seen from her.  I liked it.  She tilted her head toward the door into the apartment.  “Let's get you inside.  I can't keep you a secret much longer if you keep manifesting... whatever it is in public.”
I squinted as we got out of the car.  “You haven't written up like ninety five different reports on it yet?”
She shook her head.  “No.  I... it wouldn't... I'd just hate to see you being studied like an animal is all.”  Then her cold facade was back.  I liked the glimpse inside that she had just afforded me.
We walked into the apartment and I was a little startled to see two men in suits standing inside. One of them gave a single nod to Quinn and said, “Agent Trask.  We've swept the apartment. There are shooters on roofs north and south.  We have a perimeter set.”
She nodded and replied, “Understood.  I want a man at each entrance.  I have Firebrand.” Then without a word, one man went out the front door, the other out the garage door, following her orders. Was she the 'agent in charge' or whatever they call it?  I watch too much television.
She looked over and there was a single suitcase in the middle of the living room.  She smiled, “Good, my stuff arrived.”
She dug around in it while I sat at the little rickety kitchen table and started pulling my research out and my iPad to get back to work.  I pulled up FaceTime and called Mei.  The clean room bloomed on the screen with Mei's nose and part of her smile.  “Myra!”
I almost giggled.  “Mei, you don't need to be eatin' the camera you silly betty.  Let's get to work shall we?”
She pulled back with a cute blush on her face.  “You got it Myra.”  Then she caught me up on what little they were able to piece together while I was being whisked away.
Quinn joined me with a government issue laptop looking device.  She was gathering all the intel she could about the New York incident and Blaine.  At one point she paused and interrupted me.  “Myra, please take a look at this.  We caught the other three of Blaine's accomplices.  They were just average citizens.  A mailman, a garbage collector, and a barista.  All of them are denying knowledge of the assault or not thinking it was real.  They seem confused and disoriented.  The one that our agents took down, Daniel Simms, was an accountant and father of two.  We found this mark on his forehead, apparently written in blood.  I thought it sort of looked like some of the symbols you are translating.”
I looked at the picture then looked away as the color drained from my face at the bloody mess.  She put a hand on my shoulder and gently squeezed.  “Jarring I know, but this is important Myra.”
I took a deep breath then looked over and looked at the man's forehead.  Then I leaned closer to the screen.  “It is definitely a rune.  But I don't recognize this particular one.  It is similar to 'property', that would be its root,  but see this tick down here?  I don't know how that changes it.”
I drew it on a piece of paper then looked at my iPad and said,  “James.”  I saw him by his workstation pouring over our notes.  I almost smiled at his obliviousness then said loudly, “James!”  He almost fell off his chair and I heard an amused noise coming from Quinn.
He scurried over to the camera. “Yes Myra?”
I held up the paper to the camera.  I simply asked, “Property?”
He shook his head.  “No, that is the accent for flesh or human.  That makes this either slave, or thrall.” His eyes lit up.  “Oh!”  He was typing something on a console.  Then he looked up.  “It was used extensively in the arcane writings of Morgan la Fay.  Here it is.  Yes, that was supposedly the rune to bind someone to her will.  To make them her thralls.”
I smiled at his enthusiasm.  “Thanks James.”  He nodded and gave a little wave and wandered back to his workstation.
I looked over at Quinn.  “Could Blaine have somehow... enchanted those people into doing his bidding?”
She looked at me and squinted her eyes.  “You mean like, hypnotism or magic?  Come on Myra, you're an educated woman you don't believe in that mumbo jumbo do you?”
I shrugged with a matter of fact look on my face.  “Up until just recently I didn't believe in elementals either.  I've studied myths and legends for quite some time and find most of them are based on a specter of truth.”
She smirked a little at my argument. “Fair point.”  We both went back to work.
At the time, I was concentrating on the most complete scroll with the information about the drakon. I dubbed this one the Dragon Scroll.  I was confused in areas, they kept referring to the drakon individuals as men.  James had confirmed that it referred to men and not 'male'.  So dragons were human?  Not fire breathing winged lizards?  We determined that the dragons were what the druids were calling the original elementals.  I wondered about the druid stone foretelling the return of the original elementals.  I looked down at my hands.  Then I shook off that line of thinking.  So the Drakon were a race?
There were three groups of dragons.  The Irish clan, the British clan, and the European clan in the Germanic regions.  The only females of the Drakon race seemed to be the queen of each clan.
They were sworn to help the humans of their regions with their elemental magic.  It seemed that each Drakon could manifest his power in the form of one of the elements.  Though it was rumored the queens could sometimes use more than one, though it was never witnessed by the druids.
The Drakon were pseudo-immortal.  Never aging, but could still be injured or killed if you could get through their... what the druids referred to as living chain mail.  They healed quickly.  There was also talk of some sort of bonds between Drakon and humans that I didn't understand yet.  One was something about rebirth as elementals... was this how new Drakon were made, or simply elementals?  And the other was the 'blood tie'.  Which made no sense because it was incomplete.  Part of the scroll had either been torn off in that area or rotted trough.  But it was something about them being 'the same' or 'as one'. That was the best Mei and I could come up with.  James concurred.
“Raughhh!” I spat out in frustration and slapped the table.
Quinn chuckled. “Easy there sparky.  Though I'm kind of partial to you impressive temper... you'll need to get a rein on it until you can control your power.”  I chuckled and put the flaming claw around my hand, out.
At some point, mankind had turned against the benevolent dragons and the Drakon would manifest their elements into great winged serpents to battle against the attacking humans.  The European and British clans were eventually wiped out but the Irish clan stood for decades against the onslaught.  The druids recorded everything as a neutral party.
Then Saint George came to the land of Eire to talk peace.  That is where this scroll ended.  I pushed back from the table and stretched.  I looked at Quinn. “I don't see where any of the info from the Dragon Scroll can help us understand why Blaine is going all psycho.  I'll start on the Saint George scroll now.  There has to be something that can give us a clue here ya'know.”
She sat back too.  I was impressed with her determination as well.  She was dedicated to bringing the person responsible for killing her agents and the researchers to justice.  I saw the barely concealed rage in her eyes, it did not bode well for what that meant for Blaine when she caught up with the bastard.
She asked, “So why are all the people affected by the shards, researchers and intellectuals like yourself?”
I shrugged,  “We are the only ones with access to them at the moment.  It seems that only a few people are susceptible to the shocks and the... gift... the shards are cursing us with.”
She shook her head slowly at me with a small grin.  “We could discuss this more, but first, you worked through lunch and it is almost past dinner time too.  You need to eat to keep up your strength.”
She was mothering me but I somehow didn't mind.  I know it is irrational, but I felt safe around her.  I glanced away with a little blush when she stretched, she looked better than any FBI agent had any right to.  I'm still apparently girl crushing on her.  I stole a quick glance.  Then nodded.  “You're probably right.”
She looked at me with an unreadable expression.  Why was she always studying me.  I could feel the burn of a blush on my cheeks. Then she asked, “Chinese?”  I nodded and stood up to stretch my legs then wandered over to the couch as she contacted her fellow agents and instructed them to bring Chinese food.
I pulled up the news as Quinn joined me on the couch.  There was a report of Doctor Miller and some FBI agents being killed in a 'terrorist attack' at the natural history museum in New York.  I shuddered and Quinn's warm hand was on my arm.  She felt like safety.  She said softly, “That isn't going to happen to you Myra.  He'll have to come through me.”  I leaned into her a bit to bump shoulders and we watched the rest of the news.
An agent arrived with our food and relieved the one at the garage door.  I saw a different one at the front door as the other man left.  I looked at the chestnut haired woman beside me.  “You've been with me for almost twenty four hours.  Aren't you going to do a shift change?”
She shot a cute wink at me and asked,  “Trying to get rid of me?”
I shook my head and replied quickly,  “No, no, of course not.”
She grinned.  “I'm by your side until we get this murdering bastard.”  This somehow made me feel better.  I smiled at her then we dug into the food.  I couldn't believe how hungry I was.  We stole from each others containers and washed it down with coffee.  I could live off of caffeine.
We sat and talked after the meal.  Just getting to know each other.  She was fascinating.  I found out that she was pulled out of the special forces to join the FBI's Interpol joint task force to hunt down violent international fugitives that cross over into the United States.
Her parents are retired down in New Mexico.  And the breakup I overheard was with a woman, not a man.  They had been dating only a couple months but the betty couldn't handle that Quinn was constantly flying out on assignments.  This all made Quinn look more... desirable, to me?  I mean, sure I found her attractive, but that was all wasn't it?  I tilted my head.  I could see myself with someone as strong as her.  “Her loss, the eejit.”
She gave a sad smile.  “Thanks Myra.”  There was a knock at the door and she stood.  “We should get some sleep, another long day ahead of us tomorrow.”  She checked the peephole with a hand on her weapon at her hip then moved her hand away and opened the door.  The man just took a position by the door and she turned to me and motioned her head toward the bedrooms.
We took turns getting ready for the night.  Now that I'm noticing her more, I blushed at how good she looked in the form fitting white tank top and shorts she went to bed in.  Damn her arms and legs were muscular and tone.  I was grinning at that while I got into my own bed and quickly fell asleep.
- - -
I woke with a start to the sound of glass shattering, shouting, and the sounds of fighting and gunfire. It was bright as day when I looked around in a panic.  Then I realized it was still the middle of the night, my senses were just expanded.  It sounded like a war zone down the hall.  I was starting to hyperventilate.
I jumped when my door burst open and Quinn was there with her gun in hand, still in her night clothes.  I relaxed a little as her scent hit me.  There was that smell I associated with safety again.
She tilted her head at what was probably my look of terror and she gave a quick smile.  “Come on, we need to go, now!” I stood and she grabbed my arm and pulled me behind her and placed my hand firmly on her shoulder.  “Keep behind me and keep contact so I know you are there.”
Then we were on the move directly into the chaos of the fighting at the end of the hall.  The sound of her gun firing startled me as a man that was charging down the hall was blown to the side by the impact of her rounds. We hit the living room and there were three agents fighting six or seven men and women.  The front window was smashed in and the drapes torn down.
Quinn fired twice and took down a woman who was about to hit an agent from behind as we got to the garage door.  It was kicked in before we could open it and a large man dove on Quinn yelling.  “We must bring her to the meeting place!”  She rolled to the ground with him and wound up on top, straddling him and she delivered a few startlingly powerful blows to his face then she grabbed his head and twisted violently.  I could hear the sickening crunch as she snapped his neck.
The room was lighting up with a flickering and I realized that most of my body was on fire.  I willed it to stop and Quinn was suddenly standing between me and a woman that was diving at me in my distraction.  Quinn leapt up into the air and spun with her leg striking out in a roundhouse kick.  It sent the woman tumbling to the ground.  I noticed the rune mark on the woman's forehead and on the other attackers.
An agent went down and two attackers dove on him.  There were two gunshots and the agent went still.  The roar of rage that erupted from Quinn snapped my attention back to her.  Her face was a mask of rage as she threw herself onto the two men who had just killed her comrade.
In a fury of fists and powerful kicks she knocked them back, pressing her attack as the last of the men were taken down by the other agents.  She rolled onto the ground, coming up to her feet with a pistol and she emptied the magazine into the two.
That's when I saw it.  I could actually see the path of the laser connected to the dot swinging toward Quinn.  I was screaming Quinn's name and I was moving before I realized it as it swung up toward her chest.  I flung myself into her just as the high powered round ripped across my arm and her left bicep.  I couldn't believe the relief that flooded trough me, knowing I had moved her aside enough to prevent her death.
We rolled onto the ground and I wound up on top of her with our faces inches apart.  I heard another shot outside then an all clear came over the radio from one of the agents.  I looked at Quinn in relief.  We were both panting.  I could feel her hot breath on my face.  Lordy be, she was beautiful.
Our eyes were locked on each other, I glanced down at her lips.  Then she cleared her throat with a little smile. Oh!  “Oh!  I'm sorry.”  I quickly got off of her, still staring at her lips as other agents came swarming in.
I was blushing harder than I ever had.  Then she whispered,  “Your eyes.”  Oh.  I concentrated and it was suddenly very dark.  She was touching her injured arm then her eyes swung back to my injury.  She grabbed my arm with her hand that was now covered in her own blood.  “You're bleeding!  You're hurt!”  I flinched at the pain of her touching my arm but then a huge warmth spread trough me, almost as if something flowed out between us.  Her eyes dilated in surprise.
She shrugged off the men that were trying to look at her arm and kept her hand over my wound.  She whispered,  “I need to get you into the bathroom, stay by my side!”  I stood with Quinn still covering my wound, leading me toward the hall.  She called to the men, “I need to check her for injuries.” I shot a questioning look at her.  She shook her head once in warning and I just followed her into the bathroom.
As soon as the door closed she uttered, “Shit!”  I somehow could feel her concern in my head.  I followed her gaze as she released my arm.  There was a large patch of gold tipped red scales around the impact site.  It looked like a single scale had been torn off and that is where my blood was coming from.
She ran a finger lightly along the scales.  Oh my lord that was almost seductive.  She looked at me and tilted her head with an odd shy smile.  “Were you just... never mind.”  Then she looked closer at the scales.  “They're beautiful.  And they somehow deflected a high powered round.  The bleeding has stopped.  Can you make them go away?”
I tried but nothing happened.  “No.  But if it is like the other night, they will fade on their own.”
Then she looked directly into my eyes.   “Thanks.  That was a brave thing, and a very stupid thing that you just did.”
My temper flared.  “There'll be none of that you infuriating woman!  You don't need to be gettin' yerself killed to prove a point!  I've sort of been growing fond of you.  Twould be a shame to cut that short.”  Now I was blushing.  And I could feel her amazement and amusement.  I squinted at her.  “Hey, don't be getting smug now.”  I paused, I was imagining it, right?
She looked at me like she wanted to ask a question abut just shook her head.  “Come with me.  You need a new shirt to cover these.”
I looked at her still bleeding arm.  I could feel an ache in my other arm, approximately where her injury was.  “That can wait ya know.  You've been shot you stubborn ox.”
I have no clue why I did it, but I instinctively laid a hand over her wound and gasped in pain as a matching wound opened on my left arm.  Blood was flowing freely.  I took my hand away from her wound and there was nothing but smooth skin and lots of surface blood.  I was a little dizzy, but relief flowed through me that she was ok now.  I laid a hand tenderly on her cheek and leaned forward, touching my forehead on hers and I smiled as I looked into her eyes.  “There.  Good as new.”  Then the world went dark as I felt her catching me as I collapsed.



Chapter 7 – Caragh, Queen of the Dragons
I was drifting in a comfortable sleep.  I don't know how long I had slumbered.  I found myself in a pleasant dream of a meadow with towering trees ringing it, a creek babbled along beside me.  I sat up and looked to the sky.  I was greeted by the most amazing sight I have ever laid my eyes on.
A beautiful dragon of blue and yellow flame gracefully glided down on wings of fire to my side and landed gently.  The flames faded, revealing possibly the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. Her eyes were red with long black slits and her smile, framed by an unruly mane of red hair, was one of excitement and greeting.
I stood in shock in front of this magnificent woman.  She reached out a hand and laid it on my cheek.  I wanted to lean into the contact.  She smiled sweetly as her red eyes became sparkling green. “Greetings child.  It is time for the awakening.”  She tilted her head as she looked at me.  She looked surprised.  “Has it truly been so long?”
I looked at her in confusion.  “What do you mean?  Who are you?”
She smiled again.  “I am Caragh, Queen of the Dragons.  We went into hiding as humans so very long ago.  But your being here means the awakening has begun.  The Drakon can now walk among men again.  You are my child.  And the new queen.  There can be only one female per clan.”  Then she looked sad.  “The Eire are the last clan of the Drakon.  It is up to you to shepherd them in this new time, and to protect humankind.”
I stared at her in shock.  “I'm... I'm a... dragon?”
She laughed in mirth.  “Of course you are.  Our kind has apparently slept for far longer that I could have imagined.”
It was then that I realized we were both speaking the Old Irish.
When I went to ask her to explain more, she just smiled and said,  “I will visit again.  Right now your soul bond is worried about you.  Go to her.”
I could hear Quinn's voice calling my name from far away as Caragh burst into a majestic flaming dragon again and took to the sky as the dream faded.  “Come on you impulsive, hard headed, Irish tempered woman! Wake up Myra.”
I woke up in my bed in the safe house with a bandage on my left arm and a new shirt on.  My bra straps were cutting into my shoulders.  My head was in Quinn's lap and I could taste her concern in my mind.  Dear lord in heaven she is beautiful.  I reached a hand up and cupped her cheek.  She leaned into it and closed her eyes.  Then she suddenly shook her head and looked at me.  “Are you projecting your...”  She paused.  “Never mind.  Glad you could join the party.  We need to get moving.  The safe house has sort of been compromised you know.”
I grinned at her and looked at my arm.  She shook her head and I knew her answer before she said it.  I sort of felt the relief in her.  “It is already healing but I bandaged it so the other agents don't see.  I told them it was a minor graze.”  She paused and looked at me fondly.  “You healed me... and took the injury upon yourself.”
I nodded and stood.  I noticed she was in her 'hot agent' garb already.  I looked at myself and gave a shy grin.  “Umm, who changed my clothes?”
She blushed a little and then straightened up.  “I did.  Don't worry, you don't have anything I don't.” She paused then added comically, “Except scales.”  Oh my lord.  I barely stopped myself from snorting at that.
I scolded her with my eyes, though I was greatly amused, and she hesitated again.  “I'm probably losing it, but are you laughing?”
I tilted my head.  “I guess I am.”  Were we feeling each other?  She was my protector, I knew in my soul now more than ever that she equated to safety for me.  Then we both chose to ignore it and made our way out into the mess of agents and crime scene investigators.  Quinn bent down for a second and pocketed something then led me into the garage.  The main door had been bent and forced open.  That explains the attacker from the garage.
We got into the SUV and proceeded to back out and travel in a randomized route to who knows where.  We were flanked by other vehicles and I saw a helicopter zig zagging over the city.  I looked back and saw all my research and my bag of clothing were in the back seat.
I looked at my protector.  “I saw her Quinn.  In a dream.  I saw Caragh.  She said... she said I was a dragon.”
She tilted her head and looked at me then back at the road.  She was digesting the information.  We arrived at another safe house, this time on the outskirts of the city.  It was a small, charming little house with an attached garage.  We pulled into the garage and the door closed then she turned to look at me apologetically.  “Home sweet home.  I'm sorry, but we won't be leaving here until this is all comes to a conclusion.  We can't risk having you out in the open again where they can track our movements.”
I understood, but I didn't like it.  Why was I locked up and the bad guy was out there somewhere, free.  The thought barely got out when Quinn said, “We'll get him.  You won't be penned up long.” Then she paused.  “You didn't actually say...”  Then she shook her head and led the way into the little two bedroom house.  Curtains were drawn over every window like the last place.
I could feel her intense mood.  She was laser focused.  It had to be my imagination.  I chanced looking stupid.  “Since the attack tonight.  Have you felt... I don't know, it sounds stupid.  But have you felt more... in tune with me?  I swear I can feel your moods.”  I paused.  “Never mind, I sound ridiculous.”
She shook her head as she swept the rooms with a hand on the weapon at her hip.  “Actually I have. And some of your moods have been ummm... contradictory to the situation at times.  Is this an elemental or dragon thing?”
I shrugged.  “I don't know.”  Then my mind drifted to what I had read earlier on the scrolls.  The blood tie?  I remembered Quinn's bloody hand covering my bleeding arm.  Is this what it meant by 'the same' or 'as one',  did we somehow create this blood tie?
She turned around and said by force of habit. “Clear.”  Then she tilted her head.  “Blood tie? Explain.”
I blinked at her.  “I didn't say that out loud.”  Then I added.  “In the scrolls, it referred to a special bond between a dragon and a human.  But there were portions of the writings missing.  The gist of it was they would be 'as one.'  Shite, are we somehow bonded to each other now?  Caragh said something about a soul bond.”
She rolled her eyes humorously.  “Just great, now will I experience your temper in three dimensions?”
Why the cheeky... “There'll be none of that nonsense now.”  The taste of her amusement was divine as I chastised her.
The sun was coming up and none of us could sleep.  We settled in at the dining room table and pulled out our research and hunkered down to work when Quinn got a call.  When she hung, up she informed me that there have been three more reports of shard shock incidents across the globe in the past couple days.  One in Stockholm, one in Prague, and one in London.
There was also a bizarre report of the Russian military accidentally killing a professor at Lomonosov University in Moscow.  The soldiers reported a large stone, winged lizard going berserk in the library and they opened fire on it and took it down in a maelstrom of automatic weapons fire. When they checked on the body, they only found the bullet riddled corpse of the professor they must have hit by mistake.  The creature had seemingly escaped.
I cringed.  That's how humans are, they see something they don't understand so they kill it.  The poor professor was probably just freaking out when the dragon abilities manifested themselves.
She informed me that Interpol was taking the other three into protective custody until we could stop Blaine and they were currently raiding Blaine's house and businesses in London.
I was really getting into the translation of the second scroll by mid morning.  Quinn forced me to stop for breakfast.  I tried to protest, but she assaulted me with her concern for me through our strange link.  I squinted my eyes at her for cheating and using our newly discovered link that way, and I could taste her delightful amusement as we ate.
I had to go to the bathroom to adjust the straps of my bra, it was getting too uncomfortable.  I looked in the mirror and stopped for a second.  Were my breasts bigger?  Probably just a little extra fat from how badly I have been eating since I arrived in Denver.  But I still smiled a little at what I saw.  I wasn't quite as flat as a board right now.  My A cups seemed to be flirting at the edge of a B cup now.
Then we went back to work.  It seems the scroll was a first hand account of Saint George's peace mission to the dragons of the Eire.  During the talks.  Marauders continually attacked the dragons. Killing them one at a time.  George had come up with a plan to keep the peace with the leader of the original elementals, Caragh, Queen of the Dragons.
They seemed to have been developing a romantic relationship during this time.  That solidified for me my supposition that the Drakon were human in form,
It was the dragon magic that the humans feared.  If that were gone, then they would have no reason to attack.  Some sort of enchantment was formed by an oath of the blood.  Some human blood and dragon blood were needed.  The essence of dragon magic would be locked away in a stone... the Fire Stone.  Leaving the dragons as human and no longer a perceived threat to humanity.  Then Saint George could take Caragh's hand in marriage when she became human.
Once humanity had grown, to be able to accept the dragons and the magic they wield to protect the land... there would be an awakening.  That resonated with the dream I had, Caragh spoke of the awakening.  I was starting to think my dream was actually real.  But I also wondered if this was really supposed to be the time of the awakening.  Mankind would be even more adverse to dragons and actual magic than in the past.  I doubt man could ever co-exist with another race that they perceived as dangerous.
I wonder if it was the accidental breaking of the Fire Stone that has brought forth the premature awakening.
Around lunch, Quinn guilted me into taking a break.  I was about to complain, but she was looking too damn cute with that little smirk on her face.  Whoa, did she just blush?  Mmmm that tastes good. She pushed me toward the couch.  “Hey, enough of that kind of thinking.  Lunch is on the way.”
As we waited, she pulled up a news station on the television.  Finally, the night caught up with me and I nodded off while we waited for the food.
I was on a mountaintop, looking down over a cliff to the valley below.  “Jaysus!”  I backpedaled and fell unceremoniously on my arse.  My lord.  I'm terrified of heights, this was a nightmare.
A chuckling beside me made me snap my head toward its source.  Through my panic I was shocked to see Caragh sitting beside me, picking some wildflowers out of the grass covering the ground.  “Why are you so afraid?”  She stood and offered her hand to me and helped me stand.  She just smiled as she was weaving the flowers together in a band.
I looked at her.  Making sure not to look down into the valley.  I pushed her question aside.  “Do you know what Blaine is after?  What is a blood tie?  Is it this soul bond you were speaking of.?”
She chuckled again, her red dragon eyes changed to green human eyes.  “So many questions.  I do not know of this Blaine.  But the blood tie, surely you know of it if you pledged yourself to your soul bond.”
I squinted at her.  “I didn't pledge myself to anyone.”
She looked confused. “But the blood tie only works if the feelings already exist on both ends.  You are now one.”
I had no clue what she was talking about and I clenched my fists with my arms firmly at my side to control my temper.  I felt a crinkle in the dress I was apparently wearing now.  I grabbed a piece of paper from the sash that was tied at my waist.  It was a picture of Reginald Blaine, but he was dressed in some sort of armor.
I held it out to her to see.  “This is Reginald Blaine, he is killing people who have started an awakening.  We don't know what he is after, but it has something to do with the Fire Stone.”
Her eyes went wide in alarm and recognition as she blurted out.  “Get away from him! You are in danger!”  She placed the crown of flowers that she had just woven, on my head.  “You are now the Queen of the Dragons!  Fly! Command the skies!”  Then she pushed me off the cliff.
I woke with a start and Quinn was standing in front of me with her weapon drawn, her eyes darting all around the room.  I smiled and reached up and placed a hand on her arm.  “It's ok Quinn it was just a bad dream.”
She hesitated and then relaxed.  I smiled at her protectiveness over me as she holstered her weapon and sat back down beside me.  She whispered hoarsely, “You were terrified.”
I lowered my head.  “I'm sorry.”  Then I brightened.  “I saw Caragh again.  She recognized Blaine and said I was in great danger.  That's one for me 'duh' pile.  But then she threw me off a cliff and told me to fly.  I'm terrified of heights, I don't know why she would be doin' that ta me.”
Quinn was comforting me in my mind and she placed a hand lightly on my arm.  We both jumped a little at the knock at the door.  She grinned, I got the impression she was telling me “Your eyes.”  I realized that everything was enhanced since I had woke up.  “Oh.  Sorry.”  I grinned and my world became smaller.  She squeezed my arm reassuringly then went to the door.
She checked the peephole, and as always her hand was on her weapon when she did so then she opened the door and accepted the bag of food from another agent.  She closed and locked the door and grinned at me.  “Burgers.”
I snorted.  After all of this is over I'm going to have to start eating better.  I glanced apologetically down to my new girls, I would miss them when I lost this extra weight I was gaining.
I looked up and Quinn was looking at me with a crooked smile and a playful glow in her mind. “They do seem a little bigger than when I first met you.”
I could feel the burn of a blush making its way down my neck.  “There'll be none of that now you surly wench.  And keep out of me head.  There's food to be eaten.”  She opened the bag and threw a french fry at me.  Which I deftly caught without even thinking about it.  I grinned and popped it into my mouth.  Then we sat down to eat.
Our conversations during lunch were extremely odd, tasting each others feelings and moods as the topics progressed.  She finally stopped and asked.  “Is this... permanent?”
I chuckled. “Like I'd be knowing any more than you on the subject?”  She grinned and I got the distinct impression she was blowing a raspberry at me.  “Oh, now that's real mature Agent Trask.”
She acted innocent as she went to take another bite of burger.  “Surely, I have no clue what you are talking about Doctor O'Connell.”  I grinned and ate, feeling a warm glow around her I was getting quite comfortable with.
We sat back down to do our respective work back at the table.  Quinn was coordinating with the Bureau.  They were not having any luck finding how Blaine was getting around.  They suspected privately chartered planes. The man was using all cash since he wasn't leaving an electronic footprint to track.
The surviving attackers from last night claimed to have no memory of what happened or vague dreamlike recollections.  They were just average people with no link to each other.  They had strength and fighting skill last night that were beyond any of their backgrounds.  Neither did any of the other dead men and women from the attack.
I had finished with the second scroll.  Apparently it took the blood of a dragon and the blood of a human to seal the dragon spirits away in the Fire Stone.  So Caragh and Saint George performed the spell.  Binding them to the stone.
But then something horrendous happened.  The druids found the bodies of all of the newly human dragons in the caves of the Drakon the next morning, including Caragh's, and the Fire Stone had vanished.  Saint George was heartbroken and returned to England to inform people of the death of the last of the dragons.
I was reflecting upon how sad it was that lovers were torn apart like that when my iPad started chirping a video call.  It was Mei, I smiled and I looked at the time as I accepted the call.  It was after hours at the museum.
I opened my mouth to greet Mei when my blood ran cold.  Mei was standing there with a thrall rune mark on her forehead, holding a knife to her own throat.  She was smiling though like nothing was going on.  “Hi Myra, Reggie says he wants to propose a trade to you.”  Quinn was suddenly beside me, making a call on her phone.
I was freaking out but trying to be calm.  “Mei.  Please, put the knife down.”
In her normal cheerful voice she said, “Oh I can't do that.  He said I was supposed to kill myself in front of you if you didn't agree to meet him for the trade.”
She seemed oblivious to what she was actually saying and doing, acting like this was just a normal conversation.  She slowly started moving the knife and I could see blood starting to coat the blade.
I shouted, “No!  Stop!  Ok!  What does he want?  What is this trade?”
She stopped and said, “He'll trade me for you and the new shard from the Fire Stone that showed up today.  He needs your heart.”  She held up a little box in her other hand with a little smile.  “He has half of it already.”
I could hear Quinn quietly telling her team to get to the museum and to detain Mei and to be gentle.
Shite, shite, shite!  “Fine!  I'll do it... just put down the knife.”
She shook her head.  “Not until he has you.  Just get to Steamboat Springs before midnight for your next set of instructions.  Come alone or I have to kill myself, he'll know if you don't”  Then she cut the connection.  I was barely aware of the flickering of flames around me and my heightened senses.
I whispered, “Oh me lord.” I started crying.  Quinn was instantly there hugging me and soothing my mind.  Her scent told me I was safe, but I was so terrified for Mei.
Then I realized I was afire and touching Quinn.  I yanked back so I didn't burn her, but she held on, soothing me.  “Shhhh... it's ok.  I don't feel them.”  I looked at her through my tears.  She was right. The flames weren't affecting her though the floor was smoldering where I stood.
I concentrated and the flames died out.  Then I whimpered, “Quinn, he has Mei.”
She nodded.  “I understand.  We can't let you meet with Blaine.  It is too dangerous.”
What!?  They were going to let Mei die?  I yelled “NO!” My fist came down on the table, splintering its top and snapping a leg.  Our items tumbled to the ground in a clatter.  Almost instantly two agents were inside with weapons drawn.  I caught the impression of her saying “Your eyes.” and I willed away my senses before the men could see.  Quinn just stood between me and them with a hand in a fist pointing back at them, an apparent 'hold' signal.  They holstered their weapons and retreated back out the door.
She was soothing my mind with hers, and she spoke, “I can't let you Myra.  He'll kill you.”  I nodded.  But I couldn't let Mei die.
I tried to shield my mind from my protector.  I angrily said,  “Fine.  I'm going to bed.  I don't want to see you right now.”  I pushed away from her and stomped into my room and locked the door.
I pulled out my phone and the card Blaine had given me the first time we met.  I looked at the door, trying to shield my thoughts and made the call.



Chapter 8 – Elemental Fury
I was able to bend the security bars on the bedroom window just enough to squeeze out.  My strength seemed to be getting greater as time progressed.  I could see like it was daylight outside and I could smell the the FBI agents patrolling the perimeter.  That made it child's play to slip out between them.  I had left my cellphone in the room so I couldn't be tracked.
I felt guilty for running out on Quinn, but I couldn't let Mei die.  I left the card with Reginald's cell number on the bed beside my phone for Quinn.  I wish I had remembered I had that yesterday, maybe they could have tracked Blaine and stopped him before he could get to Mei.
He had expected my call and as I thought, Steamboat Springs was just a ruse for the FBI.  He wanted to meet me at a pumping station at the Chatfield Reservoir.  It was the water supply for the city.  The closer I got to my destination, the angrier I got.  How dare him use an innocent woman to get to me?
I was within sight of the reservoir when the portion of my mind that was connected to Quinn went from a concern for me and for Mei to an almost panic and anger at me.  I smiled fondly.  She just found out I ditched her.  A question was pounding in my head.  Like she was asking me where I was.  I just tried projecting serenity and reassurance to her that I did not feel.
Then I saw her.  Mei was just calmly standing on a platform overlooking the water of the reservoir, with that damn knife to her neck.  She smiled and waved to me when I stepped out of the shadows. About twenty thralls stepped out from behind some structures between us.
I called out as I marched toward them with confidence I didn't feel.  I was on the verge of hyperventilating and it was all I could do to stop myself from shaking.  “Blaine!  Show yourself!”
He seemingly stepped out of nowhere and stood beside Mei.  He looked to have more grey in his hair and little crows feet at the corners of his eyes.  He was holding a gnarled wooden staff that even from here I could see was covered in runes similar to those from the Morgan la Fay writings.
From what I remember about the myth of her powers were that they were the opposite of druids, whose magics were those of nature and life.  Hers were something darker, they originated in death.
His thralls started moving toward me.  In an instant, my entire body was covered in orange, blue, and yellow flame.  I could feel my claws extend.  “You said me for her!  Let her go!”
He put his hand out to her and she handed him the knife but stayed by his side.  The thralls charged at me.  On instinct, I growled and flame erupted from me.  Before it struck the men, Blaine slammed the base of the staff on the ground and a huge wave grew instantly behind him in the reservoir and the water streaked forward to intercept my flame.  In a hissing steam, my flames died as I was drenched in the onslaught of water and it knocked me tumbling across the ground.  I was instantly on my feet again.  I felt Quinn's urgency double.  She knew the battle had begun.
The thralls were soaked and I saw the runes on most of them had washed off.  They looked confused and started running away.  Only a couple remained with the mark.  So, the mark gives him the control, and it can be removed.
Blaine laughed as he tore his shirt open, showing a claw shaped burn scar on his chest.  “You've already shown me you were a fire elemental.”  He tapped his staff.  “Making it easy to counter with a  water elemental staff.”  He was so smug and sure of himself.  Then his face turned dark.  “I have the shard, now I need your heart.” His lip went into a snarl as he started walking toward me with a knife.
I watched as the distance between him and Mei increased while I formulated a plan.  He needed to be closer.  I chided him.  “You're lookin' a wee bit worse for wear since our last meeting.  Why are ye needin' the Fire Stone and the hearts of dragons.”
He smirked.  “So you realize what you are now?  You have what belongs to me and I intend on taking it back.”  That was cryptic, I had nothing of his.
He was far enough now.  I curled my lip back in a snarl.  “You're making a mistake, forgetting what I am.”
He smirked. “A dragon?  I've killed more that you can imagine.”
I burst into flames again and hissed, “No!  A Queen dragon!”
He instantly struck the staff on the ground and another huge wave came toward me.  I raised a hand and it stopped in mid air.  I could feel it, I could feel the nature power in the water, the energy flowing through it like it was an extension of me.  Just as I could feel the fire, and something else.  Something huge, what was it?  The very ground around me?  I was an earth elemental as well?
I grinned at the shock on his face as the wave split, a small part of it drenching Mei and the remaining thralls, removing the bloody runes on their foreheads.  The rest formed into a fanged water serpent that slammed into Blaine, sending him crashing through a wall of a storage building.
I grabbed the staff he had dropped and I burned it into ash in my flaming hand.  I was now charging full tilt with my enhanced speed toward a confused and terrified looking Mei.  I heard an explosion behind me and turned my head to see the rest of the the wall of the building I threw Reginald into had been disintegrated. He stood there, bloodied and enraged, raising some sort of gnarled twig toward me as he chanted something.
I put out my flames as I reached Mei and slammed into her, knocking us both into the reservoir as a sickly energy went blasting past where Mei once stood.  I could feel the fetid rot and perversion of the mystical energy as it passed.
As we hit the water, I grabbed her and pulled her to me and willed the water to help.  A swirling vortex of water formed into a whip that encircled our waists and dragged us across the surface at incredible speeds.
After we had crossed the reservoir, I had the water deposit us on the shore.  A gasping, panting and terrified looking Mei looked at me.  “What's happening Myra?”
I was so tired and I just gasped out.  “It's ok now Mei... you're ok now...”  I looked around.  My eyesight sharpened to see Blaine watching us from far across the water.  He started running for a vehicle.  “We need to get out of here.”  I was so exhausted, but I was willing myself to move.  Even so, she was slower than me and was slowing us down.
I gave her a crooked smile.  “I'll be apologizing for this up front now.”  I grabbed her and threw her over my shoulder like a sack of potatoes and ran as fast as my augmented speed and strength could provide.
She was trying to talk over the jarring of my running.  “What... is... going... on... Myra?  I had... the worst... nightmare.”
I shook my head.  “Twas no nightmare.  Blaine got to you and he made you a thrall.”  I heard her gasp at that and could feel her crying now.  Shite.  I'm a feckin insensitive eejit.
I got us to some buildings and had to set her down.  I collapsed beside her panting and gasping for air.  Then she swung her head at me.  “You're... you're a dragon?”
I shrugged.  “It appears so.  Through no fault of me own, mind you.”
My body was screaming at me to sleep.  I couldn't believe how exhausted I felt.  All of that elemental magic had drained me.  Yes, I had resigned myself to admitting that it was magic.  But we couldn't afford to rest.  He was on his way.  I looked at the building.  I'm a fool!  I punched the window and it shattered, scales appeared across my hand where I should have been cut by the glass.
I helped Mei inside and I followed and grabbed the phone on the desk.  I needed Quinn, I needed her safety.  I was about to dial 911 when a couple black SUVs came screeching up to the building.  I could feel Quinn's panic and anger and concern as she almost dove out of the lead vehicle.  Agents flowed out of the vehicles with weapons drawn.
I poked my head out the broken window and the flood of relief from Quinn flowed through me as she came running up to the building.  She kicked the door open and ran inside.  Before I knew it, she had yanked me into a hug.  “Don't ever do that to me ever again you stupid woman!”
I smiled at her through my fatigue.  “But ye found me somehow.”  I glanced back.  “I got Mei, ya know.”
Quinn put her forehead against mine.  “Yes, you did.”  I could feel her hot breath on my face, smell her scent of safety.  I stared at her lips as I basked in the concern and compassion she was feeding me over our link.  My last thought was that I just wanted to kiss her, then I collapsed as the world went black.
- - - -
I was walking down a cobblestone path toward a great cavern in a mountainside.  I glanced over and Caragh was walking beside me with her hands clasped behind her back.  She looked smug. “What?” I asked playfully.
She grinned.  “I knew your soul tasted familiar.  You truly are my child.  It is my spirit inside you. When I saw you take on Georgios, wielding multiple elements, I knew.  But you still hold back, you must embrace yourself.  Let the dragon out or he will win.”
I looked at her.  “You saw me fighting Blaine?”
She nodded and tapped my chest.  “From within.  His name is not Blaine it is Georgios of Lydda. They made him a saint for his treachery?”
I was getting more confused by the second.  “Reginald Blaine is Saint George?  How is that possible?  What did he do to the dragons?  I thought you and he were in love.”
Her face got dark.  “I was in love.  Let's talk no more of that vile man.”  We entered the cavern and there were hundreds of people and a small medieval looking village inside.
She smiled at me.  “Welcome home Queen Myra.  Your children wait for you.”  There was a warm feeling of love radiating throughout the cavern.  I smiled.
My eyes fluttered open as I awoke. Quinn was sitting above me with her face close to mine.  I was on the bed.  I could feel her reprimand building in my head as much as her relief.  I squinted an eye. “Hi?”
She squinted back.  “Don't you hi me!  Do you have any idea how reckless and foolhardy that was! You had me worried to death you bullheaded woman!  That was a stupid thing you did.”
I nodded, looking down.  Then she continued, while raising my eyes to meet hers with a finger on my chin.  “And brave and selfless.  Mai filled me in.  But that doesn’t make you any less infuriating!”
I nodded like a wee girl, staring at her lips as she reprimanded me.  They were just soooo.... She paused. “None of that now.  I'm trying to stay mad at you.  And be careful, one of these times I may just take you up on it.”
Oh my lord!  I was really blushing hard now.  I looked at my hand, it was wrapped in gauze.  I squinted my eye at it in confusion.  She chuckled.  “Some of the sexiest scales I ever did see are living under there.  Don't let the other agents see.”  She shot a playful wink at me and the heat from my blush doubled.  The trollop!
I was so uncomfortable, my bra was almost cutting the circulation in my shoulders.  I blushed again and reached under my shirt and took my bra off.  Quinn grinned a bit.  I'm glad this is feckin amusing to her.
She tilted her head.  “You ready to go out to see the others?”
I crinkled my nose.  “Others?”
She grabbed my hand then paused.  I loved the feel of it in mine.  She seemed to change her mind and moved her hand to my elbow instead.  I could feel her reluctance to release my hand, that made me internally smile fondly at her.
She led me to the door saying.  “Thank you for leaving the card with Blaine's number.  We were able to track you to the Reservoir.  I could... feel you, from there.  He's discarded the phone now.”  Then she opened the door and led me into the living room of yet another safe house.  It looked to be a high end hotel suite.  There were three other agents in the room as well as Henry, Mei, and James.
I smiled as I looked at James.  The dense bloke finally went and got himself a clue.  His arm was protectively around Mei, who had a bandage over the cut on her neck.  Mei shot me a knowing and happy smile as she squeezed in closer to James.
I glanced at Quinn, who only said, “Can't have the bastard using anyone else from your team against you.  Your parents have agents assigned to them in Seattle.”  I relaxed a little knowing she was looking out for everyone I cared about.
Henry spoke up,  “Please, can someone explain to me what we are all doing here?”
One of the agents looked at Quinn and she turned to Henry.  “A man, Reginald Blaine has made an attempt on Doctor O'Connell's life and drugged and kidnapped Doctor Kamia in an attempt to get to Doctor O'Connell.  So until we capture him, we need to keep her team in protective custody so that Blaine doesn't try something similar.”  Henry was almost in shock over the revelation.
I nodded, it was all basically the truth.  All she left out were the little facts about magic and dragons really existing.  She shot me a reproving glance for my line of thinking.  I grinned a little in response. Her speech was for Henry and the other agents since James and Mei know about me.
Then Quinn addressed the other agents. “ Why don't you guys secure the corridor and get Henry situated in his room.  I need to debrief the others before they go to their rooms.”  I grinned again.  Very smooth Quinn.
 
 



Chapter 9 – Blood Tie
After Henry left we all sat down in the couches in the seating area.  Mei cuddled into James in one as Quinn sat beside me in the other.  It didn't escape my attention the way she sat.  Subtly and slightly forward on the couch, positioning her body ever so slightly between me and the others.  Even now she was protecting me whether she knew it or not.
Before Quinn could speak, Mei spoke meekly,  “Thank you Myra.  I was stuck in that nightmare and couldn't do anything about it.  It was terrifying because I couldn't tell if it were real or not.  You really kicked Blaine's ass though.  I didn't know you could do all of that!”
I blushed.  “I didn't know me-self.  And don't be blowin' it all out of proportion.  I didn't kick his arse, I was just runnin' away in style.”
She snorted.  “Yeah, because of me.”
Quinn was on her cellphone as we spoke and her face went white.  I could feel the sudden apprehension.  I looked at Quinn as James asked, “Would someone explain to me what happened, I'm only getting bits and pieces here.”
Quinn replied,  “I don't think we can keep things quiet much longer.”  She grabbed the television remote and changed to a local news station that was in the middle of a report.
The anchorman was saying, “The explosions lit up the night sky.  We got some grainy footage from the pump house security cameras.  We don't know if this is a hoax but the footage is unbelievable.”
The black and white security footage started playing.  You could see Mei standing on the platform with the knife to her own throat.  You couldn't quite make out her face but of course we knew it was her.  Then she waved at someone off camera.  A moment later I stepped into the field of view.  Again, it was too grainy to see it was me.
There was no sound.  I watched silently as the thralls poured out of hiding between me and Mei then I was yelling something and Blaine seemed to fold out of space beside Mei.  I watched as the thralls charged and I burst into flames.  The visage of a wingless dragon of flame enveloped my body instantly.  The force of its manifestation knocked over steel drums and crates nearby.
I seemed to spew flame from my fire serpent's mouth toward my attackers.  I couldn't pull my eyes from the screen as Blaine's water attack killed my flaming apparition and knocked me to the ground. But I rolled to my feet gracefully.
I appeared to be taunting him as he approached me, the camera got a good shot at his face, and even though it was grainy, it was recognizable as him.
Again I burst into flame but more violently this time as some of the nearby crates exploded.  Blaine's second water attack stopped as I raised my flaming claw.  Then I made a splitting motion with my arms and part of the wave hit Mei and the last two thralls.  The water serpent I formed was majestic on the video as it slammed into Reginald and drove him through the wall.
I was almost a blur as I hurled myself toward Mei, extinguishing my flames as energy lanced out from the twig a battered Blaine was holding.  It missed us by mere milliseconds as I knocked Mei and myself into the water below.
They played the video for a few seconds longer as Blaine ran up to the platform and looked to be screaming in frustration.  Then the anchor was back, prattling on about the local police being hindered in their investigation by federal investigators.  And how this may be a military experiment gone wrong.
Quinn shot the television off and we were all silent for a minute.  I was anxious after watching that.  What the hell was I thinking?  I finally uttered, “Feck.”
James was shaking his head with an amazed smile as he looked between the blank TV screen and me.  Quinn started nodding and said,  “Holy shit Myra.  That was sort of amazing.  How did you know you could do all that?”
I shrugged as I blushed profusely.  “I di'n't, it was all instinct.”
She smiled at me and I could sense her warm feelings.  She powered up her computer on the coffee table.  “Well, I was trying to keep all of this from the bureau but it is pointless now.”
I was frightened.  “I don't want to become a government lab rat!”
She was nodding.  “I know, and I'll do everything I can to make sure that doesn't happen.”
She pulled up a few files on me including security video of my first encounter with the shard and she forwarded them to the bureau.  She looked at me apologetically.  “I'll profess that there was so much going on that I didn't have time to file the reports.  Maybe this way I can keep my assignment and protect you through whatever is about to come.
Mei was looking at Quinn in an accusatory manner.  “They wouldn't would they?”
My protector just shrugged as she pulled up a couple new case files from Interpol and skimmed them.  “I really have no clue.  But it seems the others are manifesting too and Interpol can't keep a lid on it.  The whole world is about to know.  And it looks like there have been seven more shard incidents in the past two days.  Interpol is confiscating the Fire Stone from Dublin as we speak to contain the 'outbreak'.”
She squinted at the reports.  “It seems that there are only two types of manifestation.  Water or rock, no fire.”
I nodded.  “Caragh implied in a dream, and the scrolls also implied that an elemental can only control one element and that only a Queen dragon could wield more than one.”
Mei was excited at that.  “You're a Queen dragon Myra?”
I caught her excitement, forgetting my fear over discovery.  “I guess I am.”
I took the gauze off my hand and absently scratched at the few remaining scales.  James was instantly by my side.  “They look just like scales.”
I nodded.  “They are tough as steel too.  They seem to protect my skin from harm.”
He asked, “What is their composition?”  I grinned, he was in researcher mode.
I sighed because I was curious too.  “I do na know. They fade after a time back to skin so we may never be able to study them.”
Quinn cleared her throat.  “That may not be as hard as you think.”  She reached into her pocket and pulled out a glistening, gold tipped red scale that was about the size of a fingernail.  “When you lost a scale to that high power sniper round I gathered it from the safe house before the crime scene team arrived.”
She handed it to me and I looked at it.  It felt soft as the petal of a flower, but it didn't bend when I tried to flex it.  James tilted his head to me in permission and I handed it to him and he said,  “It's soft.” Then he went to flex it as I tried and he dropped it quickly.  “Ouch!”  Blood was dripping from his fingers.  “And apparently as sharp as a razor blade.  There was no give in it.  It feels organic though, or maybe pure carbon?”
I looked at his hand. “Lemme see if I can't be doin' something for that.”  I took his hand and covered his wound like I did for Quinn and concentrated, but nothing happened.  I looked to my protector.  “It isn't working.”
She looked at me and James, then she picked up the scale and poked her finger with it.  She grinned like an idiot and offered her finger to me.  I took it in my hand and my finger started bleeding.  She wiped the blood off of hers to display her healed finger.
I sucked on my bloody finger to stop the bleeding.  “Don't be expectin' me to be healing all yer little boo boos now Quinn.”  Mei's chuckle was almost a giggle at that.
Quinn tilted her head.  “The blood tie?”
I shrugged and said, “Now how would I be knowin' that?  It sounds as good an answer as any.”
Her suddenly playful mood was assaulting my mind.   I couldn't stop my smile as I tried to reprimand her. “We're facing some serious shite and yer all about the nonsense.”  She gave me a mental raspberry.
James was still in his researcher mode as Mei was putting a bandage on his finger from the first aid kit she had retrieved from the kitchen.  “Wasn't there some mention of a Blood Tie in the Dragon Scroll?”
I nodded.  “Yes it was some sort of bond between a dragon and a human.  That made them either the same or as one.  Caragh called it a soul bond in my dreams.”
He was pulling up some of my notes and went over them.  “You missed the possessive here.”  He pointed at the translation.  “It is alluding to something about that only if the blood and heart are true, the dragon is pledged to the human for life.  Sharing power and something that is cut off.  The orphaned passage ends in 'the heart'.”
He tilted his head, I knew he was theorizing something more that he didn't feel comfortable with sharing.  Instead, he asked,  “You two shared blood?”  We nodded.  He said, “Well then, it appears the blood and heart were 'true' since it apparently worked between you two.”
Mei asked, “Is it just healing?  It said something about powers.”
Quinn and I looked at each other, reluctant to say anything yet about our ability to sense and share our feelings and rudimentary word impressions.  We internally agreed, and shared a warmth between us then she said, “Just the healing.”
After the warmth she had just projected, it took all my willpower not to snuggle in with her on the couch.  We all discussed the events of the night and how to handle them once the FBI got all the information.
We all agreed that we would only admit to what was visible in the security footage from the clean room and from the pumping station and nothing more.  Quinn prompted, “Myra will be a black hole to them otherwise.”  We all responded in the affirmative.
I pulled her aside.  “Withholding information could cost you your job.”
She shrugged and radiated safety to me.  “I swore I would protect you.  I've sort of become fond of your irrational hardheadedness.”
She was really trying to get my ire up!
We bid the others goodnight and their agents collected them to bring them to their own rooms. Apparently the FBI used this entire floor as one of their safe havens.
Then Quinn's face turned serious.  “Ok, what weren't you telling everyone.”  Damn this link.
I shrugged.  “Well, I don't know fer sure yet.  Caragh is convinced that Blaine and Saint George are one and the same.”
She squinted at me.  “Impossible, he'd have to be almost two thousand years old then.”
I widened my eyes and tilted my head.  “But just a few weeks ago we all knew as a certainty that magic and dragons weren't real, now didn't we?  They are just folklore and legend, now here I am, how ironic, I'm one of the very legends I am researching.”
She chuckled and shot a crooked smile that had me needing to fan my face.  “Fair point.  But if it is him, what is he after?”
I shrugged again, my shoulders have been getting a workout lately with everything I don't know being asked.  “I haven't a clue.  Something I have, he told me, belongs to him.  What is it?  He took the shard and could have just as easily compelled Mei to bring him the scrolls if that is what he is after.”
She nodded.  “Well let's get some sleep.  Maybe we can look at this with fresh eyes in the morning.”
I agreed and she went and tapped at the door of the suite and a female agent came in and took a post beside the door as we went to our rooms.  I was too beat to clean up.  But I hovered at Quinn's door for a few moments.  I just wanted to be in there with her, it was almost overwhelming.  She said  through the door, “Stop tempting me.” I giggled and moved on to my room.
I went to sleep with both Quinn and dragons on my mind.



Chapter 10 – The Third Scroll
In the morning, I smelled terrible!  I needed a shower.  The room stank to high heaven, almost like a locker room with the scents of so many people, but I could also smell Quinn's scent, it made me feel safe and almost aroused.  I shuffled into the private bathroom in my room and looked into the mirror.
I almost giggled at my reflection.  Those red, dragon eyes looked almost seductive on me with my face framed by my unruly red locks.  I concentrated and in an instant I was standing in the dark.  Oh.  I turned on the bathroom light.  Ah, there's my familiar green eyes!  The changes were getting easier and easier, almost like second nature now.
I showered and then fought with my hair.  When I 'tried' to put my bra on...  Oh, me lord!  I had real breasts now!  Not my 'almost' breasts, and not just from a little weight gain.  I had a rack!  They must be bordering on C cup now.  I know that's not too large but on my small frame they looked that way.
This is the first side effect of this whole dragon shite that I approve of, well the twins, and my eyesight.  I chuckled, I'm going to have to get new bras.  I admired my new look in the mirror.  I noticed my abs were showing through my normal soft layer of baby fat, I looked toned and feminine.  I smiled knowing I'd have to go without a bra until I could get some that fit.
I got dressed and wandered out to the living room area of the suite.  I knew Quinn was already out there, I could feel her presence.  She turned as I walked in.  Oh my... I could feel something new from her.  Well, not really new but more pronounced now.  It was doing interesting things to me.
She blushed slightly and chuckled then said, “Well hello there Chesty O'Shay.”
I waved her comment off as I sat at the table with our research laid out.  “I'll be havin' none of that now Agent Trask.”  Though I did sit up a little straighter to show off my new assets a bit.
She closed her eyes and shook her head.  “Oh, the things you do to me Doctor O'Connell.”
I smiled inwardly to myself and grabbed a printout of the third scroll.  I glanced at her, she was still watching me.  “Let's see if we can't figure out what Blaine is talkin' about.  See what I supposedly took from him.”
She shook her head with a grin.  “Breakfast first lady, you need to keep your strength up, especially after your stunt last night.”  She still wasn't over me sneaking off on her.
I looked down sheepishly in embarrassment.  “I'm sorry Quinn.”
She grinned back.  “That's the worst part of it, I 'know' you really are.”
I threw a pen at her, which she easily dodged, then she pointed to the seating area.  I tried hard not to smile and act dejected as I obeyed and said, “Yes Mother.”  As I trudged over to sit down.
A minute later Mei and James were escorted into the room.  I cocked an eyebrow at Quinn.  She smiled.  “I thought things would go faster if you had your team to help.”
I grinned at her insight and said,  “Indeed they would.”
We all said our good mornings and before we could discuss much, a cart with breakfast for the four of us was wheeled in.
I couldn't believe how hungry I was.  I hadn't thought about it much until I took my first bite of eggs.  I finished everyone's leftovers from their plates as we discussed life in general, avoiding discussing our current predicament by unspoken agreement.  Plenty of time for that after breakfast.  I looked around and was disappointed that there was no more food.
I heard a small chuckle coming from that infuriatingly enticing agent beside me.  Quinn smiled and called for another breakfast for me.  The others were looking at me incredulously.  I just shrugged in embarrassment.
Mei decided I hadn't been embarrassed enough and said.  “Love the new additions.”
I shook a fist at her.  “Well, it seems me body has grown more toned and muscular, as well.  The more I use the dragon power, the more it is affecting me body it seems.”
James was looking anywhere but at me.  At least he had the common sense to be embarrassed about the topic too.  Mei giggled. “You don't seem too torn up about it.”
I mocked an indignant look.  “That'll be just about enough of that now.  I'm just playin' the hand I'm dealt.”  The smile I couldn't fight off betrayed me.
After my second breakfast, I was feeling much better.  Quinn was just trying to get my temper flaring as she said, “Ok, now that Myra's head is out of the trough, let's see if we can't figure out what Blaine is really after.  Myra says he accused her of having something of his.”  I sent her a promise of pain across our link.  Was that a little smirk?  The trollop!
Mei shook her head with a pained look on her face.  “I remember him saying something like that.”
The third scroll, as we thought, came a year after the others.  It detailed discoveries by the druid order that uncovered the ultimate betrayal of the dragons and deception perpetrated by Saint George.  It seems they were suspicious of the events and of mankind turning on the benevolent Drakon who had only aided and protected humans up till then.
They spoke of the four Drakon clans.  The Fire Clan of Ireland, the Water Clan of Britain, the Earth Clan from the Germanic region, and the lost Wind Clan of Norway, who had disappeared a hundred years earlier.
How they had discovered that it was people under Georgios of Lydda himself, who had incited the human populations near the three remaining clans.  They fabricated evidence of dragon attacks and fake tales of villages being reduced to rubble in their wake.
George had led his troops to “save” the people of the regions with dragon populations.  The druids found that he was collecting every magical relic he could get his hands on.  He had even killed the Queens of the Water and Earth clans himself.
It seemed he was warehousing magic items and killing any who practiced magic.  They suspected he was after the power and wanted to be the only one to be able to wield it.
He had captured and tortured many druids along the way to learn the secrets of the magic of nature and the flesh.  Some had turned to his cause.  But he was still looking for something.
Part of the scroll was missing in this area, but it appeared to be eluding to the fact that his attempts to turn the people of Ireland against the Fire Clan met limited success.  The majority of the people stood with the clan and professed their benevolence.  And Caragh was many times more powerful than any of the other Queens.  George knew he would have to come at this clan differently.
Quinn interrupted us around one in the afternoon.  “Ok, you egg-headed lot.  Time to eat lunch.” James, Mei and I all opened our mouths to protest, but she held up a hand to stop us.  “You'll be no good to anyone if you don't keep your strength up.  And sometimes taking a break from the data can help you find a new perspective to attack it with.”
We all grudgingly sat, like schoolchildren being scolded by their instructor.  But I must say, the food was great.  I ate more than normal, but nothing like I did at breakfast.  We were about finished when Quinn's phone rang.  She stepped away from us and spoke in hushed tones.  I wanted so bad to eavesdrop with my dragon senses, but I held myself back.  The apprehension I could feel rolling off of her was enough.
“Shit.”  We all heard her say as she hung up.  I turned to her and she was grabbing the television remote.  She switched to a news report.  There was a water dragon on the rooftops of Trinidad being perused by men in military uniforms.  They were shooting at it!
I was enraged and stood quickly.  “Feck!  Why are they shooting at him?  Is that always the answer?!  Kill what you don't understand?!”
Quinn was suddenly in front of me holding my arms, her face flickering in the flames.  “Myra.  You need to calm yourself.”
Shite!  I willed my flames away.  Mei and James were hiding behind a couch shielding themselves from the heat.  I looked at them sheepishly.  “Sorry.  I got a wee bit upset.  I know eventually, it is going to be me they are hunting like that.  Like an animal.”
Mei walked over and hugged me.  “Not if we can help it.” James was nodding in support.
Then Mei pulled back and looked at Quinn.  “The flames... they didn't bother you.  You walked up to her and... held her, calmed her.  You're not burned.”
Quinn shrugged sheepishly.  “Blood tie.”  Then she turned back to the news report as the dragon dove into the ocean and disappeared.  “But more and more incidents are occurring.  This 'awakening' is inevitable.  We only know of the reported incidents of a shard shocking someone.  We don't know how many went unreported.  Interpol is trying to do damage control and locate any and put them in protective custody.  The secret is out.”
I looked at her, my fear was escalating.  “What does that mean for me?  Am I to be caged like an animal?  Dissected?”
She placed a hand gently on my arm.  “Not if I...”  She looked around.  “If WE have anything to say about it.  Besides they need you, and your team, to find out what Blaine's ultimate goal is.”  Her scent and her mind calmed me and gave me a sense of safety and security.  I instinctively stepped in and hugged her arm to me, not wanting to let go.  I realized what I was doing and blushed profusely but didn't let go.  She gave me a soft smile and mouthed “Your eyes.”  I grinned at her then was looking at her through my human eyes.
After a few minutes, we all went back to work.
We pieced together George's plan to make Caragh to trust him and fall in love with him.  He refused the blood tie many times with her, professing that his religion would only allow him to be betrothed if she were human. This ultimate deception prevented Caragh of knowing he really didn't love her when the blood tie failed.  And it planted the seed for his next phase.  To achieve his real goal.  The immortality of the Drakon.
He hired local mercenaries to continually attack the dragons while he was there.  To speak out at local villages to spread unrest about the Drakon people.  Then as it all came to a head, he proposed to Caragh that if the Drakon were human, then they could live in harmony with them until such time that humans were ready to live in with the Drakon race again.
He had tortured druids of the order that wrote these scrolls and knew of the binding ritual.  That would seal away the Drakon magic and tie it to the flesh.  A protector that would be the caretaker of the vessel until it was time for an awakening of the magic.  As long as the magic was in the vessel, the protector would live.
I paused.  This was all about power and immortality.  But that still didn't explain what I 'took' from him.  Mei was getting a little suspicious and kept looking at me the further we progressed into the translation.  Finally, she spoke, “Is there something you aren't sharing with us Myra?”
I hung my head and I could feel Quinn reassuring me.  “Yes.  I believe Blaine is actually Georgios of Lydda.  Caragh told me in a dream.”
Mei looked hurt I didn't share before.  She wordlessly went back to translating.  I laid a hand on her shoulder in apology.  She looked at me, I could see her anger but it softened and she gave ma a little smile.  I smiled back and we started studying the writings again.
She mumbled.  “That means he did gain immortality.  He succeeded.”
I shook my head.  “But, as we know about the dragons...  It isn't true immortality, he can still be injured and killed.  He will just live forever as long as he can stay alive.”  I chuckled.  “What a contradiction.”
James corrected me, holding up a finger. “No, just until the awakening.”  I was shocked.  Why didn't I see this before?  I shook the thought aside.  I'll not be jumping to conclusions until I have all the facts.
There were some portions missing.  But the last of the scroll told of George convincing Caragh of his plan.  It would protect the last of the Drakon and would allow the two of them to be married under the eyes of his church.  She agreed and the ritual took place. The Blood Stone was cast and the last Queen of the Drakon cut her hand and bled upon the orb.  Then they tied the orb to the chosen protector, George.  He cut his hand and bled onto the orb and in a brilliant flash all dragon spirits were locked into the stone.  Leaving the Drakon as human.
Then the ultimate betrayal happened.  George and his men immediately killed every last “human” Drakon.  He looked into the weeping eyes of Caragh and drove a dagger through her heart.  Then he buried the Blood Stone where none would ever find it, allowing him to live for ever.  There were additions to the scroll for a couple hundred years from druids of the order who tried to seek out the stone.
George and his allies swept across the globe, wiping out any magic users they could find as they were the only thing George feared now.  He continued to warehouse any scrap of magic items or writings, trying to leave the world devoid of all magic but his.  The druid order was wiped out except a few survivors that went into hiding.
There was one magic wielder, the Dark One, who used the magic of death and the flesh instead of nature who had more power than him, he hid from her until she succumbed to old age on the Isle of Avalon.  Not even her dark magic could give her the seemingly immortal lifespan of the dragons.  George swooped in and took all that remained of her magic artifacts and her writings.
The very last of the scroll was torn off.   I looked at everyone.  “So there we have it.  The bastard wants nothing more than power and to live forever.  That leaves us right back where we started ya know.”  I noticed it was getting dark outside, how long had we been working?
Quinn was grinning.  “No, it gives us our answer.”  James was nodding in agreement with a knowing smile on his long face.  Oh, he can be just as frustrating as Quinn at times.
I balled up my hands in fists.  Consciously preventing my fire form from manifesting as my temper rose.  “Well, don't be keepin' it all to yourselves!  What is it that I took from the man?”
Quinn snickered.  “Well Miss Hot Head,  let me double check something, you said it seemed that more grey hair and wrinkles were showing on him on your second encounter?”  I nodded as she pulled up something on the internet.  It was a picture of a younger Blaine, perhaps from ten years ago.  She asked, “Is this how he looked when you first met him?”
I shook my head.  “No, he was five or ten years older.  He had some grey on his temples and in his beard.”
James exchanged a grin with Agent McHottie.  Quinn then just said, “Then it is simple.  That was a photo of Blaine from last year.  He is aging... and by the sound of it, quite rapidly.  So what you took from him, is his immortality.  The awakening.  As more dragons awaken, it is taking more of it away from him.  Remember the scroll said that as long as the magic was in the vessel, the protector would live?”
My eyes went wide.  “Of course!  But... it's through no fault of me own.”  Then I tilted my head in confusion.  “But how will the hearts of the dragons help him if all of the magic gets released?”
Mei was looking back at the scroll.  “Maybe he thinks you will recast the binding to the Blood Stone?”
I shook my head.  “No, he keeps tryin' ta kill me.  He wants me heart, too, the bastard.”  I huffed. “I'm not done usin' it me-self, so he is out of luck there ya know.”
Quin snorted and snickered.  I could feel her appreciation for my temper flowing from her and... attraction?  I looked at her and bit my lower lip.
Mei was in deep thought.  “Well if he has stockpiled all the world's magic over the years, maybe he has found another way?”
I nodded.  “That's the most likely scenario.”
Then James asked.  “So, you two...”  he paused,  “You're like married now?”
We looked at him.  He pointed at the scroll translations.  “Well, according to the third scroll, the blood tie equated to betrothal.  Which puts the Dragon Scroll writings of the Blood Tie into context. That's what the possessive was about in there.”
Then he added.  “And both reference that the blood tie wouldn't work unless the feelings were already there.”
I chuckled.  “Now yer talkin' nonsense.  I admit I'm attracted to Quinn and have a wee girl crush on her but married?”  Why did the concept excite me so much?  I looked over at Quinn, who was blushing. Shite!  I must be broadcasting on all frequencies to her.
Mei saw our mutual blush-fest and changed the topic.  Bless her little heart.  “So.  How do we stop the bastard?  I owe him and I want to see him go down.”  Feisty!  Go Mei.
Quinn nodded at her appreciatively.  “Myra's red hair rubbing off on you?  You've already given us the information we need.  Now it is a matter of time before we take him down.”
She was about to say more when about seven agents with automatic rifles and FBI flack jackets and four men with Interpol flack jackets walked in with two men who didn't have the signature dark suits of the other agents.  Quinn stepped between them and us. “What's going on here?”



Chapter 11 - Assault
A large man in a grey suit stepped up to her and flashed his badge.  “Deputy Director Ethan Danes. Agent Quinn, you are relieved of duty for dereliction and willfully withholding evidence.”
He was holding his hand out and Quinn hesitated and slowly handed him her badge.  He looked expectantly at her.  She shook her head. “The weapon is my own.”  One of the armored men grabbed her arm.
I stepped forward.  “Leave her alone!”  There were suddenly ten automatic rifles pointing at me.  I put my hands up.
Danes stepped up to me. “Doctor O'Connell, I'll be assigned to you now.  Until we can apprehend Blaine.  Then we will need to...”  There was an ominous pause.  “Debrief you.”
The other man who had a cheap suit on was gathering all our research from the table.  James jumped to stop him, but a couple of the gun barrels turned toward him and he backed off.
The other man was holding all the papers to his chest and as he walked past me he paused, looking me up and down.  “I can't wait to study you.”  That chilled me to the bone.  Then he was out the door.
I was getting so angry, scared and frustrated.  I had to stop myself from changing. “So what, am I your prisoner now?  I did'na do anything!”
The man smiled, I think he thought it was soothing.  “No, you are in protective custody.”
I looked around at the weapons pointed at me.  “I don't feel fecking protected right now.”
He looked around and made a lowering motion with his hand.  Everyone lowered their guns.  Then I said, “So I'm free to go after you get Blaine?”
He shook his head. “It isn't quite as simple as that anymore.”
I spat at him in frustration, “So I AM a prisoner.  I may not sound like it, but I'm an American citizen and I know me rights!  You can't detain me.  I want me lawyer.”
The arse-hole looked amused.  “Well, first thing is keeping you safe until we get Blaine.”  He looked back at the Agents holding Quinn and motioned his head toward the door and they started marching her out.
I blurted out.  “You can't take her!  Apparently you know what I am.  We're bonded and if she gets too far away we will both die!”  I lied through my teeth.
He hesitated a second.  I knew he thought I was lying, but he held a hand up and they stopped at the door.  He looked over at Mei and James and squinted his eyes.  “Is this true Doctor Reid, Doctor Kamia?”
Mei stepped forward.  “Yes they accidentally created a Blood Tie.”
James nodded.  “There are references to the Blood Tie in the scrolls.”  He pointed at the door where the weasel man had gone with our research.
He turned and walked to the door and looked Quinn in the eyes before he reached down and took her sidearm out of its holster.  “I think you are all blowing smoke.  But I can't take the chance.”  He motioned his head toward us.  “Over there Trask.”
Quinn walked over to us and I grabbed onto her arm hugging up to her side.  The armed men were all arranged along the wall and relaxed.  James pulled Mei protectively beside him as Danes sat down at the table.  “Now.  Why don't you fill me in?  What have you all been hiding from us?”
The room seemed to explode into the shattering of glass when what appeared to be two stone gargoyles smashed through them, tearing down the closed drapes.  The door was kicked open before anyone could react and thralls started pouring into the room.
Quinn pulled me behind her and automatic weapons fire almost deafened me as men were being shredded by the gargoyles.  Quinn looked back and yelled at James and Mei.  “Get down!”  Her hand shot to her empty holster as a gargoyle leapt right at us through the firestorm of bullets.  I heard her utter, “Shit” as she resigned herself to the inevitable.  But just as the monster got to her, her fists exploded into flaming granite.
I was instinctively pushing as much fire and earth magic into her as I could.  Her fist struck the oncoming Gargoyle and it stopped in it's tracks and shook its head from the powerful blow.  I could feel the fury and satisfaction flowing from Quinn.  She said, “I can work with this.”  As she grappled with the beast.  Throwing it to the side then attacking it with a tsunami of blows and kicks. Her feet were encased in stone, as well!
I realized I was seeing in that purplish red haze.  As I stood between the chaos and Mei and James. The agents were not faring well.  This time the thralls seemed to have some sort of magical items that were shredding through the armed men.  All the thralls were chanting.  I saw them as the greater threat.
I was aware of the flames around me, I concentrated on keeping the heat from radiating and injuring people.  Stray bullets were painfully ricocheting off of me as men were going down.  I opened my mouth and growled.  Flames shot out and engulfed one thrall after another.
I looked over as Quinn jumped into the air and landed a spinning roundhouse kick to the jaw of the gargoyle, shattering its lower jaw into stone dust.  She flung herself onto its back, grabbing its front legs and straining with all her might.  With a grinding, rocky sound they snapped off and she threw them to the side.  The gargoyle was flopping around, trying fruitlessly to get to me.  More thralls were arriving.  This was a lost cause.
Quinn looked at me, her hands and feet went back to flesh.  I could feel her fierce determination to save me in my head.  “We need to get you out of here.  They are after you.  All these men will die if we stay here!”
I nodded in understanding.  She pointed at the wall that was shared with the corridor beyond.  I nodded again as she yelled at James and Mei over the noise of the battle.  “Stay between us at all times!”
Then she gave me a cocky smile and asked sarcastically,  “My Queen?”  I grinned at her.  Our playfulness seemed so out of place when people were dying all around us.  I raised my hands and growled loudly.  A ball of pyrotechnic fury blew through the wall and into the corridor beyond. Engulfing thralls unfortunate enough to be standing there, then I put my flames out.
Just as we started toward the door, we heard Dane's yell, “Trask!”  Quinn turned and Danes threw her sidearm back to her.  “Keep her safe!”  He commanded and dove onto two thralls.
Then the four of us were diving through the smoking hole in the wall and down the corridor.  The report from Quinn's pistol was in my ear as she plowed the road through the seemingly endless stream of thralls.  I felt for them, knowing that they were just innocents caught in George's sick game.  I glanced back to see them following us.  That gave me some hope that some of the agents back in the room would survive.
We got to the parking level and we battled out to a SUV.  Then we were on the road.  I glanced up as Quinn drove.  I could see a gargoyle jumping or flying from rooftop to rooftop, following us.  I pointed.  My protector nodded, “I can see them through your eyes.”  That was new.  “We need to get somewhere away from the buildings, with tree cover, so it will have to follow us on the ground.”
We turned toward the mountains.  She lost the thralls that were following by car, but we couldn't shake the gargoyle.  We drove into the mountains and she pulled off onto a dirt road.  I put my hand on her shoulder and said,  “Stop here.” as I looked back.
She looked at me and I grinned in malice.  She understood and stopped the car.  We got out and she told Mei and James.  “Stay in the car.”
I felt the flames climb my body as I strode forward,  I reached out to the world, to nature.  I felt it all around me here.  It was almost seductive.  I could feel a nearby stream and I could feel the ground around me like it was a living thing.
Then I saw it.  Quinn went to step between it and myself.  I smiled, it was just an instinctive thing for her.  I sent the warmth of my thoughts to her and tilted my head.  She blushed and stepped back.  The creature charged at us on all fours, its wings folded back behind it.
It felt as though I were asking a favor of the earth and two solid walls of stone shot up on either side of the gargoyle as it rapidly approached, I slammed my hands together and the two walls slammed together as well, reducing the beast to gravel and dust.
Quinn blinked then looked at me with shock appreciation and… Me lord woman!  Did that really turn her on?  I blushed and shrugged and we got back in the vehicle.  Mei just whispered, “Holy shit.” James was nodding like he agreed with her evaluation of what had just transpired.  I shrugged again.
Quinn was trying hard to suppress the smile I could feel inside her.  She was... proud?  Then she said, “Ok, let's get somewhere safe, get some breathing room.  Then we can figure out what to do.”  We all nodded and she continued on the dirt road until we came to a cabin by a stream.  There were no vehicles and the cabin looked to be in disrepair.
We all stayed in the vehicle while my protector cleared the building.  We went in and it was quite dusty, nobody had been here for at least a year.  Mei and James collapsed on the couch, with him holding her protectively.
I finally took a good look at Quinn.  Her side was gouged and bleeding from her fight with the gargoyle in the hotel.  Her lower lip was bleeding and she had a bruise on her cheek.  I quickly put my hand on her side.
She tried to pull my hand away, but I had already taken on her wound.  The pain was almost blinding, I knew I had a couple broken ribs then.  But that would pass, at least she is ok.  She reprimanded me.  “You have to stop doing that!  I... I don't like seeing you hurt.”
I shrugged, “I'll heal.  You're... important...  to me.”
She leaned in and kissed me gently on my lips.  Oh me lord, I'm floating on cloud nine.  It was almost electric.  I craved her now... but... “Agent Trask.”  I grinned at her.
She smiled back.  “I'm not assigned to you anymore, remember.”
I blushed and replied, “Oh.  If that's the case, then...”  Then I leaned in and gave her a quick kiss.  My lip was bleeding now through my smug smile, and hers was good as new.
“You sneaky little wench!” Quinn said.  I was starting to sway.
Mei laughed. “Get a room you two.”
My eyesight was blurring as I grinned sheepishly at Quinn.  “That... may not be... a bad idea.  I may have overdone it... again.”  I said as I lost consciousness.  The last thing I could remember were warm arms catching me and a feeling of safety as her scent enveloped me.



Chapter 12 – Hiding
When I woke up, I felt a warm, strong arm around me.  I sighed at the scent of safety that was assaulting me.  I could feel her watching me as she held me protectively to her on the bed.  She nuzzled my neck.  I swear I almost orgasmed on the spot.  I'm thinking this is more than a girl crush.  I smiled at the thought and snuggled in.
“There she is.  The impulsive, short tempered prodigal has returned to us.” I could feel her chuckling in my head.
I mocked her.  “I'll be havin' none of that now missy.” I went to sit up, but the dull ache in my ribs made me take it slow.
She helped me to sit up and sat in front of me on the bed.  She ran a soft finger across my lower lip. “As good as new.”  The contact seemed more intense than normal, very seductive.  Then I realized I had my senses opened up.  I switched them off and I felt half blind without them now.  I grinned at her. I was feeling quite bashful.
Quinn said with a tinge of humor, “You're making a habit of passing out after you go all bad ass on the bad guys.”
She lightly touched my side.  My shirt was ruined, covered in dry blood and oddly enough, three or four bullet holes.  I pulled my shirt up to just below my bosoms.  No need in givin' Miss Hottie a free show... yet.
There was a sickly looking, brown and yellow bruise where her injury had been.  The claw marks were gone and I could tell my ribs were well into their mending.  At this rate, I'd be fine by lunch.  There were large patches of scales across my chest where the bullets had struck.  A few scales fell off of my shirt that were probably torn off by the rounds that struck me.  I pulled my shirt back down as Quinn collected my scales with a smile.
The side of my face ached.  Wait, was it mine?  No, it felt like Quinn.  I looked at her and that bruise on her cheek was there.  Her only injury I didn't take on myself.  I smiled at her and cupped her cheeks with my hands.  “If you weren't so frustrating I'd say you were the most beautiful sight I ever did see.”
She blushed but then pushed away suddenly, realizing my deception.  “God damn it Myra!  Would you stop doing that?!”  I chuckled at her as I placed a hand gently on her now flawless cheek again.  The ache on mine had doubled.
I shrugged. “I'm sorry Quinn.  I really can't bear ta see ya hurt.  You're... sort of... important... to me now.”
She put her hand on mine.  “Right back at you.  Just try to keep in mind, my injuries are... well, mine.  Ok?  I don't need to see my pain on your face.”
I nodded.  “I'll keep it under advisement.  But that doesn't mean I'm gonna be listenin'.”
She shook her head.  “Impulsive.”
“Shut yer yap.”  I grinned and kissed her.  “There, that'll be shuttin' ya up now.”  I almost needed to fan myself as well after that.  It was oddly erotic, experiencing the feelings from both sides of a kiss.
I hopped off the bed, avoiding her retaliation.  I made my way toward what looked like a bathroom. “Do we have water here?  I smell like the arse end of a gargoyle.”
She chuckled.  “Yes, James got the generator working this morning so we have power and water.”
I looked around and found a bar of unopened soap in the cabinet under the sink and a towel in a side cupboard, then started the shower.  I wiped down the mirror above the sink and disrobed to take stock of myself.
It looked as though whatever becoming a dragon was doing to my body, it was done now.  My new, toned, firm body hadn't changed any more and the twins were the same.  The patches of scales looked almost pretty to me.  I smiled and turned to look at my profile.  Oh lord, I'm turnin' vain!  I turned away from the mirror in embarrassment then got in the shower.
After cleaning up, I felt much better.  I dried my hair the best I could with a towel, got dressed in my blood stained clothing then made my way back into the bedroom to try to find a brush to attempt to tame my fiery mane.  No such luck.
I think I was imagining things, but I swear I smelled freshly baked bread down the hall.
I went into the main room and James and Quinn were sitting around on the couch and Mei was in the kitchen apparently wrangling up something for us to eat.  I veered off to help her and she hissed at me and pointed toward the couch.
Quinn chuckled, “Apparently, the kitchen is hers.  We all tried, but she threatened us with bodily harm.”  With a bit of humor, I backed slowly away from a now grinning Mei and joined the others on the couch.
Quinn grinned and started running her hand through my hair.  “This looks nice.”
I shook my head.  “It looks like a nest from the pits of hell.  But thank you.”
Mei was calling out to us,  “There isn't much in here that isn't past its expiration date, but I was able to scrounge up enough for a meal.  Unorthodox breakfast but hey, this is sort of an unorthodox situation.”
She brought out a wooden tray with four plates.  On them were what looked like handmade flat bread with refried beans and chili covering them, and four glasses of water.  Believe it or not, it tasted quite good.  I finished up everyone's leftovers and Mei retrieved the pot with the remaining chili and scooped it onto my plate with a chuckle.
I blushed in embarrassment when I looked around to see everyone watching me eat.  I shrugged. “If I survive this, me food bill is going to go through the roof.”
Quinn went out to the SUV and came back in with a laptop and connected an antenna to it.  Then looked at the window and pointed the antenna south.  Then she powered it up.  I looked in alarm at her. She obviously felt it as she turned to me and explained.  “Encrypted satellite link.  They can't get our location from it.”
Then she started pulling up news reports from Denver.  By all, that's holy!  There was no covering this incident up since it occurred where hundreds of people in the middle of downtown witnessed the firefight on the fourth floor and gargoyles flying and crashing through the hotel windows.  There was one piece of footage of our vehicle leaving the scene with thralls in pursuit and a gargoyle leaping from rooftop to rooftop above us.  They were reporting twenty three FBI and Interpol agents dead, sixty one “terrorists”, and five civilians.  Thirty more terrorists were taken into custody.
The reports varied from elaborate hoaxes  to proof of magic, to the end of days prophecies by religious fanatics.  This couldn't get much worse.  I couldn't help stressing over what this was going to mean for me once it was all over... if I lived through it.  Would I ever lead a normal life again?  I realized it was silent in the room and I looked around and they were all staring at me with sympathetic looks on their faces.
I shrugged. “Well, what's done is done.  No use cryin' over spilled milk ya know.”
Quinn had an intense look on her face, her lips pursed.  “I need to check in.  I have to contact Danes.”  I could feel the apprehension rolling off of her.
I put a hand on her arm.  “We can't be sure if he's been compromised.  Anyone could be a thrall.”
She nodded.  “I'll do a video call so we can see.”  Then she pulled up a video conference program, the FBI seal came up and she typed in her credentials.  She seemed to sigh in relief when a menu came up and a small window in the corner of the screen had live video of us.  I knew her relief was because they haven't locked her out of the system yet.  James, Mei, and I moved out of the camera's view.
Quinn clicked the Deputy Director's name.  A bar started moving back and forth across the screen with “connecting” blinking on the screen.  We sat like that for almost ten minutes.  Quinn was just reaching over to disconnect when the screen flickered to life and battered looking Danes appeared with a bandage covering his right eye and another along the right side of his face.  “Trask, where the fuck are you?  Is Firebrand safe?  Wait don't answer the first.”  We all sighed in relief since he had no rune mark and was still an arsehole.
I moved beside Quinn.  “Agent Trask got us to safety.  I'm sorry about your men.  We had no idea he had such things as gargoyles.  Thralls were bad enough.”  Then I had a sudden thought and said, “Doctor Arnett... Henry?”
He looked down for a second, gathering his wits it seems then addressed me with an apologetic tone I didn't think him capable of.  “He's in Denver General in critical condition.  His team couldn't get him out in time before they were overrun.  The two agents gave their lives protecting him.”
My eyes were tearing up and Quinn put a hand on my shoulder and projected warmth and strength to me through our link.
Danes continued, “They think he'll pull through just fine.”  Then he turned his attention to Quinn. “The city is crawling with thralls, gargoyles, and other creatures we are trying to identify, looking for you.  The local police have been told how to deal with thralls.  They need to smudge or wipe off that damn mark.  The people aren't even aware they are being controlled.  We are getting a lot of calls from Interpol, the NSA, and a whole lot of other acronyms.  The National Guard is mobilizing.  We'll get into that, first I need your sitrep!”
We left Quinn to present our current situation with Danes.  Mei was still crying after we heard about Henry, and James was consoling her.  I spoke softly, “He's gonna pull through just fine. Henry's got too much work to do at the museum not to, ya know.  And he has ta keep our surly lot in line.”  She chuckled a little and wiped her tears on her arm.
She said, “Who knew dragons were so nice?”  We all chuckled a little and waited for Quinn to finish.  I helped Mei wash the dishes we had used and take inventory of what little food supplies we had.  We didn't even have our purses, but James had his wallet with thirty dollars cash and his debit card that we most likely wouldn't be able to use or it could be traced.
We went through the entire cabin, I felt like a thief ransacking someone else's property like that. We came up with some rope, some candles and matches, a hatchet, a couple long knives, and two hunting rifles with a box of shells.  James deadpanned, “Not much, and we don't need the matches with Sparky here.”  Mei actually squeaked and covered her mouth as he tilted his head toward me.  That got me chuckling.
I grinned at him. “And that's about enough of that mister.”
Mei looked at me.  “So Myra.  How did you know you could do all of that?”
I looked at her and thought about it for a moment.  “I really didn't.  Almost anything I find me-self doin' that is dragon-ish, it seems to be on instinct.  I think Caragh's spirit is somehow guidin' me.  I can just feel nature around me, the water and the earth.  It wants to help us, I'm just askin' favors of it and it responds.”
She smiled at that.  “What does it feel like?”
I shrugged trying to put it into words. “I don't know if me words can do it justice.  It is all around us and it feels... alive?  I can feel the water in the well and in the stream, it is so full of energy and just wants to be moving all the time.  The ground below us is stoic and nurturing and full of solid energy I can almost taste.  Me flames feel like they are inside of me burning like a beacon of strength I can tap into at any given moment.  All of these elements feel like... friends?”
I waved it away. “I'm soundin' like an eejit here.”
She was shaking her head.  “No, actually you aren't.  Now I'm feeling a little jealous, it sounds amazing.”
I tilted my head and smiled at her.   Then she squinted. “What about air?  Isn't it an element?  And there was apparently the fourth Drakon clan of the Wind.”
I shook my head, I had already asked this of myself and had reached out to it to no avail.  “No, I mean, I can feel its energy around me, but I can't seem to communicate with it.  I'm aware of it but we must be on different wavelengths.”
James prompted, “Maybe it has something to do with the lost clan.  Maybe something happened that severed the link between the wind and Drakon race?  Damn, I wish we had all six scrolls, maybe the answers are in the other three or in the torn off sections in the Dragon Scroll.”  I nodded in agreement.  All of these were questions and thoughts that have been rolling through my own head.
Quinn finished up and joined us.  She didn't look happy as she spoke, “Once things get better organized they are going to send a team to 'protect' us.  Things are getting bad in Denver, the mayor is having anyone who doesn't work in the city and have relatives outside of Denver, evacuate until the threats are handled.”
Then she motioned with her head to the door.  “Since we are basically in hiding right now and all of your research has been confiscated.  I wanted to test some things out.”
I nodded and the three of us followed her to the porch.  James and Mei sat in the porch swing and Quinn cutely motioned with her finger for me to follow her.  I could follow this woman all day every day.  She had me stand in the dirt driveway as she went to a pile of wood waiting to be split for the fireplace.
Without warning, she took a chunk of that wood and threw it at me with her full strength.  I caught it easily, as she grinned at the results.  She placed a piece on a large stump then flicked her hand down and her fist was covered in granite and she struck the wood with an incredible blow, splitting it down the middle.
Then she put another piece on the stump looked at her hand and the granite slowly caught fire. Then with more force than I would have thought her capable of, she struck the wood and it exploded into splinters.  She grinned at me.  “Apparently your gift to me from our blood tie.”  She looked at her other hand and water came up from the ground and covered her other fist.  She tried striking another piece of wood and it didn't seem to have any affect as she grabbed her hand. “Mother fu.... umm... I mean, ow!”
I giggled at her as I ran to look at her fist.  It was red but not really hurt.  I could feel it in my hand, I still took the sting away.   Then I said, “Water is more for moving things around en masse or infiltrating and expandin' from within. Enough of it can act as a shield.”
I put a single finger on the log she struck and asked the water in it to congregate in the middle of the log please, then asked it to expand from there.  Then the log split open with the water pressure at its core.  I grinned, “Sometimes science and subtlety can be doin' more than brute force and violence.”
I could feel the waves of amusement coming from her as she said, “Showoff.  Now how do you know all of that and how did you know you could do what you just did?”
I winked at her.  “Well, we were havin' this same conversation in the cabin while you were talkin' yer nonsense with Danes.  It is instinctual, like Caragh is guidin' me somehow with her knowledge.”
She nodded then put a huge log on the stump.  “Care to see what the Queen of the dragons can really do?”  Then she stepped back.
I grinned and snapped my arms downward with my fingers spread and instantly I was aflame. Wood from the pile was blown back and a large log almost fell off the stump.  I re-centered it then jumped up into the air with my fist cocked and came down on a log, striking out with my fist with all my might like it was judgment day!  The log exploded into splinters and my momentum carried my fist through and the stump splintered outward.
I was shaken by the fury of the blow and just stood there looking at my fist buried in the stump.  It scared the hell out of me, the violence of it all.  I think I was starting to hyperventilate when Quinn's face came through the flames.  Her scent of safety soothing me as she hugged me, whispering “It's ok Myra.  I got you.”
I took two deep breaths and smiled sheepishly to her and nodded.  She put her forehead against mine and smiled.  Then she stepped out of my flames.  “What about the other elements?  You just did water and fire.  How about earth?”
I shook my head as I put another log on a different stump.  “Earth is nothing to be playin' with.  It has more power than any because it is all around us though it doesn't have the rage of fire.  You saw what it did to that gargoyle last night.”  I clapped my hands together and two boulders exploded from the ground on either side of the stump and basically turned the log and stump into toothpicks as they were crushed between the stones.
She smiled as I went back to mostly human.  I liked my expanded senses.  Then she asked, “Spar with me a while?  I need to get a handle on these powers you are feeding me.
I nodded and said weakly, “Oh me lord, you're going to kill me in the forest.”  I heard a stifled laugh from the porch.  I squinted over at the cute little Asian American perpetrator.  “There'll be none of that now.”  Mei stuck her tongue out at me.  I couldn't stop my smile.
I looked back at Quinn.  Ok, but you better be takin' it easy on me.”
She started slow, my instincts were kicking into full gear as I dodged and blocked her blows.  She kept speeding up a little at a time.  Then she stopped.  “This is sparring.  That means you try to hit me too, not just avoid me.”
She was playful.  I nodded.  “Well, I'm not used to hitting people.”
She snorted. “Now THAT is amazing with your hair trigger temper.”
I squinted at her. “Now yer just provokin' me.”
I started swinging at her, she made it look almost too easy as she dodged it and slapped my followup aside.  She grabbed my arm as it went past and she twisted my body and straightened my arm and my wrist then slammed my fist into her palm.  “Keep your wrists straight, arm straight from your body, twist as you strike.  Put your body into each blow.”
I nodded and we continued, she just deflected most of my blows.  As we sped up, some started getting through so I knew that was her limit.  I still had some speed.  Then she started slowly counter attacking after she was satisfied.  She kept speeding up to about the same point.  So that was her maximum. We must have sparred for an hour.  She was panting and I was barely breathing hard, and we sat on the porch.
James was shaking his head as Mei went to get us some water.  James said, “You two were moving so fast. I could barely follow it.”
I shrugged. “It wasn't too bad with Quinn holding back.  I guess she likes me better alive than dead.”  I bumped her shoulder.
She squinted at me.  “I was going all out in the end.  Were you at your limit?”
I looked down bashfully.  “Well, you were getting' through me defense but I had more speed and strength in reserve.”
I felt waves of pride for me rolling off of her.  “Next time we'll add in kicks.  I want you to be able to defend yourself if anything happens.  Punching is just a small part of fighting.”  She was in full protector mode again, it felt right.  I nodded and on instinct cuddled into her side.  She froze for a second then smiled and draped an arm around me protectively.  I could seriously have lived in that one moment forever.
We drank the offered water and then Mei started lunch.  Top Ramen and baked beans.  She made sure to give me double what everyone else was eating.  I felt embarrassed at that.  Quinn snuck a few extra bites of hers onto my plate.
It wasn't until I finished eating that I realized what Quinn was up to with the demonstrations and the sparring.  She was giving my magic a workout as well as myself.  This is the first time I had done so much with my dragon abilities that I didn't pass out afterward.  She was having me exercise the magic just like she would my body.  The sneaky trollop!  But I approved, it wouldn't do, getting exhausted in the middle of another attack.
When we were done and we washed the dishes, Quinn plugged the bureau’s laptop in to charge and we all congregated around it to see the news she started streaming on it.
After we got sick of seeing the terrible happenings in Denver we sat and chatted amongst ourselves about life in general, keeping away from any topics of our current situation or anything dragon-y.  We learned that James collected old black and white movies and that Mei actually wanted to be a chef when she was younger until she discovered her love of folklore.  My lovely protector shared that she loved rafting whenever she had time off.  I shared my embarrassing love for comic books, especially those that had a mythology and legends feel to them.
Then Quinn asked if I felt rested enough for another round.  She put me through the wringer.  It was more difficult to counter her when she could use all her training against me.  The only thing that saved me from becoming bruised and bloodied mess was my speed.  I had to push it to the limits to compensate for her years of training.
Then she had me practice doing various things with my elemental magic.  From fine control to a powerful force.  We found I could control two at once like I did when I saved Mei.  But it seemed to be my limit.  But I could feel something was missing I just couldn't seem to figure it out.
Caragh's words echoed in my head. “But you still hold back, you must embrace yourself.  Let the dragon out or he will win.”  What did she mean by holding back and letting the dragon out?
It was dark when we finished up.  Mei gave us some canned corn and more chili and some flat bread.  My plate was heaped high.  “That's all that's left unless you trust that can of processed meat that doesn't seem to have an expiration date.  We're going to have to do a supply run soon if we're going to be here much longer.  James has thirty dollars cash, we shouldn't use his debit card.  Myra and my purses were left at the hotel.”
My chestnut haired agent nodded.  “I have about seventy on me.  James, in the morning you and I need to do a quick run to that convenience store couple miles away.  You are the least recognizable of us so you go in.  I'll stand guard at the car.”  James nodded at that then he and Mei turned in to the bedroom on the other side of the cabin.
Quinn looked at me.  “Tired?”  It wasn't a question, she was just stating what she could feel rolling off me.  She gave me a warm smile.  “You did good today, you should be proud.”
I grinned.  “I cheated, the dragon helped me.”
She pulled me to my feet and we made our way back to the other bedroom.  I kicked my shoes off and got under the covers as she sat in the rocker by the door.  I wasn't about to have any of that nonsense and I just held the blanket open behind me and waited until she caved.  That'll show her who's more stubborn.
She got into the bed behind me and draped an arm protectively over me.  I snuggled backward, pressing our bodies together and smiled to myself.  She whispered.  “Your eyes My.  You've been like that all day.  Not that it isn't sexy.”
I giggled and the room went dark and the world was deadened.  Then I closed my eyes and was asleep in minutes, listening to her strong breathing.  I dreamed of dragons, Quinn, and nature.



Chapter 13 – Ultimatum
I was standing in the cavern.  Caragh was standing beside me as we looked across the village and the bodies of the Drakon laying slaughtered all around us.  I recognized one with a slit throat and a wound to her chest as Caragh herself.  I looked back up at her, she was looking down at her lifeless body.
I grabbed her hand between mine.  She looked up at me and gave me a sad smile.  “I should have known, should have sensed it.  His refusal to do the blood tie should have told me, but my heart didn't listen.  His feelings were a deception, not like you and your soul bond.  But maybe in some small way I had suspected, I always held back and never showed him more than my fire elemental abilities.”
I looked at her.  “It wasn't your fault.”
She shook her head.  “Because of my blindness, he has kept the Drakon from walking the Earth for hundreds of years.”  Then she locked eyes with me.  “DO NOT let him do this again!”  She waved a hand at all the bodies.  “You have to let the world know that we are the champions of mankind.”
I shook my head.  “How am I supposed to do that?”
She smiled sweetly and said, “Stop holding back, let the dragon out.”  Like it was simple.
She and the bodies around us started to fade and I asked quickly, “Have you been helping me with my abilities?”
Her smile was gentle as she replied, “Of course daughter, that is the way of the Queens.   I will always be inside.”
Then I was left standing alone in the cavern.  I would not let her down, I would find a way!
I heard an echo of Caragh's voice whispering, “She worries.  Go to her.”  Then my eyes fluttered open.  Quinn's voice behind me whispered, “Good you are awake.  You were hitting me with waves of what felt like a cross between a nightmare and... family?”
I turned back to look at her, still behind me with that protective arm around me.  “I'm guessin' that would be a good description of it.  Caragh came to see me again.”  I smiled and she returned the smile with a grin.
I was suddenly acutely aware of her body against mine.  I bit my lower lip as I heated up in some interesting places, her arousal struck me at the same time, almost doubling the feelings.  I pulled myself out from under her arm and hopped out of bed before I surrendered to the wonderful temptation.  I rushed to take a shower... a cold shower... a really cold shower.  I heard her utter from behind me, “Jesus!” 
I felt a sense of pride that I was effecting her the same way.  She called out as I hopped under the cool spray of water.  “Hurry up, I'm going to need a cold shower too, after that!”  I giggled.  I felt so alive as I cleaned up for another day of hiding.
Once everyone was prepared for the day, Mei gave us each the last of her flatbreads and some water.  “Well, that's it until we get supplies.”
My chestnut haired protector looked at James.  “That would be our subtle cue.  You up to this doctor?”
James nodded once and Quinn walked up to me and placed a hand on my cheek.  I closed my eyes and leaned into it.  She said, “Stay inside, away from the windows, until we return.  We shouldn't be gone more that thirty or forty minutes.  If we're not back within an hour, run.  Don't turn back, just run and keep running.  Understood?”  I nodded as I was assaulted by her urgency in my mind.
She smiled.  “Good.”  Then she looked at James.  “Mount up.”
Mei and I spent the time huddled around Quinn's computer watching news reports.  The national guard had arrived and they weren't faring too well, the best they could hope for was containment. Blaine still hadn't shown his weaselly face, the coward.
I kept glancing at the time.  After thirty minutes went by and they hadn't returned, I was getting anxious.  I could feel a tug in the direction of the convenience store, I knew in general where Quinn was.  After forty minutes I was starting to get afraid, I didn't want to run without her by my side.  I reached out and I could see the dirt road.  Did I see through her eyes?  With my senses expanded, I could hear the SUV approaching from almost a mile away.  I smiled, they were almost to the cabin.
I carefully peeked through the curtains to see them pull up next to the cabin and hop out with a few plastic bags full of supplies.  Mei and I went out to help bring stuff in.  I whispered to Quinn,  “You had me worried.”  She sent me waves of warmth and safety.  I grabbed her by the shirt and pulled her close to my face and inhaled deeply.  Ahhh.... that's the stuff!  I relaxed a bit and we brought the supplies in.
Mei looked at them, shaking her head.  “You both shop like a couple of men.  All canned goods, prepared foods, pop and chips.”
I grinned and grabbed a bag of chips, hugging it to my body.  “Mine.”
Mei just laughed.  “Good God, there's three of them!”
I helped her put the groceries away as James defended himself with a grin on his long face.  “It was a convenience store, what kind of food did you expect us to find there?”
She chuckled.  “Well at least there is a loaf of bread and some lunch meat.”
I put my hand on the chips in position to open them.  I looked around at everyone pleading for permission with my eyes.  Mei shook her head.  “Go ahead garbage gut.  We can't blame you for your new metabolism.”
I nodded as I opened them and started munching on the delectable artificial cheese flavored nacho chips.  Mmmmmm.  “Thank you.  I'm so hungry all the time now.  I could eat an entire cow me-self.”  The smile on Quinns face as she watched me make a pig of myself was priceless.  I looked down sheepishly and offered the bag around to my comrades.  I could feel her laughing inside as she took a single chip between two fingers and nibbled on it.  She is sooo gonna pay for that!
Once we were situated, Quinn brought us outside and she had me attacking a tree with the strikes and kicks she had taught me yesterday, without my dragon.  Then she turned to James and Mei and crooked her finger with a fiendish grin.
She started showing them simple techniques to break a hold.  And a couple dirty fighting techniques to incapacitate an attacker to give them a chance to escape.  Once she was satisfied they got it she had them practice on each other and she turned her evil grin on me.
One of her fists erupted into stone and the other in flame as she charged at me with a smile.  I grinned and moments later I was in my pseudo-dragon mode.  Blocking and kicking and dodging.  She knocked me to the ground and I grinned and the ground below her heaved up and knocked her on her cute muscular butt.
She grinned.  “Not bad.  I didn't expect that.”  She spun up on her hands and pivoted her body in a flash, kicking out.  I barely got my arms up in time to deflect the roundhouse kick.
I grinned at her.  “Right back at you.”
We continued that way until the area around us looked like a war zone and Mei walked between the two of us.  We both stopped in mid strike.  She had a mischievous grin on her face as she said,  “Come on you two.  I've called you twice for lunch.  Now don't make me angry.”
I started giggling and extinguished my flames.   Quinn extinguished one flaming fist and the stone on the other one crumbled away.  She comically said, “Yes mother.”
We  followed her in and the table was set.  I snorted.  The little imp certainly had a sense of humor. There were three plates with ham sandwiches, chips and baked beans were on the table.  The fourth had three sandwiches, a bowl of baked beans, a simply huge mound of chips, and two colas.
To my embarrassment and all of their amusement, I ate it all.  Desert too when Mei produced Hostess cherry pies.  They all looked amused.  I squinted at them and snapped, “The crow's curse on you all!”
Quinn shot the puppy dogs at me, looking all innocent.  “Even me?”  Shite!  Now why the hell do I find me-self blushing?  “No not you, but the smilin' doctors two there.” I pointed at my evil colleagues.  Quinn grinned like the cat who ate the canary at the other two.  I bumped her shoulder.  “None of that now or I'll be addin' ya to me list.”
We relaxed in the living room where Quinn announced to our groans that we'd resume our sparring on the hour.  The computer started chirping and Quinn picked it up.  “Incoming video call,”  she said as she looked around at us, and we stepped out of frame.  She Accepted the call.  “Trask.”
Danes was quick to speak.  “Trask, we need to move Firebrand to the Icebox.  Blaine has resurfaced and he has taken over the state capitol building downtown.  His forces and that energy shit he's throwing around is making mincemeat of the Guard and our own assets  It's like a goddamn war zone! He's given an ultimatum.  I'll be damned if we are going to give him what he wants.  You need to transfer control of her to the transport team.”
Quinn tried to talk quieter, but I could hear it plain as day, worry was rolling off of her in huge waves.  “The Icebox?  No!  Besides she can't fly to South Dakota, it terrifies her!”
Danes snapped at her.  “Then knock her the fuck out!  You are talking as if you have a choice here Trask!  Don't make the mistake of disobeying a direct order.  You're already treading on thin ice, this may cost you your badge.  One asset has already escaped Interpol custody, we're not losing Firebrand, so it's to the Icebox!”
My protector was enraged now.  “Sir, with all due respect, you can take my badge and shove it firmly up your ass!  We are in the business of protecting civilians, not imprisoning them against their will!”
He was starting to respond forcefully, “SHE isn't a civilian!  IT is a...” She cut the transmission.  The computer was almost instantly chirping again.  She ignored it then slowly turned around to look at us.  Her face was pale.  “I think I just quit my job and broke a dozen laws at the same time.”
James and Mei had a look of pride on their faces.  I put a hand on her cheek and smiled at her as I said, “You can take my badge and shove it firmly up your ass?  Now yer soundin' just a wee bit like me-self.  Me honest Irish is rubbin' off on ya.”
She actually smiled a little at that.  Then I assured her.  “It is a whole new world now ya know. Magic is real and I think this is going to change a whole lot of things.  I don't think they'll be spendin' a lot of time pressin' any charges.”
The chirping finally stopped.  Quinn had her eyes closed, I got the distinct impression she was asking, “What did I just do?”
I kept speaking while she absorbed her predicament.  “There's no way they'd be getting' me on no flying tin can deathtrap!  I'd probably panic and go all dragon on their arses if they tried.  And what is the Icebox?”
She got cold and serious suddenly.  “It is a place that people who need to be disappeared go.  Once you go to the Icebox you never come back out.  Think of it as a black hole where we send the worst of the worst.”
That chilled me to the bone.  They wanted to send me there?  To 'disappear' me?  “That doesn't sound like a place I'll be wanting to go.”
James spoke up.  “What was the Interpol asset he was talking about?”
Quinn looked at him.  “They had some others in 'protective' custody that have developed dragon abilities, I can only imagine he was talking about one of them.”
Then I remembered something.  “The ultimatum!”
Quinn quickly pulled up a news feed.  Parts of downtown were burning and we could see small battles being waged against gargoyles and other creatures against the military.  There were men in heavy cloaks with gnarled branches throwing sickly looking energy into the troops, as well.  It was appalling to watch.  So many good people dying... for me.  I was what Saint George wanted.
The anchor was on, describing the scene and how more and more of these apparent magic wielders and creatures were arriving by the hour.  Then he reported on the ultimatum Blaine was issuing.  The screen switched to the steps of the capitol building.  About three square blocks seemed covered in a shimmering energy dome with hundreds of troops and civilians trapped inside.  It looked like no weapons were even putting a dent in the barrier.  I flinched when what could only have been a cruise missile impacted it in an explosion of fire and fury.  It didn't scratch it. 
Blaine was there holding a soldier by the throat.  The man was dying and rotting before our eyes as a pendant around Blaine's neck glowed.
The sight was almost enough for me to puke, my anxiety was rising.  But the thing that struck me most was that Blaine looked to be in his late fifties now with silver hair and more pronounced wrinkling on his skin.  The other dragons awakening must be taking his long life away from him a bit at a time.
He glared at the camera which veered away and you could see the cameraman's feet hotfooting it out of there.  Reginald spoke, “If you want to live, point that camera at me now!”  The man slowed then turned and raised the camera back toward Blaine.
George looked so sickly with hollow cheeks, his grin was blood chilling he looked to be bordering on madness as he spoke,  “As you and the world now know, magic is indeed real and I am its master!  Your pathetic life will never be the same.  Bring me Myra O'Connell by midnight or I will kill everyone within the Chronos Dome, then systematically kill everyone left in Denver.”  He held up a picture of me.
Oh my lord, now everyone will be hunting for me!  Then he continued, “My disciples are poised around the globe to unleash the magics of death and decay until I get what is rightfully mine!  Bring me  Myra O'Connell so I can pull her heart from her chest and I will leave this place.  Bring me the dragon!  You have until midnight!”
He held up his hand and chanted.  The ring on his finger glowed and the cameraman screamed in pain and the camera fell to the ground and we were left with static.  Then we were looking at the newsroom and a visibly shaken anchor as he continued reporting on the battles around the city.
I stood and started walking toward the door as Quinn shut off the computer.  She stood and followed.  Mei ran in front of me and blocked the door.  “Where do you think you are going?”
I was crying now.  “All those people... those innocent people, they are dying because of me Mei!  I have to go face him.”
She hissed at me, “Bullshit!  Those people, all those people are dead, because of Blaine! I was almost one of those people.  You don't need to die at the whim of a madman!”
I was shaking my head at her, I was more afraid than I had ever been in my life but also more determined.  “I have no plans to be dyin' now.  But this has to end.  It is either him or me.  I can't let anyone else be dyin' because of me.  Because I'm hiding.”
I was gently moving her to the side.  She looked at Quinn.  “Can't you stop her?”
Quinn looked at Mei then to me.  “No... Doctor Kamia... Mei.  You can't feel what it is doing to her. It is tearing up her soul.  I agree with you, but if she doesn't do this, then nothing at all matters anymore.  You and James stay here and video conference with the FBI to get men out here after we are gone.”
Mei was crying too, she looked back and James took her by the shoulder and led her away.  He gave each of us a single nod.  Then Mei broke loose and hugged me and Quinn then went back to James in tears.  I put my hand on the door knob, took a deep breath, taking in my protector's scent... the smell of safety... the smell of the other half of me, then turned the knob and walked out.



Chapter 14 – Showdown
Quinn was silent as we drove back toward Denver.  I could feel her conflicting emotions.  I looked at her.  “I'm sorry... I just can't let any more innocents die.”
She turned to me and cocked her head.  “I know.  And at this moment in time, I couldn't be more proud of anyone than I am of you right now.  But you aren't doing this alone.  I'll be by your side.”
I almost started crying again.  “I'd have you no place else.”  We shared a gentle smile then she turned her attention back to the road.  We proceeded into the city, in silence, watching the mass exodus heading the other way.  It was odd, we were the only vehicle heading into the tempest, it was almost surreal.
The deeper we went into the city the more damage we were seeing.  We got up to a blockade manned by a couple National Guardsmen and a regular army lieutenant. The regular walked up to the driver's door.  Quinn rolled down the window and the man said, “Ma'am you'll have to turn around. The road isn't passable and fighting is close by.”
Quinn didn't say a word.  She just motioned her head over toward me.  It took a moment but suddenly there was recognition on his face and he instantly drew his sidearm and started raising it toward me as he blurted, “Get out of the vehicle!”  The world was suddenly bathed in the familiar purplish red Quinn laid her hand slowly on the barrel of his weapon and looked directly at him.
“Settle down soldier.  What in the hell do you think she is doing here?”  Her voice was matter of fact though I could feel a certain cold and dangerous undercurrent to the feelings flowing from her. This man had better not cross her, that's all I can say.
I looked at the man and pleaded.  “Please, I need to get to the capitol before more innocent people are killed.”
He hesitated, then looked toward the sounds of fighting.  He was undecided on what to do then he finally holstered his weapon.  He took a deep breath and said, “You'll have to be on foot from here.” He looked back. “Stenson!”  One of the Guardsmen stood tall.  “Get these two as close to that damn shield as you can.  Do not engage!”
The tall lanky man replied instantly, “Yes sir!”  And stepped up to us as we exited the SUV and stood next to the lieutenant.  Then his eyes went wide when he saw me.  “You're...”
The lieutenant cut him off sharply.  “Stow it Stenson!  Get them to the shield!”
The man straightened up again and crisply responded, “Yes sir!”
The then the lieutenant looked at Quinn's weapon then at me.  He turned back. “Michaels!  Give her your sidearm.”
My chestnut maned companion gave him a sly smile.  “No need soldier.  She won't need a weapon, she IS the weapon.”
Then she nodded at Stenson and we were navigating the wreckage of downtown Denver.  About a block later we were traversing an alley when a gargoyle came gliding down and landed in front of us. It bellowed and charged and before Stenson could draw his weapon, Quinn just charged at the beast her fists and feet erupting into flaming granite and she landed a series of lightning fast blows.
She dodged a couple swipes from its front claws then she jumped and landed on its back.  She cocked a fist as it tried to buck her off and then she landed a horrendously powerful blow on the back of its neck. With the sound of grinding granite, its head fell one way as its body went the other.  She rode the body to the ground.  Then she stood and with a snarl, snapped her hands downward, spreading her fingers, and the fire and granite instantly disappeared.
Oh me lord, that was... arousing?  I grinned at her and the man beside me just stared at her, unmoving, until he shook himself out of it when she motioned for him to lead the way.
We hid behind a dumpster when a patrol of thralls went by then scurried into another alleyway.  I could see the glowing of the shield getting closer, the closer to the capitol building we got.  I could taste the perversion in the magic.  Though it was not elemental, I could tell it was twisted and warped to Blaine's needs from its original intent.
We got up to it and I laid a hand on it, it felt smooth as glass.  My hand erupted in flame and I pushed against it.  I could feel some give in it now but not enough, so I felt around me and found water. A hydrant exploded and the water came to me to help.  I had it strike the shield, but there was no effect. I let the water seep down and felt its journey downward.
Then after getting down thirty feet or so I felt it trickling under in cracks in the bedrock.  I let the water seep along the uneven bottom of the shield as it followed the bedrock.  That was my answer, it was conforming to the stone below.
I asked the earth to aid me and the ground in the area shook and there was a slight rumbling as the bedrock heaved up forming an arch above ground.  No bigger than a doorway, the shield energy followed the contours of the granite leaving an open aperture through it to the inside of the Chronos Dome.
We went to step through, I turned to Stenson.  “Thank you.”  I gave the surprised man a quick hug then turned away to find Blaine.
Quinn ran her hand along the granite passage her brow furrowed in thought then turned back to the man who was about to return to his post. “Wait.  Stenson.”  She paused as he turned back.  She motioned to the archway she was standing in.  “You can use this to get the civilians out!  Don't let Blaine's forces find it.”
The wonderfully evil smile that bloomed on Stenson's face told me everything about his strong character.  He was instantly on his radio, relaying his intentions and the coordinates of the archway to the other troops in the area to help aid in evacuation.  Then without hesitation he stepped through into the dome with us. He nodded at us and went one way as we went the other.
I closed my eyes and took a deep shuddering breath and made my way toward the capitol building with the other half of myself at my side.  It took us a while to pick our way through, avoiding skirmishes and patrols.  When we got to the green in front of the capitol, we peeked around the civic center.
There were groups of civilians and disarmed soldiers lined up on their knees near the capitol steps. There had to be hundreds of them.  There were gargoyles and what I could only describe as golems standing menacingly around them, keeping them in line,  There were some of those robed men we saw on the news report, bringing in more prisoners with those gnarled branches in their hands.
But what made my blood run coldly was Blaine.  He was there at the first row of people, drawing the thrall rune on the prisoner's foreheads with his own blood from a cut on his finger.  As each one was marked, they stood then walked calmly off toward the sounds of the closest battle.
I realized I was crying.  I went to step into the open and Quinn held me back.  I turned and glared at her.  I pointed toward what Blaine was doing and blurted out, “Enough!  It ends now!  One way or another!”
She looked at me, I could feel all her conflicted emotions and her burning need to protect me.  She nodded once and I didn't even pull my eyes from hers when the closest hydrants exploded and I sent water rushing toward the thralls he had just made.  Drenching them.  They looked confused and then started running.  They didn't get far before they were re-captured.
Blaine was yelling,  “Show yourself dragon bitch!”
I stepped out into the open, Quinn went the other way.  Making her way toward the prisoners.
I ran toward Blaine, as his forces converged on me I didn't hold back and transformed with all the fury I could muster.  The explosion of flames around me incinerated golems and reduced approaching gargoyles to rubble.  It was almost comical as they were blown away from me.
Now in my fire form I leapt through the air as Blaine was backing up the steps.  I landed between him and the prisoners.  The impact of my landing cracked the steps under me as I bellowed out, “You will harm no more innocent people.  The human race is under my protection!”
I sneered. “Now take my heart if you can coward!”  I heard gunfire behind me and grinned.  Quinn had engaged the guards.
I charged at Blaine, he murmured an incantation and lightning lanced from his gnarled branch and struck my shoulder.  I shrieked in pain and sent a blast of fire toward him.  He dodged to the side and pulled a staff from his back with his free hand and struck its base on the ground.  Water from my previous attack blocked the heat of my flames from burning him.  He put the twig in his belt and grabbed a stone from a pocket as I wrested control of the water from him and it took the form of a fanged serpent.
I thrust my hand and my water serpent struck at him, but his rock glowed and the trees in the park snapped and twisted into something dark.  I could feel nature screaming in pain.  The twisted tree trunks blocked my water attack.
He was laughing as he backed up the steps.  “You are just as stupid as that bitch Caragh was. You've already shown me you are both a water and fire elemental.  It shouldn't be possible but you are.  It was a simple matter for me to find the right magics to combat that.  Lightning and wood.  Morgan's writings were extensive on countering elementals.”
I ran toward him, he motioned and the tree trunks impacted me, sending me tumbling back.  A branch was sticking into my shoulder where the lightning had blown away some of my scales that appeared instantly to protect me from the blast.  It was a searing pain.  I growled and the resulting pyre of flame reduced the trunks to ashes and smoldering and burning debris.
I felt a new phantom pain in my side.  Quinn had been injured in her fight.  But I felt her rage and her determination flowing into me so I knew it wasn't serious.
I rolled to the side as lightning lanced at me from the top of the steps.  The steps exploded into flying shrapnel.  I felt it ricochet off my skin, letting me know more scales had appeared to protect me, though I know I'd be bruised from the force and pain of the impacts.
I rolled to my feet and Blaine disappeared into an archway and through the doors of the capitol.  I followed, not even slowing for the doors as I struck them and they were reduced to splinters.  We exchanged fire and lightning as he kept retreating upwards.  I had a few new burns on my body, I ignored the searing pain as I followed him through the door to the roof.
He was laughing at me as I stepped out.  “You really are a stupid one aren't you doctor?  I already told you about the lightning and wood, yet you follow me out here.  Do you think I picked the capitol building to confront you by chance?”
I looked at him, trying to calm my animalistic need to destroy him and think.  Then my eyes glanced quickly at the huge, gold plated dome of the building then back at him.
He laughed again, it sounded like a madman who had lost touch with reality.  “Yes, now you see it, the biggest conductor available.  His hand shot up with his branch and lightning lanced out to the dome it glowed and reflected the power back tenfold from the dome.  Then he pushed his arm toward me and all that energy lanced out at me.
I couldn't hear my own screams as the white hot pain assaulted every inch of my being.  It was exponentially more pain than when the Fire Stone shard had awakened my dragon spirit.
The pain faded and I found myself lying on the edge of the roof, my flames were gone but my flesh was smoking.  I glanced at my now naked form, my clothes had been incinerated.  All I could see was burnt flesh and dragon scales covering every inch of my body.
I glanced down at the battle below.  The height was terrifying, almost paralyzing me in fear, but I saw that Quinn was laying waste to the enemy below.  I couldn't be prouder.  I could see flames flaring as she fought with her elemental gifts from me.  I pushed the fear aside as I staggered to my feet.  I wouldn't let her down.
Blaine walked up to where I stood, swaying on my feet.  He looked down.  Then his brow furrowed.  “Blood tie?  Why  Doctor O'Connell, I didn't know you swung that way.”
He put his stone away, keeping his lightning twig ready as he grabbed his knife.  He looked at it and chuckled.  “You know, this is the exact same knife I used to cut that stupid bitch, Caragh's throat.  Fitting it will cut out your heart.  You should have seen the pathetic look of betrayal in her eyes as the life faded from them.  How does it feel to be helpless?  Nobody on the outside can come save you because of this.”  He tapped an amulet around his neck that glowed.
He swung the knife at my chest and I caught his arm mid strike and erupted into flames again with a sneer on my face.  He was screaming as his flesh sizzled under my hand.  I smirked, “I'll be thankin' ya for the information.”  I punched his chest with my other hand and my metallic claws cracked the amulet.  The Chronos Dome dissipated almost instantly.  I glared at my nemesis as I kicked him in the chest, sending him tumbling and skidding along the roof for twenty feet.  Then I hissed, “Who's the stupid bitch now you wee worm?”
He looked up from where he lay crumpled on the roof and grabbed his wood enchantment stone.  Again and trees from below were ripped out by their roots, twisted unnaturally and were flung up toward me.  I sneered.  “You want to know Caragh's true secret?  Queens can wield all elements!”  I clenched my fist and walls of granite shot up from the ground and blocked the gnarled trees hurtling toward me.  I hit him from behind with a blast of water, sending the wood stone tumbling  from his grasp along the rooftop.
He stood shakily to his feet and glanced down at Quinn then smirked as he grabbed what looked like a bundle of leaves.  “You have the same weakness as Caragh did.  The way to defeat both of you is through the heart!”  He tossed the leaves and uttered a strange word and he stepped into the leaves in the air and vanished.  I looked around and saw him appear down below, and raised his lightning twig toward Quinn.
I felt more rage than I had ever felt in my life.  I could hear Caragh in my ear saying, “Let the dragon out.” I know that I had held back until this instant.  Quinn was in trouble!
I raised my head and shrieked.  The building shook as my wings errupted from me.  The power was immense and the entire rooftop exploded, the dome was blown to bits. And I turned my gaze down to Blaine.
The dragon had arrived!



Chapter 15 – Dragon!
I was exhausted, there were so many, but I wouldn't let them harm another civilian.  The captured soldiers were fighting valiantly now, but they were no match for the magic or the beasts.  I heard and felt Myra scream in pain.  I looked up at the capitol building at the immense lightning display.
I could feel her searing pain as her flesh bubbled.  My God!  I was on the verge of panic but then saw her stand.  Her anger, determination, and fear were almost overwhelming me.  God, but she was a spectacular woman!
I redoubled my efforts.  I had taken to using water attacks on thralls to smudge their rune marks.  I hated killing people who didn't have control of their actions.  But the golems and gargoyles I had no problems with reducing to rubble with my flaming granite strikes.
Those damn monks or whatever they were were the worst, with their ranged attacks.  I have already been burned by a few close calls.  The pain was wearing me down as much as the physical attacks.  I smirked as I saw one pointing its branch at me.  They may be magic wielders, but lead poisoning is universal!  I grabbed my sidearm and fired a tight grouping of three into the man's chest.  I didn't even watch to see his body fall as I dove onto one of the huge golems that were attacking soldiers.
I felt a certain smug vindication coming from Myra and a scream from Blaine.  Then a moment later that Chronos Dome dissipated.  I grinned at the fact that she had figured out how to deactivate it somehow.  But the smile left my face as Blaine appeared thirty feet in front of me in a flurry of leaves.
He raised his branch at me.  I prepared to roll out of the way when I felt something huge from Myra.  The rage and fury and her need to protect me hit me as a solid wall of emotion.  She started to shriek and Blaine looked up at her too.
That shriek turned into the deafening animalistic roar of a dragon as my red headed beauty seemed to grow in size as huge wings of flame burst from her.  The top of the building seemed to explode as the enormous dragon of  flame and fury reared up with her wings spread majestically behind her and she roared with the flaming head of the dragon shooting a pyre of flame into the heavens.  It was one of the most awe inspiring things I had ever seen in my life.  This was Myra!  This was her dragon!
Blaine turned back to me and I felt a moment of sheer terror from Myra as she contemplated something.  It hit me, she was terrified of heights.  But then she jumped off the roof as Blaine chanted, she was flying!  The ground around me exploded outward at the impact of her landing behind me and her huge flaming wings wrapped around me protectively, cocooning me as the lightning struck.  But it's fury couldn't match the new power of her flames.
The ground shook as my sweet dragon's voice rumbled out, “You will not harm anyone else here!  You will not harm someone precious to me!  These are my people, the human race is under my protection, this ends here!”
Her tail wrapped around me and gently, almost lovingly, lifting me and placing me as far back as she could reach.  Which, in her new form was about twenty feet back.  A wall of granite rose between her and me.  I quickly and carefully looked around its edge to see her squaring off with Blaine.
He was throwing lightning and then suddenly about a dozen gargoyles and golems attacked Myra from behind.  She roared in pain as a gargoyle landed on her back, clawing through the flames into her flesh where the scales had been damaged, the ground shook as she roared.  The dragons head swung back and the jaws and teeth of flame grasped the gargoyle and crushed him to gravel as her powerful jaws snapped shut.
Blaine was using more relics from his pockets, hitting her with various spells.  I could feel her searing pain.  Then her majestic wings started flapping, her attackers were thrown back by the wind it generated as she took flight.  I felt that odd terror from her again but it suddenly turned into elation as she spiraled around above her attackers.
Her dragon's head pulled back and opened its mouth.  Then with another mighty roar Myra hit them with a blast of flame that incinerated the golems and reduced the gargoyles to molten slag.  Blaine looked terrified.  He had escaped most of it by pulling out his water staff and getting a meager liquid wall between himself and the hellfire coming down on him.  His skin was now all twisted and burned.
He raised the staff as she landed and stalked toward him, circling him on all fours, her tail flowing out behind her as she folded her wings to her back.  He started to strike the staff on the ground when her claw shot forward and sliced his forearm, cleanly removing his hand from his body.  The staff clattered to the ground and Myra stepped on it, reducing it to smoldering ash.
The ground shook as her voice rumbled,  “You are mistaken about me heart bein' me weakness you wee little man.  It is the source of my strength.  Caragh says to give you her regards Saint George.  May the devil take your last shilling!”
She reared up on her haunches and all of the hydrants in the area exploded and fanged water serpents hit Blaine from all sides as the dirt around him heaved up in a huge mound, swallowing him as the water turned the mound into clay.  She reared up and gave a bellowing roar that shook the buildings around us, shattering all their windows, as a mighty column of flame leapt from her mouth, baking the mound of clay. It went on with her roaring for at least twenty seconds.  Then she stopped and her wings unfolded and she started flapping, spiraling up into the air and then folding her wings in and plummeting to earth as a meteor directly into the baked mound, shattering it.
What golems and gargoyles that were left started wandering off without their master to control them. The thralls were all looking around in confusion and fear.  Then it was almost silent.  Myra turned her head slowly toward me and my dragon padded over to me and her huge dragon head nuzzled me.  I couldn't fight the smile on my face as I stroked it between the eyes gently as it slowly faded.  Then Myra, covered in those beautiful red and gold dragon scales, was standing there before me with tears on her face.
I 'needed' to protect her.  I pulled her into a hug as she sobbed into my chest.  Then she looked up. “He's gone.  It's over.”  I nodded at her.  She looked back at all the military vehicles converging on us. “What's to become of me now?”
Soldiers were getting out of the vehicles and started helping the stragglers.  I could hear some random fire from time to time from any remaining battles in the city.
Then I heard someone clapping and turned to see Stenson, a little battered, but smiling and clapping. The other troops joined in and Myra buried her face in my shirt in embarrassment.  She finally turned and snapped, “That'll be enough of that now.  A surly bunch you lot!”  There were some chuckles.
She turned to me and stopped suddenly.  Then she looked over at the rubble from where she utterly destroyed Blaine.  Something had caught her attention.  She walked over and squatted and picked something up almost lovingly.
I looked to see the shard of the Fire Stone that Blaine had had Mei steal for him in Myra's hand. She ran a finger along it then looked at me with excitement and wonder.  “I can feel it now,  it's alive ya know.”  Then she made a coaxing motion and the color seemed to bleed out of it as a shimmering red ball of energy sat in her hand.  It was moving like it was full of life.
She smiled at it.  “There ya go wee one.  You're free now.  Now shoo, find yer body.”
The energy rose from her hand then shot off into the sky.  Myra turned to me.  “Trapped for so many centuries, now that dragon spirit can be reunited with his descendant and live again.”
I tilted my head.  She almost sounded like a proud mother.  Then I asked, “His?”
She winked at me.  “Of course.  Don't be silly now.  All dragons are male except a queen.”
I chuckled and she hid her face in my shirt again, inhaling deeply.  I don't know why but I love it when she does that.  It gives her peace.
A group of soldiers came up to us.  The man in front was looking a little sheepish.  As he pulled off his shirt and handed it to Myra to cover her modesty.  She looked bashful as she pulled it on.  God she looked spectacular with those scales!
Then the man spoke.  “I'm sorry ladies.  Ummm... but we're supposed to bring you in with us.  The FBI and a bunch of other official sounding letters are wanting to question you.”
I was about to say something when Myra spoke.  “Well, feck them.  If they want to be speakin' to me, they can find me at Denver General, checking on me friend.”
He looked nervous.  “What am I supposed to tell them?  That I let you go?”
I snorted and said to the big man,  “Just tell them she hit you.”  Everyone chuckled at that ages old joke.
He saluted us. “Yes ma'am.  Can I offer you a ride to Denver General?”  I nodded and he motioned to a man standing at a Humvee.  “Get these two anywhere they want to go.”
The driver looked around. “But our orders...”
He was interrupted by his commander.  “I don't give a God damn about our orders soldier.  These two just saved the city and probably a whole lot more.  Besides, do you want to try to argue with our dragon?”  I could feel the waves of embarrassment rolling off of Myra when he said 'our' dragon.  But I looked around, most of the men were in agreement.  I grinned, I guess Myra IS our dragon.
Moments later we were in the Humvee with the driver navigating the rubble.  The further from the capitol we got the better the roads were.
Every few seconds, Myra was putting her hands on me and I could feel injuries healing and new pain coming from her.  I kept pushing her hands away.  “Stop it!”  She would nod, then just quickly take another wound on herself with a mischievous grin.  “I said stop Myra!”
She nodded and said, “Ok.”  Then the damn imp kissed me quickly and the deep gash on my cheek was gone and hers was now bleeding after I fought off the arousal.  The stubborn red headed pixie was laughing at me on the inside!  Grrr!
We crossed Cherry Creek and you couldn't see any evidence of what had transpired just blocks away as we pulled into the hospital parking lot.  I nodded at the man as we dismounted.  “Thanks Private.”
He nodded at us.  “No problem... and ladies... thank you.”  Then he drove off as Myra dragged me by the hand toward the hospital entrance.



Chapter 16 – Aftermath
I noticed another cut on the back of Quinn's neck as we went into the hospital.  I reached up quickly with my hand and a moment later felt a new pain on the back of my neck where a phantom pain was earlier.  “Myra!”  She snapped.
I shrugged.  “I'm sorry Quinn, but it is almost a compulsion.  I can't bear to see you hurtin'.”  She playfully just pushed me forward down the hall, shaking her head at me.  We checked with the nurse's station and found out which room Henry was in.  Everyone was just staring at me.  I must be a sight, all barefoot in scales with naught but a shirt on.
I heard someone whisper as we walked along, “The dragon!”  One doctor was urging us to be checked out, seeing all the blood.  I waved him off, promising we would after we saw that Henry was ok.  I was just now realizing how exhausted I was.
I smiled as we walked into the room.  Henry was propped up on the bed watching the television. He glanced over at us and did a quick double take.  “Myra?”
I grinned.  “The one and only.  How ya be feelin' boss?  I was worried about you since the hotel.”
He was staring at me.  Then he started smiling.  “Stop calling me that.  I'm fine, I'm just lucky I have such a hard head.”  He showed the drain tube leading from his chest to a clear bag that was half filled with bloody looking fluid. “Unfortunately I can't say the same for my chest.  But a few more days here and I'll be good to go.”
I was so relieved, and I sat next to him and went to lay a hand on his shoulder but I saw my scales and pulled back.  At least the skin was slowly coming back in patches, but I didn't want to scare him.  He saw that and his look softened.  “It's fine Myra.”  I smiled and laid my hand on his shoulder and gave a little squeeze.
Then he looked me up and down as the nurse walked into the room.  Then he asked, “How long?” He left a pregnant silence.
I sighed and said, “Since the shard incident went and woke up me dragon spirit.  We wanted to tell you but the less that knew the better.”
He cocked an eyebrow. “We?”  He nudged his head toward Quinn.
I sighed and shook my head with an embarrassed smile.  “Well ya, me other half there...”  I paused. “And Mei and James.”
He chuckled.  “God damn it, am I the last person to know?”
I returned his chuckle and tilted my head in thought.  “Well, me parents don't know.”
Now he was chuckling in genuine amusement as he unmuted the television.  “I'm not so sure about that anymore Myra.”
The news anchor was reporting, with footage of the last battle playing on the screen.  “These were the final moment when our dragon, Doctor Myra O'Connell, showed those that would threaten harm on the innocent people of our city, that we are protected by the Dragon of Denver.”
I watched my dragon erupt from me and my roar with my wings swept wide and flames leapt into the heavens.  “Oh, me lord!  Is that what I look like?!”  I was smiling.
Quinn leaned down and whispered into my ear, “You're so beautiful.”  I felt her genuine feelings flowing into me to reinforce it.  And something... more.  Ok, I don't care how infuriating this woman is... this other piece of me, I wanted her.
I watched a report on the battle and the start of the cleanup and investigations.  My entire body ached from my injuries.  I heard a commotion in the hall and stood quickly, that was a mistake as I murmured to Quinn, “I'm sorry Quinn, I may have overdone things a wee bit.”  as consciousness left me when Deputy Director Danes came bursting into the room.
- - - -
Caragh was sitting on a rock by our creek.  She smiled at me then got up and hugged me as I approached.  “You let the dragon free.  Thank you for avenging our clan Queen Myra of the Eire.”
I blushed at the name and sat down with her with our feet in the water and said,  “I'm just glad it is over.”
She giggled at that and turned to me.  “What do you mean over?  It has just begun.  People again know that there is magic in the world.  You must help guide them and protect them from the evils that have hidden for ages from Georgios.  It is the calling of the Drakon to protect those who cannot stand for themselves.  To be the champions of mankind.”
I stared at her, surely it is over.  I sighed in defeat.  “Oh, so no pressure then?”
She hugged me as she chuckled.  “You will do fine child.  Call to the others when in need and they will come.  You are their queen.  There are none as noble as Dragons of the Eire.”
She tilted her head.  “But now, it is time for you to wake.  Your soul bond calls. You could not have chosen better with her.”
She kissed my forehead then sprang into the sky as he wings bloomed behind her and she flew away as I heard my protector's voice calling.  “Come on Myra, you have to wake up sometime.  Wakey wakey.”
My eyes fluttered open to see the beauty that was my soul bond.  I could feel the warm welcome and relief rolling off her in waves.  “I thought you were past this passing out stuff.”  Her grin was impetuous.
I couldn't stop from smiling at how wonderful her amusement tasted.  “Hey now, none of that now!  In case you missed it.  I went a wee bit overboard protectin' that tight little arse of yours ya know.”  I leaned in and hovered my lips a millimeter from hers.  I could feel her hot breath on me, it was divine.  Then I smiled and pulled back just as she went to close the gap. I chuckled. “Or have ya forgotten already?”
She closed her eyes and shook her head, I could feel her arousal and frustration. “You... are going to pay for that later.”  I just grinned and buried my face in her shirt and inhaled deeply, letting the scent of safety envelop me.
I looked at my arms as I went to sit up, Quinn held me down from sitting up, shaking her head as she used the bed controls to raise me into a pseudo-sitting position.  There were just a few patches of my shiny scales left and my skin was bruised and burnt in areas.
I looked around.  There were three guards at the door and I was in a hospital gown.  I had IVs hooked up to me.  There were scales around the needle.  I looked at Quinn at the humor that it brought into her mind.  “What?”
She snorted.  “Well, every time they tried to get the needle through your skin, more scales would grow and snap the needle.  They finally had to bring in a drill with a diamond bit to get your IV hooked up.”
It was my turn to snort.  Then I asked, “How long?”
She looked at her wrist at an imaginary watch.  “About eighteen hours.”  Then she got serious and I could feel the ghost of her worry.  “You had second and third degree burns on almost all your skin as it re-emerged.  That bastard really did a number on you.  But you have already healed the worst of it. Just minor burns to go.  They say that if you heal at a constant rate, by this time tomorrow you will be good as new.”  I nodded, secretly relieved.
I glanced at the guards.  “Where are they going to be locking me away?  The Icebox?”
She was radiating amusement again.  “Well, Danes was pushing to have both of us locked away and throw out the key.  But it seems less and less likely that will be happening.  Something... is making them rethink it.”
I cocked my head and she grinned, “Well after your parents arrived I figured out your dragon fury is nothing compared to your mother's.”  Her grin got larger, most likely bordering on the shit eating category.  I snorted imagining my mother laying into Danes.  Then Quinn continued with mirth in her voice.  “And your parents called every local, national, and international news station they could find and have been... well here...”
She grabbed a remote and turned the television on the wall on.  She started flipping channels.  I kept seeing the face of my Ma and clips of my dragon and my parents standing together with a reporter.  She finally picked a channel.  My Ma was in the middle of a tirade.  “And those [*beep*]-ing federal bastards are wantin' ta spirit her away to some [*beep*]-ing dank dungeon somewhere.  After she just saved all the people in the city.  She risked it all for you people.  She's a citizen of this [*beep*]-ing country!  Now she's going to be rewarded by becomin' some grand [*beep*]-ing government experiment?  She's your dragon!  Each an' every one of ya!  She's the Dragon of Denver!  She swore to protect mankind and this is how the government is gonna treat her?  Remember, she's your dragon!  Are we going to allow this [*beep* *beep*] to happen?  Hand to the heavens, there will be hell to pay if they take your dragon, your protector, MY daughter from you!”
The reporter cut to some footage of the dragon me standing before Blaine defiantly, lovingly wrapping Quinn in my flaming wings.  The camera was jittering with the power of my voice, “You will not harm anyone else here! You will not harm someone precious to me!  These are my people, the human race is under my protection, this ends here!”
She shut the television off.  “So there you have it.”
I couldn't stop the giggle from escaping me.  “That's me Ma.”  Then I got serious.  “But really Quinn, what's to become of me?  To us?”
She shook her head.  “I'm really not sure.  Since Blaine's death, magic users and mythical creatures have been coming out of the woodwork worldwide.  Most are bent on havoc, some aren't, but even those are being gunned down in the streets.  It is chaos until order can be restored worldwide.  The Vice President and Interpol are talking about us helping to maintain order until it can be determined how magic can coexist in a modern world.”
I scrunched up my face in disgust. “They want us to be the heavies?”
She smiled at me.  “I told them you wouldn't like it.  But I think they are convinced to come to a compromise with you.  We would be free agents to help where you see fit, not them, we could turn down any assignment.  It beats the Icebox.”
I nodded slowly.  “What about the wholesale massacre of peaceful magic users and Drakon?  I will do nothing if a single dragon is hunted down or restrained again.  Or I may be comin' down on the wrong side of the line they are drawin' in the sand ya know.”
She grinned.  I could feel her approval of my fire and also that it... Oh my, Agent Trask!  I gave her a quick peck on the lips and she blushed slightly and said.  “Well, that's why this lot is here to discuss things with you.  Now that your mother has the public and human rights agencies aware of your possible plight, I really don't think they would dare spirit us away.'  Then she whispered in my ear, “Plus they still believe we would die if we were separated.”
I giggled at that.  Then turned to the door as a bunch of suits made their way in.  I sighed, this was not going to be fun, but I had my protector at my side... with her, I could do anything!  I pushed my face into her shirt and took a deep, calming breath, surrendering to the safety it promised.
- - - -
It is hard to believe it was only three months ago that I started this new adventure in my life.  I soared over the city, flying never failed to exhilarate me.  It is almost funny to me how flying and heights used to terrify me so.  The freedom is beyond description.  It was almost as amazing as being with Quinn.  She finally caved to her temptations one night, her arousal was overwhelming me, and she  pulled me into her room in our new apartment and tamed the dragon.  I am her Drakon and she is my protector and my love.
My keen eyes swept the night like it was daylight, patrolling and watching the streets for any that would seek to do my human's harm.  I saw people on the streets looking up and waving, I would breathe short bursts of fire to acknowledge them.  I landed on the spire they hastily constructed on the tallest building in the city for me to perch upon, the 'Dragon Spire'.
I smiled as I saw the water dragon, Francisco Dalton from Trinidad, flying toward his new home near Steamboat Springs.  He was the first of three dragons that have made it to Denver to join my Eire Dragon Clan.  They all looked to me as their queen.
Mei has started exhibiting signs of elemental fire ability.  We believe our shared experiences caused the elemental rebirth that we read of in the scrolls.  She is not Drakon, but she is not truly human now either.  She and James got engaged, I look forward to their wedding in April, she asked me to be her maid of honor.
Ma and Da moved to Denver.  Da got a position at the University of Denver and Ma started a bakery that she shamefully called The Denver Dragon Bakery to me own protests.  She fights for mystical and human rights for any peaceful magic wielder or creature, people fear her temper more than mine.
As I swept the city with my gaze, I thought of all that is happening in the world.  All the allied nations have made new laws and procedures pertaining to magic wielders.  They were protected as long as they followed the laws of the countries they lived in.  Or they would be apprehended like any other criminal and brought to justice.  The wholesale slaughter of killing anything different has for the most  been abolished.  On rare occasions, Quinn and I would be called to fly in and bring them to justice if wrongdoers couldn't be contained and too many innocents were at risk.
Interpol will be releasing the shards of the Fire Stone into my protection, as they are starting to go through the awakening and flying off one by one to find their bodies.
The one unfortunate side effect of all of this is that Denver is the hotbed of mystical and arcane activity because of the mystics and creatures that seek my protection as well as those who seek power for nefarious purposes that come to challenge the Dragon of Denver.  I lifted my head to the heavens, spread my wings menacingly and let loose a roar that shook the city as I shot a pyre of flames into the sky as a challenge and warning to all that would threaten my people.
I felt my mate calling to me, I leapt with all my might into the air and started spiraling home to Quinn with a smile on my face.
 
I am Doctor Myra O'Connell, and I am Drakon!



Epilogue
I pulled myself with my one good arm to the entrance of the cave overlooking the city.  My legs were all but useless, they were broken in so many places and not mending well.  I looked down to see that bitch flying around the city below.  She cannot get away with this, I'm Saint George!  I've killed hundreds of dragons!
I hesitated, but she was so huge.  None before her wielded power like that.  Her heart with the others I had her in the sack beside me could make me whole again.  Then I could start over, get the Fire Stone and seal my immortality again.  Now I was done with hiding, the world knew of me now, I would rain down hell on Earth and shape it to my whims.  I just needed her dead first.
I ducked down as the water dragon flew past.  It was the one who lived up on the ridge by Steamboat Springs.  Stupid to stay isolated from the clan.  If I had the power, I'd add his heart to my bag tonight.
I looked at the burned and blistered stump where my hand used to be.  I took me weeks to build the snare one handed to capture the crow.  But I have its heart and feathers now.  I looked at my belt where I had the snake head I just obtained tonight.  I just needed to cut out its tongue and I can bring that harlot witch back who can restore my body enough for me to take her power and take down O'Connell.
I wish I could do it without her, but even today I still haven't found all of her writings.  I pulled the string, coiling it around my arm with my one hand as the bag containing everything I would need to start my revenge slid slowly out of the depths of the cave I've been forced to rot in.
I shuddered at the memory of the power of the Queen Dragon below.  How had she wielded all the elements?  The other two Queens I killed in their sleep never demonstrated that ability.  Were they hiding it?  And Caragh, could she do it, as well?  I guess I'll never know the answer to that since I never saw her dragon before I sealed them all by my blood into the Fire Stone.  Then it was an easy matter for me and my men to slit the throats of all the weak humans they became.  I savored the memory of the light going out in Caragh's eyes.  Did she really think I could love her?
But Myra, would surely have killed me in that horrific onslaught of earth, water, and fire had her attack not weakened the ground below me and I fell into the sewers below.  But not before she shattered most of my bones and burned almost every inch of my body.  It took me weeks to claw my way out through the sewers then up to this cave.
I pulled a piece of the human jawbone from the bag.  This was always my fail safe. It took me hundreds of years to locate the final resting place of the witch.  She thought it would be safe from me on that God forsaken island, she hid it well.  But I had all the time in the world back then.
I set the jawbone back in the bag and started crawling down the mountain to the shallow grave a couple hundred yards off.  I had to bury it because the animals were trying to eat it and the stench of decaying flesh was making me sick.
I couldn't believe my luck when I clawed my way into the girl's camp.  What kind of idiot camps alone.  It was perfect, I was wondering where I was going to find the body of a woman to perform this ritual.  In my current state, it seemed almost impossible.  But the lord shall provide.  I slit her throat as she slept.  It took days to drag her to my cave.
I started pushing off the stones I stacked on the grave.    Then I clawed at the ground with my bloodied hand.  I dusted off the rotting fetid flesh with a smile.  Soon I would be whole again.
I pulled the sack up beside me and laid the jawbone on the corpse's chest.  Then grabbed the snake head and placed it there too.  I held it down with my stump as I cut the tongue out and threw the head off into the woods.  I placed the tongue into the mouth of the dead woman and got the rest of the things I would need for the ritual.  I had to strip away some flesh on her forehead because I couldn't draw on it and drew the thrall rune with my blood on the skull.
This was fitting.  She was the only one who could rival me, but now she would be my puppet.  I put the feathers, crow's heart and other items on the pile on her chest and arranged them in the proper manner and with the knife, cut the rune of death and flesh into her to connect the items.
I threw the knife aside in my excitement, this was it.  I looked down to see the dragon bitch flying below land on that damned spire they built for her.  “Soon” I hissed then started the chant.  The sky above me darkened and the putrid smell of death swirled around.  Burning embers  started rising up and swirled around the body.
I scrambled back as the twisted magics of death and the flesh did my bidding.  A few moments later the corpse sat up and gasped for breath.  I had done it!  She stood and looked around with half rotted eyes and she stopped when she looked at me.  Her head tilted to the side and her snake's tongue shot out, tasting the air.
A voice from the pits of hell croaked out,  “Georgios? Georgios of Lydda?”
I looked at the half corpse in front of me and laughed.  “That's right Morgan.  It is me and I am now your master.  I need you to restore me to health so I can reclaim my immortality.”
She pointed at me and laughed.  It was sickening.  “It doesn't look as if you fared much better than me.”  She looked at her rotting hands. “What makes you think I would ever willingly help a coward such as yourself?  You couldn't take me on so you stole the dragons that could have given me the immortality you seek so you could outlast me.  Time beat me you didn't.”
She glanced at the city below then to me.  “How much time has passed?  What year is this?”
I smirked at her.  “Welcome to the twenty first century.”  Then I hissed at her,  “And don't you ever speak to me like that again!  You want to know why I think you would willingly help me?  Well, that is the joke.  You have no will, I am your master now!  I have drawn the thrall rune on your forehead.
Her hand went partially up toward her forehead then she dropped it to her side and started laughing... almost maniacally.  I was enraged at her outburst, none of the other thralls were this mouthy. “Shut your mouth witch!  Now restore my flesh!”
She stepped out of the grave and looked down at me with a sickening smile.  Nodding her head and looking down at herself again.  Then to the city.  “There are dragons in this time?!  You failed even in that.  But yes.  Flesh will need to be restored.”
She motioned her hand and my body flew up and against a tree.  I was pinned and couldn't move, she walked up to me and tilted her head like she was examining me.  I spat out, “Do it now, I command...”  Then I felt searing pain as her hand shot out and grabbed my tongue and violently tore it out of my mouth before I was finished.
I wailed in pain, I was even more terrified now than during Myra's final attack on me.  I tried to sputter, “How?”  But it came out a guttural sound without my tongue.
She smiled and ran a finger down my cheek.  “I'm assuming you are wondering how I can resist the thrall rune?  It is simple you fool.”  She reached up and wiped it off her exposed skull.  Then she thought for a moment.  “I guess you really wouldn't know would you?  Since all of your magics were stolen from others, you wield no real power of your own.”
She laughed and her snake tongue tasted the air.  “The magic of the flesh is my own, it does not conform to the other magics nor elemental and nature magics.  It is the arcane.  And as such, it is bound to those who craft it into its dark shape.  Others can use it, but it remains bound to its master.”
She leaned in and I could smell her rotting breath.  “I am its master, it does not work against me.”  I could almost feel her anger radiating from her.  My eyes darted around in terror and I lost control of my bladder.
She laughed hysterically at that.  She stumbled back a step and bent over as she laughed.  Then she looked down at Myra on that spire far below.  “I tire of this, I need your flesh to complete me so I can go claim the dragons below, to get the immortality you let slip through your fingers Georgios.”
She grinned.  “I'm afraid this is going to be quite painful for you.  But don't worry, I'll leave your eyes and leave your remaining husk life bonded to that tree, so that you can view what is left of yourself decompose over the tree's lifetime.  Just a hundred years or so.”
Then she chanted something and my flesh started dissolving as she started becoming whole I couldn't help but watch through my own screams and the searing pain as she became that beautiful girl I had killed.  I felt myself fall to the ground in a clatter like dried rawhide.  Looking at her and the valley below.  The pain would not leave.  For the first time in my long life, I wished I was dead.
She looked down at me as she stretched and sighed deeply.  “Thank you.  I feel marvelous now dear.”  She looked at her arms and ran her hands along her sides.  “Nice, very nice.”  Then she spotted the girl's purse in the grave and retrieved it and found her ID.  “Hmm... Jackie Johnson.  Eeeww I look so young.  Oh well, at least I'll have her lifetime to claim the dragons.”
Then a roar echoed through the mountains and we both looked down to see Myra challenging all who dare as her flames shot up into the clouds.
Morgan turned to me. “Well goodbye dear, enjoy your existence.  I have a dragon to slay!”  She stopped and picked up my bag and cocked an eyebrow, “Dragon hearts?  These could be useful.”  Then she started off down the mountain.
Through the searing pain, I took solace in one simple fact.  Like me, I was sure that Morgan la Fay was seriously underestimating the power of  Doctor Myra O'Connell, Queen of the Dragons.
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Sample Chapter of Music of the Soul: Progeny

(Coming in April 2014)
Chapter 1 - Arrival
This was so bloody exciting, I couldn't believe I was actually here!  I, Samantha Prudence Roth, had somehow been accepted into the New York Academy of Art on a full scholarship!
I remember when the acceptance letter came.  I must have squealed like a bloody git for ten minutes when I read it.  It was one of the few times I had ever seen my mum cry.  Most people don't think she is very emotional, but they don't know her.  Underneath that stoic exterior swirls, more emotion than most people could possibly bear.
The look of awe that twinkled in her eyes was all I need to know that she was proud of me for accomplishing such a feat on my own merits.  If I had just asked my parents, they would have paid for the college of my choice.  But I was determined to make my own way and prove to myself I could do it with my own abilities rather than just because we could only afford it.
The campus was smaller than others, but arguably, some of the most artistic people of our age have spawned from this prestigious art institute.  I think I read somewhere that there were less than two thousand students here with no plans of ever expanding.
I found out that my acceptance came down to the sketch study I had done of the homeless people of Seattle.  My aunt Sandra... well she isn't really my aunt, I don't have any real aunts but there is a select group of women that my parents know, that I love as my aunts.  Anyway, Sandra runs the Callahan Foundation.  Yes, THAT Callahan Foundation.  She's brill and is probably the most selfless person I know.
She brought me around the city throughout my senior year in high school, introducing me to some of the most fascinating people I have ever met.  In most cases, it was a tragedy the circumstances that had landed them on the streets.  But some, like a man named Leo, were almost regal and selfless to a fault.  He says he does more good living on the streets now than he ever did patrolling them back when he was a police officer.
I had sketched the people as I saw them, not as the public sees them.  I bound my sketches and presented them to the committee.  I was late in my submission because I just had to finish my sketch of Leo to include it in the study.  They at first said they would consider me for next year's enrollment since they had already filled all the seats for the year, and the competition was greater than normal this year.
I was all set to go to the art program at the University of Washington for my freshman year, I had a scholarship offer there.  It was my second choice so I could still live at home.  But one of the recipients in New York had deferred since they got an offer at the Regency Art College in France.  I don't blame the guy, it was a great opportunity.  So the acceptance committee here reached out to me!
Most of the other students had already arrived last week to get settled in before classes start tomorrow.  But since I just received an acceptance letter three days ago, I didn't have that luxury.  My parents helped me get everything together and to take care of everything I needed to with the University of Washington and the scholarship I had there, then I was almost physically thrown onto a plane this morning so I could start this new exciting chapter of my life.
So now, here I stood, in the large courtyard looking at the campus with my suitcase.  I looked at my almost antique suitcase lovingly, mum named it 'clunky' but she has never told me why.  I get the impression it has something to do with that Karaoke Queen competition from all those years ago.  Uncle Tim always smiles when he looks at it too.  Fine, he's not really my uncle.  Mum says she'll ship the rest of the stuff I'll need in the next couple days.
There were some booths set up on the lawn for check-in for freshmen, and other booths to sign-up for various clubs.  There was even a military recruiting booth set up.  It had a picture of that spectacular bad-ass soldier on the front of their booth, what was her bloody name?  The one that has won so many medals for her heroism?  Robin Meyers!  That was it.
There wasn't a queue, most of the students had already been here close to a week.  A bloke stumbled backwards like he was pushed, almost right into me.  A strong feminine alto voice rang out, “Now get the fuck out of my sight!”
The guy hissed, “Bitch!” Then he made his way quickly from the scene.  Then the girl turned to a couple other blokes who were watching and took a single, lunging, menacing step toward them.  They left quickly, as well.
Finally, she turned to look at a fourth boy and tilted her head, almost like it was a question, her eyes not as hard.  He just nodded at her with a look of relief on his face.  She had an almost evil grin on her face as she turned to walk away.  She hesitated a moment as her eyes swept past me.
By all that was holy, if she wasn't so much of an apparent bitch, she would have taken my bloody breath away.  She had an unconventional and hard beauty, not a girly girl femininity that so many others have. 
She was tall, possibly five foot ten or eleven.  Few women were as tall as my mum.  This girl had a striking mane of straight brown hair.  The things that stunned me most were her amber eyes. So light they almost glowed with an orange tint, all I could think was that they looked like cat's eyes.
I felt the collywobbles fluttering around in my stomach as I took in her feminine but slightly rugged appearance.  She had a slight figure with not much in the breast department, but they still gave her a feminine curve under her band t-shirt.  I almost snorted, it was a vintage Satin Thunder shirt. Her torn jeans looked almost painted onto her shapely legs.  Her black converse sneakers completed the look.
Her face... it was one of those faces that made you smile and not even know why.  Like a cute girl next door combined with some dangerous and seductive quality.
She started moving again and I realized I was staring at her as she left.  Leave it to me to find such an abrasive bully attractive.  I put her on my 'avoid' list.  I prefer a kind, intelligent people to hang around with.
I stepped up to the freshman booth and smiled at the cute boy there.  Well hello there!  His name tag said Brent, he had some startlingly pretty green eyes.  Must have come with that red mop of hair he was blessed with.  He was a gangly fellow, but I prefer that sort of character over traditional looks.  He was a little older than me, probably a junior or senior.
I smiled at him and he gave a lopsided smile back.  “I'm supposed to pick up my new student welcome and orientation packet at the pavilions on the green.  I'm assuming that this is the place.”  I brushed my pink lock of hair out of my face and over my shoulder with my mass of blonde hair.  I knew I should have worn a ponytail today.
He grinned.  “This is the spot.  He looked at the few packets left on the table.  What was the name?”
I felt like a git.  “Oh, yes, terribly sorry, my name.  Samantha Roth.”
He blushed a little and responded, “Oh don't worry about it.  I love your accent.”  He grabbed a welcome packet with my name on it and handed it to me.  It never ceases to amaze me how many people say that to me.  They feel I have a British accent when I speak, but in London we just call it talking.  We moved to Seattle a little after my parents retired from the music business.  But I was old enough that my accent sort of stuck.  I like that because a lot of people say I sound like mum.
I took a sly page out of her book and replied, “Thank you... and I don't have an accent, you do.”
He snorted cutely and blushed at that.  I grinned, he was a shy one, that just compounded his cuteness to me.  Then he sat up straight like he had forgotten something.  “Oh!  You are in Schubert Hall, room 301, it is on the packet there.  Would you like a student ambassador senior to show you there and give you a tour of the campus?”
I smiled at him. “That would be brill, Brent.”
He looked down at his name tag then back at me and his grin doubled, then he motioned to a group of young men and women who were chatting nearby.  A cute brunette almost bounded over to us with an awesome smile on her face.
Brent blushed at her.  The shy ones are always so endearing!  Then he said to her, “This is Samantha Roth.  She just arrived and needs an ambassador to get her situated.”
The young woman winked at him playfully, I'm sure just to get him to blush more.  I like this wicked woman!  “You got it Red.” Then she turned to me and put her hand out.  “Pleased to meet you, Samantha.  I'm June Harris-West.  You can call me June or JW.  What should I call you?  Samantha, Sam, Sammie, Samster, the Samulater, Sam-a-lam-a-ding-dong, or just Hank?”
I couldn't stop from laughing at the exuberant woman, who reminded me a lot of my aunt Amber.  She looked oddly familiar to me, especially that glint of keen intelligence sparkling in those chocolate brown eyes that seemed to be taking in everything at once.  Brent spoke up, “Don't mind JW here.  She gives everyone nicknames.”
She just grinned.  “Oh admit it, you're going to miss me around here after I graduate this year, Red.”
I chuckled again and shook her hand, “Well hi there June.  Though I am quite fond of that Hank name, you can just call me Sam.”
The way she held herself... reminded me so much of... oh!  “June, you look so much like Mandy...”
She interrupted while rolling her eyes.  “Yes, yes, she's my mom.  Enough of that Hank, let's show you the wonders of the Academy, or what passes for wonders here.”
I chuckled again, this woman was hilarious.  I do remember my parents telling me Mandy Harris had a daughter, but I had never met her on any of the trips we made down to Vancouver, Washington from Seattle.  I started walking with her, then stopped and returned back quickly to the booth.  “Thank you Brent. Maybe I'll see you around campus or at a party sometime?”
His lopsided smile grew on his face and he just nodded and kept nodding as June grabbed my elbow and guided me away and toward Schubert Hall.  She whispered through a chuckle, “Oh my, I think you just broke the poor boy, Sam.”
I smiled back at her.  “What?  He's bloody cute don't you think?”
She looked back and then at me with a conspiratorial grin.  “You and I are probably the only ones who would admit to that, but yeah, Red has something special.  He'll make some girl a fine catch one day.”
She tilted her head then said, “Anyone ever tell you that you have an infectious smile?”
Now it was my turn to blush.  “A time or two.”
“Ah ha!  You're just as blush-y as Red!  You're almost too easy!”
I retorted, “I am not!”
She shook her head in victory with a sly smile.  “Whatever Hank.  Let's go see your personal slice of hell for the next four years of your life, shall we?”
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