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The midnight sky was calm, and though she was an energetic dragon, Anthaza felt the 

warm updraft lulling her to sleep. Breathing deeply, she relaxed for the first time in days, and 
relied on her instincts to keep her hovering. She was dozing when she heard the frantic flapping 
ƻŦ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŘǊŀƎƻƴΩǎ ǿƛƴƎǎΦ 

ά/ŀǇǘŀƛƴΣ /ŀǇǘŀƛƴΗέ !ƴ ŜƳŜǊŀƭŘ ƎǊŜŜƴ ŘǊŀƎƻƴ ǇŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƻǳŘǎ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŦƭŜǿ ǳǇ 
to !ƴǘƘŀȊŀΩǎ Ǉƻǎƛǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƪȅΣ ōǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǎŜƴǎŜ ƻŦ ǇŜŀŎŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎƛƳƛƭŀǊƭȅ ŎƻƭƻǊŜŘ ŀǊƳƻǊ ƘŜ 
ǿƻǊŜ ǎǇŀǊƪƭŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǊƭƛƎƘǘΦ ά{ǳƳƳƻƴǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜŜƴ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΣ /ŀǇǘŀƛƴΗέ ¢ƘŜ ŘǊŀƎƻƴ ǿŀǎ 
ōǊŜŀǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŜŀǾƛƭȅΣ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛƴƎōŜŀǘǎ ǎƭǳƎƎƛǎƘ ŀƴŘ ƛǊǊŜƎǳƭŀǊΦ ά{ƘŜΧ {ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭike you to meet her 
ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŎƘŀƳōŜǊǎ ŀǎΧ ŀǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΗέ 

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣ {ƛƳŀǊƛƴΣέ !ƴǘƘŀȊŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²ŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ vǳŜŜƴ ŜƴƧƻȅƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƘŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ Řŀȅ ǇŀǊǘȅΣ 
ǘƘƻǳƎƘΚέ 

ά¢ƘŜ vǳŜŜƴ Ƙŀǎ ǎŜƴǘ ±ŜǊƳƛƭƭƛƻƴ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ǇƭŀŎŜΣ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎΧέ {ƛƳŀǊƛƴ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ǎƘǳŘŘŜǊƛƴƎ 
ōǊŜŀǘƘΦ ά²ŀǎ ǘƻƻ ǎǘǊŜǎǎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŘŜŀƭ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ Ǌƻȅŀƭ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎƛōƛƭƛǘȅ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΦέ 

!ƴǘƘŀȊŀ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ƛƴ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎΦ ά²Ƙȅ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ΨǊƻȅŀƭ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎƛōƛƭƛǘȅΩ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴ 
ƘŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ǇŀǊǘȅΣ LΩƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƪƴƻǿΦ Dƻ ƎŜǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǊŜǎǘΣ {ƛƳŀǊƛƴΦ LΩƭƭ ŎƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǇŀǘǊƻƭ 
ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ L ƳŜŜǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ vǳŜŜƴΦέ 

ά!ǊŜΧ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǎǳǊŜ /ŀǇǘŀƛƴΚέ {ƛƳŀǊƛƴ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ŎƻǾŜǊƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ 
¢ƘŜƳƛƭƭƻΣ ŀƴŘ LΩŘ ƘŀǘŜ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ƭƻǎŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƴƛƎƘǘΩǎ ǎƭŜŜǇΦέ 

άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜΗέ !ƴǘƘŀȊŀ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŎŀǊǊȅing supplies for 



Hopefully she isn’t upset over something I may have screwed up. Could I have screwed 
anything up since I last reported to her? Anthaza ran a quick check on events that happened that 
the Queen would be irritated at, especially things she could have handled better. A large list came 
up, but there was nothing major that would irk the Queen enough to call her off of her patrols to 
a meeting in the middle of the night. 

Taking a deep breath, Anthaza ǊŜǎǳƳŜŘ ƘŜǊ Ǌǳƴ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ǘƘŜ vǳŜŜƴΩǎ ǊƻƻƳΣ ŘŜǘŜǊƳƛƴŜŘ ǘƻ 
help her Queen with whatever she needed. It may be her duty, but she felt like this summons was 
more important than that. 

¢ƘŜ vǳŜŜƴΩǎ ōŜŘŎƘŀƳōŜǊ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ ƻǊƴŀǘŜ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ǇŀƭŀŎŜΣ ǿƛǘƘ ƎƻƭŘ-laced 
dragonfire lanterns and gemstones embedded in her furniture. A large chandelier with soft green 
candles hung from the ceiling, far enough from the ground that no dragon would hit it by 
accident. One whole corner of the room was taken up by a massive, silvery-white bedpillow, 
upon which Queen Fyra laid. The majestic scarlet dragon was sprawled out on her back in a very 
un-majestic pose, her claws and feet stretched out, her crown laying off to the side. The poor 
crown, Anthaza noticed, had a couple of new dents in it. 

άaȅ vǳŜŜƴΣέ !ƴǘƘŀȊŀ ǎŀƛŘΣ ōƻǿƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΚέ 
ά¦ǳǳǳǳƎƎƎƎƘΣέ CȅǊŀ ƎǊƻŀƴŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǉǳŜŜƴƭȅ ƳŀƴƴŜǊΦ ά5ƻƴΩǘ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘ Ǌƻȅŀƭ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘ ŎǊŀǇ ŀǘ 

ƳŜΣ ¢ƘǳƴŘŜǊǎǘǊƛƪŜΦ LΩƳ ǎƻ ǘƛǊŜŘ ƻŦ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǎǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƻ ƳŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻǿƴ Ǝŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ƭŀǎƘ ƻǳǘ 
ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ LΩƭƭ ƪƛƭƭ ŀ ƘǳƳŀƴ ōȅ ŀŎŎƛŘŜƴǘ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦ WǳǎǘΧέ CȅǊŀ ŦƭƛǇǇŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ǇƛƭƭƻǿΣ ƘŜǊ 
ǿƛƴƎǎ ŎƻǾŜǊƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜΦ ά/ŀƴ ǿŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘŀƭƪ ŦƻǊ ŀ ōƛǘΚ tƭŜŀǎŜΚέ 

άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ Ƴȅ vǳŜŜƴΦέ !ƴǘƘŀȊŀ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ CȅǊŀΩǎ ƴƻǎŜ ŀƴŘ ƭŀƛŘ ŘƻǿƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎƳŀƭl 
ŘǊŀƎƻƴ ǿŀǎ ŘǿŀǊŦŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǎƛȊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘǇƛƭƭƻǿ ŀƭƻƴŜΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿΚέ 

ά²ŜƭƭΧέ CȅǊŀ ƳƻǾŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǿƛƴƎǎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜΦ άIƻǿ ƛǎ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ǳǇΚ Lƴ 
ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭΣ L ƳŜŀƴΦέ 
ά ¸ƻǳǊ ƘŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ Řŀȅ ǇŀǊǘȅ ƛǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǎǘǊƻƴƎΣ Ƴȅ vǳŜŜƴΦέ !ƴǘƘŀȊŀ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ moment to 
ǘƘƛƴƪΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ άL ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǇƛƻǳǎ ŀƳƻǳƴǘ ƻŦ ŀƭŎƻƘƻƭ ƛǎ ƘŜƭǇƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƘŀǇǇȅ ŀǘƳƻǎǇƘŜǊŜΦ 
LŦ L Ƴŀȅ ŀǎƪΣ ǿƘȅ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƪƛǇ ƛǘΚέ 
  ά5ƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōƻǘƘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŘǊǳƴƪ ǇǊƻǎǇŜŎǘƛƴƎ ƳŀƭŜǎΦέ CȅǊŀ ƎǊǳƳōƭŜŘΦ {ƘŜ Ǝƻǘ ǳǇ ƻŦŦ 
of her pillƻǿ ŀƴŘ ōŜƎŀƴ ǇŀŎƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΦ άIƻǊƴȅ ōŀǎǘŀǊŘǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƴǘ ōǊŀƎƎƛƴƎ ǊƛƎƘǘǎ ǿƛǘƘ 
ǘƘŜƛǊ ƳŜŀǘƘŜŀŘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΦέ {ƭƛǇǇƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ŘŜŜǇ ǾƻƛŎŜΣ CȅǊŀ ǎŀƛŘ ƳƻŎƪƛƴƎƭȅΣ ά¸ƻΣ ōǊƻΣ L Ƨǳǎǘ ƳŀǘŜŘ 
with the Queen. Now I’m ǘƘŜ YƛƴƎΦέ CŀŎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛƻƴΣ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άbo way, bro! Hey, 
ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ŀ ǊǳƭŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ƎŜǘ ŦǊŜŜ ǊŜƛƎƴ ǘƻ ǇŀǊǘȅ ŀƭƭ ǿŜŜƪŜƴŘΗ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿƻƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ǿǊƻƴƎ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΗέ {ƘŜ 
ǎƘƻƻƪ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘΦ άL ƘŀǘŜ ǘƘŀǘ LΩƳ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀƴ ƻōƧŜŎǘ ƻŦ ƭǳǎǘ ƻǊ ŀ ǎƻǳǊŎŜ ƻŦ ŦŜŀǊΦ DƛǾŜƴΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ 
ǘŜǊǊƛŦƛŜŘ ƻŦ ƳŜΗ [ƻƻƪ Ƙƻǿ ƛƳǇƻǎƛƴƎ L ŀƳΣ LΩƳ ƘŀƭŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƛȊŜ ƻŦ Ƴƻǎǘ ŀŘǳƭǘǎΗ wŀǿǊΗέ wŜŀƭƛȊƛƴƎ 
ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ CȅǊŀ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘ άhƘΣ ¢ƘǳƴŘŜǊǎǘǊƛƪŜΣ Ƴȅ ŀǇƻƭƻƎƛŜǎΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴΧέ 
Fyra trailed off as she noticed that Anthaza was barely holding in her laughter. 

άb-ƴƻΣ Ƴȅ vǳŜŜƴΦ LǘΩǎ ŀƭǊƛƎƘǘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƎƛƎƎƭŜǎ ǎǳōǎƛŘŜŘΦ ά²ŀǘŜǊ Ŧŀƭƭǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎƪȅΣ 
ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴ ŎƻƳŜǎ ǳǇ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǎǘΣ ƳǳǎƘǊƻƻƳǎ ǘŀǎǘŜ ǘŜǊǊƛōƭŜΣ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ŘǊŀƎƻƴΦέ !ƴǘƘŀȊŀ ƎŀǾŜ ŀ 
ǎƘǊǳƎΦ άLǘΩǎ ŀ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ƻŦ ŦŀŎǘΦέ 

¢ƘŜ ǉǳŜŜƴ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƭǳƳǇŜŘ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ōŜŘǇƛƭƭƻǿ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ǘƘŜ /ƛƴŘŜǊǎ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ



ƴƛŎŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǊŜƭȅ ƻƴ ȅƻǳΦέ {ƘŜ ƭŀƛŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ Ǉƛƭƭƻǿ ŀƴŘ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΦ 
A thougƘǘ ƻŎŎǳǊǊŜŘ ǘƻ !ƴǘƘŀȊŀΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣάaȅ vǳŜŜƴΣ Ƴŀȅ L ōŜ ŦǊŀƴƪ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΚέ 
άaƳƳΚέ CȅǊŀ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ŀƴŘΣ ǎŜƴǎƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΣ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘŜƴŜŘ ǳǇ 

ŀƴŘ ŀŎǘŜŘ ǉǳŜŜƴƭȅΦ άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ¢ƘǳƴŘŜǊǎǘǊƛƪŜΦ {ǇŜŀƪΦέ 
ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀƭ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ǿƘȅ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΚ ¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƻ 

ǎŜŜ ƳŜ ŦƻǊ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀǎ ǘǊƛǾƛŀƭ ŀǎ ŀ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛƻƴ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦέ 
CȅǊŀ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜŘΣ ǘƘŜƴ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ !ƴǘƘŀȊŀΩǎ ŎǳǊƛƻǳǎ ƎŀȊŜΦ άaŀȅōŜ LΩƳ ǎǘǊŀǇǇŜŘ ŦƻǊ 

ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛƻƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ƳǳƳōƭŜŘΦ 
άaȅ vǳŜŜƴΣέ !ƴǘƘŀȊŀ ǎŀƛŘ ŎŀǳǘƛƻǳǎƭȅΣ άLŦ L Ƴŀȅ ōŜ ǎƻ ǊǳŘŜΣ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ŀ ƳǳŎƘ ǿƻǊǎŜ 



άLΣ ǳƘΧ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƻƴŜ ǿŀȅ ƻŦ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΣ Ƴȅ vǳŜŜƴΦ .ǳǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘΩǎ 
ƛƳǇǊƻǇŜǊΚέ 

άL ǎŜŜ L ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƳƻǊŜ ŘƛǊŜŎǘΦ 9ǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΩǎ ŀ ōƭƻŎƪƘŜŀŘ ƴƻǿŀŘŀȅǎΦέ CȅǊŀ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΦ άL 
order you, Anthaza Thunderstrike, to take a nap in a proper bedpillow. Coincidentally, I consider 
ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǇǊƻǇŜǊ Ǉƛƭƭƻǿ ǘƻ ōŜ ƳƛƴŜΦ bƻǿΣ ŎƻƳŜ ƘŜǊŜΦέ ¢ǿƛƴƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǘŀƛƭ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ !ƴǘƘŀȊŀ ŀƴŘ 
ǿǊŀǇǇƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǿƛƴƎ ǘƛƎƘǘƭȅ ƻƴǘƻ !ƴǘƘŀȊŀΩǎ ǎƛŘŜΣ CȅǊŀ ōŜƎŀn slowly dragging Anthaza toward the 
bedpillow. 

Anthaza let out another not-very-ŘǊŀƎƻƴƭƛƪŜ ǎǉǳŜŀƪΣ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǊŀƛƴŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ vǳŜŜƴΩǎ ƛǊƻƴ 
grip. What is she doing!? 

ά!ƴǘƘŀȊŀΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ƘǳƎ ȅƻǳΣέ ǘƘŜ vǳŜŜƴ ǇƭŜŀŘŜŘΦ άWǳǎǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ 
sǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǿƻǊǊƛŜǎΦ ²ƛǘƘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǳŦŦ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƘƛƴƎ 
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