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Prologue

The black egg, decorated with white, scale-like bumps, rested in the
middle of the forest, the wind rushing by it. Its great size anchored it
to the ground. Leaves that swirled around the egg were the only things
to  bother it. Not a  fox, nor a crow,  or any other animal  that usually
enjoyed eggs even thought about approaching it. The risk of possibly
angering any protective parents wasn’t worth a quick snack. However,
its parents weren’t anywhere nearby. 

A few intrigued doves watched the egg from the trees, taking off 
when it tilted a bit. It went left to right. Then, leaning a little too much
to the right, it fell over. After about a minute, a crack formed on the
dark egg. 

The forest wind began to calm down as the egg growled. More
cracks formed on the egg, soon turning into openings. The top of the
shell  fell  off. The rest of the egg began to break as the creature
emerged. The slimy animal stretched its leathery wings and yawned. It
was a little dragon. The newborn reptile shot out its first cloud of fire,
flapped its wings, and jumped around in joy, in awe by the forest’s 
beauty.  The warm colors  of the deciduous  habitat captivated the
dragon.  Rustling  sounds  snapped the dragon out of its  trance.  The
dragon turned its  head for its  gaze to  meet a  raccoon.  The raccoon
stared at the baby reptile,  prompting a playful  chase.  The dragon
chased the raccoon up a tree. Relieved and agitated, the raccoon hissed
at the dragon.

Losing  interest in the ring-tailed mammal,  the baby dragon
walked away and wandered through the forest.  With majestic roars 
pulsing through his ears, nothing more than a nearly invisible hole on
each side of his head, he looked up to witness  a few other dragons 
flying. Forest green wyverns with spikes lining their snout, nose almost
to  the eyes.  The sight of fellow dragons in flight awoke the baby’s
passion to take to the air. The black reptile climbed a tree and jumped
from a fairly high branch. It beat its wings, full of determination. No 
luck. The baby dragon landed with a thud. With a grumble and snort,
the dragon went for another try. After about twenty more tries, flight
was accomplished, still with a bit of struggle.

A few more of the green wyverns that were flying looked at the
baby dragon as it flew past them, immediately intrigued by it. The baby
dragon sniffed one of the wyverns. The green beast was confused. Not
just because it was being sniffed by another dragon, but because it had
never seen a dragon like this before. 

Another one of the wyverns sniffed the baby back. With an eggy
smell  lingering,  the wyvern shot its  head back.  The wyverns,  now
sensing 
something 
below, 
dive-bombed. 
The
baby
followed.
Stretching its talons out like the great, green hawk it appeared to be, 
the wyvern caught the victim.  Clasped in its  talons  was a young  red
squirrel. The baby dragon approached the green reptile, begging for a
bite. Knowing it was a hungry newborn, the wyvern tossed the squirrel
to it. The little dragon swallowed the dead rodent down in a second,
impressing  the flock.  The biggest wyvern nudged the baby with her
nose. The baby saw this as a sign of affection. It licked the dark green
dragon.  Playing  and flying,  a nearby den came within sight. As  the
dragons prepared to dive-bomb, a large thoroughbred horse thundered
by, scaring them back. On its back, a young red-haired boy wielding a
beautiful sword. The horse was gone in a flash, leaving confused and
somewhat frightened dragons.

As the scaly beasts landed and settled, the baby entered the den. 
The smallest wyvern followed as the larger individuals stayed outside
of the den. 

After a while of prowling the area, night came. The baby dragon
emerged from the den,  cawing  and flapping.  It wandered around,
looking for something to eat.

The sounds of an approaching creature alerted the dragon. It
wasn’t an animal, but a large person, a warrior of some type. He drew
a long, slightly curved sword, preparing to kill the baby dragon. In just
enough time,  another warrior,  bigger than the last,  came up behind
him. 

“I think this is one of those,” the sword-wielding warrior said. 
The larger one shook his head.

“Can’t be,” the large warrior replied. “They’re all dead!” The

baby dragon looked up in confusion.  As  the warriors  studied the

dragon, wolves howling in the distance triggered their instinct to get

out of the dark, tree-filled land.

“Let’s just take it!” the smaller warrior demanded. They picked

the dragon up and dashed off. 

The two warriors made it to their camping area. Shelters built

from leaves and branches stood as a fire danced on a stack of firewood. 

Bones  from animals the warriors  killed and ate littered the ground, 

delighting  the baby dragon.  The young reptile jumped from the

warriors’ hold and licked up the bones.

“Are they good?” the smaller warrior asked.  The dragon

wagged its scaly tail. The bigger warrior placed his hand on the other’s

shoulder. 

“I think this would be useful for our goal,” the large warrior

declared. “If this is what it appears to be, then this… job… will be over

in no time. We’ll just have to wait a few years.”

“Roger, you make a good point,” the other warrior replied. As

Roger left to find something else to eat, the smaller warrior went back

to  observing the dragon. He scratched its  chin when it got close

enough. “Cute little thing, huh?” The dragon was as happy as it could

be. 

Roger sat in the darkness and sharpened his  saber.  Scanning

the ground for something to use it on,  he heard the screams  of the

smaller warrior. Roger rushed to help him, yet returning too late. The

great
warrior,  breathing  heavily
and
looking  around
frantically, 

couldn’t find his friend. He didn’t see anything but the baby dragon

hiding in a den. He looked up at the night sky when a caw rang through

the air. 

One of the green wyverns was flying away. Something then fell 

from the dragon. It was the smaller warrior’s  helmet.  The dragon

disappeared into the dark sky. Roger retrieved the baby dragon from

the den and moved along, knowing he had to get back home for sure. 
Traveling  for so long, the warrior and dragon paused to gain

energy.  As  they rested up,  a  mouse scurried in front of them.  Roger

used his saber to jab it in the head. He picked it up and fed it to the

dragon. The mouse was gulped down in no time.

“Hungry, huh?” Roger said to the creature. The dragon stuck

its  tongue out and smiled.  “Didn’t know dragons  could be this

adorable!”

A dragonfly caught the reptile’s attention. He snapped at it a

few times, amusing Roger. He sat down and started another fire, or at
least tried. After noticing the warrior’s failed attempts, the baby dragon
wandered over and spewed fire on the wood.  Roger rubbed the
dragon’s head and smiled. He put his hands out towards the flames 
with a sigh of relief. “This is nice.” The dragon curled up next to him

and began to fall asleep. “You’re like the pet I never had.”
Morning arrived. Roger woke up and noticed the dragon wasn’t

next to him, sinking his heart. He looked up a tree when a pine cone

fell  on his  head. The baby was up there messing  around with a

European robin nest.

After almost getting an egg,  the mother robin returned and

attacked it. The young reptile flew down from the tree and ran up to

Roger. The warrior chuckled. The bird, chirping angrily, sat back on

her eggs as she kept a locked gaze with the dragon. 

“Let’s go. I have someone to show you.” The dragon followed

closely after hearing  a  roar.  Roger knew that roar.  “Black-backed

dragon.” The baby peered up at the warrior, hoping he would protect

him. “Yeah, they’re pretty big dragons, and pretty mean, but I don’t

think it will mess with us here. I wonder why it isn’t even in a hotter

environment right now.” Black-backed dragons were fire dragons, so

Roger’s wondering did make sense. 

The duo  proceeded with their journey.  As  they traversed the

forest,  the baby dragon took in all of the sights.  The young  reptile

stared with awe,  taking  in the eccentric insects,  beautiful  birds  that

weren’t robins, and even a fox.

“It is beautiful,” Roger told the dragon. He wasn’t just talking 

about the fox either. He meant the entire forest. The red, orange, and

yellow leaves  made it a  sight worth seeing.  Roger laughed as he

watched the dragon roll around in the leaves on the ground. A gorgeous 
European deciduous forest it was. Roger had somewhere to be though.
“Come on! Don’t want to waste too much time! I think our great queen
will like you! I just don’t know what to call you.” Thinking of a name
was actually stressing Roger out. They needed to get back to the queen, 

so Roger had to stress another time. 

A few hours later, Roger and the dragon made it to a small boat

that the warriors docked at the coast a few days ago. 

“Come on little guy.” The baby dragon flew into the boat and

stared into the water. With the opening of the sail, the boat took off. As

they moved across the sea, the dragon grew anxious. Roger comforted

the little animal.  “It’s all good.” The dragon began to calm down. 

Sailing across the calm waters, something below approached the boat. 

A shark, of all things. A wind shark in fact. These large fish earned their

name from a legend told many times. It is said that these sharks would

attack sailors on ships that were blown off course on windy days. In

fact, it was also said that they could only be seen on windy days, but

that current day was sunny and there wasn’t any wind at all.
The dark gray shark began swimming circles around the boat. 

Roger put his saber down and held up a spear. The little dragon’s fear

returned. “Yeah, sharks can be scary, but don’t fear. I’ll make it our

dinner!” The shark began ripping apart the wood of the boat. As the

fish was distracted, Roger chucked his spear right into its back. The

shark quickly retreated underwater. The dragon watched, waiting for

it to come back. 

As Roger stared at the water, the shark struck, leaping from the

waves and knocking the warrior into the sea. Roger held his breath and

looked around for the beast. The wind shark came at him full speed, 

mouth gaped like the greatest of caves and all four rows of teeth ready
to kill. Roger quickly swam up, gulped air into his lungs, and went back
under. As soon as the carnivorous sea creature made contact with the
warrior, he punched it, landing a few good hits on the nose and gills.
Normally, this would drive a shark off, but this fish was determined to 
kill Roger. As the shark recovered, Roger hauled himself back on the

boat, retrieving his saber. 

Once the shark recovered from the pain, it launched itself out

of the water. The baby dragon flew into the air and after the shark.
“COME BACK!”

The dragon didn’t listen. It went right into the shark’s mouth.

It was surprising the shark could eat a baby that was already that big.

However,  surprise wasn’t the emotion Roger was feeling,  more so

angry. 

The shark landed on the boat,  baring  its teeth and flopping 

about. The warrior angrily approached the sea creature, saber tight in

his  hand. As he raised his weapon,  an orange glow from the inside

shark became visible and brighter.  Much to  Roger’s  surprise,  fire

launched from its  mouth.  An orange,  sizzling  and smoking circle

singed itself  behind the shark’s  head.  The fish’s head fell  off  and

smoked as the dragon emerged, unharmed.

“Oh, you’re such a brave creature!” Roger said with pride. After

using the baby dragon’s fire to cook the rest of the shark, the friends 

sat down and ate it. “This is pretty good.” The dragon agreed. After

enjoying the great seafood, the baby dragon noticed a tall, stony, gray

figure in the distance.  It flew up and saw an island where the stony

structure stood. Roger looked back at it. “Oh, looks like we’re here.

Can’t wait for the queen to see you!” Once they made it to shore, Roger

headed straight to the queen’s home, waving at the other warriors as
he rushed by. They stopped doing what they were doing to look at the
dragon.  “No, no! Back to training!” The warriors  groaned and

proceeded with their tasks.

After a few more minutes, Roger and the baby dragon made it

to  the stony structure.  Roger panted and smiled.  They entered the

queen’s home, both somewhat nervous.

“My lovely lady!  I would love to  show you this  amazing

creature!” The back of her throne faced him. She looked outside the

hole in the stone wall, what she insisted to be a window. 
“What is it?” she asked with some curiosity and irritation mixed

in her voice. The baby dragon cawed and flapped, triggering a smile

from Roger. The queen glanced at the animal and looked back out the

window. 

“In some time, he could help us accomplish what we’ve been

trying  to do,” Roger explained. The queen shook her head. “I did

create a  bond with him though. I just can’t think of a name.” The

queen just didn’t feel safe having a dragon, even a baby one, around

her. 

“It’s adorable,” the queen admitted, “but I’m sure once it gets

to a good size, it will kill us all!” Roger looked down as the sorrow hit

him.  He wanted to disagree with her,  but of course,  there would be

consequences due to that. “Send that creature back to the woodlands, 

far from my kingdom!”

Roger glumly lumbered out with the little dragon following. 

The creature didn’t understand why Roger was  so  dejected.  As  the

warrior walked through some woodlands, a snake,  an adder in fact,

lunged at him. The snake was startled when he accidentally stepped

on it. Roger drew his saber, readying himself to kill the limbless reptile, 
but the dragon stepped in between them and growled at it. The snake
hissed loudly.  It struck multiple times,  landing  a  few.  It was the
dragon’s turn. The fire-breathing reptile struck, landing it. It crushed
the adder in its jaws and swallowed it whole. Roger admired how fast
the dragon moved. To be fast enough to dodge some of the strikes and
strike fast enough itself to kill an adder was astounding. Roger couldn’t
give up such an amazing creature, and he knew what he was going to 

call it. 

“Striker!”







Chapter One

“Maybe this isn’t such a good idea,” Jake said, the concern shaking 
his voice. Hayden waved his hand down at Jake with chuckles.

“It’s okay!” Hayden replied. “There’s nothing to be scared
of.”
“Um, aren’t you allergic to wasps? Those are a type of wasp.”
Hayden blocked out the worried words as he reached for a bigger
stick, something longer and not as thin. The yellow jackets were still 
surprisingly calm. Hayden threw the little twig and searched for
something thicker. Jake rolled his eyes. 

“Jake, let me tell you something. When I was a kid, and I lived
in that old, nasty house in the woods, I was scared of most things, like
you. I ran from moths sometimes. But, I grew out of that… for the
most part. There is nothing you should be afraid of. They’re just little
bugs.”

“Like the swarm summoned by the wizard that YOU ran
from?”

“Hey Jake?”

“Yes?”

“Shut up.”

Jake wasn’t listening. He covered his ears and shut his eyes. 
The stubbornness of one of the people he cared much about was
agitating and a bit disrespectful.

Eventually, Hayden found the perfect stick, still choosing to
ignore Jake’s worries. With a rushing adrenaline and touch of
nervousness, Hayden slowly placed the stick in the hole. 
“See?” Hayden exclaimed. “Nothing!”

Yet, ignorant to Hayden, the yellow jacket queen had been
poked, alerting all of the colony. The agitated wasps prepared to
attack, bursting from the nest like jet fighters in enemy territory. 
Hayden dropped the stick and took off. Jake didn’t notice until a 
yellow jacket stung his hand. 

“OUCH!” he yelled, jerking his hand back. The buzzing 
grabbed Jake’s attention. He gazed upon the swarm, his jaw dropping 
and eyes widening. He turned and ran, following Hayden closely
behind. The yellow jackets followed. Their wings beat hard, getting
them closer and closer to the two boys. 

One of the wasps caught up to Jake. It raised its stinger and
prepared to strike. Jake noticed the incoming attack and dodged. The
wasp caught itself and continued chasing them. 

“I TOLD YOU NOT TO DO THIS!” Jake cried. Hayden
shook his head and laughed. A yellow jacket then landed on Hayden, 
sinking its spiny forelegs into his skin before delivering a nasty bite,
fortunately not a sting. Hayden jumped into the air and squealed. 
“This is why!”

Soon, the yellow jackets were called back by their queen. The
irritated insects turned and flew back home. Right then, Hayden and
Jake made it out of the forest, Hayden laughing like a hyena. 

“That… was amazing!” Hayden declared. “ You’ve got to
admit that.” Jake, red and sweaty, turned with rage and glared at
Hayden.

“ARE YOU KIDDING?” Jake roared. “You almost got us
killed!” Hayden laughed again. “What would Melerah think of this?”
Hayden’s laughter came to a halt. 

“You know what?” Hayden said, his eyes locked with the
ground. “Maybe she wouldn’t care. I’m just having fun now that I’m a
lot older and I finally can!” Jake sighed, bringing Hayden’s eyes to
his face. 

“We’ve got to stop doing these things. Just last week, you went
into the rabid rabbit’s den, and the week before that, you picked up a
wild adder.” Hayden turned away, trying not to let Jake’s words into
his ears. As Jake prepared to speak with more force, his mother called
him for dinner. “We’re 18 now, young adults! We’ve got to start acting
like it.” Jake walked off. Hayden headed home as well, a bit angered
by the truth behind Jake’s words.

Hayden poked his sand tiger shark fillet with his fork. The
peas, potato slices, and knight berry muffin sat on his plate, growing 
cold alongside the shark meat. Felisa, Hayden’s mother, looked at her
son with concern. 

“Son, I thought you loved shark,” Felisa stated, “especially
since it’s fairly rare for them to be caught and eaten. Why aren’t you
digging in?” Jack, Hayden’s father, shared the wonder and worry. 

Max, Hayden’s loyal bloodhound, was waiting for a piece of
food to drop. He looked up and wagged his tail at every movement
the family made. 

Hayden looked up at his parents, causing the pent up
emotions to escape. 

“You know why? I have to stop having fun! I’m too old to have
fun, I guess.” Jack and Felisa looked at each other.

“Another lecture from Jake?” Felisa asked. Hayden nodded. 
“Hayden, you don’t have to stop having fun. You just have to realize
you’re getting older. Have fun, but don’t do things that seem
immature or even dumb to most.”

“What did you and Jake do today, exactly?” Jack asked.
Hayden sighed and drummed the table with his fists. Keeping his 
look averted from his parents’ eyes, he admitted to his fatal event.

“I poked around in a yellow jackets’ nest while Jake sat on a 
log and watched.” Jack spat out his cider. 

“You WHAT?” Hayden didn’t want to repeat himself. 

“You do know that yellow jackets are a type of wasp?” Felisa 
replied. “And you don’t have such good reactions when stung by a
wasp!” Hayden shamefully nodded. Jack sipped some more cider to 
calm himself. 

“I now understand where Jake is coming from,” Jack said. 
“You should still have fun. You’re 18. You’re young. Do enjoyable
things. Not things that will get you and others injured or killed.”
Hayden shot up from the dinner table and kicked his chair in. “See, 
like that. That’s immature.”

“Then what is there for me to do?” Hayden snapped back. 
Jack and Felisa, once more, looked at each other, then back at their
son. There was no response other than a sigh from Felisa and a
neutral face from Jack. “That’s what I figured.”

Hayden stormed off with Max following quickly after gulping
down the muffin and shark fillet. In the upstairs room, Hayden gazed
out of his window, the anger melting into sadness. He lived in a castle
now, so the view was great, but it just wasn’t making him feel any
better. Max rested his head in Hayden’s hand. 

“Hey bud.” Max barked and wagged his tail. Hayden looked
back out the window as the sun began to slip behind the horizon. In
the orange sky, an odd sight came within view. A giant, flying 
creature holding something took the lectures off of Hayden’s mind
for a few seconds. It was coming towards the kingdom. Once the
creature came closer, Hayden saw what it was: Titan the blackbacked dragon!

Titan dropped what he was holding: a net rich with sea
creatures. Dawn was flying towards the kingdom as well, and in her
jaws, a thresher shark. The beastly reptiles landed in the kingdom’s 
mainland.

Dawn opened her jaws, allowing the shark’s tail to drop from
her mouth. When Titan let the net go, it opened up, spilling the array
of marine life. Starfish, crabs, lobsters, shrimp, herring, rays, eels, and
even a few lionfish laid on the ground, filling the air with their tidal 
scent. It was probably the biggest catch that Sineria has ever had at
one time. 

The two dragons looked back at the sea, watching the
fishermen on their little boat happily wave at them, thankful for their
help.

The net catch would soon be stored away for the upcoming 
Sea Supper event that Sineria would throw every year. The thresher
shark, however, was going to be prepared now. Sinerians loved the
meat of this particular shark, so Dawn’s accomplishment wouldn’t go
unrewarded. 

The two dragons, tired and proud, bumped heads and headed
towards Hayden’s castle, where for some reason, they loved to sleep
nearby. 

“Maybe I should be more like them,” Hayden said to himself. 
“Do good and people will be proud of me.” Max looked up at him in
confusion, not knowing the words, but feeling he was disappointed.
Hayden must’ve forgotten what happened eight years ago with a 
powerful sorcerer and the amazing weapon he wielded against the
being. 

Hayden stepped away from the window and fell into his bed. 
He looked up at the ceiling, blowing hard through his nose and
daydreaming. As Max got in his own bed, they heard a knock on the
door. Felisa walked in. 

“Someone outside needs to see you,” Felisa said. Hayden
went outside and saw Jake standing at the castle’s front door. 

“Hey Hayden,” Jake said, scratching the back of his head. 
“I’m sorry for kind of going off, but, you understood where I was
coming from, right?” Hayden nodded slowly.

“I guess I realize that I do need to change my ways,” Hayden
admitted. “I mean, my family, and Melerah. She would be upset if
something happened. That’s funny though, because every time I was
bitten, scratched, chased, ran over, or ran into something, she
laughed.”

“She’s sadistic,” Jake whispered. “But look, like I told you,
still have fun. Live your life. Just don’t do things that will end it.”
Hayden understood greatly. “I mean, unless you’re doing it to save
others, like knights, or just like you did back when you were ten years 
old, but don’t do it out of boredom. Do something else. Have you
tried fishing?” Hayden shook his head. 

“Well, speaking of,” Hayden added, “let’s go see what the
dragons brought.”

Hayden and Jake approached the open net, holding their
breaths as the smell of the sea grew stronger with each step they took
forward. Hayden picked up a crab that he thought was dead. The
crustacean grabbed his finger with its claws. He shook his finger and
threw the crab onto the ground, breaking its shell open. 

“I didn’t do any of that on purpose,” Hayden said. Jake
chuckled and poked around in the sea life. 

Somehow, an eel survived. It slithered and squirmed its way
through the fish like a worm in wet soil. As if it couldn’t get weirder, it
flicked its tongue out. Jake bent down to examine the animal better. 
Jake getting so close startled the creature, causing it to rear its head
up. 

“This eel looks weird,” stated the confused Jake. “I thought
eels didn’t have scales… or forked tongues. It came from the sea and
has a paddle-like tail.” The animal snapped its mouth open and
hissed, revealing its tiny fangs. This was a sea snake, some of the
most venomous snakes to exist! Jake backed up quickly. Fortunately, 
sea snakes tend to be much more docile than some other snakes, and
are actually quite curious animals. Jake fell back onto an octopus and
a lobster. 

The snake slithered on Jake’s legs, the wet, cold feeling giving 
him chills and a shudder. It brought its head up to his face, flicking 
its tongue out with the speed of lightning. Jake picked up an anchovy
and tossed it to the side. The snake slithered after the dead fish. As 
Jake got up and attempted to run, he slipped on an octopus. He got
up successfully with another try and quickly got back on the grass. 

“That is why I don’t go in the sea anymore,” Jake said, 
breathing heavily. Hayden chuckled. The snake headed back to the
sea, right after looking at Jake with the fish in its mouth. Jake
brushed off his deep sea-scented pants and scowled at the reptile. 
Soon, a crowd of people charged towards the mainland, right where
the pile of creatures laid. 

“LOOK AT ALL THIS FOOD!” a lady yelled in delight.

“F… food?” Jake asked.

“Yes, food!” the lady snapped back.

“I mean, they’re still animals.” With irritation already building
up inside, she looked at Jake and rolled her eyes. “Well, exCUSE
ME!”

“Have you ever had calamari?”

“No, why?” The lady tossed a squid at Jake’s face. Laughter
erupted from all over. “Hilarious.” Jake angrily wiped the squid slime
off of his face as the deceased cephalopod dropped to his feet.

Hayden heard his name being called. He turned to see King 
Stuart emitting his name with a smile. 

“Yes king,” Hayden said, bowing and laughing. The king
laughed and went on to speak.

“Did you and Jake do this?” Stuart asked, pointing to the sea 
creatures. 

“Your majesty, neither Jake nor myself have even touched the
waters of that sea in years. Titan brought in the net of creatures and
Dawn brought in the entire shark.”

“Animals just make life so much better,” Stuart replied, 
looking at the marine life. Hayden nodded in agreement. 

Stuart’s pride was unmeasurable. The only thing missing was
his wife and queen of Sineria, Beth.

“I just wish Beth were here right now.” Hayden looked at the
king. “But, I guess she’s happy now. She’s somewhere where she can
finally be at peace, achieving her goal. It was always her dream to 
help endangered species, and now she’s off in Saulkton doing just
that.”

“She’ll be back soon though,” Hayden told Stuart, making
him feel better. 

“Yes, in a few weeks I’m afraid. Too long, but I’m sure she’s 
having fun helping caribou populations in other countries and
kingdoms.” Hayden could see the king’s Icelandic sheepdog digging 
through the sea creature pile. He pulled out a large blue lobster by
the tail and happily brought it up to Stuart. “Thank you.”

Meanwhile, Jake’s argument with the lady hadn’t come to a
pause once. Hayden looked over at the two, finding amusement in
the drama. 

“WELL, THEY AREN’T FOOD AS OF NOW!” roared Jake. 
“SO YOU ARE WRONG!”

“They’re dead. To me, THEY ARE FOOD!’ She then lobster
slapped Jake and stormed away. 

“Where is that snake when needed most?” Jake said, rubbing
his cheek. Hayden walked up to his friend, snickering and shaking
his head.

“Did you really just have a full blown argument with someone
about the correct term for dead sea creatures?” Hayden asked, smile
growing and snickering ceasing.

“Yes,” Jake growled. “That woman’s insane.”

“Stop arguing with women and go do something not as
dangerous.” Jake shook his head, trying not to let the smile appear.

Scat, a rat-like maltese owned by a knight named Anthony, 
rushed over to the thresher shark, eating away at it with his 
disgusting teeth. 

“HEY!” Hayden cried. Get away from that!” Scat growled and
barked at Hayden. His rat-like tail flicked back and forth. Dawn
stormed behind the dog and roared, causing him to roll away and
right into Anthony’s arms. 

“Hey, look at all these food animals,” Anthony said in
excitement as he hauled Scat up to his chest. Jake and the lady looked
at each other, both thinking that was a good way to settle the debate. 
An eccentric fish caught Anthony’s eye. Long, pointy teeth jetted
from its mouth, and sitting on its head, a lure. On the end of the lure
rested a small, bulb-like organ. “Never seen anything this hellish in
my life.” He gave it to Scat. The beastly dog snarled with excitement
and swallowed the fish whole.

All seemed better. Hayden’s anger became nonexistent. The
redhead laughed as he watched the Sinerians enjoying being around
each other while they examined the sea creatures. However, this 
sense of joy soon left Hayden when he looked over at the sea. In the
distance, a large, brown ship sailed towards the kingdom.  Right in
the middle of the sail was a terrifying logo of a skull with a saber, a
type of sword, going through its temples, intimidating Hayden. The
ship turned into Sineria’s bay.

Hayden rushed over to the bay, soon witnessing a couple of
men docking the ship and begin making their way into the kingdom. 
Ruby red tunics sheltered their bodies and strange gold helmets with
a large black feather on top crowned their heads and slightly masked
their faces. Golden shoulder plates rested on their shoulders and a
golden cuirass enveloped their tunics. 

One of the warriors turned to talk to the other. The sail’s logo 
was also displayed on the front of their helmets. 

Hayden snuck on the ship as the warriors scaled the stairs on
the side of Sineria’s cliff. He came to a pause as a couple of rats 
scurried across his path. Once the disgust went away, Hayden
scanned the ship, his eyes stopping on a small cage. Unable to see
what was contained within it, he inched closer, hesitant yet curious.

A rat approached the cage, attempting to steal a bite from the
small chunks of meat and pieces of bone littering the entrance of it.
In a flash, the rat was pulled through the bars. Screeching, deep
growling, and bellowing were the horrid noises emitted from the
cage.

When Hayden dared to move closer to the cage, the noises 
stopped. More curious yet frightened, Hayden tried to look in. He
kneeled and scooted to the cage, peering in as he trembled. Two dark
yellow eyes stared right at him through the bars, boring into his soul.
The owner of the eyes growled, fueling Hayden’s fear. The captive
beast emitted a bark deeper than any dog Hayden has heard before. 

Panicking and tripping, Hayden ran away and jumped off of
the ship as the creature continued barking loudly. Fortunately, the
warriors from the ship didn’t come back to find Hayden. 

Hayden dashed back to the mainland, everyone still there. 
Stuart was examining the dead shark. Hayden rushed over to him and
tried to tell him what he saw. 

“Stuart!” Hayden cried, almost out of breath. “I need to tell 
you what I just saw!”

“Not now!” Stuart replied. “I’ve got to make sure this shark is 
safe to eat.” Hayden looked back at the sea frantically. He walked
over to Jake, seeing that he was the only person available to talk to.

“Jake, I just came across something bad. This ship, and a 
caged beast, and these guys in Roman soldier-like outfits-” Jake
stopped him. 

“Well, don’t mess with them. You don’t want to get into any
more trouble.”

Even though Hayden knew that was true, he wanted to figure
out who they were, however, it was already night. Everyone headed
home. Hayden went home and laid in his bed, thinking about those
men and the beast in the cage. Max, however, had been asleep for
some time. Hayden looked over at the snoring dog. He thought he
should’ve stopped worrying. If just those two men were going to try to 
do anything, they would have knights and two black-backed dragons
to get through.

Sounds from outside grabbed Hayden’s attention. Most of the
sea animals and the shark were put away, but the few creatures left on
the ground were being collected by the two Roman-like men, thus 
fueling his panic. 

“These will go good with the food we’re running out of,” one
of the men said, holding a snapper. The other warrior looked up,
pointing a shaking finger and yelling. 

Titan, not applying all of his weight since he was much bigger
than eight years ago, stood on Hayden’s castle, wings spread and
teeth bared. He stared at the men and snarled. Strings of saliva 
dripped from the angered beast’s mouth as flames built up in his
throat. He crawled down, flicking his tongue and prowling over to 
them like a Komodo dragon. The two men, with obvious fear, backed
away slowly.

Ignorant to the men, Dawn was there too, standing behind
them. The dragons each picked up a man and took to the sky. Dawn
dropped the one she was holding as Titan gently batted his around in
the air like a cat. Dawn caught hers right before he hit the ground.
She landed, Titan following. The men hurried away as the dragons 
roared at them. 

Hayden laughed and clapped. Titan, proud and happy, came
over to his castle, poking his head into the room. Hayden patted him
and told him what he did was great. Titan smiled and jerked his head
back. He shot his head into the air. Then, a screech-like roar. After a 
while, silence. Dawn whimpered as she lowered her head. The two 
dragons flew back to where they normally slept. The roar was heard
again. Hayden wondered what it was, such a roar being so unfamiliar. 
Max woke up and peered out of the window. They heard the roar one
more time, but soon after, the night was silent. Hayden and Max 
headed back to bed, neither of them knowing what was going on
anymore. 







Chapter Two

Hayden woke up to the smell of Eurasian wigeon eggs. These ducks 
were wild, so their eggs weren’t collected and eaten often. Max 
already left Hayden’s room. His face was in a bowl of trout, wigeon
egg yolk, mutton, and a few pieces of chicken. 

“Good morning, son,” Jack said, trying to crack the last egg. 
“Morning dad,” Hayden said back. Felisa took the egg from
Jack and cracked it. She went back to mixing the meat and
veggies together with a smirk.

“Look what I caught this morning,” Jack told Hayden, 
holding up a fish, boosting his confidence. He held up a bream, a 
type of freshwater fish with bronze-colored scales, by the tail. Hayden
clapped slowly. Jack threw the fish in a bucket of cold water and went
to help finish making breakfast. 

“Is it good, Max?” Hayden asked, laughing. Max barked in
joy. As Hayden sat and waited for breakfast, leaving him to his 
thoughts, he remembered the roar. “Hey, did either of you happen to
hear that roar from last night?” Jack and Felisa looked at each other
with confusion.

“No, not at all,” Jack replied. 

“I didn’t either,” Felisa added. “We were sleeping pretty
hard.”

“Max and I did, and it sounded like nothing we’ve ever
heard.”
“Well, I suggest not to go and explore,” Jack insisted. “Don’t
do dangerous things. The knights, or better yet, Titan and Dawn, can
do it.”

“Oh trust me, I’m not going anywhere near the area that roar
came from. I’ve had too many close encounters with dragons and
other beasts. After all, Titan did almost eat me years back.”

A few minutes later, breakfast was ready. Hayden devoured his
food and headed outside. Max followed. 

As the duo prepared to find a safe and fun activity, a lady
screamed. Hayden looked over to where the sound came from. He
saw the same two men running from her direction. The lady was
Abigail. The two men stole her cat, Chelsea. 

“HAYDEN!” Abigail called. “The hero of Sineria! Oh, please
retrieve my beloved calico, Chelsea, from those two thieves!”

Hayden agreed, even though he wasn’t supposed to be doing 
dangerous things, although, this was a heroic action. He darted after
the two men, Chelsea’s meows of anguish speeding him up.

The two men almost made it into the woods, but they were
tackled. One man was tackled by the Icelandic sheepdog. The one
holding Chelsea was tackled by the keeshond. The other royal dogs,
which included the dunker, the greyhound, and the cesky terrier, 
showed up. The dogs growled as they kept the men down. Chelsea, 
seeing an opportunity as everyone was distracted, got up and ran
away. 

The sheepdog began walking circles around the two men. The
rest of the dogs stood and watched as the sheepdog barked viciously. 

“Why do animals in this kingdom always attack us?” one of
the men asked. 

“WHO ARE YOU TWO?” Hayden shouted once he caught
up to them. The men looked back. “I’ll ask again. Who are you two?”

“We have no reason to tell you,” one of the men said. Hayden
looked at the sheepdog and pointed to the man who said that. The
dog approached him, not emitting a snarl nor a bark. Only baring his 
teeth. “Okay, okay. We are… Zydrinns. Yes, Zydrinns.” He rolled his 
eyes and shook his head when he admitted to Hayden what they
were.

Hayden was met with confusion. He’s never heard of a
Zydrinn before. 

“What is a Zydrinn?”

“You’ve never heard of a Zydrinn before? Oh, how ignorant
must one be?”

“Okay, no, I’ve never heard of a Zydrinn! What are you?”

“Oh, young, ignorant boy! Here’s your lesson for the day. 
Zydrinns are some of the most infamous soldiers to exist. In fact,
some have even called us the most powerful. The army has never
been defeated in war.” Hayden didn’t want to believe it. 

“We’ve slaughtered many!” the other Zydrinn added. “You
should feel honored to even be speaking to us, boy! Just know, we’re
no joke! We’ve been existing longer than you Sinerians ever have, or
any of these other kingdoms.” That was true. Zydrinns were actually
a type of soldier that many claim were once the guards of ancient
Sicily.

“Yeah, well you’ve never faced Sineria,” Hayden replied. Max 
came next to Hayden and growled at the Zydrinns. 

“More dogs,” one of the warriors complained. As the dogs 
growled, the Zydrinns slowly hauled themselves from the ground and
prepared to head off. One of them stopped and turned towards
Hayden. “You may be one of the best kingdoms to exist, but let me
tell you something. When we’re through, it will be no longer. We
don’t give up so easily.” The Zydrinn bolted away as the dogs barked
and jumped forward. 

As Hayden looked on with more fear and confusion, Abigail
came behind him with Chelsea in her arms. 

“I have much gratitude for you,” Abigail said. She kissed
Hayden on the cheek and skipped away before he could react. All he
did was stare in the direction the Zydrinns ran.

The royal dog pack headed back to their castle, as well as
Hayden and Max. The exhausted hound went home, but Hayden was
stopped by Melerah. 

“Hey Hayden,” Melerah said happily. 

“Hey, Melerah,” Hayden said, still wondering what just
happened. Melerah examined Hayden's face. 

“What’s wrong?” she asked. Hayden didn’t even really know
what to say. 

“These people, called Zydrinns. They said that they were the
most powerful army. They’ve never lost a war. They’re going to try to 
attack Sineria.” Melerah gave a semi-smile and chuckled. “Look, I
know it sounds weird, but just listen to me! They said that. They stole
Abigail’s cat and ran off with it. That’s when I chased them down, but
the king and queen’s dogs got to them. When I caught up, I asked
them who they were. Then they started saying all of that stuff.”
Melerah tried to understand it all. 

“So these guys said that they’re going to destroy our home… 
because they failed at stealing a cat?” Hayden had no response. 
“Wow! Okay. Well this kingdom has been attacked by some of the
worst. What could they possibly do?” Hayden looked up at Melerah
with a smile. Her confidence and bravery were unmatched by most
other young ladies of Sineria. “And by the way, you need to stop
messing with wasps.” Hayden’s smile formed into a frown.

“What?” I already agreed to stop.”

“Yes, I know, but you really shouldn’t have been doing it at all.
You know you’re allergic. And some of the other things you’ve been
doing is fairly dangerous. I’m glad you agreed to stop, and I don’t
want you to do it again. Yes, have fun, but, don’t almost die doing it.”

As Melerah walked off, Hayden got a little livid. Anger and
betrayal didn’t mix well, and Hayden could agree. He stormed over to 
Jake’s house, his face redder than his hair. Jake sat on the wooden
chair on his porch, watching as gulls flew and cawed over the sea. 
Hayden, fuming and shaking, stood in front of Jake.

“You’re blocking my view,” Jake said. Hayden grabbed Jake
by the back of his shirt and threw him to the ground.

“Why? Why would you tell Melerah about the yellow jacket
thing?”

“Well, I thought she would be one of the few people to get you
to stop.” Jake got up and brushed himself off. Hayden tried to stay
calm. “She’s not even mad.” Hayden’s anger melted into calmness. 

“Okay, let’s just drop it, and go do something… SAFE!”
Hayden wanted nothing more than to throw a rock at Jake.

“OH! NOT AGAIN!” someone shouted. Hayden and Jake
looked over to see what caused the outburst. It was a dragon. In fact, 
the same dragon that had been in the kingdom for at least two weeks 
now. An eccentric creature: the stalk-eyed dragon. 

These dragons were lilac like the flowers that shared the
color’s name. Stripes the shade of the sky decorated the back of their
neck all the way to their tail. At the end of their tail was a large, 
paddle-like caudal spade. The spade was covered in what looked like
the same tentacles on a sundew plant. Just like the plant, these small 
tentacles were sticky and perfect for gripping things. The most
noticeable feature of these reptiles were the long stalks on their faces, 
like the stalks bore by a snail or slug. It looked more like a 
hammerhead shark’s eyes though, just longer and less wide. 

This dragon wasn’t a threat, as stalk-eyed dragons were
typically a calm species. Annoying was what it was. It raided crops, 
chased animals, and would leave its strong smelling gifts in the most
inconvenient places. 

Hayden rolled his eyes. 

“This thing again,” he complained. The dragon had its head
in a sack of corn kernels. Hayden warily approached the beast. 
“SHOO CREATURE!” The dragon looked up slowly as bits of corn
dropped from the corners of its mouth. Hayden continued walking 
towards it. Now annoyed by the Sinerian advancing towards him, the
dragon blasted out a short, orange stream of fire. Hayden dodged the
flames. The dragon aimed towards the sky this time, shooting again. 
Everyone looked up to see a flathead forest-crawler, also called a 
flounder dragon.

These dragons weren’t completely flat, but flat for a dragon.
They more so had the body of an alligator or a crocodile. Their
amethyst purple scales swirled with the green, blue, and a bit of pink
on their backs, making them not only an odd but a beautiful sight. 
Their long, thick tails thinned out as it got closer to the end until it
reached the flat, diamond-shaped, paddle-like caudal spade with four
spikes spread out on it like that of a stegosaurus’s tail.

The flathead forest-crawler spewed a cloud of green flames. 
The stalk-eyed fired back. It hit the crawler, blasting it back a few
feet, but doing no further damage. The crawler landed on the ground
and roared at the stalk-eyed dragon. The stalk-eyed pawed the
ground, swung its head around, and charged like a bull. Stalk-eyed
dragons had large, bulky heads that they would use to damage
attackers, so a hit from a bulky beast like this to a flatter dragon
would be devastating. 

The flathead didn’t just stand there and allow the bulky
dragon to hit him. It moved out of the way, causing the stalk-eyed to 
crash into a small group of people. Hayden and Jake contained their
laughter. 

The stalk-eyed hauled itself up and hit the crawler with its tail.
It then took to the sky, lifting the crawler up with it. The crawler beat
its wings until it was able to detach from the tail.

The stalk-eyed knew what it would have to do to kill the
crawler. With their huge, powerful jaws, stalk-eyed dragons could
snap a log in a second. Flathead forest-crawlers had strong jaws, but
nowhere near as strong as a stalk-eyed dragon’s. Their main weapon
was their tail.

When the stalk-eyed dragon came after the crawler, it lifted its 
tail and lashed it after the lilac beast, getting a spike wedged into the
thick hide. It yanked, attempting to remove the stubborn spike from
the stalk-eyed dragon’s face. Again, it yanked its tail with whatever bit
of strength and energy it had left, freeing its tail, but leaving the spike
in the dragon’s face. The stalk-eyed dragon roared in pain. The
crawler growled and stared down the dragon with its bulging eyes, 
boring into its soul. The stalk-eyed dragon hissed and flew away, 
ensuing a mass cheer. 

“Finally,” Jones, one of Sineria’s farmers, exclaimed. The
crawler roared in victory and flew back to the forest. 

“I wonder why that flathead forest-crawler attacked the stalkeyed dragon,” Jake said. 

“Maybe they’ve seen each other before,” Hayden suggested,
“and he smelled the stalk-eyed from where he was. Tracked him
down and attacked.”

Everyone felt that the stalk-eyed dragon wouldn’t be returning, 
and what a relief that would be. Titan and Dawn could’ve just scared
it off themselves, but the stalk-eyed dragon was smart. It would come
around when it knew that Titan and Dawn weren’t in the kingdom. 
The black-backed dragon couple would usually leave a few times 
each day to hunt or just to explore.

“I thought I would’ve had to kill another wild creature,” Jones 
said before laughing. Jones, being the owner of a small farm, had to 
fend off, and usually kill, some wild animals. Raising mostly chickens
and sheep, he had the easiest targets for wild animal attacks. In his
house, wolf and fox skins hung over furniture with dragon heads fixed
to his walls. Even the teeth of feral dogs, made into necklaces, 
dangled around the dragon heads. Feral dogs were the only animals
that Jones went easy on since dogs were closer to humans than the
other creatures that invaded his farm. All of those animals tried to or
actually succeeded at killing his animals. However, he wasn’t sadistic
enough to just leave the dead animal. He would turn them into useful 
things, or just decoration for his farm. “Would’ve been nice to have a 
stalk-eyed head though. Could use those jaws to crush heavy objects 
on the farm. Plus, they’re an annoying species. Would rather deal with
100 foxes over one stalk-eyed!” Hayden shook his head. There wasn’t
a day that went by where Jones didn’t complain about an animal. 

The dragon fight took Hayden’s mind off of the past events for
a while, but seeing a few knights walking by reminded him of the
Zydrinns. He needed to figure out more about them. What were they
planning to do to Sineria? 

As Hayden began walking away, Jake went after him. 

“You’re not about to go and find those already angered
dragons, are you?” Jake asked, grasping Hayden’s shoulder. Hayden
jerked his shoulder from Jake’s grip and walked away. 

Once the irritation of Jake’s worries left, Hayden headed to the
coast and sat down, sifting his fingers through the sand and watching 
as the waves came in and withdrew, occasionally exposing a crab or a
clam. He looked out at sea, thinking. Laughter and shouting 
interrupted his thoughts and grabbed his attention. He snuck back
over to the bay and witnessed the two Zydrinns jabbing something
with spears. The creature’s tail flailed in the air before dropping with
a thud. It appeared to be a giant stingray. 

The Zydrinns cackled like hyenas as they repeatedly rammed
their spears into the huge fish. Appearing from the cabin of the ship
was another Zydrinn. This warrior was a bit wider and slightly taller
than the two. He donned the same outfit, but the only difference was
that he wore a scarlet cape and the feather on top of his helmet was
also scarlet rather than black. He had two golden pins with an ogre’s 
face on them, each holding down a corner of the cape in the front.

“Guys,” he said to the two Zydrinns.

“Yes Roger!” they replied, shooting up immediately and
saluting as they kept their stare out of his eyes. Hayden was amazed
by the respect they showed, thinking that wasn’t even a capability
they possessed. 

“We need to get back home so we can prepare to take this
place off the map! I’m sure our queen is eager to do so.”

“Yes Roger!” the men said before bowing. Roger wandered
over to the bleeding ray, tail still twitching as the tip of its wings 
slightly curled. “I think it’s dead.” The ray’s blood covered the deck
of the ship. Roger yanked out its tail barb. “This would be a great
weapon!” The great Zydrinn twirled the barb with laughs as his men
watched with smiles. Roger returned to the cabin, admiring the barb.

“He’s such a moron,” one of the Zydrinns whispered. “I wish
we could have his role though. Being the highest ranking Zydrinn will 
be a title of mine someday!”

“Well,” spoke the other, “we’d still have to listen to the
commands of Hezara.”

Soon, the Zydrinns began hauling in another catch. This time, 
a seal. The marine mammal barked in fear as it attempted to wriggle
its way out of the net. This was perfect, as Roger wanted to test his 
barb out. The Zydrinn general emerged from the cabin as the seal’s 
barks came to his ears. He approached the seal, preparing to jam the
barb through its head. The seal whined as it submissively looked up
at him.

Roger shot his arm in the air, preparing to plow the weapon
into the marine mammal’s brain. Right when he brought his arm
down, an orca leapt from the water and grabbed the seal, slashing 
itself against the tip of the barb. It landed back in the great blue with
a huge splash. Fish, birds, and other animals moved out of the way as
they watched the long, sharp black fin cut through the water before
disappearing beneath the waves, leaving behind the growing cloud of
blood. Roger laughed as he pointed to the killer whale swimming 
away. 

“That was INCREDIBLE!” Roger yelled. He returned to the
cabin, his laughs slowly extinguishing.

Now someone else Hayden had to worry about: Hezara. Was
she a bigger threat than the wizard? Did she have powers herself? 
Hayden needed to know, for the safety of Sineria. 

“HAYDEN!” someone called. It was Melerah. Hayden placed
a finger on his lips to tell Melerah to hush. He pointed to the ship. 
The Zydrinns were too busy harassing the dead stingray to notice
what was happening on land. Melerah hopped down. “Those are the
people you were talking about?” Hayden nodded. Melerah stared at
the ship with disgust.

“We need to know who Hezara is,” Hayden declared. “Is she
going to be a huge threat to Sineria?” Melerah could tell how worried
Hayden was. 

“Maybe not. We can always just get the dragons to eat them, 
right?” Hayden chuckled.

Titan eventually found out that there were Zydrinns in
Sinerian territory again. He flew to the coast and hurled a massive
bellow. The three Zydrinns darted off of their ship and into a cavern
on the cliffside of the coast. Titan followed, ramming his head into
the cavern and attempting to grab the warriors in his jaws. He
prepared to shoot his fire, but he heard something. It was the same
roar heard the other night. It seemed louder this time. Everyone in
Sineria heard it. Fear spread over the great kingdom. The roar was
heard again, but this time, the kingdom lightly trembled.

Titan stood on his hind legs and drew the warm air into his 
large nostrils. He roared back, causing a period of silence. Titan
growled and stuck his head back in the cavern, seeing that the
Zydrinns disappeared further back into the den. Titan was too big to
fit, so he gave up and flew back into the mainland of Sineria. 

“Let’s go to the king,” Hayden demanded.  Stuart himself was
trying to calm everybody down. 

“My citizens!” Stuart cried. “I promise things are completely
fine! Titan roared back and scared it. Whatever it is doesn’t seem to 
be much of a threat.” A few people calmed down. The rest couldn’t
hold themselves together. “I’ll send some knights to go and patrol the
kingdom.” Those words were the ones to bring peace to all of the
Sinerians. 

“I need you and your best knights to get on those horses and
figure out what that is,” Stuart told an approaching Aaron, Mark, and
Brandon, a newer knight. The knights bowed and dashed to the
stables. The Sinerians cheered as they watched their brave and loyal 
warriors heading off to defend them. 

Hayden wanted desperately to tag along, but he knew Jake
and Melerah would be upset about it. The redhead simply watched as
the knights prepared themselves for a risky search. Aaron was still
doing his thing, commanding the other knights and being a great
leader. The knight general sheathed his sword, mounted himself on
Aries, his black friesian horse, and rode off with the other knights
following. 

Darkness soon masked Sineria. Everyone headed home to go
to sleep in peace, confident in their warriors. However, Hayden
experienced another night where sleep avoided him. He needed his
worries gone. 







Chapter Three

Aaron, raising a fist, commanded his knights to stop. Anthony’s horse
approached him.

“What do you think it is?” Anthony whispered. 

“Um, well, we don’t know yet, Anthony,” Aaron replied.

“Oh, yeah, right.”

Aries crept forward, nervously putting one hoof in front of the
other. The other knights’ horses crept slowly behind Aries. Then, the
roar. The trees bowed within the force created by the deep cry. Leaves 
and debris flew like crazed birds as the ground quaked lightly. 

The knights and horses noticed an orange light shooting
towards them, followed by a tree-snapping bellow. Aries moved out of
the way just in time.

Aaron got off of the horse and walked up to the tree, sword in
his hands. An injured chipmunk scurried from the leaves. Aaron
looked up, but right then, they heard a loud boom. While they
couldn’t see it, they knew that there was something only a few feet
away from them. For Aaron, it was only a few inches away. The smell 
wasn’t all that pleasant. Big, wet drops hit the ground like rain the
size of cats and dogs. It must’ve been the creature’s saliva. Groaning,
the beast lifted its foot and nearly stepped on Aaron. 

Bart, another new knight, threw his hatchet. Even though he
didn’t see it, he knew the weapon hit the creature’s foot. The beast
roared in pain and took off. Aaron got back on Aries and pursued it.
The other knights followed. Eventually, they made it to a cliff. The
knights could see the creature in the distance flying to the other side. 
It bellowed as it escaped them. Bart saw his hatchet fall down once it
came loose from its foot. 

“So it’s definitely a dragon,” Aaron told the others. The
knights returned to the castle, informing the king of their encounter. 

“That creature was huge!” Anthony expressed. “I’m talking, 
huge huge!” Aaron shook his head, agreeing with Anthony’s words as
he recalled the sight of the beast. “I’m talking… a thousand whales 
long.”

“Not that big,” Aaron stated, sighing and shaking his head.
“Anyways, it was a big animal, just not bigger than thousands of
whales put together. Its roar shook a forest. Not even a black-backed
dragon’s roar has done that, and if it has, I’ve never heard about it or
seen it myself.”

“What did it look like?” Stuart asked. 

“It somewhat resembled a black cave-liver, but without some
of its features. Also, it was way bigger.”

“Yes, size has been established,” Anthony said.

“Anthony, don’t start!” Stuart blew air from his nose, rubbed
his head, and clenched his eyes. 

“I threw my hatchet at that beast,” Bart announced. “Then we
chased after it. I don’t think it will be coming back, at least not for a 
while.” Stuart dismissed the knights, allowing them to head back to
their area of the kingdom. The exhausted warriors replaced their
armor with normal clothes and headed home. 

“I really need Beth,” Stuart said to himself. 

Meanwhile, the dragons were stressing about the creature
themselves. Dawn was petrified. Titan was scared too, but he tried his 
best to make Dawn feel better. As the two dragons tended to each
other, they could hear some people talking. It was Roger and another
Zydrinn. 

“I refuse to believe it could be your dragon,” the Zydrinn said. 
“He’s large, but to be so loud that we can hear it from the bay? 
Doubt!” Roger grew sick of hearing the Zydrinn’s disbelief. 

“It’s a black wingwalker,” Roger stated. “No other animal is
larger nor anywhere near as powerful as that beast! Something that
massive is going to be that loud. You can hear blue whales from the
depths of the ocean, can’t you?”

“Sure. But why do you insist on keeping it?” Roger sighed.

“This thing is a weapon of mass destruction. It can kill off an
entire kingdom.”

“And how do we get it to attack Sineria?”

“It will! Just know that Hezara shall not know about the
wingwalker! I was supposed to get rid of it 8 years ago, but I couldn’t. 
I would sometimes sneak off and play with the creature and take care
of him. Hezara must not know that I have cared for that dragon!” The
Zydrinn thought for a moment. 

“How are you going to hide that massive creature from her?”

“I have no idea.”

The other Zydrinn internally argued about the creature’s 
existence. How could such a gargantuan creature still exist in their
world?

“Where did you find one of those? I thought they were
extinct.”

“I found him as a baby, luckily enough!” Titan and Dawn
watched the Zydrinns like hungry lions on a wildebeest herd.
“Do you think it could do us a favor and take care of those
big, red ones?”

“Possibly.”

Dawn growled as they began to disappear into the darkness. 
The warriors were alerted, not by Dawn’s rumbles, but by Aaron
sneaking from the black, pointing his sword at them.

“I won’t kill you if you get rid of that wingwalker creature!”
Aaron declared. Roger laughed.

“Look,” Roger growled, “you don’t scare us, knight! We’re
Zydrinns! We could kill off this entire kingdom, and with that dragon,
this place will be nothing before you can rally the rest of your metalbaring idiots!”

“But Hezara can’t know about the dragon,” Aaron replied
with a smirk. Roger chuckled and shook his head. 

“Hezara may accept my wingwalker if she finds out that he is 
aiding us in her goal.”

“Which is?”

“Nothing you need to know! Your only knowledge on this
matter is that once she’s through, Sineria will be no more!”

“Why is your dragon raging? I mean, I guess if I was raised by
you, I would too.” Roger gave a light growl.

“My fault? No. There’s not a black wingwalker in this world
aside from him. If you were the last of your kind, you’d rampage too.”
Aaron somewhat understood. “But with the dragon’s help, we’ll clean
your kingdom off the map!”

“Are you sure about that?”

“More sure than your knights are ready for us!” Aaron
tightened the grip around his sword and stepped closer, prompting 
the other Zydrinn to step in.

“Don’t let your kingdom stand in the way of Hezara achieving 
her goal,” the Zydrinn said. “You’ll regret it.”

“I think we’ll take our chances. We’ve dealt with many
threats, one of them being a mad wizard. I’m sure we can handle you
and your Hezara lady.”

“Aaah, yes!” Roger said with a smile. “We’ve heard of the
wizard.” He gently elbowed his fellow Zydrinn with light laughter. 
“He’s different than Hezara. That crazy, old nut just wanted to be
king of Sineria. Hezara isn’t changing Sineria for her to rule it. She
needs these kingdoms to crumble. The less kingdoms the better.”

“What does she do with the survivors if there are any?” Roger
chuckled. 

“You’ll see… if you live. When Hezara is done, not a thing in
this region will be left breathing.”

“This woman is unstable,” Aaron stated. “Anyways, she will 
be disappointed when she tries to make Sineria crumble. One’s
already tried that. He failed. Don’t let your queen embarrass herself.”
Roger brushed off Aaron’s statement and slinked away with his fellow
Zydrinn. Aaron let the sword down to his side and watched them
disappear into the dark kingdom. In a state of worry, he went over to 
Anthony’s house. “We need to do something about them, and soon.”
Anthony, hearing Aaron’s words, was busy playing with Scat. “Did
you hear me, Anthony?”

“Oh, yeah. Sorry! I was playing tug of war with Scat… and my
hand. He’s got a really strong bite!”

“Look, your dog thing isn’t that important right now! What is
important is this Hezara. The Zydrinns keep mentioning her, and she
seems to be another grand threat. We don’t even know if she’s worse
than Kraydon.” Anthony rubbed his stubbly chin. 

“What do you suppose we do?” he then asked.

“Be knights!” Aaron replied. “Go and fight or even get rid of
them before they can attack Sineria.” Anthony didn’t see a problem
with that plan. Scat looked back and forth at the two knights. He
wanted to know what was going on. “I think your rodent wants in on
this.”

“Scat is a dog! He just doesn’t look like most other dogs.”
Aaron shook his head and left Anthony’s house, wondering whether
he was just strange or crazy. 

Meanwhile, elsewhere in Sineria, Hayden was sneaking out of
his castle. He wanted to take a ship and ride off to where the
Zydrinns are from, but the last person that stole a ship got eaten by a 
tridenthorn, a large sea dragon. He feared the same thing would
happen to him, especially since tridenthorns were most active at night
during that particular time of year. 

As Hayden started to sneak away, he heard a boom, a roar, 
and felt the ground tremble a tad. When he looked up at the sky, 
hoards of birds and even dragons flew from the woods. Flathead
forest-crawlers, stalk-eyed dragons, appleheads, and even a highland
glider flew by. Highland gliders were mountain dragons, so it was
strange to see one flying with a group of forest dragons.

The panicking sounds of fearful blackbirds and thrushes made
Hayden anxious. He looked back at where the dragons and birds 
were coming from, checking for anyone coming. Once he confirmed
that the coast was clear, he darted into the forest. 

Hayden followed the sound of the roar and watched as a 
variety of animals ran for their lives. A fox tripped over a stone and
began panicking and scurrying to get up. It started to dig a burrow
and attempted to go underground. When the roar was emitted again, 
the fox decided to just continue running.

Fear hit Hayden harder. Fortunately, he noticed an orange
glow coming closer to him. He jumped out of the way, allowing the
thick stream of fire to go by without harming him. Once the fire was
gone, Hayden began walking back down the path. It was silent. Too 
silent. He started to look around, waiting for something to come out. 
Nothing. 

The night’s silence was broken by yet another roar. The trees 
were bending so hard, some of them snapped. The black wingwalker
must’ve been livid. Hayden could see it a little bit, having a fit. The
beast snapped at the air, spewed fire, beat its wings, and tail 
whipping everything within its range. An unlucky red deer tried
running without being noticed. It succeeded in not being noticed, but
the dragon stepped on it, not knowing it just killed the animal. The
dragon tended to its fresh injury, licking the hatchet wound on its 
foot. 

“What is that thing?” Hayden whispered to himself. 

This was an odd looking creature. Scales black as the
midnight sky covered the beast head to tail. The black dragon bore
huge legs with three-toed feet, like that of a tyrannosaurus rex or
some other theropod. Its arms were big, but not big enough to reach 
the ground. Its legs supported the lower body, leaving its huge wings 
to support the upper body, hence its name. The dragon had a long,
thick tail with a vertical fan at the end of it, but it wasn’t used for
swimming purposes. Its purpose was actually unknown. The pointed
tail fan had a rugged, torn up look to it, resembling a giant, beige
mint leaf that lost a fight with a pair of scissors. 

From the back of its head to its tail fan ran long, flexible
spines like that of an iguana’s. These spines moved with every
movement the immense beast made. Three large, flexible, whiskerlike appendages, followed by a few smaller ones, hung from each side
of its face like a cat’s whiskers. Large, blood-stained teeth hung from
its mouth like stalactites in a black cave, while others rose from the
bottom like stalagmites. A dark tongue, as long as the biggest python,
rested on the bottom of the reptile’s mouth. Extending from the back
of each side of its head were long, white horn-like appendages, and
resting on the tip of its snout, a short nasal horn, white like the scale
covered horn-like parts on its head.

This dragon was immense. It was bigger than any dragon
Hayden’s ever seen, even growing bigger than a black-backed
dragon. It was longer than several of the greatest blue whales lined
up. Its height? Greater than that of multiple of the largest castles 
stacked on top of each other. Just one back spine grew taller than any
giraffe to exist. An elephant was around the size of a medium spider
compared to this beast, and a t-rex a giant tarantula.

The wingwalker broke a few trees with its tail. Hayden hid
behind one of the fortunate trees when it looked over in his direction, 
its bumblebee yellow eyes lighting up its area of darkness. Growling, 
the titanic reptile lumbered away. Hayden followed quietly, trying not
to alert it. When Hayden was attacked by Titan in the castle years 
ago, it was a terrifying experience. Being attacked by something 
bigger than Titan was something Hayden didn’t even want to 
imagine. 

Eventually, the dragon came to a halt. Roger and the other
Zydrinn appeared from the night forest, approaching the wingwalker. 
The other Zydrinn was dragging a dead European bison by its horns.
He tossed it in front of the wingwalker. The dragon sniffed the bovine
and scooped it up with its forked tongue. It groaned and looked at its
wound. 

“The knights must’ve caused this,” Roger said, feeling anger
building up. Hayden snuck over to an old badger den and hid in it, 
laying low and hoping to go unnoticed. 

The dragon left and continued walking until it got to the cliff. 
It extended its tail, allowing Roger and the other Zydrinn to climb on.
Once they were on it, the dragon flew to the other side. Hayden
crawled out of the den. Once on the other side, the dragon let out
another roar before disappearing into that side of the forest with the
Zydrinns following. 

Hayden burst out of the den and ran back to his castle. He
snuck back in and hopped in bed. Jack and Felisa came out of their
rooms with baggy eyes and frizzy hair, wondering what was coming 
in.

“Maybe it’s just that goblin again,” Felisa suggested, yawning. 
Jack went back to bed. Felisa followed after scanning the solar. 
Hayden entered his room slowly as Max greeted him, wondering why
he left. 

“I had to go and figure out what that roaring was,” Hayden
whispered to the dog. Max barked happily. “Let’s go to bed though. 
We need some rest so we can explore some more.” Max went to his
bed and walked around in circles on it. He laid down and fell asleep
immediately. Hayden got some good sleep that night as well. 

The morning after, Hayden got up quickly and ran downstairs. 
His father stopped him. 

“Why in such a rush?” Jack asked.

“Oh, I’m just trying to go over to Jake’s house before he
leaves. He’s going fishing at the river.”

“Okay. Have fun son.”

Jack patted Hayden on the back. Hayden smiled and ran
outside. He felt that he had to lie to his father, just so he wouldn’t be
stopped on his journey. 

Hayden noticed Jake talking to Stuart. Since Jake was
distracted and didn’t notice him, Hayden made a straight shot to the
forest. Max finally caught up.

“There you are bud,” he said, scratching Max. The
bloodhound followed happily, wagging his tail.

Hayden jumped behind a tree, confusing Max. The dog
looked up and saw what Hayden was running from. It was a large, 
shaggy black dog. This dog was only a bit bigger than Max. The
monstrous canine sniffed around, looking for food. The dog found a
lizard, but the little reptile scurried off. The dog barked viciously out 
of anger and hunger. Hayden remembered that violent, chilling bark
from the ship. Some fur started to fall off of the canine. 

This dog wasn’t just a regular dog, but a wolfdog. It seemed to 
be part Irish wolfhound and wolf. Matted black fur, yellow eyes, 
strings of saliva hanging from its mouth, and a slight gape made this 
dog a horrible sight to bear. 

The wolfdog turned towards the bloodhound and growled. 
Max growled back. The agitated dogs circled each other. 

Hayden tried to get Max to come back. The wolfdog then
made another bark. Hayden threw a stick at the mutt. The ragged
canine looked up and snarled at him. Angered to the max, the black
dog walked over to him, but Max tackled it to the ground. The canine
hybrid reached back to bite him, but Max moved out of the way. 

Max bit the wolfdog on the tail. The dog snapped back. It
grabbed Max by the neck and began thrashing. It slammed the
hound to the ground. The wolfdog walked up to Max with a pool of
blood rippling in its mouth. Just as the dark canine was about to 
finish Max off, Hayden threw a rock at it.

The wolfdog looked back and barked loudly. The mutt
charged, but before it could make it to Hayden, it was taken down by
a keeshond. The Icelandic sheepdog, dunker, greyhound, and cesky
terrier all joined in. They bit and thrashed, tearing skin, flesh, and fur
from the black wolfdog. It whimpered and emitted high-pitched
barks. The Icelandic sheepdog growled while standing over the black
dog. The mongrel shot up and ran, tail between its legs. The dogs 
howled in victory. 

“Oh no,” Hayden said as he heard footsteps. He turned
around and saw Stuart and Aaron. He waved with a guilty smile, not
looking at them. 

“So, you decided to go back in the woods, AFTER people told
you about your dangerous hobbies?” Stuart exclaimed. “After the
creature that scares even black-backed dragons?” Stuart paced as he
stroked his beard. Aaron shook his head. “Look. The reason people
talk to you about these things is because of the way they feel about
you. They care about you. No one wants to see the savior of Sineria 
eaten by wolves, or dragons, or swarmed by wasps!”

“But I’ve been interested in being a knight when I get older, 
and doing things like that is what knights HAVE to do, right? They
have to ride off on horses, weapons flailing, headed right at their
enemies, hoping they kill instead of be killed.” Stuart couldn’t
disagree. 

“Well, that is true,” Aaron said as he stood up. “Us knights do
have to do that. We have to be brave, and you are the most brave
person I know who isn’t a knight, Hayden. But, why do it when you
aren’t a knight yet? I mean, your qualities will get you chosen to be
one, I’m sure. But you aren’t one. So why volunteer to do things that
are so harmful to you?” Hayden looked down, feeling ashamed. 
“Look, don’t feel bad about your actions. You’re 18 years old. Young,
hard-headed. Everyone was like that when they first became young 
adults!” Hayden smiled. 

“It’s true,” Stuart added, laughing. Hayden left feeling better. 
Stuart and Aaron looked at each other worriedly. “Do you think we
said the right thing?”

“For sure,” Aaron replied, looking straight ahead. 

Back outside, Max was barking up a tree where a golden oriole
was sitting in her nest. He barked more, trying to scare the bird. The
bird looked down at him from her nest. She flew down and pecked
him. The bird flew back up to her nest, came back, and dive-bombed
him. Max whimpered and tried to run away, but fell. The bird
continued to peck and scratch at him.

“Messing with the birds again Max?” Hayden said, smiling as
he approached his hound. The bird flew up to Hayden’s face then
back to its nest. Max whimpered and headed back to the castle. As 
Hayden laughed at Max, Jake approached him.

“Hey,” Jake said. “I heard what happened.” Hayden rolled his
eyes. “Look, I’m not mad at all. I should’ve never really been as upset
as I was at the moment. You are, well, we’re 18, even though we are
fairly different.” Hayden looked at Jake, wondering if this was really
him. 

“So now you want me to do dangerous things?” Hayden
asked. 

“No. I’m just admitting to being a bit too uptight with you. I
still want you to steer clear of dangerous activities. Most importantly, 
just… mature! Grow! I know that you didn’t have much of a
childhood and get to do the dumb, risky things most children are able
to do and learn from, but now you know not to do that anyways.”
Hayden looked down and kicked the dirt around, letting Jake’s words
sink in. Jake smiled.

“I understand. Let’s go relax at the coast.”

Hayden and Jake headed down to the coast to calm down. 
Some seals flopped into the water. 

“I wonder if they knew the one inside the whale,” Hayden
randomly said, looking out at sea. Jake looked at Hayden wide-eyed, 
then looked back at the water. “Anyways, I was thinking about taking
a ship last night, but I’m not sailing across this mass of water by
myself.” Hayden finally said something that Jake could agree with
those past few days. Hayden looked at Jake and laughed. They
continued looking out at sea. 

The two friends heard the Warn Horn (yes, that is a pretty
strange name). They rushed back from the coast. Callius, the former
jester, was there. He was the one blowing the horn. Right before he
went to do it again, he noticed Hayden and Jake staring at him. 

“Callius,” Jake called, “what’s going on?”

“The king has demanded I call the kingdom for a meeting,”
Callius explained. Nobody was coming though. Callius blew the horn
again. 

“WILL YOU SHUT UP YOU IDIOT?!” someone yelled from
their house. A few people began to emerge from their homes. 

“What is all the commotion?” a woman asked, rubbing her
eyes. Callius waved his hand, telling them to follow. The Sinerians 
made it to the kingdom hall. Stuart sat at the end of the table, hands
together. He looked around, watching tired, agitated, and confused
people pour in. Many stayed outside, as the hall wasn’t big enough to 
fit the entirety of Sineria in it.

Callius rushed in and stood next to the king. Once everybody
was settled, Stuart began speaking. 

“I apologize, my kingdom, for waking you up at this hour! I
do need to speak to you about what is going on!” The Sinerians 
started to look around and began whispering, concerning Stuart. He
tried to get their attention. 

“SHUT UP!” Melerah yelled. Everyone turned their heads and
stared straight at Stuart out of fear. 

“Anyways,” Stuart continued, “the kingdom has been going
through some issues lately. There’s been a couple of men who were
here, talking about a woman by the name of Hezara. Then, there was
the giant, not even the word… colossal… immense, bigger than any
animal from what I’ve heard, dragon, wandering our forest. This is
too much to handle. If things get worse, we WILL have to go to war!”
That chilling word revived the whispers, this time a bit louder.

“Wait, war?” Melerah said, filling with fear. “As in… sending 
knights off with weapons to fight them… or at least get them to back
off?”

“No,” Jake replied. “War as in the knights going off to give
them pie and hugs.” Melerah socked Jake’s shoulder with all her
might. He scowled at her as he rubbed his shoulder. “Anyways, 
maybe if they come on ships, we can get a blue whale to land on them
and crush all of them!” Hayden and Melerah looked at him as if he
were crazy. 

“Um, first off,” Hayden announced, “blue whales rarely ever
come into the Great Sinerian Sea. Second, if they did, how would we
train them to attack enemies? Third, what if they make a mistake and
crush one of our ships, IF they came into the sea and IF we were able
to train them?”

“Okay, humpback whales!” Hayden shook his head. Melerah
patted Jake on the back out of pity. 

Stuart sipped his cider and slammed the cup back on the table. 
He then whispered something in Callius’s ear. Callius nodded and
informed the citizens of what Stuart said, who was too nervous to say
it himself without breaking down.

“ALL MUST NOT LEAVE THE KINGDOM FOR ANY
REASON!” The whispers died off once again. 

“Wait, what if we need to fish?” a young man asked. 

“And what if we need to go to the markets up north?” a young 
lady added.

“We’ll have a few knights cover our needs,” Stuart said. “Once
we get everything we need, you all must stay here, in Sineria!” The
hall started to get louder. “We’re going to have to let the knights rest
up so they can fight the Zydrinns.”

“Zydrinns!” someone yelled with audible fear and shock. The
Sinerians looked on with fear and confusion. None of them seemed to 
know what a Zydrinn was. The person who yelled Zydrinns stood up. 
“Zydrinns were some of the toughest warriors around. I should stop
speaking about them in past tense, apparently. Just know, they don’t
give up so easily. Yes, there were armies that made Zydrinns drop like
mosquitoes in smoke, but that wouldn’t make them stop. Each battle, 
they became more and more successful. This made people turn
against their own homes and join Zydrinns, which an army getting 
bigger by the war contributed to their success. Eventually, they
became extremely feared and respected. They have NEVER lost a 
war before. Yes, we have the toughest and smartest knights to exist at
this point, but Zydrinns aren’t dumb themselves, at all. They are
tough as well, and they don’t give up due to some losses.” The man
sat down after the terrifying Zydrinn description. Some of the knights 
looked at each other fearfully. “Also, don’t even think about using any
animals, like horses and dogs, in the war. They slaughter any animal 
they feel or know isn’t valuable to them. They proudly wear the skins
of bears, seals, and more. Also, they only use one type of weapon. A
type of sword called a saber. It’s a backsword. Not as large and
powerful as… some swords, but with their skills, they can do 
anything with those sabers. They started using the weapons after
defeating a country that once used them, adopting the sword as their
own type. Don’t let their sabers fool you! With their skills, all they
really need to cause massive casualties is that one particular sword.”
The man finished his cup of wine and walked out. A few people
followed, asking him questions.

Stuart couldn’t get any sleep that night. He was worried for the
knights and for Sineria. If they lost, it would be back to the days of
the wizard, or worse. Stuart was glad that Beth wasn’t there. He
didn’t want her stressing about the Zydrinns and Hezara as much as
he was. His brown beard started to develop gray strands of hair along 
with the hair on his head. All of the royal dogs, except the Icelandic
sheepdog, slept away in the room with him. The sheepdog slept right
at the bottom step of the castle’s staircase, pretty much in the throne
room. 

The sheepdog’s ears perked up as he growled, still sleeping. 
His tail started to wag. He sniffed something. The scent woke him up
and began leading his nose. The smell led him to the kitchen. There, 
he saw Roger stealing some food, triggering rabid-like barks. The
Zydrinn dropped all of the food. The dog charged, snapping and
flinging drool. Roger attempted to climb back through the window, 
but the dog grabbed his foot and thrashed, tearing his shoe. Roger
kicked the dog with his other foot. The canine whimpered and
backed away. 

Stuart heard the commotion. He sent the rest of the dogs
downstairs, got his slippers on, and slapped the crown on his head.
Roger yelled as the rest of the dogs rushed into the kitchen. The
dunker grabbed his other leg and started to pull. The other dogs 
barked and growled at him, keeping him cornered on the counter. 
The sheepdog helped haul Roger in. Stuart, fixing his crown, 
stomped into the kitchen. 

“What are you doing in my castle?” Stuart asked. Roger had
no answer. Stuart pulled out a sword and pointed it at the Zydrinn. 
“Now I don’t like to repeat myself!” The castle started to shake. 
Stuart looked out of his window. Looking back at him was a giant,
yellow eye. It belonged to the black wingwalker. The dragon roared, 
shaking the castle even more. It stuck its hand through the window, 
cutting itself a bit on the broken glass. It grabbed Roger and pulled
him out before flying away with him tight in its grip. Stuart watched
the massive creature carry the Zydrinn general off, his dogs barking
louder than ever. Stuart, along with the dunker and greyhound, 
followed. The dragon dropped Roger off on a huge ship and flew off. 
Stuart groaned as he watched the ship set sail.

Meanwhile, at an island far away, more Zydrinn ships were
anchored in the water. This was where the warriors stayed, the
developing kingdom they were fighting and destroying other
kingdoms to protect. They spent most of their time training for
battles.

Roger walked in a large, stony, tower-like structure and
approached a throne. He bowed, then stared the leader in her eyes. 

“Hezara!” Roger called. “We have returned!”

“What is Sineria like now?” she asked in a scratchy voice. 

“Oh, they’re a complete mess! You can tell that even the king 
is scared of us.” Hezara cackled. She got up and advanced towards 
Roger. 

Hezara wasn’t the most beautiful lady. Her skin was greenishgray like an old, dying frog. Her teeth were sharp and brown, and her
nails like claws. She wore no shoes, so her feet were hideous. Short, 
gray, wiry hair that looked like it belonged on a diseased wolf stood
on her head. Shorter, gray strands of hair hung from her witch-like
nose like vines in a tree. Her dingy, white skirt, which looked more
like a sleeveless shirt, had holes and cuts at the bottom. 
Hezara seemed like she would be weak, being a quite skinny
woman, but she was almost as strong as the Zydrinns, if not stronger
than a few. 

Hezara’s favorite weapon was her double-ended scythe. One
end had the blade of the scythe while the other end had a giant
woodpecker skull held on by a sap-covered vine. The skull itself was
also fairly strong. Hezara would use the beak to get rid of a few
stubborn Zydrinns, and the blade would help finish off the ones who 
survived a blow from the skull. 

“I’m glad I can count on you,” Hezara said, patting Roger’s
face. He smiled and blushed.







Chapter Four

Hayden saw his dad running towards him. Jack stopped in front of
his son, out of breath and attempting to speak.

“Yes dad?” Hayden said, concerned. Jack caught a bit of his 
breath and began speaking.
“The king needs to see you.”

“Why does Stuart need to see me?” Jack, still breathing 
heavily, shrugged. Once Jack completely caught his breath, he
explained some more.

“He never told me exactly why, but as I was walking by his
castle, he asked if I could tell you to go see him. He couldn’t because
he had to save his dogs from a fiesty deer they angered. He just
needed a quick way to tell you to meet him there.”

Hayden dashed to the king and queen’s castle and burst
through the door, falling on the throne room floor and on top of a
dead deer covered in dog bites. 

“Your majesty! You needed me?” Stuart slowly turned around
and looked down. He leaned against a wall. 

“Hayden, I don’t know what the fate of my kingdom will be.”

“We’re Sineria. We’re tough! Those Zydrinns have never
fought Sinerian knights before!” Stuart looked up and smiled.

“I’m glad that you are here to reassure me,” the king told the
young adult. “We do need to warn the rest of the knights though.”
Not all of them know.” Hayden nodded. Stuart needed a reason for
Hayden to leave, as he knew every knight already knew about
Hezara. He had a plan for Hayden and it involved a weapon, but the
king had to decide which weapon for Hayden to use.

Hayden ran off to where the knights gathered. Some of them
were sleeping on the beds provided for all knights, should anything 
happen to a knight’s home. The first knight he saw was Brandon, one
of the toughest knights in Sineria. He once used his old mace to
smash a giant snapping turtle-like creature’s shell, sending the animal 
running off and never returning. Hayden went right over to him and
shook him awake. 

“Brandon! Did you hear? Hezara and the Zydrinns are going 
to fight Sineria!” Brandon threw his pillow at him. Hayden turned
red. Unfortunately, Hayden awoke the one knight who believed the
Hezara thing to be a prank.

“Hezara isn’t real,” Brandon said through grunts. “And even if 
she was, she would be dead!”

“And what makes you say that?” Hayden asked. Brandon got
up and stared at Hayden.

“Let me tell you a story.”

“Ooh, I love stories!”

“Many, many, many, many, MANY years ago, there was an
ancient Sicilian city by the name of Grostazia. This city was kind of
like Sineria, just not as good. Anyways, this city had all of the best
resources, some of the best farms, which grew good meats and
produce, and a great leader. A goddess by the name of Hezaratis was
a major part of Sicilian culture. She was a healer. Oh, she was
gorgeous! Her blonde, wavy hair shined like gold when light touched
it, and it waved in the wind like a horse’s mane. Her clear, peachesand-cream skin, soft like snow. Eyes green like a spring forest and a
voice so angelic, it gave chills to even the other gods. Her beautiful 
white skirt had holes shaped like music notes at the bottom, and
when the wind blew through them, a tune would play.”

Hayden was fixated on Brandon’s words, imagining how
beautiful this goddess was.

“Once, a huge battle broke out. A Sicilian who was injured and
almost dead was sent to Hezaratis. She healed him, but when he
woke up, he was startled. He wanted to know where he was and who 
this woman was that was healing him. She tried to calm him down, 
but he wouldn’t stop panicking. He fought, and after inflicting a good
injury to her, Hezaratis lashed out and killed him. Not too long after, 
she was called upon by her older brother and prince of the Sicilian
gods, Luptator. As her punishment, he strapped Hezaratis to a
lightning bolt. Little sparks and bolts tied her up to the bolt. He
picked it up, drew his arm back, then threw it to the ground.”

Hayden looked on in amazement. 

“Once the bolt hit the ground, it caused an electrical 
explosion. Somehow, just somehow, which I don’t get, the explosion
didn’t kill Hezaratis, but disfigured her. Her skin was burned and lost
its color. Her skirt became dingy and the music notes turned to holes. 
Her long, blonde hair was singed away. She didn’t want to be seen by
people ever again. She fled to the woods, where she spent her life. She
stole a scythe and used it to kill a poor bird. Then, she used the bird’s 
skull as a weapon, attaching it to the other end of it. She didn’t take
care of herself well, so her nails and teeth grew sharp, brown, cracked, 
and filthy. Her skin turned and stayed a greenish almost gray color. 
She was considered to be a mortal by then, so she should be dead.”
Hayden thought it was a great story, but he was still wondering 
something. 

“But, how did she get the Zydrinn army?”

“I don’t know,” Brandon said back. “But, I’m pretty sure
that’s all just a Sicilian myth.” Brandon flipped back over to see Jace, 
another knight, shaking a finger.

“Hezara was never a goddess,” Jace declared. “She was just a 
regular woman who’s from our time, but she is of Siclian descent. 
Some points of the story don’t even make sense. Gods and goddesses 
can’t be injured, and no god or goddess would ever rage and kill 
anyone, especially someone filled with fear in an odd moment. 
Anyways, she was actually disfigured from a bad lightning strike in a 
severe storm, which explains her appearance. Taunted, feared, and
hated by many, she fled to an unclaimed land, claimed it as her own,
and worked desperately to build it up and become a queen. Being
Sicilian, she ended up finding the last remaining Zydrinns and rebuilt
the army from there.” Hayden nodded.

“Either way,” Brandon voiced, “she is nothing more than a
legend.” Brandon plopped his head back down and tried to fall back
asleep. The pillow he threw at Hayden then hit him in his face. He
shot up and looked around. Aaron was standing right next to Hayden. 
He waved. Brandon gulped.

“The boy isn’t lying!” Aaron declared. “None of us are. That
thought of this all being a joke shall leave your mind! The king and
everyone else in Sineria knows about this! Now, get ready for a fight
for the life of the entire kingdom!” Brandon got up and put his armor
on. “Now, you Hayden! The king needs to see you again. He’s ready
to show you something he’s been planning.” Hayden returned to the
king and queen’s castle and watched as Stuart paced back and forth. 

“Hayden, you are one of our greatest heroes,” Stuart said. “I
think I have a job for you, but it won’t get you killed, at least not by
the Zydrinns.”

Hayden and Stuart approached a large door. The king pushed
it open, allowing Hayden to go in first. A variety of weapons filled
Hayden’s eyes. The walls were lined with maces, hatchets, swords, 
scimitars, crossbows, and more. 

Stuart walked up to a battle axe, his smile noticed by Hayden.
He carefully removed it from the wall and handed it to the young 
adult.

The axe had a short, dark brown handle made from a rare
species of Eurasian apple tree. The blades were beautiful, silver and
shining like a diamond in the sun. On each side of the blades was a 
carving of a wyvern fighting a large snake.

“Where did you get this from?” Hayden asked, admiring the
weapon. Stuart smiled as he kept his gaze locked with the axe. 

“This axe was my great great grandfather’s. It helped him, as
well as all who came after, through any situation. It’s like our good
luck charm. It’s very helpful, especially against the things members of
my family have encountered.” Hayden turned it around, admiring it
even more. “I’m giving it to you to help you. I would let you use the
sword, but I don’t know if Hezara or any Zydrinns know of it, and if
they do and they find out we have it, they may become more hostile
and forcefull knowing that we hold an infamous, beautiful weapon
that helped free a kingdom.”

“I understand,” Hayden said. “It’s a risk you don’t want to
take.”

“Plus, as I stated before, I believe this axe to be a good luck
charm. If anything, I’d rather Hezara or a Zydrinn take me than you. 
Hayden, you are a great warrior, and I need you to be safe. Whether
we win or not, I don’t need one of our greatest warriors getting killed. 
If we lose and you can’t become a knight for Sineria, I want you to
have your own kingdom. Become a leader of your own. I know you
could.” Confidence and fatherly love were felt by Hayden. “Use the
axe when you need to. I suggest you ALWAYS keep Max, maybe even
Jake and Melerah, in your castle. Titan and Dawn are always near
your home, so you and your friends may be the most protected. A few
knights will stay back and guard the kingdom, but most of them will 
go off to fight.” Hayden began to feel anxious. Stuart put his hand on
his shoulder, smiling and lightly rocking him. 

When Hayden returned to his castle, he sat in the kitchen, 
unable to take his eyes off of the axe. He was waiting for his mother
and father. Max was the only one there. He waited for hours, but no 
one showed up. After growing tired of looking outside of his window, 
walking up and down the stairs, and snacking on something, Hayden
went outside when he heard a loud noise. Another ship docked at the
bay preparing to leave, its passengers being Zydrinns forcing some
people on board. The Zydrinns, maybe over thirty of them, had snuck
into Sineria and kidnapped some citizens who were outside of their
homes, likely to force them to become Zydrinns. Hayden eventually
saw his mother and father being walked out from the hold of the ship.

“Is that the last you could get here?” a Zydrinn said.

“Yep,” replied another. “These stragglers were all we could
find outside of their homes. An intense search for sure though.”

As the last Sinerians kidnapped were tossed into the hold, the
ship sailed off, way before Hayden could even make it down the stairs
and into the bay. He cried out for his parents. Jack turned slightly, 
but he was only met with a saber pointed to him, and at the saber’s
end, a chuckling Zydrinn, baring his yellow teeth through crusty lips. 

Hayden’s vision blurred as tears built up in his eyes. Max went
over to him and licked the tears. Hayden patted him then slowly and
sadly walked home. He went into his room, but experienced another
sleepless night. Max couldn’t sleep either. 

The next morning, Hayden got up and headed to Jake and
Melerah’s houses. Neither answered their door, adding to his sorrow
and worries. Hayden decided to head into the forest, as seeing the
kingdom empty of the ones he loved brought pain. When he looked
back, he saw that Max wasn’t following him, ensuing a panic. He
looked around, searching intensely. Losing the bit of hope in the
deepest, darkest part of his mind, Hayden gave up and glumly tread
into the forest. 

However, Max just wandered off when an odd amount of noise
grabbed his attention. The hound made it to the coast where knights
were boarding a ship. He got on the ship and sniffed around,
wagging his tail. He looked up and saw Aaron holding a crate full of
weapons. The knight jumped back.

“Max?” Aaron cried, startled. The hound barked. “What are
you doing here? You’re supposed to be with Hayden!” Max whined
and looked back at Sineria. “No. You need to go and find Hayden. 
Stay with him and protect him. He needs you, especially at a stressful 
time like this. Besides, you’ll eat all of our food.” Max looked over
and saw bread, potatoes, meat, fish, fruit, and more. He barked and
darted over to them. Aaron tried to stop him, but Max turned back
and growled. Aaron saw what Max was actually going for. It was a rat
nibbling on a potato. The dog grabbed the rodent and tossed it in the
water. “Nevermind. I guess you can stay. You’ll be good in getting 
rid of the rodents.” Max barked and wagged his tail. 

In the forest, Hayden slouched against a tree as he drew a 
picture in the dirt with a stick. It was of him, Jack, Felisa, Max, Jake, 
and Melerah. As he sketched, a fluffing sound grabbed his attention. 
The young adult got up and walked over to a big tree. Sitting on a
branch was a large bird. It turned its head and stared at him with its 
great, orange eyes. A Eurasian eagle owl, an animal Hayden has only
seen once, was mere feet above him. They were majestic birds, and
many other animals were scared of them. With large feet and huge, 
powerful talons, what wouldn’t be?

As Hayden admired the owl, it noticed a little squirrel trying to 
enter a den at the roots of a tree. The bird spread its wings and went
after the rodent. Flinging its feet forward and stretching out its talons, 
the squirrel was snatched up and carried off, much to Hayden’s 
amazement. Not only did it amaze Hayden, but it reminded him that
he needed to eat. He looked around for something, anything. To his 
left, knight berries, but he hated those. A bit to his right, ants were
heading back in their nest, but they were too defensive to try to 
attack. 

Hayden turned around and came face to face with a raccoon. 
He looked at the animal, then back at his axe, then the raccoon again. 
It didn’t take long for the masked creature to figure out what Hayden
was thinking about doing. Cooing and pinning its ears back, the
raccoon took off. Hayden pursued it with the axe high above his
head. 

“WAIT! WAIT, COME BACK! I’M STARVING!” Hayden
threw the axe, just missing the raccoon but hitting a tree. He pulled it
out as he ran by. The raccoon jumped into a den. Hayden came to a
dusty halt and reached his hand in it. He felt around, but when what
felt like hundreds of tickles brushed over his arm, he yanked it out. A
large, about four foot long centipede clung to his arm, waving its 
antennae about and brushing his hand with its two, long back legs. 

Hayden knew this creature as the Sinerian flame-headed
centipede, the largest centipedes in the kingdom, if not Europe. Even
spiders and scorpions moved out of the way for these bugs. With dark
blue almost black bodies, pale yellow legs, and a scarlet head with
pale yellow antennae, these centipedes were both beautiful and spinetingling.

Hayden threw the centipede off. As it tried to crawl away, the
hungry redhead chopped it in half. 

As night drenched Sineria in its darkness, Hayden started a 
fire where he roasted the bug. Once it seemed cooked well enough,
he bit into it. One tooth made contact, causing the creature’s 
exoskeleton to shatter into his mouth and fly everywhere. Hayden, too 
hungry to care, chewed it up. Even though the meat was burnt, he
continued eating. He turned around and grabbed some knight
berries. Although the berry itself was disliked by Hayden, the taste of
its juice on certain meats was actually quite delicious. Sure enough, 
the fruit taste overpowered the burnt, fake crab taste. 

Hayden, now full, left bits of exoskeleton and meat scattered
on the ground. He still wished he could at least have Max by his side. 

“Goodnight Max,” he said, looking up at the sky. Hayden
nodded off with the axe right next to him, just in case. 







Chapter Five

Hayden, awake for a while as the sun shined into the early day, 
headed off. Nearly an hour of wandering Sineria’s great forest soon
brought him to a lake. He dropped the axe and dashed towards the
water, his thirst already feeling quinched.

Hayden gratefully took handfuls of water. Right when he
brought it to his face, he noticed minnows, tadpoles, and a shrimp
darting around in the pond formed in his cupped palms. He dumped
the water with disgust. 

Grumbling and thirsty, a sharp, red fin appeared in Hayden’s 
peripheral vision. The fin was that of a regular fish’s, but the way it
stuck out of the lake and slowly swam about was shark-like. Soon it
submerged. The sound of the forest floor crunching caught Hayden’s
attention. He turned to see a thick hair-tailed possum. These
endangered marsupials could only be found in Sineria and Saulkton. 

The possum stared at Hayden with its dark brown eyes. 
Seeing an opportunity for a good meal, Hayden slowly reached for the
axe. The possum, noticing this, lunged forward and grabbed the axe
in its jaws and ran towards the lake. As the animal stood at the edge, 
it looked back at Hayden. 

“GIVE IT BACK YOU DIRTY ANIMAL!”
The marsupial jumped into the water as Hayden got within
range. He looked on into the lake with worry and a bit of anger. Some
fur floated up as blood spilled into the water. The axe followed
shortly, rising to the surface. 

Hayden waded into the lake with a smile opening on his face. 
As he lifted the axe from the water, he noticed the hand bones of the
possum wrapped around the handle. He quickly plucked the bones
from the axe and tossed it further into the lake. Hayden, preparing to
return to land, felt something pierce his leg. Something else went
through his knee. 

“What the hell?”
When an egret flew over the lake, a fish jumped up and latched
onto its chest, bringing the bird into the water. The frightened and
elegant bird attempted to fly back out as more fish approached it,
soon stripping it to bare bone. Hayden knew what these were: leopard
perch. 

These yellow fish were decorated in black dots, which wasn’t
the only thing that got them their name. Their aggression backed by
a mouth full of sharp teeth also earned them the name. Smart, fast, 
and always found in a large school or shoal, these fish were
something to be feared, and thankfully, they weren’t bigger than
trout. Leopard perch were also known for flashing their blood red fins
whenever they got excited. 

Hayden could tell the fish were ecstatic for his presence in the
lake. Nothing but flashes of red appeared in the murky water. The
hungry and excited perch attracted more fish. 

Hayden took the axe and slashed a perch that leapt at him. A
few perch darted towards it and began devouring their own deceased
kind. Hayden knew the dead fish could be dinner if he didn’t become
dinner himself. He snatched both halves of the fish and ran to shore. 
The chattering of the perches’ teeth was loud enough to be heard
from land. Hayden, catching his breath, started a fire with some
nearby rocks. 

Hayden did feel bad for the possum, and he felt worse that he
couldn’t use it for food, considering the possum had more meat on it
than a fish. 

Night fell quickly and the perch was almost done. Once it was
cooked well enough, Hayden took it out of the fire. As he went for a 
bite, rustling got his attention. Hayden looked up to see the eagle
owl. She was perched on a branch in a nearby tree, watching as
Hayden prepared to eat the fish.

“Want some?” Hayden asked jokingly. The owl snapped its
wings open and swooped down with its fuzzy feet extended. The
nocturnal raptor grabbed both parts of the fish and flew over the lake. 
“So nature REALLY hates me!”

Just as Hayden was about to put the fire out, the lake began to
bubble. Ripples formed and soon turned to waves. The waves then
merged into one massive wave. The arched water rushed to shore and
crashed on top of Hayden, slamming him to the ground and
extinguishing the fire. Helpless perch flopped about, opening and
closing their gills and slowly waving their pectoral fins. The owl, one
of the leopard perch’s few predators, caused the fish to panic as it
swooped over the lake. The panicked perch swam towards shore all at
once, resulting in the large wave that slammed itself onto land.

Hayden reached for a fish, but it snapped at his finger. A little
freaked out, he started another fire. Once the fire resurrected and
danced on the logs, Hayden put about ten fish on a stick and cooked
them slowly. 

The smell of fresh fish cooking filled the forest and boosted
Hayden’s appetite. The perch was done, and Hayden ate them in
peace. Stomach full of fresh, steaming, flaky, flavorful fish, Hayden
drifted off for the night. However, with the stress of being attacked by
fish, losing his first catch, restarting the fire, and waiting for his new
batch of perch to cook, night zoomed by. With morning arriving 
quickly to Hayden, he lumbered to his feet and wiped his eyes. 
Tracks from foxes, badgers, and a few other animals that came to
scavenge the dead perch were left in the moist soil. Hayden, still not
wanting to return to the kingdom mainland, knowing his loved ones 
weren’t there, decided to head deeper into the forest.

Hayden’s journey came to a quick stop when he saw a 
beautiful butterfly fly past his face. As he watched the orange and
black majestic creature effortlessly flap in the air, a frog leapt up and
shoved the insect down its throat. Once it landed back on the ground,
a grass snake shot out of the foliage and swallowed the frog. A
raccoon then appeared from the bushes and ate the snake. Finally, a 
species of dragon called a comb snout, carried the raccoon off. 

“Woah!” Hayden said. “I didn’t think these were real!”
Comb snouts were a large species of dragon called wyverns, 
two-legged dragons that were built more like birds. As if wyverns 
weren’t eccentric enough, comb snouts took it to another level. Their
name was earned due to the three long, sharp spikes, which were
actually teeth that were outside of their mouths, lined up vertically on
their snout and chin, resembling a comb. With a somewhat long tail
fan, small, nearly invisible back spikes, and forest green scales, these
dragons were a unique reptile. Not a particularly aggressive dragon, 
only getting snappish and fiery when threatened.

Hayden studied the dragon in awe. The comb snout flew up to 
a large hole high up in a tree and tossed the raccoon in. Three baby
comb snouts, baring short, dull stubs instead of spikes for a comb, 
rushed to eat the mammal. The raccoon hissed and swiped at them, 
prompting the adult dragon to blast the tree hole with a jet of fire. Of
course, they were immune to their own fire, kind of like snakes may
be immune to their own venom, so the babies were unscathed, but
the raccoon was a different story. 

The young comb snouts dug into the crispy animal. The adult
flew back down when the other one, probably the mother since it was
slightly smaller, returned. The male comb snout investigated Hayden. 
It sniffed, licked, and stared at him. Hayden kneeled down when one
of the babies somewhat flew to the ground and tumbled in front of
him. 

“Aw, you’re a cute little creature aren’t you?” Hayden felt
something running through his orangish-red hair as he scratched the
baby dragon, as if someone were combing him. He looked back and
saw the male comb snout combing his hair. Hayden, at first, saw it as
a kind gesture, but that’s when he remembered why they did this. 
Even though he didn’t really believe they existed, he still read about
them. He remembered reading that comb snouts will usually comb
their prey to calm them down, then, they go in for the kill. Hayden
darted off like a deer that sensed a pack of wolves. The dragon
allowed Hayden to escape, as they weren’t the type of predator to 
chase down their prey.

As Hayden traversed the forest, out at sea, the Sinerian ships 
gracefully sailed the waters. Stuart leaned over the edge of the ship, 
looking out at sea. He watched as animals happily swam and played
around. 

“I wish we could be that happy right now,” Stuart said. Aaron,
saddened by those words, approached Stuart. 
“It will be okay,” Aaron told his friend. “Trust me!” Stuart
wanted to agree, but he felt like he just couldn’t.

Right when Stuart was about to say something, they heard a 
thud. Aaron walked over first and peered up the mast. On the
foremast, he saw Jake and Melerah clinging like koalas on a 
Eucalyptus tree. 

“WHAT ARE YOU DOING UP THERE?” Aaron roared. 

“Oh, nothing,” Jake said back. 

“GET DOWN FROM THERE!” yelled Stuart. 

“See, that’s the problem,” Jake said. “I want to get down
without breaking anything!”

“WE’RE GOING TO FIGHT WITH YOU!” Melerah
declared. 

“NO!” Stuart shouted back. “IT’S TOO DANGEROUS!”
Melerah didn’t seem to care much, laughing and shaking her head as
her face reddened.

“Sir, we’re sorry,” Jake added. “Trust me, I didn’t want to
come at all!” Stuart shook his head and pinched the bridge of his
nose. 

“It’s fine!” Aaron said. “You two can ride dolphins back to
Sineria!” Jake quickly shook his head.

“Nope! I’m terrified of dolphins!” Melerah laughed.

“It’s true,” she said through giggles.

“Dolphins?” Aaron asked in disbelief.

“Yes! They’re like skinnier whales with beaks and permanent
smiles! And those beedy, dark eyes. Not to mention those clicks and
whistles they emit. What isn’t scared of them?” Aaron turned to Stuart
with his mouth slightly open.

“Of all things,” Aaron said to Stuart in disbelief, “dolphins?
Not sharks, sea dragons, eels, or giant squid? Dolphins.” Stuart
shook his head, groaned, and faced the young adults.

“So, what do I say to your parents if something happens to you
two in the war?” Stuart asked. Jake shrugged.

“Well, nothing will happen because we’re Sinerians!” Melerah
boasted. 

“JUST GET DOWN!” Aaron demanded with a touch of anger. 
The young adults dropped down and approached the king and the
knight.

“See, that wasn’t so hard, was it Jake?” Melerah said, dusting 
her hands off. Jake shook his head and mumbled.

“I think it would be best if you two stayed on the ship while
we fight,” Stuart suggested. Melerah disagreed, and it was obvious.
She rolled her eyes and slightly turned away from Stuart and Aaron.
Jake wanted to agree with them, but Melerah gave him the look of
death. 

“Why are we even going elsewhere to fight?” Melerah asked. 
Stuart and Aaron looked at each other. 

“Well,” Stuart said, “I got a little bit more information about
the Zydrinns. Apparently, they have a small island this direction
where they’re known to patrol. We’re going to go there and catch
them by surprise before they come to Sineria and cause any damage.”

Aaron looked up to see a few Atlantic puffins flying above the
ships. This was strange, as puffins weren’t normally found in that area 
at all. No complaints though, as seeing the adorable, big-beaked
birds flap about put a smile on his face. Aaron then looked over to see
some orcas swimming around, probably chasing after the school of
jack swimming away. Anthony was also leaning over the ship and
staring into the water. 

“Hey guys!” Anthony called. “Do you think we could use this
dragon to help us fight?” Stuart and Aaron rushed over to see what
Anthony was talking about. Before they could make it over to him, a 
large, turquoise sea dragon popped its head out of the water. A
marine kelp-tail!

These large reptiles bore long tails that split off at the end,
resembling kelp. In the front, large flippers, each equipped with a
large, white thumb claw. In the back, smaller but still quite large
flippers, the hind ones clawless. Their backs were lined with webbed
spines, an appearance often described as a webbed spiny sail. To add
to the eccentric appearance, these oceanic reptiles had two large eyes 
on each side of their head, like most dragons, and animals in general. 
Near their snout, right above their nostrils, rested smaller eyes on
each side. Their long, crocodile-like jaws were filled to the brim with
jagged, shark-like teeth.

The marine kelp-tail slapped the water with its wings. Aaron
retrieved a spear and chucked it at the aquatic beast. The dragon
grabbed the spear in its jaws and snapped it in half. Tossing the
broken weapon from its mouth, the dragon began shooting out jets of
water with enough power to stun a young sperm whale.

Aaron moved out of the way just in time. The kelp-tail slinked
beneath the waves and creepily swam circles around the ship. Jake
worried as Melerah smiled, waiting for the dragon to show up again. 
Stuart drew his falchion and prepared for the dragon to come back as
Max barked and ran to each side the dragon swam. 

The kelp-tail shot its head out of the sea and blasted out
multiple streams of water. One hit knocked Aaron’s armor plate off of
his shoulder. Stuart was ready to kill the creature, considering Aaron
was his best friend. The dragon bellowed and attempted to climb
onto the ship, tilting it.

“OH NO!” Jake cried as he slid towards the water. 

The dragon’s long jaws gaped like a cave, ready for the
Sinerians to fall in. Stuart held on tightly. Aaron, a bit dizzy, stumbled
to his feet. Once he became stable again, he took the falchion from
Stuart’s hands and leapt into the air. He drew his arm back, ready to
plummet the weapon into the dragon. Right when he fell into the
creature’s mouth, he drove the falchion into its throat, slicing the
uvula from the roof of its mouth. The dragon, panicking as it
swallowed its uvula, screeched, shooting out water and blood. It beat
its wings and turned back around, diving deep into the sea after
slapping the surface with its kelp-like tassels. The ship stood back up
with enough force to nearly turn it back around.

After pointing the ship in the correct direction, relief came to 
everyone on board. Jake wiped the sweat from his face as he
nervously laughed.

“Well, I’m glad we’re all okay so we can go and get our butts 
kicked by some Zydrinns,” Jake announced. Everyone looked back at
Jake as if they wanted to throw him overboard. “You know what? I’ll 
just take myself over… somewhere else.” Another ship of Sinerian
knights, although fairly far, was visible behind them. James waved
from the ship. Aaron waved back. 







Chapter Six

Hayden was still exhausted from running from the comb snout. As he
strolled along, he admired the axe.
“I’m glad I have you to protect me,” Hayden said, his eyes 
glued to the weapon. He then heard a roar, but it wasn’t the
wingwalker’s, not even a black-backed dragon’s. The roar sounded
like an immense beast, but nowhere near the size of even a blackbacked. Hayden became more curious than fearful. “Alright, I need
to find out what this is!” Hayden had the axe ready and looked
around, waiting for the possibility of the roaring creature, or another, 
to surprise him. 

As Hayden journeyed on, he soon became engulfed by fog. 
The deep croaking of frogs filled his ears as the trees took on a more
sinister and creepy look. Dead leaves swirled around him as the
clicking of crayfish claws made his skin crawl. He had the axe in a
tight grip, ready to slash anything that came after him. 

As Hayden waited for something to show itself, a bright blue
flash shined in his eyes. He wandered over to what it was and leaned
down. Looking back at him, an electric blue crayfish. The
crustaceans were a rare sight, partially due to the fact that they were
spotted easily by predators. 

Hayden admired the little creature. He reached his hand out
to pick it up. It didn’t seem that aggressive, waving its antennae and a
claw at him. The little crustacean used its tail to flick itself off of
Hayden’s hand.

“Why did you do that little buddy? I’m not going to hurt you. 
This axe is to protect me from actual threats, not little adorable
animals like you.” The crayfish tried to scuttle away, but what it saw
behind Hayden caught up to it. A crayfish dragon ran over and
devoured the beautiful crustacean. 

These dragons were about the size of a lynx and covered in
brown scales until their legs which were green. Standing on their back
was a green sail that ran from their head to their tail. Strong jaws were
another feature, perfect for crunching up the shells of their favorite
prey that they’re named after.

Hayden’s jaw dropped as he watched the bits of blue shell fall 
from the dragon’s mouth. The crustacean-crunching reptile hissed at
Hayden and flew away. 

“Nothing innocent lasts out here, does it?” As Hayden began
to proceed with his exploration, he fell into mucky water. “PLEASE
NO PERCH!” As soon as Hayden felt something tickle his leg, he
shot out of the water. The sounds of nature Hayden didn’t even know
existed came alive within the humid, frightening swamp. “Great! So I
just have to hide out here until probably one of the largest, if not the
largest war in Sinerian history, is over.” Hayden looked at his
reflection in the axe’s blades. Something behind him got his
attention. He turned to see a goblin staring at him. The green, 
dandelion yellow-eyed creature came down and admired the 18-yearold. Hayden backed a bit, frightened by such an odd creature. 

“Uh, um… hey there… little… creature.” Hayden held his axe
with a firm grip. The goblin poked its head up and twitched its pointy
ears. Its gigantic, yellow eyes stared at Hayden’s bright, blue eyes. It
reached its finger out and examined Hayden like a curious monkey. 
“Hey little guy! You like this battle axe?” The goblin poked the blade, 
jumped back, and cooed. It crawled around, not taking its eyes off of
the weapon. Hayden became less afraid and more intrigued. “I’ve
read a bit about you guys. You’re usually quiet but curious.”

As Hayden admired the goblin more, it let out a loud screech, 
scaring the Sinerian into dropping the axe. The goblin snatched the
axe and took off, leaving nothing but a cloud of dust and an angered
Hayden.

“HEY! COME BACK HERE!” The goblin, on all fours, 
topped speeds Hayden couldn’t even reach. The green creature
climbed and hopped around in the trees like a hyper gibbon, fueling 
Hayden’s anger. “GET DOWN HERE!”

The goblin teased him, sticking out its tongue and slapping 
the branch it was on. As the mischievous creature mocked Hayden, it
dropped the axe, irritating it. To make things worse for the goblin, a
large, purple dragon, an unknown species to Hayden, ate the branch
with the goblin on it. It burped up one of the goblin’s claws and slunk
back into the vegetation of the wild. 

Hayden, wondering what type of dragon he just witnessed, 
went to retrieve the axe. The axe back with him and the journey set
again was satisfying, yet the dragon remained stuck in his head.

It felt like hours had gone by. Hayden didn’t even know if he
had feet at this point. He dragged the axe behind him as his eyes and
limbs grew heavy. The entire situation started to seem too familiar to
him. 

“Didn’t I get lost in the wilderness eight years ago?” At least
then he had Max. Soon, mudslider mating calls off in the distance
became audible. Not too far, a young crayfish dragon was stalking a
freshwater crab. Meanwhile, a comb snout was stalking the crayfish
dragon. Hayden’s stomach felt empty, and it made sure to let him
know by imitating a lonely humpback whale. The growling of his
stomach scared the crab and dragons away. 

Hayden peered up a tree, his eyes meeting a clutch of bright,
sky blue berries hanging from a branch. Smiling, salivating, and
pupils growing, the redhead scaled the tree and reached for the fruits.
As a finger nearly grazed a berry, the branch yanked itself out of his
reach and into the fog.

Hayden stared at the fog, waiting for the berries to return. His
theory: maybe this was a plant that had advanced senses and hid
away when it sensed a hungry animal. Therefore, he laid low and
stayed quiet and still, hoping the plant would feel safe and show up
again.

Something soon appeared, but nothing of Hayden’s 
expectations. A peculiar tree frog-like creature with a scorpion-like
tail and claws emerged. An abnormal creature, the snoarker. 

The beagle-sized amphibian creature stuck its tongue out,
revealing that it was the branch with taste buds resembling berries. 
This creature would use its tongue as bait to attract prey. Hayden ran
as the creature snapped at him. Without hesitation, the beast pursued
the Sinerian, throwing itself at him with its powerful hind legs. 

“LEAVE ME ALONE!”
The creature eventually had Hayden cornered. The young 
adult blindly swiped his axe at it a few times, slicing one of the
scorpion-like claws from its arm. The beast, agitated and in pain, 
raised its stinger and prepared to strike. Hayden ducked out of the
way, causing its stinger to become lodged in the tree behind him.
Hayden laughed, but the creature, finding no humor in its situation, 
hissed at him. Hayden took his axe and ran away as the strange beast
cried out in hunger angrily. 

Somewhere off in another section of the forest, a group of wild
boar were running for their lives. Off in the distance, a cloud of fire
blew into the air. The hairy pigs weren’t running from the fire, but
what was producing the fire. A tree fell over and crushed one boar, 
but the rest continued running. The black wingwalker knocked some
more trees over with his head. The mighty, agitated dragon let out a 
cry of anguish and pain. Lodged in his tail was an arrow, likely from
another knight encounter. As large as the dragon was, he was still 
fairly sensitive to pain.

The dragon banged his tail, hoping to get the arrow out. It
didn’t work, further fueling its anger. The wingwalker shot fire at the
arrow, weakening the wood. As the shaft fell, the sharp end stayed
wedged into his midnight scales and flesh. The dragon gave up, 
blowing smoke from his nostrils in defeat and curling up under a tree. 
The dragon wrapped himself in his tail, and his wings almost cloaked
him, allowing the animal to blend in with the darkness of the forest
where the sun couldn’t reach. However, another dragon came about.
It was Dawn! She lowered her head and sniffed the slumbering 
dragon, waking the beast up. The black wingwalker snapped back his 
eyelids and lifted his head.

Dawn roared, trying her best to intimidate the greater reptile. 
The wingwalker’s size was unreachable by black-backed dragons,
especially Dawn, so he didn’t see this as much of a threat. The great
black-backed dragon blew her fire, but flames to the wingwalker’s
scales were as harmful as fly is to a spider. 

With a slap of his mighty tail, Dawn flew to the ground. The
wingwalker rushed to her and clamped his jaws around the back of
her neck and thrashed like an angry dog, ripping off scales, skin, and
tearing flesh and tissue. Dawn used her caudal spade to jab the
wingwalker’s neck. She swiveled the spade, tearing away more flesh. 
This time, the wingwalker let go. 

Dawn snapped her wings open and took to the sky. The
wingwalker cried out in fury, watching her as she flew away. Tired
and in pain, the dragon decided to go back to sleep. 

When Dawn made it back to the Sineria mainland, she
immediately rushed to Titan. He was angered by the sight of her
injuries. He stomped towards the forest, but Dawn stood in his path, 
wings spread, eyes quivering and softening, and lightly grumbling. 
She felt that even something as big and powerful as Titan couldn’t
defeat a creature of such size. Titan growled and curled back up. 
Dawn looked off into the distance, staring at the forest. She didn’t
even really get a good look at the dragon, but she knew that it was a
powerful, large creature that couldn’t be dealt with so easily. 

Meanwhile, back out at sea, the knight ships were sailing into 
a slowly approaching storm. Aaron looked on at the dark clouds. A
bolt of lightning appeared to strike the water. Stuart wasn’t even
paying attention to it. He was looking into the water, thinking of what
was coming about. 

“Hezara won’t win your majesty,” Aaron told Stuart, placing a 
hand on the king’s shoulder. Stuart shook his head and walked away. 
Aaron sighed and went to talk to another knight.

“I think we shouldn’t even mention it at all,” the knight said. 

Aaron agreed, but he just wished Stuart could feel as confident as he
did. 
Thunder shook the sea as waves pushed the ships back a bit.
The clouds became darker and darker. Aaron started to become
concerned. The clouds, once white like the Arctic, were now black as
a panther. Melerah was sleeping while Jake was panicking.

“Melerah!” Jake cried. “Melerah!” Melerah was a deep sleeper. 
Nothing much could wake her up. A huge wave crashed onto the
ship, splashing Melerah along with a few others. 

“WHAT?” Melerah shouted. “WHAT HAPPENED?” She saw
everybody trying to keep steady. The storm seemed to grow stronger. 
A wave came up. In it were long, dark strands of seaweed, appearing 
to be some sort of tentacled beast ready to attack the ships. Once the
wave crashed, seaweed masked the deck, covering Jake the most. 

“IT’S EATING ME ALIVE!” Jake cried. Melerah grabbed
Jake and slapped him on the face. 

“Calm down!” Melerah demanded. “It’s just seaweed!

She held a piece of one of the plants.

“Oh.”

The sea wasn’t done though. It continued its assault on the

ships. Aaron closed the sail to prevent the ship blowing away as easily

as the wind would make it.

“I WOULD MUCH RATHER DEAL WITH ANOTHER 

MARINE KELP-TAIL!” a knight called out. 

The roaring of the storm was louder than the black

wingwalker’s own roar. Raindrops fell like asteroids. 

“FIGHT THROUGH IT!” Aaron commanded. Stuart almost

fell into the water. The sea crazed like a diseased animal being shot

by arrows. A variety of sea creatures washed up on some of the ships.
“Okay, can someone figure something out before I get

slapped by another herring?” Jake complained. 

“Oh, those are good eating,” Melerah said, reaching for the

flopping fish. 

A young marine kelp-tail was seen trying to beat the mighty

waves. The dragon was unsuccessful. It cried out as a large wave

shoved it underwater. 

Off in the distance, Stuart could see where the sun was

shining.

“LET’S TRY TO HEAD THERE!” Stuart demanded. “OUT

OF THIS STORM!”

A massive wave pushed the ships further back. The ship next

to them was struggling as well. Mark looked over at Aaron in fear. He

would rather have dealt with the Zydrinns over the storm at this point.

One of the ships made it out of the storm. With much effort and

struggle, Aaron’s ship nearly caught up. 

A bolt of lightning struck the waters near Aaron’s ship. A dead

shark raised to the surface alongside a few smaller fish. As the

powerful rain drops showered the ship, the Sinerians began to take

cover. Jake wailed as he ran to the cabin.

“JAKE!” Melerah cried. “Man up, it’s water!”

“HARD-HITTING WATER!”

The sky bellowed again before flashes in the black clouds 

appeared. Another wave pounded itself against the ship, nearly
knocking Melerah into the sea. She clung to the side of the ship with

all her strength.

“HELP!” Melerah cried.

“MELERAH!” Jake called as he rushed over to her. He

extended a hand as the rain hit harder. Then, it became visible. 

Another marine kelp-tail stalking Melerah, yet, she didn’t notice. 

“Come on, Melerah, come on!”

They reached further as tears filled Jake’s eyes. The dragon

sped up. It then submerged, licking its mouth and staring at Melerah

with unblinking eyes. Jake and Melerah grabbed hands, much to their

relief. Right as the dragon struck, Jake hauled Melerah on board. 

Angered, the kelp-tail shot its head out of the water and roared right

before another bolt of lightning hit it. The stunned beast sank

beneath the rough waves as smoke raised from the water.
With the last shove from a great wave, the ship cleared the

storm. The Sinerians cheered.

“Thank you, Jake,” Melerah said, hugging him.

“Of course,” Jake replied. “You’re my friend.”

“Whew!” Anthony exclaimed. “I would much rather deal with

a false hydra over that storm again!” To add to the victory, a small 

flock of great blue sky dragons flew overhead.

Great blue sky dragons were another type of wyvern. Their sky

blue scales and thick, slightly corkscrewed horns were the most

noticeable and beautiful features of these dragons. Their thick tail 

bore a vertical fan at the end like that of a black wingwalker’s tail. 
Instead of fire, great blues shot out a nearly invisible mist that

was so cold, it would freeze the flesh and tissue in another creature’s 

body while its skin frosted over. Great blues were also a type of
mountain dragon that lived at the highest point of a mountain, and
unlike other mountain dragons, they were not aggressive at all. The
only way one could really make them act out and maul them is to

attack them, or of course, their young, to near the point of death. 
The beautiful roars of the sky dragons were music to 

everyone’s ears. It was said to be good luck to see a great blue sky

dragon in one’s lifetime, considering they were so rare and also such

pure creatures. The roars faded as the dragons disappeared into the

sky. 

“Maybe we’ll win the fight due to seeing them,” Mark

suggested, pointing a thumb to the sky. Stuart felt he could only

hope. Max, somehow, slept through the storm.

“Didn’t know that anything else could sleep harder than

Melerah,” Jake said through laughs. Melerah threw a washed up

hermit crab at Jake’s head. As an angered Jake growled and shot a 

look towards Melerah, she smiled and walked away. 







Chapter Seven

Hayden stared at the freshly chopped centipede, still twitching. The
axe dripped the centipede’s fluids as the rest stained the blades.
“Another centipede for dinner I guess.” Hayden put the axe
down and reached for the two parts of the bug. The head end lunged
back at him. “That was waaaay too close!” Hayden retrieved the axe, 
preparing to finish the centipede off.  Right when he was about to 
bring the axe down on the creature, a crayfish dragon grabbed both
ends in its mouth and scurried away. “NO!” The disappointed and
slightly agitated Hayden didn’t feel like wasting energy chasing after
a dragon.

A ruffling sound caught Hayden’s attention. As a feather
floated down next to him, he gazed up a tree and saw the Eurasian
eagle owl again. The bird wasn’t paying attention to him. She was too 
occupied cleaning her feathers. He once again admired the creature. 

Once done preening, the owl saw a gopher. With great speed
and not a sound made, the bird of prey dove after the rodent. Hayden, 
driven by hunger, also went after the gopher. They grabbed the
rodent at the same time. Hayden pulled one end of the rodent while
the owl pulled the other. 

“Please, just… let… go!” Hayden struggled. The owl was
stronger though. It took the gopher from Hayden’s hands and flew
away. As his face reddened, he swung the axe around and grunted. 
“Why does everything here have to be against me?” Hayden gave up, 
shaking his head and leaving the area.

After walking for some time, Hayden heard that same roar
again. At this point, it became a burden to hear but not knowing what
it belonged to.

“ALRIGHT! WHATEVER YOU ARE, SHOW YOURSELF!”
The roar rang through the forest again. Hayden looked around the
forest, his irritation growing. As he prepared to take a step, he noticed
something on the ground. It was a large footprint. Smaller than a
black-backed dragon’s foot, but for sure, it was some type of large
dragon, but unknown to Hayden. He walked around and analyzed it.

“What do you belong to?” Hayden couldn’t take his eyes off of
the print. It was nothing but astonishing. “Maybe a young blackbacked?” A small, purple, circular object in the footprint caught his
eye. When Hayden picked it up and examined it, he realized it was a 
scale. “What the?”

Then came the booming sound of footsteps. Hayden ran
without hesitation. He didn’t feel like facing that threat. 

As the roars increased, Hayden came across more of the same
footprints. He stopped in his tracks. He walked around them, trying 
to figure them out. Another dragon, a flathead forest-crawler, came
from the sky. It landed in front of Hayden and began sniffing the
ground. The dragon’s long tail almost slashed him, but he knew when
to move. The dragon knew Hayden was there, it just didn’t care. A
few more forest-crawlers came. There was another adult, and with
them, a sub-adult and three babies. Hayden watched the little
dragons play with each other. 

“Awww!” He approached the reptiles. One of the adult
dragons growled. “Oh, nevermind.”

The dragon went back to tending to her hatchlings. They
cawed and made tiny growls as they played around. The dragons took
off when they heard booming footsteps and a familiar roar. This 
wasn’t the creature Hayden had been hearing lately. This was the
black wingwalker for sure, and it sounded livid. Hayden didn’t know
which direction the roar came from. As more roars pulsed through the
air, the forest shook. Hayden could see off in the distance a cloud of
fire shooting into the air. The wingwalker called out again. Hayden
felt like he was the only thing in the forest. He didn’t know what to
do. He looked at the axe, thinking about using it. Would it really
work against a creature bigger than several giant whales?

As booms got louder and vibrations became so strong they
made balance nearly impossible to achieve, Hayden ducked behind a 
bush. The massive, black, leathery wing slammed on the ground and
shook. The sharp thumb claw tore into the ground as the beast
lowered its head and bared its teeth. It didn’t know Hayden was
there. Hayden, watching with owl eyes and staying still as a boulder, 
swallowed a scream. Sweat trickled down his forehead like raindrops 
on a window. 

The growls sent vibrations throughout Hayden’s entire body. 
The creature flicked his dark purple, forked tongue out, helping it
smell the air better. The dragon could sense something coming. It
was Roger. The Zydrinn general extended a hand and touched the
dragon’s chin. The immense reptile seemed to calm down. 

“It’s all right Striker,” Roger told the beast. 

“That’s its name?” Hayden asked himself quietly. 

Roger pulled a roe deer he killed from the bushes and tossed it
in front of the giant beast. The dragon sniffed the carcass and looked
up at Roger. The Zydrinn backed away. Striker scooped the deer up
and swallowed it whole. Roger smiled. Striker grumbled, turned
around, and began walking away. His tail dragged against the
ground, leaving a long trail behind. Roger hopped onto the
wingwalker’s tail. The dragon roared and took to the sky. Hayden
watched the beast fly away. For an animal of such size, it was a shock
that it could fly so gracefully. A few black scales rained down from its 
body. It seemed as if everything else was afraid of this creature, and
they were right to be. However, Hayden wanted to know more about
it. He followed the great beast.

Striker landed on another side of a gorge. Roger got down and
met up with some other Zydrinns before leaving. Hayden, finally
catching up, looked down the gorge. The sharp rocks and steaming
water at the bottom made him feel uncomfortable. 

“How do I get over there?”

Striker looked down into the gorge. Grumbling and readying 
himself, he tucked his wings and dove into it. Hayden slowly
advanced towards the edge and peered down in shock. Not a sound
other than light grumbles from within. 

Interrupting the silence, Hayden felt a large rumble. Water
shot out from the gorge. There were a few geysers at the bottom.
Hayden knew he could use that to his advantage. He waited until the
rumbling started again. He almost jumped, but he noticed that it was 
a geyser off to the distance. He waited some more. Another rumble.

“This is the one!”

Hayden felt confident and ready. He waited a few more
seconds. 

As soon as he heard a geyser erupt, he jumped. He fell for
some time before a jet of warm water shot him up. It had enough
power to toss him to the other side of the gorge. The low growls of
the black wingwalker from within the gorge grew louder. Hayden, 
slightly soaked and panting with a smile, heard something scaling the
gorge. 

Hayden retreated further back into the forest. He watched as
the dragon appeared. Fortunately, Striker didn’t notice Hayden yet. 
This reminded him a lot of the time when he was back in the
abandoned castle fighting Titan. He had his axe ready just in case
things started to go down that way. 

Striker, full of geyser water as some dripped from his mouth,
slowly stomped further into the forest. As Hayden went to follow, a
resting stick gave him away. The snap echoed, seeming louder than
any roar a dragon has emitted. Striker quickly turned to Hayden’s 
direction. The dragon snapped, missing and getting only a mouthful
of tree. Angered, Striker spewed his fire, nearly burning Hayden. 

Hayden took off, leaving a trail of dust and kicked up dirt. The
massive beast pursued him, knocking down trees and stepping on
little animals. The wingwalker’s cry pushed Hayden up a bit. The
young adult looked over and saw a den. He went into it before he was
back in the dragon’s sight. Striker roared in fury and continued
running. Hayden sighed in relief as the wingwalker stomped past
him, his heart beating faster than a running hare. 

When everything seemed alright, Hayden emerged from the
den and continued down the path Striker went. It didn’t take long for
him to find the huge creature. The dragon was tearing out some
bushes. Once the bushes were cleared, he began digging. Striker
lifted his head from the hole he dug, and in his mouth, a large, light
pink egg. Striker swallowed it and shook his head. Now full of water
and a large egg for the night, he covered the hole back up with dirt
and dead bushes and tread away. Hayden, more cautious now, 
followed. 

Striker made it to a giant cave. The cave gaped larger than
anything ever seen before, even the entrance dwarfing Striker. It was
on the side of a mountain after all.

Striker roared into the cave. The roar and its echo scared off a 
few sleeping bats. The wingwalker entered the empty cave. Hayden
continued to follow him. 

“What is he doing?”

The dragon’s whisker-like protrusions perked up. Striker
started to run deeper into the cave. Hayden ran after him. He stopped
when he saw Striker staring at crystal blue water. It was a beautiful
underground lake. The lake was massive, sea-like in fact. Little blind
cave fish darted around in the water. 

Striker, ignoring the fish, carefully slinked into the light blue
lake. As the lake’s waves and white bubbles slowly settled and
disappeared, Hayden approached it. He looked down and saw the
dragon swimming to a cavern in the lake. Striker’s giant tail fan
swished quickly, jetting him into the cavern and out of sight and
stirring up a few blind cave fish that were too close.

Hayden set the axe aside and went into the lake as well. He
peered into the cavern, but he was unable to see Striker at all. Hayden
swam in. He poked his head up into a smaller section of the cave. 
There, he saw Striker. The dragon laid down gently and wrapped his
tail around himself, soon dozing off. Hayden watched the creature in
awe, yet his gaze was unlocked by a shine in his eye. He looked over
to a shiny purple light coming from a large crack in one of the walls.

Hayden climbed on land and looked harder. He was able to 
see that the crack was actually a small opening. Hayden approached
the opening, and taking an eye full of what was within, his jaw
dropped. Amethyst lined the walls and ceiling. 

When Hayden made it to the end, he saw a large “room” with
strange paintings on the walls. They were of black wingwalkers. It
was just like the painting Hayden saw when he was 10 years old. 

The beginning of the painting depicted a young black-backed
dragon and a black cave-liver nuzzling each other. The next painting
showed those same dragons watching a large black and white egg
hatch. A baby black wingwalker emerging! More paintings of
different black-backeds and cave-livers nuzzling and watching their
baby hatch coated the walls.

Hayden turned to the opposite side. On that wall, two black
wingwalkers nuzzled each other. Next to that painting were two same
wingwalkers watching a baby wingwalker hatch. The rest of the
paintings were exactly that, except the last one. It was of a hatching
wingwalker, all alone. In the background, a warrior, who looked just 
like Roger, appeared to be approaching the baby dragon. Hayden
realized something. 

“This is their history,” Hayden whispered to himself in shock.
He almost fell back.

A strange thing about black wingwalkers indeed. They
actually were no longer considered a hybrid dragon, but rather, their
own species. Even though hybrid animals can’t breed, black
wingwalkers were able to do so, making them even more odd than
many thought.

Hayden looked over and saw the last painting. It was Striker
for sure, a bit older. It depicted him looking at another black
wingwalker’s skeleton, sorrow obvious on his face.

“He truly is the last one.”

Hayden did recall hearing a story once about a monster of a
dragon that dwelled within the peaks of the mountains in moderate
numbers, however, those who feared them due to the size and power
described hunted these dragons down in massive mobs. Others chose
to capture one or two and use them for their personal sadistic goals,
typically for being feared, money, or for aid in conquering or 
destroying other territories. These types of people were usually
defeated alongside their enslaved dragon, which typically got the
worse punishment just for it being a “monster”. Striker was just
lonely and angry. No parents, siblings, friends, mate, or offspring to 
love and be loved by.

A chill slithered up Hayden’s spine when he heard Striker
grumble in his sleep. He touched the cold ground, feeling around for
his axe, forgetting that he left it on the other side of the cave. He
wanted to kick himself for making such a dumb decision. 

“Maybe I can sneak out of here.”

Hayden really didn’t want to risk sneaking past a colossal 
dragon, but at the same time, he didn’t want to sleep in a small 
cavern within a spider and centipede infested cave. 

Hayden made it out of the opening and back where Striker
was. As he was about to jump into the lake, he stepped on a
centipede. The tiny crunch from its exoskeleton was sensed by the
wingwalker. The dragon poked its head up and stared at Hayden, 
snarling. 

Hayden jumped into the water. Striker followed, and he was
faster than Hayden thought. Hayden swam as fast as he could. Striker
was a better swimmer. 

Once Hayden made it to shore, he grabbed the axe and darted
off, just in time too. He made a mad dash towards the cave exit. 
Striker shot out from the water and roared. The roar blasted Hayden
out of the cave. Striker, still a bit groggy and tired, didn’t feel like
continuing the pursuit. The growling beast went back into the lake
and headed to the other side. 

Hayden ran and didn’t turn back, choosing to hide behind a
pine tree and attempting to calm down as Striker roared again from
inside the cave. After a few minutes, Hayden decided to head off, but
his legs, a bit wobbly from terror, weren’t ready yet. He rested the axe
over his shoulder and stared up. Silhouettes of little dragons flying in
the night sky took the chase off of his mind. 







Chapter Eight

“Just toss it on board!” Roger commanded. The other Zydrinn threw
a large sea bass onto the ship. “All this fish should give us energy to 
slaughter some knights.” The other Zydrinns smiled as the ship
returned to shore. Roger brought in some live dogfish pups for
Hezara, one of her favorite things to eat. “M’lady!” Roger kneeled. “A
gift for someone as beautiful as you!” Hezara smiled and hauled
herself from her throne. She used the woodpecker skull’s beak to stab
the dogfish. She used the staff like a fork, bringing the little shark to
her mouth. The dogfish, still alive and terrified at the sight of her
sharp teeth and scent of her horrific breath, flailed about on the tip of
the beak. Hezara stuffed the whole creature in her mouth. The crunch
of the dogfish’s teeth and cartilage skeleton being chewed up made
Roger cringe.

“You know,” Hezara said as she licked and sucked on her
fingers, “you should try these!” As she talked, Roger noticed strings
of blood and mashed up dogfish meat swishing around her mouth. 
Nausea hit him. “So, are we ready?” Roger looked at her with
confidence.

“Yes ma’am!” Hezara’s smile grew as her adrenaline rushed
and her confidence spiked.
“We show no mercy out there. Stab them! Rip them apart! 
Make them sorry for choosing to fight us! Don’t stop until every last
knight is dead!” Roger nodded. “You know, Roger, this brings me joy
nothing else can! Ever since I was shunned and forced to live alone, I
thought I’d be a hideous monster to roam the woods. I would’ve
never imagined I’d be fortunate enough to find and claim a land. My
kingdom will be great someday, but we can’t risk having other
kingdoms out there.” Hezara turned her back to Roger and clasped
her hands, staring out of her window. “Having these… “greater”
kingdoms around is a risk to me! If they hear of the monstrouslooking Hezara ruling a kingdom, they’ll come to destroy us all! I
must strike first before they take us out!

“Smart thinking, your majesty!”
“I wonder though, how did you find out that Sineria is coming 
to ambush us?”

“They’re not too observant, ma’am! We just hid while listening 
to what they said.”

Hezara, fulfilled and confident, left with a smile and went to
her favorite spot on the island. It was where all the most important
artifacts of the conquered kingdoms were. Everytime the Zydrinns
took out a kingdom, they mounted that kingdom’s most iconic object
at their little “museum”. 

When they took down Areyua, they mounted the Champion’s
Mask on one of the many stone walls that stood on the island. The
mask was worn by Areyua’s king when he defeated an orc who fought
for thirty years and never lost. 

When Hezara and the Zydrinns defeated Pheronita, they took
their wind shark jaws. The shark was killed by a knight from that
kingdom with a spear. It was the largest wind shark ever, almost
about the size of a great white shark. Many other iconic items from
famous kingdoms resided there as well. 

Hezara gazed at an empty stone wall. She wanted something 
from Sineria to go there, and she knew exactly what would. 

“Until then,” she said, rubbing the bare stone. 

After her little tour, Hezara went to the arena. This is where
the Zydrinns held their war animals and where new Zydrinns trained
and fought with experienced Zydrinns. 

One cage had a swarm of bludgeon bats. Bludgeon bats were
large bats that had a club at the end of their tails. Hence their name, 
the club’s purpose was to act as a bludgeon. They were greenish-gray
like Hezara, and had invisible hairs and always traveled in groups. In
another cage was the black wolfdog that almost fought Max.

“Don’t worry, Klaws,” Hezara told the wolfdog. “You’ll be
getting some new chew toys soon.” Klaws barked and drooled.

Hezara went to another part of the island she liked. It was
where all the animal and animal parts could be found, all who were
killed by Hezara or Zydrinns. Stuffed bears, deer, beavers, a badger, a 
few dragons, a dragon skeleton, and more spent their days here. 

Hezara admired a stuffed cave lion that she killed back when
she went exploring with Roger. The wound from it being stabbed in
the head with the woodpecker skull was still there, as well as the slice
from where she used the scythe’s blade on the big cat. The crazy
woman laughed. Distracted by her admiration for the dead big cat, 
she was startled by a few Zydrinns lifting crates of weapons. 

“Good job, boys!” Hezara told them. Hezara was ready to see
the fall of Sineria. She rubbed her fingers through her short, gray hair. 
“If only I was still the beautiful woman I once was, and I’d still be
treated with respect. I’d have a place in society and not have to worry
about protecting a place of my own. Things wouldn’t have to be this 
way.” Hezara sat back in her throne as Roger came in with a report.

“Did you hear?” Roger said. “The queen of Sineria is off in
other kingdoms helping endangered animals.” Roger attempted to 
hold in a laugh. Hezara cracked up, triggering his laughter. 

“Why save them when you can kill them?” Hezara replied. 

“This kingdom is too sad!” Hezara agreed. 

Roger went back outside and helped finish packing weapons. 
Hezara actually knew how good Sineria was. If she could kill the king 
herself, she would not only feel better for taking out the head of the
“threat”, but she would also be one of the most respected or feared
people known. No other kingdom would mess with someone who 
killed the king of one of the greatest kingdoms, or at least that was
her logic. Hezara looked at her scythe and spoke to it.

“You’ve killed lions. You’ve killed wolves. Bears, snakes, 
dragons, and more. Be prepared to kill a king!” Sometimes, Hezara 
felt the skull could talk, or even make noises woodpeckers would
usually make. “Oh, please do contain your excitement!” The
Zydrinns were used to her talking to objects. A Zydrinn in training
looked at Hezara as if she were insane, even though she was. “What? 
Get to work or you’ll be considered useless!” The Zydrinn in training
didn’t know, but once Hezara considered a Zydrinn useless, they
would be fed to her terrifying dog. 

“Come on,” Roger told the confused warrior. “It’s worse than
it sounds.” Roger patted his back and walked him away. Hezara 
smiled as she began thinking about the fall of all the kingdoms.

As the Sinerian enemies prepared for a fight on the island, in
the forest, Hayden woke up and popped his neck and back. He
picked the axe up and traversed. Twirling the axe and whistling, he
tripped and slammed on his face.

“The hell was that?” Hayden jumped to his feet and rubbed
his head. Examining the ground, he noticed something sky blue
slightly poking out. Hayden brushed the dirt off of it until it became
easier to see. It was an egg about the size of a large pig. “That’s a 
huge egg.”

The ground started to cave in. Hayden couldn’t out run it. The
soil slipped from underneath his feet and piled into the hole. Hayden
landed with the egg. It didn’t crack, but something in Hayden did. 

“Nature does hate me!” Hayden saw three more eggs. There
was another sky blue one and two blush pink ones. There was an
imprint where a fifth egg rested, but no sight of the egg itself.

Hayden approached the pink eggs and examined them some
Hayden approached the pink eggs and examined them some

year-old fell on the blue egg that he tripped over, adding to the fear. 

“Oh no.”

Hayden felt some relief when it didn’t crack, but as soon as he
got up, a large crack appeared on it. Hayden turned red as fear
taunted him. The mother wouldn’t appreciate a young adult human
breaking the eggs in her nest. 

A piece of the shell flew off. A small, purple arm poked out and
started to feel the ground. It appeared to have only two fingers, but it
had a small dewclaw that was hard to see. The baby emerged. It was
a dragon, of course. Hayden examined the reptile in awe. 

The way the dragon looked made Hayden almost sure of what
it was. Jack described seeing a dragon just like that one. If Hayden
remembered what his dad said, this was a dergadon. These dragons 
were colored about the same as a flathead forest-crawler. Purple
scales with splashes of green, yellow, and sometimes a few other
bright colors. These dragons had two thick horns on their heads that
had an unnoticeable bend near the tip, almost resembling the horns
of some type of large antelope. 

The baby dergadon yawned, approached Hayden, and sniffed
him. 

“Hey there little guy,” Hayden said, scratching the creature’s 
head. The dragon licked him. Hayden heard more cracking. The
other eggs hatched. Hayden also remembered being told if it was a
blue egg, it was a male. If it was a pink egg, it was a female. 

When he went to pet the other dragons, he heard a familiar
roar. Not the wingwalker’s roar, but the other roar he had been
hearing more lately. The creature revealed itself. It was the mother
dergadon. She landed and stuck her head into the nest. As she got a 
look in, she burped, allowing a claw to fall from her mouth and the
goblin-scented breath to fill the nest. Before she noticed her babies, 
Hayden came within view. Angered, she roared. The huge reptile
reached into the nest and snapped at him, but having dragon dodging 
experience, Hayden moved. She snapped again, this time, grabbing 
him by the back of his shirt.

“So… nice weather lately, right?” The dragon wasn’t in the
mood for talking. She shook Hayden around and growled. The first
dragon that hatched flew out of the nest and up to Hayden. He
grabbed the Sinerian from his mother’s mouth and flew back into the
nest. When the mother looked at the babies, she noticed how they
were protecting him, confusing yet calming her. Grumbling, the
dergadon began to stomp away. The baby dragons followed. The first
hatchling came up to Hayden and wagged his tail.  “We’ll seem to get
along. What should I call you?” As the dragon rubbed against
Hayden, he noticed the swirling bright colors on his back made an x
near his tail. “Maxx, with an extra x!”

The dragon didn’t have much of a reaction to the name, but
Hayden was still going to call him that. The mother dergadon
bellowed, telling her babies to follow. They flew up to her and landed
on her back, hitching a ride. Maxx tossed Hayden on top of him and
flew ahead. 

“We’ll see you later! I guess his instinct is telling him where to 
go! And you babies can fly already? Insanity!”

A few crayfish dragons moved out of the way when they saw
the mother dergadon walking their direction. Almost every other
animal in the forest feared her, considering she was fairly large and
powerful. Not as large or powerful as a black-backed dragon or black
wingwalker, but still large. Squirrels ran up trees, birds flew away, 
tortoises tucked into their shells, and lizards scurried under dead
leaves. 

The three babies on her back started to cry out in hunger. The
mother groaned and continued walking. After about another hour, the
mother dragon let her babies off and laid down, soon discovering 
Hayden and Maxx were already there. 

“Too bad that you’re too big to fly through the forest. You
would’ve made it here faster. I mean, I would’ve flown above the
forest until I saw this area, if it’s visible from up there.”

The area was nice. It was almost like a cove within a forest. A
nice little pond with a waterfall rushing behind it added to the beauty
of the much more vibrant trees and bushes that surrounded the area. 
There were a few other dragons living there, raising their babies, as 
well as some birds, a few basilisks, and even some luna newts. Every
creature there had offspring. It was astounding how all the different
species got along, yet it seems to be the only choice to survive at the
time.

Thorntail basilisks, steel blue, snake-like creatures with a
single white stripe running from the back of their head to the tip of
their thorny tail, coiled in dens, on rocks in the pond, and in a couple
of trees. 

Luna newts were a species of newt about the size of a medium
dog. These amphibians were black with white, full moon-like spots 
decorating their night black bodies. 

The dragons were all species Hayden saw before, such as
flathead forest-crawlers, comb snouts, and even a few stalk-eyed
dragons. 

A mother crayfish dragon was tucked away in a treehole with
her babies. The father came back with some dead mice in his mouth.
In a branch a few feet above the tree hole, a thorntail basilisk
slumbered away, wrapped around the branch like a green tree python.

A baby flathead forest-crawler with a couple of baby stalk-eyed
dragons chased a frog around while the Eurasian eagle owl glided to 
her nest on the ground and snuggled with the male eagle owl.

Maxx and his siblings joined in on the frog chase. Maxx’s
brother caught the frog by one of its back legs and tossed it into the
air. One of his sisters caught it in her mouth, but didn’t eat it. She
shook it around like a ragdoll. The frog croaked in fear and a bit of
annoyance. She finally let go, sending the amphibian flying across the
ground. Right then, Hayden noticed that the mother dergadon was
gone. He looked around, afraid she was sneaking up on him. She
appeared from the foliage and dropped a dead red deer from her
mouth. Her babies rushed to the ungulate and dug in. Hoof, antler, 
fur, bone, flesh, all were gone in a matter of minutes. Maxx rolled a
femur over to Hayden. 

“I’m good, thank you.” A stalk-eyed dragon quickly snatched
the bone up. Hayden, a bit hungry, picked some berries from a 
nearby bush and tossed a few in his mouth. “GROSS!” He spat them
out as quickly as he ate them. Getting a closer look, Hayden could
see why they were so nasty. “Red knight berries? Disgusting!” Red
knight berries were a subspecies of knight berry that Hayden
obviously just found out about. The taste lingered in his mouth for a 
while. He even considered eating the regurgitated pile of meat,
bones, and hair over by the flathead forest-crawlers just to get the
berry juice taste out of his mouth, but a basilisk beat him to it. “Is
there anything else out here to eat?”

Hayden noticed a small part of the ground caving in a bit. He
kneeled down and examined it closely. He moved the soil around.
The larvae of darkling beetles were squirming around under the dirt.

“How many more bugs do I have to eat?”

Hayden picked up a handful of the mealworms and brought
them to his face. His mouth was locked tight. With hesitation,
Hayden opened his mouth and tossed the larvae in. He crunched,
then smacked, then struggling, swallowed them down. There were
legs and bits of exoskeleton stuck in his teeth. He tried to lick them
out, but a severed larvae head bit his tongue, ensuing a small panic. 
The head rolled over to his molars and got crunched up.

The creatures looked at Hayden, wondering if he was okay. 
Hayden gave them a thumbs up before rushing over to the pond and
gulping down some water. The berry and larvae taste eradicated, he
looked into the water and began to think about everyone and
everything he loved. His fear was losing his friends and family, 
having no kingdom to live in, and having to survive off of more bugs
and knight berries. He wished he was as happy as the minnows he
saw darting around. 

Looking up at the blue sky turning orange made Hayden
nervous. Nighttime out in the wilderness with no protection made
him feel vulnerable. He rushed back to the wild nursery. All the baby
creatures and their parents were preparing to sleep. The mother
dergadon wrapped her tail around herself, allowing her babies to
sleep between her body and tail. Maxx nudged Hayden over to his 
mother and siblings. He wanted Hayden to sleep with them. 

“Well, I know I’ll be safe with a large, fire-breathing reptile
right next to me.” The mother dragon smiled a bit and fell asleep. 
Hayden couldn’t sleep just yet. The thought of Sineria’s fate still ran
through his mind. Maxx could sense Hayden’s stress. He bumped
Hayden with his nose. “Hey Maxx. Be glad you’re not dealing with
this. I mean, Sineria may become nothing more than a big mess. We
were attacked by a mad wizard many years back, had a few other
problems, and now… we’re about to face a huge war! What’s next?
One of us angers a mighty warrior from beyond the kingdom? Or our
kingdom gets attacked by some dark, evil monster-person? That’s if
we even survive the Zydrinns.” Maxx didn’t like to see Hayden this 
way. The young adult started to look on the bright side. “Well, we did
defeat a mad wizard! I mean, come on. If Sineria can get rid of a crazy
being with powers and great intelligence, imagine what we could do
to a crazy old woman and her soldiers.” Now seeing Hayden like this 
made Maxx happier. The mother dergadon grumbled, wanting the
young adult and dragon to go to sleep. They got the message. 
Hayden slowly drifted off. Maxx was already asleep. 







Chapter Nine

The Sinerian ships were still out at sea. The water was calm. There
were no animals in sight. No fish, no whales, no dolphins, no birds. 
Nothing. It was relaxing for some, but terrifying for others. Aaron
didn’t care. He was in deep thought. Jake was a little freaked out. 

“Is this a sign?” Jake cried. “THIS IS A SIGN! WE’RE ALL
GOING TO BE SLAUGHTERED BY THE ZYDRINNS IN WAR!”
“Shut up!” Melerah demanded as she covered his mouth. Jake

turned red. His moist brown hair drooped as the nervous sweat

weighed it down. Melerah shook her head and stared at Jake.“You’re

getting worked up over nothing.” Jake brushed off what Melerah said. 
“Melerah, going by what we heard that guy say about these

warriors, I have every right to be worried! You must’ve not been

paying attention to what he was saying.” Melerah brushed off what

Jake said.

Stuart enjoyed a few old potatoes. Max ate some along his 

side. He could also sense Stuart’s stress. The hound nudged him.
“Thanks puppy,” Stuart said, patting Max’s head. Max

happily wagged his tail. 

Mark, a bit on the happier side at the moment, searched for

whales. When he was younger, Mark would go whale-watching with

his father. They usually saw orcas, but they would sometimes catch a

glimpse of baleen whales such as humpbacks and fin whales, maybe

a gray whale once or twice. 

“These were good times I had with my father,” Mark stated. 

Everything became quiet. 

A splash and the reddening water caught the Sinerians’

attention. A young fin whale floated up with a large harpoon stuck in

its throat. Another ship sailed towards it, opposite of the Sinerians’

ship. It contained a couple of Zydrinns. One of the Zydrinns glared at

the knights. Not a word was exchanged. The Zydrinns pulled the

rope attached to the harpoon, hauling the deceased cetacean in. The

ship sailed past the Sinerians and slowly drifted away. Aaron shook

his head in disgust.

“Now they know our plan,” Jake uttered.

“Some of the cruelest people they are,” Aaron stated. 
“I can’t wait to kick their asses!” Mark growled, gripping his 

mace. Melerah agreed.

Off in the distance, Stuart saw some trees. As the wind pushed

the ship closer, it became more obvious that Stuart was looking at an

island.

“LAND!” Stuart announced. The knights retrieved all of their

weapons and prepared to get off. Max barked and ran in circles. They

finally made it.

Stuart dropped off of the ship, sending a cloud of sand into 

the air. He dusted off his boots and examined the island.
“You don’t think this is Isle of the Monsters, do you?”

Brandon asked fearfully. Stuart shook his head.

“No,” Stuart replied. “I’m pretty sure Isle of the Monsters is

north of Sineria. We’re south of Sineria.”

“Okay… so… no giant centipedes, or dragon, rat-like

creatures, or the legendary marsh monster… right?” No one replied.
Max rolled around in the sand as Melerah laughed at him. The

rest of the knights charged off of the ship and played in the sand like

kids in the snow. They were gratified to be back on land.
“I don’t even think this is the Zydrinn island,” Aaron said,

“but we can camp here temporarily, then we hit the sea again.”
“I would like to know why we don’t just go to the actual 

kingdom they live in, take them ALL out, and kill their queen,”

Melerah announced.

“They would expect us to find out where their actual kingdom

is and find them there,” Aaron explained. “They would never suspect

their little island to contain angry Sinerian knights.”

“I guess that makes sense.”

Ahead of the Sinerians stood a thick tropical forest. Max stared

at it and growled. As everyone grew silent, other sounds became more

audible. The quietness became polluted by sounds of snapping twigs, 

animal sounds, and other noises. Stuart drew his falchion and crept

forward, motioning everyone else to follow slowly. The noise of the

forest died. Stuart paused. Max perked his ears up, bared his teeth,

and wagged his tail in alertness. The knights drew their weapons and

prepared for anything.

Melerah cracked her knuckles. Jake took in a deep breath and

snapped his eyes open. He got ready to help rush whatever could be

coming. They had to have stood there for about five minutes. 

Nothing happened. Stuart and Aaron continued to move on while

everyone else followed slowly. A tropical forest runner, a subspecies of

the forest runner, appeared without warning.

Forest runners were large forest dragons that were normally

found in temperate forests. These beasts shot blue fire that
demolished anything that wasn’t a forest native. On their heads were
antlers, just like a deer, except of course a lot bigger and darker. 
Forest runners preferred to stay camouflaged rather than move
around much. Their green and brown scales were perfect for hiding 
them among the flora of the European forests. Although these
dragons normally have a tail club that resembles a broken log moreso, 

tropical forest runners bore a club shaped like a palmetto frond.
The massive forest dragon slammed its tail club on the

ground, causing a small quake.  A roar came with the quake. Agitated

that the Sinerians didn’t run in fear, the dragon used its right wing to 

swipe some of the knights out of the way. 

The knights that were knocked down quickly got up and

brushed off their armor. The dragon blew out its blue flames. The

trees remained unharmed, but the knights, as well as everyone else, 

were nearly burned. The forest runner lifted its left front leg off of the

ground, making its injury much more obvious.

“Look!” Aaron cried, pointing to its leg. “That’s why it’s so

grumpy.” The knights, feeling remorse, didn’t want to kill it. They

yelled and shooed it away. The dragon grumbled and flopped down

on a bed of moss. The Sinerians quickly passed by before the reptile

decided to get up.

A little later in the day, Aaron and a few other knights threw

down wood to start a fire. Stuart, Melerah, Max, and a couple of

knights went out hunting. Jake stayed back and observed some of the

native fauna. 

“You going to help, lad?” Mark asked as he threw down some

logs. Jake looked back, grumbling as he took his eyes off of the

eccentric caterpillar he was studying. 

“I think you all got it,” Jake said back to the knight. 
“Okay, look! You are with us! The least you could do is pick

up a stick and throw it in with the rest of the wood! Literally, that’s 

the least you could do!” Jake didn’t want to agree with Mark, but he

knew he was right. 

“Fine.”

Jake plucked a twig from a tree and tossed it down. Mark

wanted to kill Jake at that point. He took off his gauntlets and threw

them down. Jake laughed. Mark kind of laughed too. 

“You know, let me stop being so serious. We are about to face

a huge war. I shouldn’t spend these last few days of peace being so 

mean.”

“That’s the spirit, Mark,” Stuart said, appearing from the

forest. Mark turned to see the king holding a dead pheasant by the

neck. 

“Strange,” Jake commented. “A pheasant in a tropical forest?”
Aaron started the fire while Brandon plucked the feathers off. 

Max got one of the legs before they cooked the bird. Everybody sat

around the fire. 

“I’d say it’s terrible that almost all of our food got lost at sea in

the storm,” Jake said, “but this pheasant is amazing!” As the laughs

calmed, Stuart’s familiar sense of dread set back in.

“What’s to come?” Stuart asked, biting into the pheasant

wing. Aaron gulped down some of the bird and prepared to speak. 
“Winning. We will win! Do not have negative thoughts. The

more you think that way, the less likely you’ll put up a good fight.”

Stuart sat back and took another bite of the wing. Jake looked at

Stuart and back at Aaron. 

The injured forest runner appeared from the cover of the flora, 

limping over to the Sinerians. Brandon got ready to draw his sword.

The dragon grumbled and gently ate a piece of fallen pheasant skin.

It laid down next to Jake and Melerah. Max carefully approached the

dragon and sniffed it. He wagged his tail and licked the dragon’s 

injury. Stuart set down his piece of pheasant and walked up to the

creature. He studied the dragon’s leg, soon coming across something 

that shocked him. It was a dragon’s tooth lodged in the injury. Stuart

yanked it out and examined it. 

“This looks familiar,” Stuart stated while turning the sharp

object. It looked just like one of the many teeth borne by the black

wingwalker, possibly a remaining baby tooth that came out in the

forest runner. “You don’t think…” Stuart’s long pause raised concern

for some. 

“This dragon was attacked by that overgrown skink,” Aaron

mumbled while getting up. The dragon whined and laid its head

down. 

“Poor creature,” a sorrowful Melerah said, rubbing it. Aaron

wondered something.

“That dragon is massive though. How could a dragon that

size not even end up accidentally killing a dragon like this?

Compared to that wing-walking reptile, this dragon is a lot smaller. 

Black-backed dragons tower over forest runners themselves.” Stuart

shrugged. The gentle rubbing and petting put the forest runner to 

sleep. 

“Hope it doesn’t stay like this for long,” Stuart whispered. The

king went back to finish enjoying his pheasant, but Max was already
there. The dog burped up some of the skin and licked the bone clean. 

Stuart face-palmed. 

Meanwhile, back in Sineria, Striker was exploring. He sniffed

around, looking for anybody or anything to torture or eat. Catching 

the whiff of something, he flicked his tongue. A dead fin whale was

on the shore of the Sinerian coast. The Zydrinn ship that dropped it

off immediately sailed back south. Striker rushed to the coast and dug

into the dead mammal, ripping out organs, intestines, and bones. The

whale spewed blood like a broken fountain, just the way Striker liked

it. 

Some of the citizens heard the commotion. They came outside

and saw what was happening, only to be horrified by the scene. The

massive reptile didn’t notice them, but they knew if he did, it would

be over. They all tried to run back as quietly as they could, but when

someone tripped, Striker heard it perfectly. His whisker-like

appendages perked up and vibrated.

Striker snapped his huge wings open, flew up, and landed with

a massive thud, shaking houses and cracking the ground a bit. The

dragon let out an ear-bleeding roar and attempted to shoot massive

clouds of fire. Some fire from another direction blasted him in the

face. 

Striker looked up and saw two large dragons coming from the

dark sky. Titan and Dawn! The Sinerians cheered. Striker growled at

them and swiped a few with his thick tail.

Titan let out a massive roar and spewed more fire at the beast.

With a pop of the neck, a stretch of the tail, and a shake of the teeth,

Striker roared back and returned fire at the same time. A few of the

Sinerians ran back inside while the others watched the battle. None of
them had ever seen a black wingwalker before, so they were

intrigued. 

Titan landed in front of Striker while Dawn landed behind

him. The two fire dragons began closing in. Titan hissed as his

mouth glowed a dark orange. He spread his wings, making himself 

appear bigger. He still wasn’t the exact size of the wingwalker, but

that didn’t make him way smaller. Titan and Dawn grew a lot since

the Sinerians first saw them eight years ago.

Striker wasn’t intimidated though. He stood his ground and

stretched out his much bigger wings, somewhat intimidating Titan. 

Dawn “laughed” at his short forelegs. Some of the Sinerians laughed

as well. 

“He might as well be a wyvern,” a young lady said through

giggles. It was somewhat funny, as even though black wingwalkers 

are obviously dragons, they were built like theropod dinosaurs, baring 

long, strong legs but shorter, arm-like forelegs. 

Striker grabbed Dawn’s throat in his jaws and slammed her to 

the ground. Titan quickly rushed behind the wingwalker and grabbed

him by the back of his neck. Striker beat his wings and cried out in

pain. The angered black-backed’s teeth sunk deeper into the

wingwalker’s flesh. Dawn hauled herself up and grabbed Striker’s

snout. The black dragon lifted his tail and slapped Titan, leaving

behind a severe stinging pain and some fallen scales. Dawn let go,

allowing Striker to tackle her to the ground again. At any moment,

Striker could simply apply a bit more pressure in his bite and crush

Dawn’s windpipe, and she knew this. The petrified black-backed

didn’t do anything at the moment that would tick off Striker even

more. 

The pain lingered in some of Titan’s exposed skin. He saw

Dawn in trouble though, fueling his adrenaline and killing the pain.

Catching Striker by surprise, Titan lifted him up with some struggle. 

Trying to fly with a larger dragon in his grip was more tedious than

he thought it would be. Striker had a longer neck, so he could reach

Titan’s legs, biting and stripping away more scales. Titan’s

adrenaline blocked the pain.

As Dawn began rushing the citizens back into their homes, 

Titan’s adrenaline began calming, allowing pain to set in. He opened

up his talons, freeing the wingwalker. 

Striker opened his wings and caught himself in the air. He

then circled back around and flew towards Titan. Crimson scales 

dropped into the water. Titan was in intense pain. Striker was close

on his tail. The two reptiles flew above the sea. Striker went into the

water. When Titan noticed he was gone, he calmed down a bit. He

soared above the sea, only to get a nasty surprise. Striker launched

out of the water and under Titan. He sunk his teeth into Titan’s

stomach, or at least tried to. Black-backed dragons had stomach

scales that could withstand just about anything. It was the most

protected part of their body. The black-backed laughed and turned

around. 

Striker attempted desperately to tear away the armor-like

scales, but no luck. When Titan made it back to Sineria, he tossed

Striker down and bellowed. 

Striker, exhausted, waved a wing at the red dragon. Dawn

came behind the wingwalker and growled. Hot saliva dripped from

her bottom jaw. Striker grumbled and flew into the forest. 
A couple of Zydrinns hidden away witnessed the whole fight. 

They were disappointed in the wingwalker. 

“Can we turn the useless lizard into boots now?” one of the

Zydrinns asked, raising his saber. The other Zydrinn used his finger

to lower the weapon.

“No. That’s Roger’s pet, or whatever. We kill that dragon, he

kills us!”

“Maybe we should’ve taken those big, red ones,” the Zydrinn

mumbled back before walking away. The other Zydrinn left after

watching the dragons and Sinerians with intensity.

Titan and Dawn shot clouds of fire into the air in victory. They

felt that Striker wouldn’t be returning anytime soon. Little kids, 

overjoyed that the wingwalker was gone, climbed and played on the

black-backed dragons. Titan tried to shake them off, but Dawn didn’t

care. She grew to love kids. Titan, not so much. They kind of

disgusted him.

Dawn laughed as a child began making his way to Titan’s

wings, wanting to touch them. The dragon shook his body, sending 

the kids off of him. Fortunately, Dawn caught them all on one of her

wings. Titan growled and lumbered away. 

As everyone celebrated, the two Zydrinns were rushing back to

aid Striker. They followed the sounds of his bellows. They eventually

came upon the beast, laying down and licking his wounds. 
“Oh Striker,” a Zydrinn uttered. The dragon looked up and

felt ashamed. The Zydrinn comforted the creature, trying his best to 

make him feel better. His whiskers began vibrating again. It was the

sound of roars and cheers that was causing it. Striker groaned and

covered his face with his wings. It couldn’t end like this though.







Chapter Ten

Hayden felt the ground, triggering a panic. Nothing was there. 
“Where is it?” He shot up and ran into the darkness of the

forest. “WHERE’S THE AXE?” Hayden felt anxious. Defenseless. 

Worried. He heard something. Hayden walked over and saw a brown, 

furry creature. It looked back at him and hissed. The creature began

digging something up. It was the battle axe! “HEY! GIVE THAT

BACK!”

The animal ran. Of course, Hayden pursued it. When the

animal stopped in the moonlight, it allowed Hayden to see what it

was. A wolverine. 

These animals are much like giant weasels, or otters with an

attitude, or even just a badger with issues. Nasty, aggressive, 

frightening animals they are. 

Hayden didn’t care. He still went after it. The wolverine ran

and made it to a small cave on a ledge. It set the axe down and looked

back at Hayden approaching. The animal called out, pausing Hayden

in his tracks.

A few more wolverines showed up. They hissed, barked, and

growled as their fur stood on end. Hayden quickly grabbed his axe

before being snatched up by something. It was Maxx! 

“Thanks Maxx,” Hayden said, relieved. The wolverines 

chased them down. 

Even though Maxx was in the air, he was still close enough to 

the ground for one of the creatures to grab onto him. Maxx continued

to fly, trying to ignore the pain. Hayden began to chop at the animal

with his axe. As the injured wolverine let go, the rest continued to 
follow the baby dragon. The barking of the wolverines made Maxx 
nervous. He turned his head and emitted a light roar, which did

nothing.

Right when Maxx turned back, another wolverine grabbed on,

this time, tackling the young adult and dragon to the ground. Hayden

got up and rubbed his head as Maxx got ready to spew his fire. The

wolverines creepily approached them, salivating and tails twitching.

Hayden held up his axe while Maxx’s mouth glowed orange. 
The first wolverine lunged. Snarling and flinging saliva, the

savage creature bared its teeth and flashed its claws. 

Ready to kill, it was grabbed by the tail, tossed into the air, 

then gulped down by something. Appearing from the darkness of the

forest was the mother dergadon. Hayden and Maxx cheered. 
The wolverines went after her. They latched onto some of her

scales and began thrashing. She roared in annoyance and attempted

to grab them off. The mother dragon flew a few feet off the ground, 

forcing the creatures to let go. She landed in front of them and

prepared to shoot out a massive cloud of fire. 

Maxx wrapped Hayden up in his wings. Then, the mother

dragon shot out her flames. That entire section of the forest was

burned to a crisp. She grabbed Maxx by the tail, with Hayden still

wrapped up in his wings. 

Every other creature was awake when they returned. They

heard what went on. The mother dragon dropped her baby and laid

down, wrapping her tail back around them and herself. 

“Thanks Maxx,” Hayden whispered as he held his axe. Maxx

was already asleep. 

With the axe tight in his grip, Hayden yawned and dozed off. 

He felt even safer with both his axe and the creatures. A roar was

heard. It was the black wingwalker’s. The mother dergadon shot her

head into the air, waking Hayden and her babies.

“THIS WAY!” a voice cried. The two Zydrinns that watched

Striker fight Titan and Dawn appeared from some bushes. “That was

close. I didn’t think I would get him that mad.” The other Zydrinn

pointed behind the one talking. “What?” When he turned around, he

got an eyeful of the dragons and other animals all staring.
“Where did you come from?” Hayden asked, pointing the axe

towards them. The Zydrinns didn’t respond. “I won’t ask again!” The

Zydrinns drew their sabers. 

“Sineria,” one of them uttered. Hayden looked back at some

of the dragons and then at the two warriors. A few flathead forestcrawlers and a couple of stalk-eyed dragons charged and mauled

them. Their screams were drowned out by the roars of the dragons

tearing them up.

The surviving Zydrinn got up. The dragons backed away. 
“Why were you at my home?” Hayden asked him angrily. The

Zydrinn couldn’t even lift his head. Blood dripped down and formed

puddles. One of his rib bones poked out of his chest. 

“Because I can,” he replied, thus further angering an already

angry Sinerian. 

“That’s not an answer!” The Zydrinn got just enough strength

to slightly lift his head up.

“Take that up with Hezara,” he said before another rib slipped

and punctured his heart. He collapsed with a smile on his face. Maxx 

came up to Hayden and nudged his hand.

“I don’t know Maxx,” he said randomly. 

To add on to the drama, another roar, but it was different. 

Hayden knew that call. It was Titan’s! Then Dawn called. Hayden

was worried. He didn’t want anything to happen to the black-backed

dragons. A forest-crawler started to panic. Hayden went to calm her

down, but some stalk-eyed dragons got anxious as well. Hayden tried

his best to hush them, but it was quite difficult to tell a bunch of giant

reptiles to be quiet. The basilisks slithered into dens to hide while the

luna newts produced odd sounds that they normally made under

stress.

A stalk-eyed dragon started getting annoyed with Hayden

attempting to calm them down. It charged and snapped at him. The

dragon began backing Hayden to a stone wall, but Maxx and his

siblings came to the rescue. They screeched at the creature, forcing it

to do nothing more than to just grumble and walk away. 
“Look! Let’s just all stay here and just hope that the wingwalking beast doesn’t come this direction. We can hide behind some

trees and bushes though in case it comes this way.” When Hayden

tucked himself behind a bush, Maxx followed. Every other creature

there did the same thing. Even the mother dergadon was able to do it,

which was surprising considering her size. “This is nerve-wrecking.”
Then, the bellows of a black-backed dragon and black

wingwalker meshed into one. Some Sinerians screamed. 
Hayden felt he needed to get back, but he didn’t want the

creatures to follow and put them in danger. The mother dergadon

began to get worry. She, just as much as any other animal in that area, 

wanted Striker dead. After all, Striker was the reason so many

creatures were moving or coming closer with each other and even
why some animals went into human territory. His rampages 
throughout the areas left almost nowhere safe for anybody or
anything. Nothing seemed to be able to stop that massive beast. Not
even the deadly stare of the giant, serpent-like basilisk had an effect
on Striker. He was forcing creatures out of their territory without
remorse. This was miserable for them. Having to run away, or hide, 

or fight back and lose severely was stressful. 

“Don’t worry! When I say that wingwalker will be no more, I

mean it!”

In Sineria, another dragon battle was getting started, the root

of all the sounds. Titan and Striker locked eyes. They circled one

another. Dawn grabbed Striker’s tail. He slid it from her jaws and

slapped her in the face with it, enraging Titan. 

Before Striker could look back, Titan had the wingwalker’s 

neck in his jaws. His teeth slightly punctured Striker’s throat. The

Sinerians cheered as they saw Striker’s blood drip. Titan let go so he

could push Striker over, but the wingwalker moved quickly. 
Striker snapped his jaws open and sank his teeth into Titan’s

back like a starving crocodile. The black dragon began to pull his 

neck back, lifting Titan a little off the ground. Titan turned his head

and blew out his fire to no effect. Dawn came behind Striker and

clamped down on one of his small forelegs. The wingwalker let out a 

pain-filled screech. 

Titan flew up in the air and dive-bombed Striker. The crimson

reptile grabbed the wingwalker’s horn-like protrusions and slammed

his head into a nearby tree. Titan raised his tail in the air, making 

sure Striker could see the caudal spade. Before Striker could get up,

Titan brought down the spade like a scorpion. Striker rolled out of the
way. He hauled himself up and growled. Titan grabbed the
wingwalker’s neck again, flipping the dragon over. He proceeded to 
bash Striker’s head into the ground several times. Striker went limp.
His yellow eyes were cloaked by his shadowy eyelids. The blackbacked dragon blew smoke at the wingwalker. The Sinerians cheered

and clapped. 

“GOOD JOB FOR KILLING THAT BEAST!” an old man

yelled. 

Titan smiled. Dawn came up and nuzzled him. The massive

dragon problem was dealt with, but not the Hezara and Zydrinns

problem. The war hasn’t even started yet. Titan communicated with

Dawn, commanding her to go and fly out to the island where Stuart

and the knights were heading. She opened up her wings and took to

the sky.

Titan stood on his hind legs and roared. Pride and satisfaction

swirled within him.

A Sinerian wielding a sword approached the body of the

wingwalker. He took the weapon and jammed it into Striker’s head. 

He began dragging the sword to the neck. 

“We’re not really going to waste the meat, are we?” he asked. 

The other citizens saw that as a good point. A few of them began to

chop off the flexible spines on his neck. A woman and her husband

tore the scales off. 

“These authentic black scales would look amazing!” she told

her husband. “We must price them high!” Her husband agreed. 
Titan looked over the sea as a breeze picked up. The dragon

closed his eyes and enjoyed it. He needed to get some energy, 

especially after losing so much of it in those two fights. He was going 
to meet Dawn at the island as well, so to prepare for a long flight and

for another battle, he needed some food. 

The mighty dragon turned around and walked over to the

resting Striker. He bit into the beast. The flesh was like an old steak

that had been cooked too well. His teeth didn’t seem to be able to 

penetrate this time. He grabbed Striker’s neck and lifted the body. 
“HEY!” the scale-picking lady cried. “Can we finish doing

what we were doing?” Titan dropped it, the head nearly crushing her, 

much to her husband’s amusement. 

It seemed that Titan had to go hunting if he needed to find

food. He got ready to head into the forest until a pungent odor swam

through the air and into his nostrils.

Titan walked over Striker and examined the coast. The fin

whale carcass on shore, gulls and crabs picking at it, was the source

of the smell. 

Titan being distracted was perfect. Striker grabbed the back of

his neck. The dragon wasn’t dead. It must’ve gone into a dormantlike state, which actually helps it sleep off the pain and damage. 
Titan beat his wings and struggled to get free. This time, 

Striker was fueled by his adrenaline, anger, and vengeance. With

Titan’s neck still in his grip, Striker brought him over to the edge of

the forest. He threw Titan’s head against a tree, the same way Titan

did to him. The crimson dragon bellowed in pain. When he

attempted to get up, Striker pinned him down with his jaws. The

citizens watched in fear. 

Striker began to walk away, but Titan eventually brought

himself to his feet. He screeched at the wingwalker. With rage, the

black dragon turned his head quickly. He charged Titan. Before
Titan could react, the wingwalker grabbed his neck, right behind his

head. This time, his grip was tighter. 

As Titan attempted to free himself, Striker made a decision. 

The wingwalker quickly jerked his neck to the side with Titan’s neck. 

The black-backed dragon’s neck was a little too strong to be broken

like that, but it was still a terrible feeling. Titan’s slowly swelling neck

fell from the wingwalker’s mouth. Just to be sure, Striker bellowed at

his opponent. Titan, in immense pain, took to the sky. He didn’t go

the direction of the island. He instead flew north, filled with fear and

pain. Titan knew he didn’t have enough energy to continue fighting, 

and he knew he was too injured to win a third time. The black-backed

dragon roared in pain and humiliation as he flew off.

Striker stood higher and roared in victory, shooting fire into

the air. The Sinerians all ran in fear, but they were also glum. The

dragon that has protected them and saved them from many threats for

years just left, not knowing if he would return, and at this point, his 

return seemed doubtful.

Striker opened his immense wings and shot up to the sky, 

blowing some Sinerians down. How would Dawn react? Everyone

went inside and stayed there, not coming out for anything. Hayden

heard the wingwalker’s roar, not thinking much of it. 

“Wow, Titan is really loud right now,” Hayden thought out

loud. “You know, you guys could help us in the war. I doubt Hezara 

and her goons have a bunch of giant, fire-breathing, flying reptiles, 

large birds of prey, giant snake things that can kill with a gaze, and

oversized newts. Imagine that.” Hayden thought it was a good idea, 

but the creatures didn’t seem to agree. “Or not.”







Chapter Eleven

The sun had risen. Stuart and everybody else were just about ready to
leave.  Right when they were headed back to the ship, they noticed
some people missing. It was Jake and Melerah. 

“See, this is why they should’ve stayed home!” Stuart declared. 
“Young  adults  are
always  getting
into  trouble!”

“We need to go and get them,” an upset Aaron insisted. “We
can’t just leave them here on a strange island.” He commanded
Anthony, Mark, James, and Brandon to come with him. Max tagged
along. “We’ll be back with those two fools soon.”

It was a  fairly creepy forest.  The exotic animal  sounds  sent
shivers up Brandon’s spine. None of it phased Aaron. He simply used
his sword to slice vines and other things that got in his way. 

“Aaron!” Brandon called. “Aaron! Aa-” 

“WHAT, BRANDON?”

“Can’t we just… you know… leave them here? I think it would
be better than putting them in the middle of a war.”

“And what would we tell  their parents?” Anthony patted
Brandon’s shoulder. 

“Not a smart suggestion,” Anthony stated as he walked by him. 

Max took the lead when he caught the scent of something. He
howled and ran ahead. The knights  quickly followed.  Their armor
clanking around could easily be heard by wild animals. 

“Guys!” Brandon cried.  “Keep it down!” The other knights 
ignored him. 

They came to a halt when they saw Max standing and staring 
ahead,  growling  as if he were rabid. Something  stepped in front of
them. Max whined and backed away. It was Striker! It was astounding 
that it took him just about all night to make it from Sineria to the island. 

The dragon let out a terrifying call and shot out his light orange
fire. The knights charged and hit him with their weapons. Max even
decided to join in. He bit and thrashed. Aaron yanked his sword out of
the dragon and wiped the blood on his scales. Striker lifted his wings 
and stood on all four of his legs. He used his head to knock over the
knights. Anthony yelled and jumped on the creature. The beast raised
his head and tossed it around, trying to shake him off. 

“LEAVE US BE!” Anthony yelled as he sank a dagger into the
animal’s head. His leg hung down near Striker’s mouth. The dragon
took this as the opportunity to grab his leg and toss him to the ground. 
Fortunately, the armor broke his fall. 

Striker let out one last roar and burst into  the sky.  Agitated,
overwhelmed,  and having only a little energy left from fighting and
flying all night, he knew he had to give this fight up.

“That creature needs to be killed,” Aaron declared, putting his
sword away. The battered knights agreed.  Max shook like a wet dog
and barked in irritation.

“Don’t worry,” James said. “I’m sure Titan and Dawn will take
care of him if he ever goes back to Sineria.”

“Is he gone?” a faint voice said. Aaron quickly turned around
and faced a den.

“Yes,” a  faint female voice responded. 

“Get your…  selves  out here!” Aaron demanded.  Jake and
Melerah crawled from the den with nervous smiles on their faces. “So, 
you can tell us a good reason why you ran away?”

“Well,  we didn’t run away,” Melerah replied. “We went to 
explore and that stupid dragon chased us and we forced ourselves into 
that den.”

“Melerah made me come,” Jake quickly told the knights.
As  they all  headed back to  the ship,  Jake had a  large red
handprint on the back of his neck. He rubbed it as Melerah scowled at
him. Jake whispered something under his breath. Melerah rushed up
to him. They stared at each other for a good minute. Melerah finally
broke the silence. 

“Does Hayden like me?” the 19-year-old asked. 

“Wh… what do you mean?” Jake asked back. Melerah facepalmed. 

“It’s literally not that hard of a question.” Jake, eyes wide and
sweat starting to pour, rushed away from Melerah like a squirrel that
spotted a hawk. “DON’T AVOID MY QUESTION, JAKE!” Jake was
already out of sight. “Where’s that fire-spewing, oversized gecko when
you need it?” Melerah wanted to feed Jake to a sea dragon. She couldn’t
believe Jake would ignore such an important question. Everyone
boarded their ship and took off. Melerah waited until they were a little
far out at sea to ask again. “Hayden! Does he like me?” Jake started to 
whistle and focus his eyes on anything that wasn’t Melerah. He tried
to  walk away,  but she grabbed the back of his shirt and pulled him
back. “STOP IGNORING ME!”

“I’m not going to answer that! I promised Hayden I wouldn’t
tell you that he likes you!” Melerah’s jaw dropped. She started to blush
and daydream. “Damn! Did I just do that?” Anthony walked by and
saw Melerah. 

“What’s wrong with her? Worms?”

“No, Anthony. It’s something else, BUT I CAN’T SAY!”

“Okay, okay! You young adults and your drama.” Jake tried his 
best to get Melerah to forget what he just said. 

“Give me that dagger,” Jake said to another knight walking by. 
He held the weapon tightly. “Sorry Melerah.” He got ready to cut some
of her hair off.

“I’ll KILL YOU WORSE THAN ANY DRAGON COULD!”
Melerah threatened with a  vice-like grip around Jake’s wrist.  The
knight snatched his dagger back and stormed away. 

Right when Melerah was going to punch Jake, a ship pulled up
next to theirs. It contained the other Sinerian knights. 

There were already a lot of knights on the ship Jake and Melerah
didn’t even know about. There were a lot more on the new ship. 

“Hezara won’t know what hit her!” a knight from that ship said,
chuckling. 

“You guys took your training seriously,” Aaron replied. “Make
me proud!”

“The only thing we won’t achieve is  failure,” another knight
said, bowing down.

The crashing waves was music to some of the Sinerians’ ears. 
Aaron cleaned his sword as  the swirling  sea  pleased his ears.  Jake
approached him. The knight looked up at him, a bit irritated that his 
sword-cleansing time was interrupted.

“Have you ever killed anybody or anything with that before?”
Jake asked. Aaron looked at the weapon.

“A few vikings. A pirate or two. Some small wyverns. Oh, once
I slayed a giant octopus with this.” Jake was amazed. It may have not
been as powerful as Hayden’s old sword, but it was still a great weapon. 
“Years back, I was visiting family in Beringland. While we were out in
the Berish markets, I heard a faint roar. As it came closer, it revealed
itself.”

“WHAT WAS IT?” Jake asked with enthusiasm.  Aaron
chuckled. 

“It wasn’t a dragon, nor a  giant, or even an ogre.  It was a
cephalodon.  Ugly creatures, but extremely rare.  The head of a snail,
body of a fish, and tentacles of an octopus. Crab-like claws, feet of a 
frog and complete with a  fish-like tail.  Anyways,  one of those blue, 
slimy beasts decided to attack the kingdom’s main market. It knocked
down and destroyed everything in its way. Its roar was piercing. The
knights there tossed spears and shot arrows, but that didn’t phase the
monster. I grabbed onto one of its tentacles. It raised another, eager to
kill me. I jumped onto it, ran up its body, got to the head, and rammed
my sword into its eye. I yanked it out and cut off the stalk its injured
eye once was in. I jumped from its head and onto a claw. I used this 
sword to  slice the claw off.  With the help of some other knights,  we
raised the claw to the cephalodon’s neck. It clamped down and cut the
beast’s head off.”

“So… a crab, fish, octopus, frog thing attacked Beringland and
you defeated it by slicing off one of its claws and cutting its head off 
with it? AMAZING!” Melerah heard the whole thing. She scoffed.

“Yeah, that’s a fancy beast you made up,” she said, rolling her
eyes. “It’s as real as… hairless mammoths or striped horses.” Aaron
chuckled. 

“Oh really?” Aaron said, smiling. Melerah nodded. 

“She’s just jealous,” Jake whispered. 

“Shut up Jake! I can’t be jealous of something  that didn’t
happen!”

Aaron snickered. He reached into his armor and into his clothes 
underneath. Out of his pocket, he pulled out some evidence. It was a
small, blue, scaly square. He unfolded it, which took awhile. It was the
skin of the beast.

“He could’ve bought that,” Melerah said, turning red.  Jake
shook his head. 

“Just can’t admit you’re wrong, huh?” Jake told her. Melerah
became irritated. She balled up a fist. Jake noticed and toned it down
with the remarks. He walked away before she could physically express
her negative emotions. 

Aaron smiled as he proudly held up the skin. Melerah stormed
away.  The knight folded the skin and slipped it back in his pocket. 
Stuart came over to him. 

“Telling them about that sea monster you killed?” Stuart asked.
Aaron nodded. The king laughed. 

They stared at the sea for a while. A shark fin cutting through
the water got Aaron’s attention. 

“Stunning!” Aaron said. “Appears to be a young great white.”
Stuart wasn’t paying attention. He was watching the knights on the
other ship preparing for the war. “We said it a thousand times your
majesty! We will conquer them!” Those words from Aaron did nothing 
for the king. He heard it many times, so the inspiration was worn off. 

Melerah admired the sea as well with Hayden on her mind. A
smile formed on her face. Jake carefully approached her. 

“You’re happy all  of a sudden.” Melerah ignored him. 
“Thinking  about Hayden?” Melerah turned around angrily.  Her
patience for Jake was gone. She punched him in the jaw, knocking him
down. Jake lifted his head up and rubbed his face. 

“Really? The hell was that for?” Melerah walked up to him. 

“I don’t like Hayden!” she declared. Jake got up. 

“And now you tell more lies.” Melerah got ready to punch Jake
again, but he caught her fist. “You don’t need to be ashamed.” She
rolled her eyes before thinking about Hayden again. “You know, this
is  a  terrible way to  treat someone who  rescued you from dying  in a 
storm.” Melerah continued ignoring him.

“I wonder what Hayden is doing right now,” Melerah stated.
Jake shrugged. 

In the forest, Maxx was playing around in some fire he blew on
the ground. He tried to get Hayden to play in it with him. 

“No thanks, Maxx. I’m not as um… fireproof as you are.”

Maxx’s siblings joined in with him. Their mother came back
with a mouthful of dead forest animals. She dropped them on top of
her babies. They ate through the pile. 

Hayden,  driven by his  hunger,  reached for a beaver carcass.
One of Maxx’s sisters snapped at his hand. Maxx tackled her to the
ground and growled. She threw him off and blew fire at him. Maxx blew
some steam from his nose and snorted. He charged at his sister. She
charged as well. Their mother grabbed Maxx by his tail and put him
inside a  tree hole.  She blocked his  sister with her wing.  They still
bickered. Maxx’s sister tried to fly up, but their mother used her wing 
to block the little dragon again. Hayden marveled at the behavior of
these baby dragons.

A flathead forest-crawler sniffed around. It smelled something
odd coming. A few other creatures  were on high alert. Out of the
bushes, a flock of appleheads, rat-sized, cherry red, fruit-eating forest
dragons, flew out. They seemed to be in a panic. There was no forest
runner following which was surprising since forest runners protected
appleheads  for some reason.  The little fruit dragons  cawed as they
continuously looked back down. Hayden lifted his axe and faced the
direction the appleheads fled from. The creatures backed away slowly,
except Maxx. He was right by Hayden’s side. The creature emerged: a
horse. 

“What? What is a horse doing out here?” It was a Sinerian horse, 
and it was in a panic. “Woah, woah, calm down boy!” The light gray
horse took deep breaths.  It swatted its tail back and forth, still
somewhat nervous. The horse had a note written by a citizen who had
no desire to go into the forest themselves. Hayden took it out of the
horse’s saddle and read it. “Titan’s gone? How could this be?” Hayden
looked up and got ready to  ride the horse back to  Sineria,  but the
animal  was
gone,
leaving  nothing
but
dust
and
the
echoes  of
thundering  hooves.  Maxx  could
see
the
hurt
in
Hayden.  He
approached the glum redhead. Hayden still didn’t say anything. Maxx
whined as if he were Max. “You guys just might need to help us in this 
war! Come together and help take that wingwalker out!”

Although the creatures didn’t understand Hayden,  they knew
that he wanted help with something, and it had to do with Striker. The
creatures  wanted no  part of the wingwalker.  Maxx  was also  a little
scared. 

“Maxx?” The little dragon backed away. “Wow! You guys can’t
even help one bit? Really? Do you know how important it is to take this 
giant beast out? It would be good for you creatures as well.” They still 
didn’t want to go through with it. Hayden shook his head. “Come on
now!” His anger started to show. As Hayden began to walk away, he 
kicked some rocks. “Why can’t you just help us?”

Hayden walked up to the creatures with his axe raised.  The
mother dragon and a few others blocked the babies and growled. The
male owl  spread his wings to  intimidate him while the basilisks and
luna newts reared their heads and snarled. The female owl, knowing 
Hayden better than this based on her observations, looked on in
disbelief. Maxx couldn’t believe that Hayden was acting this way. It
was almost like he didn’t know him. Hayden began to calm down. He
knew what he was doing was wrong. He dropped the axe and sat down. 

The
mother
dergadon
blew
smoke
from
her
nostrils  and
stomped away.  The other creatures  followed.  Maxx stayed behind
though. He started to approach Hayden. 

“I’m sorry,” he told the dragon.

Maxx understood. Hayden was filled with emotions, so Maxx
wasn’t all that upset, just scared. Maxx’s mother growled, ordering him
to  follow.  The baby dragon flew after the rest of the beasts,  looking 
back at Hayden. The Sinerian now had nothing. He felt empty.







Chapter Twelve

Jack and Felisa had no idea where they were. They noticed that there
were a few Zydrinns around. One of the warriors walked up to them. 
“Don’t worry,” the Zydrinn said. “You won’t be here for long.”
The couple watched as the other Sinerians  were forced elsewhere,
being prodded with sabers wielded by grinning Zydrinns.

“Where is our son?” Jack asked. “Why did you take us from our
kingdom?”

“That’s information you don’t need to know,” the Zydrinn said
back calmly. Felisa struggled to get her hands free. The Zydrinn was
admiring his saber. “Can’t wait to use this!” Jack and Felisa looked at
each other. 

“On what?” Felisa asked. The Zydrinn pressed the side of the
blade under Felisa’s chin, smiled, and walked away. 

“Let’s get out, now!” Jack demanded. 

Jack began stretching his arms, hoping the force would break
the rope that his wrists  were bound by.  Felisa  tried the same thing. 
After some more stretching and pulling, they freed themselves. 

“Alright,” Jack said, rubbing a wrist, “now let’s find a way out
of here.” Felisa looked around. She noticed a Zydrinn coming. She took
off,  first confusing Jack, but he soon followed when he shot a quick
look at the warrior. 

“How are we going  to avoid being caught?” Felisa asked,
nervous. Jack shrugged.

When the Zydrinn came close enough,  Jack lunged from the
bush they hid behind. The warrior drew his saber. Jack raised his fists.

“Be a man,” Jack said, grinning.

“Well, this will be more fun,” the Zydrinn replied, dropping his 
weapon. Both of them had their fists raised. Felisa watched intensely. 

Jack threw a  punch,  but the Zydrinn dodged it.  The Zydrinn
landed two punches, both in the face. Jack got in a good hit, but the
Zydrinn got him back. The warrior grabbed him by the neck and
slammed him to the ground. 

“Now you’re just making a fool of yourself in front of your lady,”
the Zydrinn told Jack.  The Zydrinn,  caught up in his  ego,  lost his 
attention on Jack, allowing him to land a kick in the warrior’s stomach. 
The Zydrinn landed on the ground, his helmet falling off as he tried to
get over the blow.

Jack hauled himself to his feet and got some punches in on the
downed warrior.  A right hook contacted with the Zydrinn’s  jaw, 
vibrating it. A crack formed on the jawbone and shot up to  a tooth,
launching it out of his mouth.

“Maybe using the sword was a good idea,” Jack told the warrior
mockingly.  Right when Jack was about to  walk away,  the Zydrinn
threw a rock at his head. Jack looked at it. “Was that supposed to finish
me?’ The Zydrinn got up with his fists  slightly raised. Jack happily
advanced towards him. “Look, let’s just talk this out.” Humiliated and
in pain, the Zydrinn agreed to do that, but much to his surprise, Jack
shot him with another right hook, right into the stomach. The Zydrinn
fell to the ground and cried. Jack brushed his fist off and walked back
to Felisa. She clapped for him. Jack smiled and bowed. 

“Better with a weapon than with their fists,” Jack stated. When
they heard more Zydrinns coming, they took off. “So, where exactly is
a place we can escape to?”

“How am I supposed to know?” Felisa replied. They made it to
the coast. There was a dragon chained to the side of the coastside’s 
cliff. It was a yellow-jawed driller. 

Yellow-jawed drillers were wyverns with lemon yellow mouths, 
tan skin, and carrot orange stripes running from the back of their head
to their skinny, ridgey tail tip that acted as a drill. Two short, thin horns,
also  with ridges,  sat on their heads  while tiny spines  ran along their
back. A unique dragon this species was.

Jack and Felisa looked at each other and smiled.  They snuck
down the side of the cliff and approached the dragon. She snarled, as
seeing any human brought negative feelings to her.

“We’re going to get you out of here,” Jack whispered as he held
his hands up.

Jack took a rock and banged it against a chain connected to a
shackle around her tail.  The clanks of the rock bashing  against the
chains rang throughout the air and found its way into the ears of nearby
Zydrinns.

“Well, well, well,” a Zydrinn said. “Two escapees!”

The cackling  Zydrinns holding  up their sabers  alerted the
wyvern. Seeing that Jack and Felisa were there to help, she blasted out
a stream of fire, scaring the Zydrinns back.

“COME ON, HONEY!” Felisa shouted.

Jack banged harder and faster on the chains, breaking  one. 
Eager to  escape and adrenaline rushing, the yellow-jawed driller
tugged,  causing cracks  to  form on the side of the cliff.  Debris fell, 
alerting the Zydrinns near her. They ran and yelled as larger chunks of
debris made its way down. She then started rotating her drill-like tail
tip, drilling it into the cliffside.

With a  sudden burst of energy,  the driller launched herself 
forward, tearing the stakes from the cliffside and freeing herself. She
spread her wings and let out a loud, long bellow. 

As the driller shook some debris off and scared a few Zydrinns 
back, Jack picked up a piece of paper dropped on the ground.

“Honey!” Felisa  called,  pointing  to  the driller preparing  to 
leave.

Jack and Felisa climbed on the driller’s tail and to her back as
she thundered towards the sea.

A few Zydrinns followed, chucking their sabers and roaring like
angered gorillas. The driller took to the sky, Jack and Felisa taunting 
the warriors from her back.

“GO TO HELL, BASTARDS!” Jack shouted. Felisa laughed. 
The driller roared happily as she flew higher. “So, who do you think
should be the one to kill Hezara?” Felisa thought for a while. 

“I think Stuart should. Some crazy bat is coming to destroy his 
kingdom,  he should destroy her.” Jack agreed.  “I heard that the
knights are going to meet the Zydrinns somewhere. Maybe we should
bring them some firepower?” Felisa  patted the driller. Jack thought
that was a good idea. He opened up the paper and smiled.

“It looks like we have a way to find it too.”

“It will help the knights’ chances of survival. I just really hope
Hayden is doing good right now.” Jack walked up to her.

“The same Hayden that survived the wilderness twice,  has
been chased by wild animals, nearly eaten by a dragon, and defeated a 
being with powers, when he was just 10 years old?” Felisa smiled as the
thoughts of her son battling wild beasts ran through her mind. She
knew Jack made a good point. 

“You’re right.” Felisa smiled and gazed into the water. 

“Plus, if those guys could be beaten so easily, how are they a 
match for the most experienced, most intelligent, most fearless men, 
who are ARMORED?” Felisa chuckled at her husband’s question.

Elsewhere out at sea on the knights’ ships, Aaron was looking
out for Zydrinn ships. He didn’t see anything, yet.

“Guys,” Jake groaned, “are we almost there?”

“As far as I know, we aren’t even close,” Aaron told him. Jake
groaned. “What are you tired of?”

“Being  out on this water for so  long. It’s  annoying!” Aaron
rolled his eyes as he listened to Jake’s complaints. 

“Who were the two that decided to sneak on the ship and come
fight?” Jake walked away without giving a response of any kind. Aaron
nodded. “Exactly!” Melerah was still thinking about Hayden. 

“Are you okay, Mel?” Jake asked. Melerah shook her head. 

“Just worried about our friend.” Jake understood.  He didn’t
mock her for her crush this time. He was worried as well. 

“I think he is a lot safer than we are right now,” Jake told
Melerah, trying his best to make her feel better. 

“Thanks Jake.” As Jake watched Melerah glumly sit down, a
splashing  sound caught his  attention. He looked over and saw that
Anthony tossed a net into the water. “Catching dinner?”

“Yep!” After a few minutes, Anthony hauled the net back in. It
was filled with flying fish. 

“What kind of herring are those?” Jake asked. Anthony shook
his head.

“These aren’t herring, boy! They’re flying fish! To me, they taste
a  lot better.” Jake seemed interested.  Anthony grabbed a  fish and
pulled it through one of the net’s holes. He held it up and opened one
of the fins.  “This  is what gets  them their name.” He
tossed it
overboard. It landed in the water. 

“Really?” Jake said, unimpressed. Anthony held up a finger. 
The fish jumped out of the water, used its tail to propel itself, opened
its fins, then took to the air. “ASTOUNDING!” Once it got far enough,
the fish closed its fins and landed back in the water. “Wait… so pigs 
don’t fly…  but fish do?  I don’t get it.” Anthony just couldn’t
understand Jake. 

“Wish we had some dragons  to  start a fire,” Mark stated, 
walking up to the big catch. It was sunny, so Aaron thought it would
be a good idea to leave the fish out to bake.

“Great idea!” Anthony said. “This is why you’re the leader of
knights!”

A few of the knights leaned spears on the side of the ship and
put some of the fish on them. Seagulls didn’t take long to crowd the
ship. 

“Not these things,” Mark said, rolling his eyes. 

Anthony picked up a  hatchet and swiped it in the air. His 
intention wasn’t to harm any birds, just to scare them. They weren’t
phased. 

“These things are more annoying than dwarf white-spotted fruit
bats,” Anthony stated. Those bats were known for commonly raiding
crops in Sineria, as well as producing a really irritating, high-pitched
noise when they ate a lot of sweet fruit. At least other fruit bats weren’t
like that. 

A massive pelican flew in and attempted to snatch up some fish
as well. 

“Oh, anything but a pelican,” Jace complained. Anthony found
joy in Jace’s dislike for the seabirds. 

“These birds are more ridiculous than a corn scale,” Anthony
said through laughs. 

Corn scales were odd, yellowish-orange, cat-sized dragons that
had scales  and a  caudal  spade shaped like corn kernels,  hence their
name. They greatly resembled chameleons but were a lot snappier than
the lizards.

The huge bird, which was almost as tall  as Jake,  landed and
wandered around the ship, biting people on board. 

Bart picked up a halberd and charged at the bird. The pelican
tackled Bart and bit all over him. He tried to reach for his weapon, but
some gulls started messing with it.

“BACK OFF!” Bart cried. He grabbed the pelican by the beak
and threw it off to the side. He chased the gulls away and retrieved the
halberd. This kept all the birds away from him. They took a few of the
cooked flying fish and flew away with them. The pelican raided the net
and filled its gular. Once full,  the large,  white bird took to  the sky. 
“Stupid birds.” Bart brushed the feathers  off  of himself.  Melerah
walked over holding something. It was one of the gulls. 

“Could we also have this with the fish?” she asked. The knights
thought it was a good idea. Before someone else could come take it, 
the bird bit her thumb and flew away. “I hate seagulls… sooo much!”

“I just wish we could hurry up and get to this place!” Brandon
announced. “I’m ready to kick some Zydrinn ass and get back home!”

“Brandon,” Aaron said, “you go from brave, to a wuss, to brave
all over again. You confuse me.” Brandon shrugged.

Meanwhile, the knights on the other ship were enjoying pieces
of tuna they caught.

“How’s that swordfish?” Anthony shouted.

“It’s tuna!” a knight on that ship shouted back. Jake laughed.
As the knights conversed about fish, trees in the distance came within
view. 

“Can’t be the same island, can it?” Mark asked, pointing ahead.
Stuart got up and stared at it intensely. 

“THIS IS THEIR ISLAND!” he yelled. He knew this was the
island, as the Zydrinns’ smaller island landmark was the massive stone
shaped like a saber that jetted into the air. 

“Oh, guess it didn’t take as long as I thought,” Aaron added. 
Jake shook his head at the knight.

The ships pulled up. Stuart was the first one to step onto land. 
He examined the island. 

“This is definitely it,” Stuart said as he looked left to right.

Most of the knights, along with Jake, Melerah, and Max, joined
Stuart. Max barked as he explored the area. 

“This is where we end the Zydrinns,” Aaron said, examining 
every inch of the beach. “For good.” Stuart glanced at him, glad that
he was confident yet still a bit scared. 

Max  harassed a  crab in a hole.  He barked and snapped at it,
prompting the crustacean to pinch his nose. The dog whined and ran
around, trying desperately to get the creature off. Melerah came and
tugged it off of his nose through giggles. The crab clicked its claws and
dug another hole. It flicked its antennae before slinking away into the
sandy, dark den. Max growled as his nose throbbed. 

“So do we just camp here until they arrive?” Jake asked. 

“Yes,” Mark replied, bringing a few weapons from the ship. The
knights on the other ships decided to stay on as their horses slept away
in the ships’ holds. 

“You guys  be safe out here,” Aaron said. “I don’t want the
Zydrinns giving you a surprise attack.”

Christoff, another knight on the ship, gave Aaron the thumbs
up. 

As the Sinerians on land got ready to find a good ambush and
camping area, Melerah looked over and saw Max using the crab’s first
hole as an area to relieve himself. 

“Ah, Max,” Melerah called. “If you’re going to leave your gifts
somewhere, don’t do it in the crab’s home. It already hates you.” Max
wagged his tail and kicked some sand into the hole, covering his smelly
surprise. 

The
Sinerians  ventured
into  a  cleared
area  near
some
woodlands. They built some shelters and started a fire as the sun began
to set. 

As Aaron emerged from his leaf shelter, eerie screeches pulsed
through the air. The knight looked up and saw a flock of cockatrices, 
the eccentric dragon-bodied, rooster-headed creatures  being  a  first
time sight for him. He immediately became intrigued.

Two of the most dominant cockatrices were about to fight. One
hissed while the other snapped and clicked its beak. They charged and
pecked at each other. Aaron tried desperately to contain his laughter, 
but the humor was too great. Laughter spewed from his mouth like fire
from a  dragon. The startled creatures  looked over at him, their red
wattles waving with every movement their head made. The grotesque
beasts hissed and bucked at him.  Mark threw his  mace towards the
creatures, scaring them all away. 

“I hate those things,” Mark stated. “Creepier than vultures.”

Stuart peered into a cave. He thought it was beautiful. It came
to  life as the glowworms  lit up. Moths started to  fly in, not knowing 
they were being lured in by the worms just to be eaten. As the worms 
dined, Stuart’s stomach growled. He headed back to where everybody
else was. 

Everybody seemed to  be in a good mood.  There were smiles
and laughs as food was being passed around. Max chased his tail while
Melerah encouraged him.  Jake and Mark were sharing stories  while
Aaron and Anthony arm wrestled. They were acting as if a war wasn’t
approaching, not dwelling much on it and worrying themselves. 

Stuart joined in.  He grabbed some of the flying  fish they
brought
with
them.
James  and
Brandon
were
cooking  some
grasshoppers they found. 

“A protein packed snack that you can keep in a pocket is the
way to go,” Brandon said as he tossed a grasshopper into his mouth. 
James agreed. Aaron pulled out a bucket he used to collect fruits with. 
He gave everyone a fruit. 

“But I’m almost full,” Jake groaned.

“The fruit is to help hydrate,” Aaron explained. “We don’t want
to waste energy looking for water, so just eat the fruit and get the juices 
from it.” It seemed logical. 

The call of night creatures was the signal to go into their shelters 
and get some sleep. Mark stood up and spoke. 

“We need to rest up whenever we can. We don’t know when they
will  show up.” Jake and Melerah went into their shelter with Max
following. 

While everyone else went in for the night, Stuart stayed out and
stared at the night sky. Why his kingdom, again? 

“Stop dwelling on it, Stuart,” Aaron called out from his shelter. 
“We need to be rested up and stress free.”

“Right you are, friend! I’ll go in right now and just… not think
about the hundreds of experienced, intelligent, terrifying, undefeatable
army of men who are led by a smart, organized leader!” Aaron smiled. 

“Right! You don’t have to think about the Sinerian knights right
now. You need to head to bed.”

“Bed? Or ground with leaves on it?” Aaron laughed and headed
to his shelter. 

Elsewhere, three ships were in the water, filled with Zydrinns
armed with sabers. Even though they didn’t vary in weapons,  they
could still  fight and kill  in many different ways.  Roger approached
Hezara. 

“Aren’t you excited, Roger?” she asked. Roger had a blank face. 
“We’re about to fight knights from Sineria! And I get to kill that King
Stuart myself!” Roger smiled at that. “When I see his face, I’m going
to strangle the life out of him! I will tear him apart! I will rip his teeth
out,  one by one,  then throw them in his  face!” This was the reason
Roger was scared of her sometimes. 

Hezara had her woodpecker scythe tight in her grip. She was
using one of her claw-like nails to engrave designs  on it. She was
carving  a  sword.  Roger looked at the other ships  to make sure the
Zydrinns were ready. 

Hezara’s vicious mongrel played with a chew toy, which was
actually a duckling that was still somehow alive.  She laughed at the
sight of it. 

“So  who’s  the lucky kingdom after this one?” Roger asked. 
Hezara thought for a while. 

“Beringland?”







Chapter Thirteen

Hayden slashed the plants in his way, his anger adding the strength to 
do so. This was the time he needed his friends and family. Blinded by
rage and his little tantrum, he tripped on something. He got up and
looked at what made him fall. It was a footprint. A huge one. 

“That wingwalker!” Hayden growled, raising his axe. An entire
evening, night, and half a morning spent walking, and Hayden didn’t
even realize it. If he wanted to head back to the Sineria mainland, it
would take forever. “Where am I?”

During his time of walking, Hayden was too busy being upset, 
so  he didn’t notice much around him.  Above the slope was a  rope
bridge connected to an island. Confused, Hayden carefully stepped on
the bridge, swaying it. He grasped the ropes on each side and breathed
heavily. Small reef sharks swam below the bridge, not much of a threat. 

“I can do this.”
Hayden traversed the bridge, occasionally looking down to see
fish, or up to see the cawing birds. A fish leapt over him, bringing a
smile. Before he knew it, he crossed the bridge. 

“Now to keep going.”
A few minutes into exploring the island, Hayden heard an odd
mixture of sounds. Talking, metal clinking, and horses whinnying. He
peeked through a few trees and was able to see who the people were:
Sinerian knights with their horses.

Hayden burst out of the forest and ran towards them. Melerah, 
before even hearing  or seeing  him, got a sudden feeling  of positive
emotions. She blushed and smiled as she turned around.

“HAYDEN!” Melerah shouted as she ran towards him.  Max
was faster though. He jumped on Hayden and licked him. 

“Missed you too,  bud!” he told the excited hound.  Melerah
picked Hayden up and hugged him. Jake joined in.

“Good to see you’re alive,” Aaron said. Stuart smiled. 

“How did you end up here?” Stuart asked. “I told you to stay in
the castle.”

“Well,  no  one I was close with was left in Sineria,” Hayden
explained. “I saw no use in staying there when I thought everyone I
love is dead. Mom and dad… I still don’t know.” Stuart folded his lips
and nodded, sorrowful for Hayden. 

“Well, now that you’re on the island with us,” Aaron said, “go
hide!”

“Sure, but why didn’t you guys walk here?”

“It’s… an island, Hayden,” Aaron replied. 

“Yeah, but there’s a rope bridge connected here to Sineria. It’s 
nowhere near the mainland, so it would’ve been quite a walk.”

Aaron, face reddening, took a few steps back and covered his
mouth with his fist.

“You’re telling me we didn’t even have to take the ships?”
Hayden nodded slowly.

“Now now, Aaron,” Stuart said. “If we walked here, our energy
would’ve been drained. The ships kept us and the horses rested. Plus, 
we discovered Sineria has a rope bridge attached to it terribly far from
any humanized parts of it.”

“Good… I guess.” Mark stepped forward, his mace in his hand.

“You don’t need to be here though,” Mark told Hayden. “They
are near.”

“Okay,” Hayden said. “Why are they here?” He pointed to his
two friends and dog. Mark shrugged. 

“Well, if you’re going to stay, I don’t want you doing anything
unless one of them comes up to you,” Stuart said. “Defend yourself!”
Hayden somewhat disagreed with that. He wanted to fight. 

Soon, and unknown to the Sinerians, the Zydrinn ships pulled
up. 

Hezara commanded the Zydrinns to follow quietly. After a few
minutes, she appeared. Some of the Sinerians were disgusted by her.
She grinned. Stuart and Aaron stepped forward. 

“How did she know we were here?” James asked, afraid. No 
one knew.

“Where’s your little army?” Stuart asked. Hezara chuckled. 

“Oh, you were expecting an army?” she said back, rubbing her
whiskery chin. For some reason, that comeback caused intimidation.

Roger
appeared
next.  His  eyes  immediately
locked
with
Aaron’s.

“We’ll see who’s the better trainer of their army,” Roger told
Aaron,  spitting at
his boots.
Aaron
was
mature
enough
to stay
composed. 

Hezara looked past Aaron and Stuart to see most of the knights
on their horses.

“Nice animals,” she remarked. “I’m sure that will help much.”
Zydrinns didn’t use horses themselves. They didn’t need to. 

Stuart brushed her off and walked back towards everyone else.
Aaron quickly followed. Once they got back and faced Hezara again, 
they saw the trees and bushes moving behind their enemies. Zydrinns
appeared from the vegetation like a pack of wolves, their sabers ready. 

“Don’t let them intimidate you!” Aaron said. “We are Sinerian
knights! What are we?”

“Sinerian knights.”

“WHAT ARE WE?” The knights said it again. 

“Sinerian knights!” Aaron yelled it one more time.

“WHAT ARE WE?”

“SINERIAN KNIGHTS!”

The knights’ horses charged while the ones on foot followed. 
The
Zydrinns  charged
back.  Hezara  stood
there
and
continued
smiling.  Two  infamous  armies  of skilled, astounding, intimidating
warriors known across the entire region about to collide. 

The horses  stomped
a few Zydrinns,  but
there were still 
hundreds. There were hundreds of knights as well, so the few horses
that were taken down didn’t do much to the Sinerians. 

One knight jumped from his horse and landed, sword first, onto
a  Zydrinn. He yanked the sword out and kicked the injured warrior
down. 

The sound of axes, swords, and hatchets clanking with sabers 
brought joy to Hezara. 

Once again, Aaron and Roger’s gazes came back to each other. 
Roger, smiling, charged. He went to cut Aaron with his saber, but the
knight blocked it with his cephladon-slaying sword. Aaron dodged a
jab and went in to stab Roger. The Zydrinn moved out of the way. 

While the armies  were fighting,  Max  was
dealing  with
a 
problem of his own. He bit down on one Zydrinn’s hand and tackled
another,  clamping  down
on
his  throat. As
the
hound
thrashed, 
something tackled him. Max looked up to see Klaws staring him down, 
drooling with an arched back. Max threw himself to his paws. The dogs 
circled each other.  Max growled.  Klaws  did nothing  but stare.  The
bloodhound charged first.  The black wolfdog dodged the incoming 
hound and grabbed his tail. Max whined. He turned back around and
bit Klaws on the neck. The terrifying creature had no reaction. Max let
go. The wolfdog bit down on Max’s snout and began shaking. 

Hayden could see it all. He rushed over to help his hound, but
a Zydrinn stopped him by blocking his path with a saber. Hayden, who 
was almost as tall as the warrior, punched him in the jaw, and without
a second thought, brought the axe down on the Zydrinn’s arm, nearly
hacking it off. The Zydrinn howled in pain as tears streamed from his
eyes. 

Right as he raised his saber with his good arm, Melerah came
behind him and knocked him out with a thick branch. 

“Thanks Mel!” Hayden said. Melerah winked. The 18-year-old
went to help his dog. He took the axe and swiped it across Klaws’s face. 

The canine tasted the blood as it dripped into his mouth. He
snarled at the Sinerian. Klaws lunged at Hayden, but Max was there to
save him. Hayden went to hit the dog while Max kept him pinned. 

Meanwhile,  the knights were getting  brutal. One knight used
his hatchet to split a Zydrinn’s head after knocking his helmet off. He
then used the handle of the hatchet to knock one in the face from
behind.

Brandon grabbed a  Zydrinn by the throat and rammed his 
shortsword into his abdomen. The Zydrinn coughed and moaned. He
fell to the ground and writhed in pain. Brandon mashed his face into 
the ground with his boot, his skin, exposed tissue, and flesh becoming 
one with the soil. Brandon then ran off to fight some more Zydrinns. A
horse accidentally trampled the head of the injured Zydrinn, shoving 
him into the ground even more. He tasted the core of the earth along
with the worms. 

Another horse was charging at a Zydrinn, but it fell to the
ground when a saber went through it. The huge mammal tried to get
up, but the weapon was deep in its side. James, the knight who rode
the horse, held back tears and pulled out his flail. He swung it around,
hitting a few Zydrinns. One of them tackled the knight to the ground
and began beating him. 

“Don’t worry,” the Zydrinn uttered.  “You’ll join your horse
really soon!” The Zydrinn smiled, showing off his dirty teeth. 

James  looked at the saber as it was rising over his face.  Just
when the Zydrinn brought it down, James  tripped him. He took the
saber from the Zydrinn’s hands and stabbed him through the back of
the neck. 

The Zydrinns  began dropping  like flies,  much to  Hezara’s 
displeasure. 

“We told you who you were messing with,” Stuart told her. 

Hezara  ran after Stuart. The king  pulled out his  falchion and
ran after the hag. Hezara grabbed him by the face and threw him down
before seizing him with her nails. 

Mark hit her with a hammer he borrowed from another knight. 
When Hezara  stopped rolling,  she looked up and saw the knight
staring her down as he helped Stuart up.

“Are you okay, your majesty?”

“Yes,  but I’ll  handle her.  Thank you.” Hezara  ran towards 
them. Mark ran back to the Zydrinns.

Stuart took his falchion and brought it down, nearly splitting 
her head. She blocked the hit with her scythe and hit the king with its
blade end. He rubbed his cut and angrily stared at Hezara.

“Come on!” Hezara roared. “Put up a fight!”

Hayden was nearby, fighting a stubborn Zydrinn. The warrior
really wanted to be the one who killed him. Every move the Zydrinn
made, Hayden watched. He used the axe to block the incoming saber. 

“GIVE UP…  BOY!  I have you beat!” Hayden smiled and
pushed forward.  The Zydrinn caught himself  just in time.  “I don’t
think you made the right decision!” Anthony came behind Hayden.

“I don’t think you should be talking to an 18-year-old like that! 
What are you, like, eighty?”

“I’M 35!” the Zydrinn yelled at Anthony. 

The knight ran up to him and threw him to the ground. He beat
and hacked at the Zydrinn with his axe.  Hayden had never seen
Anthony act that violent, but he was a knight afterall. 

“Don’t let strangers  talk to you like that, kid,” Anthony told
him. Hayden gave a thumbs up and went to fight some more. 

A few knights on their horses  joined together and trampled a 
few Zydrinns. 

“WE DIDN’T COME HERE TO LOSE!” Roger cried. Aaron
laughed at Roger stressing out. 

After taking some beatings,  the Zydrinns got fed up.  They
fought back, using all the power and anger they had, which was a lot. 

When a knight went to  kill  one of the warriors,  the Zydrinn
grabbed his wrist, twisted it, and slammed him to the ground.

“Good move,” the knight uttered. The Zydrinn shook his head
and sank his saber into the knight’s chest after removing his armor. 
Another Zydrinn grabbed a mace on the ground and bashed it into a
knight’s temple.  The Sinerian knights’ numbers  started dropping 
quickly. 

While Aaron was distracted, Roger ran off and attacked one of
the knights. He ripped his armor off and beat him in the face and chest, 
killing the knight.

“Look at that,” Roger said.  Aaron saw the lifeless Sinerian
warrior, face smothered in blood and teeth laying next to him.

“One of the biggest mistakes is pissing a Sinerian knight off!”
Aaron declared as he rushed over. 

Roger lunged his  saber forward,  nearly stabbing  Aaron. The
knight leader cut deeply into Roger’s arm with his sword. He examined
his injury and chuckled.

“And an even bigger mistake is hurting a Zydrinn instead of
killing him!”

Roger lunged at the knight. He pried Aaron’s armor off of his 
chest with his adrenaline fueled strength. Aaron shoved him down and
put the armor back on as fast as he could. He covered his face with his 
visor before Roger could strike back. The Zydrinn leader shot up with
an uppercut.  He stood over the knight and stared down.  “This  is 
pathetic! You guys are only fighting because you chose to. Taking out
your kingdom wasn’t a  personal thing  against Sineria.  You’re just
taking it that way.” When Aaron tried to get up, Roger placed his foot
down on top of him. “Now, I suggest you give in now so this can be
quick!”

“Would Sineria be the successful kingdom it is today if we gave
up so easily?” Aaron replied. Roger laughed that question off. 

“It will be no more!”

The Zydrinn calmly held his  saber over Aaron’s  face.  He
slapped the knight’s visor back and got ready to ram the sword through
his face. At the last second, a horse trampled Roger by accident. Aaron
got up and put his visor back over his face. He picked up his sword
and ran after the Zydrinn.

As another horse ran by, a Zydrinn chucked a spear taken from
a knight he killed. The spear hit the knight on the animal, causing him
to fall off of the horse. He died immediately, the spear rammed into the
ground holding up his body.  The horse continued running, which
ended up in the spear-chucking Zydrinn getting trampled to death.

This had to be the worst war in Sinerian history. They’ve never
lost this many knights in battle. The Zydrinns’ claim for remaining 
undefeated seemed to be proven.

Stuart looked around as he saw the dead knights.  However,
there was still hope as there were still many left. Hezara enjoyed this 
even though many people in her army died. 

A knight was running  by Hezara,  not noticing her.  When he
came within range, she shot her scythe out and rammed the skull’s
beak through his face. She yanked it out. He dropped to the ground a 
few seconds after the assault. She then flipped it around and used the
blade of the scythe to rip his helmet off and decapitate him. As she did
this, she had an intimidating look. She didn’t have an evil smile, but a 
serious,  kind of scary expression.  This  intimidated Stuart.  Hezara,
noticing Stuart watching her, began walking over to him. 

“This will be fun for me,” she said while pointing the weapon
at him. Stuart couldn’t run. That would show he was truly afraid. He
was scared though. So  scared,  he couldn’t even clench a  fist or do 
anything to intimidate her back.

Hezara wrapped her dry, flaky hands around Stuart’s neck. She
squeezed them tighter and tighter. The king didn’t do anything to fight
back. He couldn’t. The fear weakened him. He started to turn purple. 

“I may not be smiling,” Hezara growled, “but deep down, I am
laughing!”

Brandon shoved her down just before things could get worse.
Stuart gasped for air. 

“Are you okay, your majesty?” The king coughed and looked
up. 

“I’m fine.”

Hayden saw Hezara trying to get up and burst over to her. His
axe was high up, ready to be brought down. She covered her face with
her hand. 

“WAIT!” a voice called out. It was Stuart. He walked over to 
Hayden. 

“If we win this, we lock her up. Ask her why she does these
things. Let her think of her defeat everyday!” Hayden somewhat agreed
with Stuart. He lowered the axe. Hezara shook her head. 

“Your confidence brings a tear to my eye,  joyfully!  It is 
hysterical!  You think you can win,  but look around. You may have
killed my people,  but as  you put your focus  on me,  more of your
armored men fall in battle.” It was true. A Zydrinn stabbed a knight
with a sword while another forcefully ripped the helmet from a knight’s 
head, causing the armored warrior’s  neck to break. A few Zydrinns 
were cornering another knight, their sabers ready to kill. Hezara looked
at Stuart and continued speaking. “Confidence and cockiness are two 
different things. I think you know which one you are.”

There was still a lot of fighting. Max was still attempting to take
out Klaws. The beast was a bit bigger and stronger, but Max didn’t let
that keep him from battling the animal. The shaggy canine let out a 
bark, sending shivers up the bloodhound’s spine. Max whimpered. 

Klaws approached him. Max growled, trying his best to get the
wolfdog to back away. It did nothing. Klaws ran up to Max and bit him
on the throat. He shoved the hound to the ground, pinning him there.
Max tried to howl to get help, but he couldn’t do anything. When the
hound gave in, Klaws let go. He howled in victory. Hezara was proud. 

“I guess I also have the best dog,” she mockingly said. This
made Hayden go into a rage. He tried to get at her with the axe, but
Brandon held him back. She did admire Hayden’s bravery and spirit to 
fight. 

As Max got up and hid in the woodlands, Hezara snuck away. 

“WHERE DID SHE GO?” Stuart yelled. They looked over and
saw her staring at them.

“RELEASE THE BLUDGEON BATS!” Hezara shrieked. 

A Zydrinn opened the rusty cage, allowing the strange creatures
to fly out and wreak havoc. They slammed their tails into anything and
used their tiny,  sharp teeth to pierce through exposed skin. Both
Zydrinns and knights were assaulted. Hezara didn’t see a problem with
it, as long as the knights were getting attacked. 

Aaron was calling Aries  out of hiding.  The horse was so 
petrified, he decided to hide in the woodlands the whole fight. His rider
needed him though.

“Come on Aries!” Aaron demanded.  “We will  defeat these
guys!” The friesian carefully stepped out of the trees and bushes. He
looked around. Aaron got on and rode around. Not only did Aries kill 
Zydrinns himself, but Aaron did too, along with some bludgeon bats. 

Bart had a crossbow this time. He shot several Zydrinns in the
face as well as any in the chest who had a damaged or removed cuirass. 

James  took a halberd and swung it around, hitting a few
Zydrinns and bringing him a joy he hadn’t felt in years. 

“You guys really messed up when you attacked us,” James told
some of the warriors. 

“But it seems as if we are the ones winning here,” one of the
Zydrinns replied. James ignored that statement. He clung to a horse
that was running by. He looked back and waved at the Zydrinns as the
horse ran away from them. 







Chapter Fourteen

The yellow-jawed driller arrived. 
“Sounds like things have already started,” Jack told Felisa. She
listened to the commotion. 

“Let’s go kill those so called warriors!” Felisa demanded. The
dragon rushed towards the chaos.

Once they made it, they couldn’t believe what they were seeing.
They didn’t expect to see that many dead knights.

“What in the hell happened here?” Felisa asked in shock. 

“HEY!” a Zydrinn called. They looked over in fear as he ran
towards them. Jack cracked his knuckles, jumpe down, and charged. 
The Zydrinn drew his saber. Then, something stopped him. It was a
giant,  red,  scaly foot.  Dawn! She mashed her foot into the ground,
crushing the warrior. Proud, she stood on her hind legs and let out a
roar. Hezara looked at the dragon with interest. The driller, terrified,
bucked and flew away, leaving Felisa on the ground.

“What a beautiful creature,” Hezara commented. 

Dawn got back on all fours and turned her attention to the war. 
She growled and used her tail to swipe some Zydrinns away. More of
the dangerous warriors charged after the giant reptile. She knocked a
few over with her wings and blasted a few more with fire. 

Roger tossed some bolas. The heavy weapon wrapped around
her bottom jaw, pinning her tongue and fire organ to her mouth. Dawn
tried to get it off, destroying trees and stepping on more Zydrinns as
she panicked.  She stretched her jaws  with enough force to  pop the
cords of the bolas. Free and angered, Dawn ate a few of the Zydrinns, 
helmet, armor, and all. One of the warriors that went unnoticed sliced
some scales from her leg. She jerked the leg back and hissed.
“KILL THIS BEAST!” Roger commanded.  Dawn stood up
again and beat her wings, sending a few Zydrinns flying. 

Dawn then cried out loudly, nearly deafening everybody. It was
Roger! He somehow got on top of her and sank his saber into the top
of her head. He yanked it out and chuckled. She turned her head back
and spewed flames. 

Roger fell  off  of her head as Hezara  clapped for him.  The
Zydrinns used their sabers on her as she was distracted by the pain. 

“LEAVE HER ALONE!” Hayden cried. 

“No,  boy!” Hezara  snapped. “Your dragon should’ve stayed
put. Her amazing red and black scales will become some nice designs 
and products. Items made from her would sell like crazy at the auctions
in the northern islands!”

“No!” Hayden replied.  “NO!  YOU  CAN’T!”

“Where’s  Titan?” Anthony asked. Dawn snapped her wings 
open and took to the sky. Roaring and thrashing her head as the pain
throbbed within her, she flew south. 

“DAAAAAAAWN!” Hayden cried.  The injured black-backed
dragon didn’t come back. 

“Don’t worry,” Hezara said. “We’ll track her down once Sineria 
is no longer in existence.” Stuart was furious.

“You’re a sick woman,” Stuart said. 

“I know!”

Meanwhile, Jake saw Melerah on the ground. She was covered
in scars and bruises. 

“Melerah? Melerah! Come on. Don’t you die.” She looked up,
her hazel  eyes  connecting  with Jake’s light green eyes,  not a  word
exchanged.  She got up and stumbled over to him.  Jake caught her
before she fell. “Let’s get you away from here.”

“All this death,” Hezara uttered. “All this destruction. Look at
what you’ve caused, Stuart. Some king you are! Your knights lay dead.
Your kingdom is about to become nothing.  When will  you admit to 
defeat? Is it a topic you can’t grasp?” Hezara’s words hurt the king.
Hayden stepped in front of Stuart.

“You caused this!” Hayden said. “You want death and
destruction because you want your kingdom to thrive. You didn’t get
that respect you wanted when you were a goddess, so now you feel the
need to  get that respect by having  the greatest kingdom.  Simply
because you never got thank yous, or pats on the back. And YOU were
the one who  killed that Sicilian soldier.  You do  not need to hold a 
grudge and then take it out on innocent lives! And if you want to get
respect by having the best kingdom, there’s  no  need to do it by
destroying others. That will just make people’s lives terrible and make
your risk of being attacked higher!”

“Oh, you’re one of the ones  who believes  the goddess story. 
Boy, I was disfigured in the most horrible storm to come to this world. 
Shunned, teased, feared,  hated. I had to flee and find my own land.
Now, I must protect that land before anyone one who hates me hears 
about it and seeks to destroy it. You just don’t know what hate feels 
like to have to take precautions like this!”

“But this isn’t necessary! The slaughter of innocent people and
destruction of homes isn’t fair to them if you wouldn’t want it to happen
to your kingdom.”

“That’s  a  nice weapon you got there,” she told Hayden. He
hung the axe over his shoulder. 

“And not a word got to you? Well, I would love to show you how
this weapon works since words obviously don’t!” Hezara grinned. 

“I like your attitude, child. You’d make a great Zydrinn.”

“Like I’d ever become one of those!” Hezara crossed her arms 
and shook her head.

“You Sinerians and your pride.” Hayden and the others raised
their weapons. 

“Yes,” Hayden replied. “We take pride in being Sinerians!”

“Hey, I’m not saying that’s bad! You’ll die with pride.” Hezara
called a few Zydrinns over. “Do what you must!”

One of the Zydrinns grabbed Stuart by the wrist as he held up
his saber. Hayden struck him in the abdomen with the axe. A Zydrinn
came behind the young  adult and put him in a  choke hold.  He
attempted to  reach back and attack the warrior,  but he was quickly
losing consciousness.

“Not Hayden!” Aaron cried as he ran over and rammed his 
sword through the Zydrinn’s back. The Zydrinn screamed as the sword
worked its way through his spine and into his vitals. 

Aaron yanked out the sword and pushed the dying  Zydrinn 
down.  Adrenaline rushing through his  body,  the knight stormed
towards  Hezara.  She looked at him as  the other couple of Zydrinns 
approached him. Aaron punched one in the throat and struck the other
with a right hook to the face. The Zydrinn’s bottom jaw dislocated and
swung to the right, hanging as blood pooled in his mouth and teeth fell 
out. He fell on top of the other Zydrinn.

“So you’re the one who trains and leads the knights of Sineria?”
Hezara  asked with interest.  “From the looks  of it,  you need to  be
trained at your own job.” Aaron looked back, gazing at the injured and
dead knights.  He turned back to  Hezara,  showing  the grief  and
humiliation written on his face. 

“What about yours?” Aaron snapped. “Your Roger seems as if 
he needs to get better.” Hezara examined the battlefield. There were
more knights littering the ground than Zydrinns. 

“Ignorant knight! The terrible fate of Sineria  will  shut your
mouths and help my kingdom thrive forever!”

An injured knight raised a crossbow. He pointed it at Hezara’s 
heart, ignorant to her. He let the arrow fly. Aaron grabbed it in midair.
The livid knight clenched his  fist,  snapping  the arrow in half.  He
looked back at the knight who shot it before focusing back on the evil
hag. Aaron gripped his bloody sword and proceeded towards Hezara. 

“I do this myself!” he uttered, glaring at her. 

“Aaron, NO!” Stuart yelled. He ignored the king and raised the
sword high above his head, ready to kill Hezara. His rage-filled body
shook his hand, trembling the sword as  he bared his teeth. Stuart
stopped him in just enough time. “We need her alive, just in case we
win this! We lock her up and let her live with defeat!”

“Your majesty, we kill the leader, the army falls! Sparing this 
devil does nothing short of ensuring other kingdoms fall right after us! 
Our knights coat the battlefield with their bodies!”

“Use that anger to take out the majority of the Zydrinns left. 
Come on,  Aaron!  Your confidence finally spread to  me once my
adrenaline awoke.  Take out the killers,  lock up the leader.” Aaron
dropped his sword and stormed away. 

“Or maybe you just don’t have the guts to actually kill me,”
Hezara declared. Aaron stopped in his tracks. He tried his best to keep
his  composure,  but he could feel  Hezara  staring  at him, her eyes 
burning into the back of his head. He turned and rushed over to her. 
Hezara shot up and jumped on him. Crouched over Aaron, she used
her claw-like nails to scratch some of his skin off. The deranged woman
then bit him with her sharp teeth. Aaron clenched his eyes and teeth in
pain.  He pushed her off and crawled away.  Hezara  watched him, 
shaking her head. 

“You’re nothing but a coward,” Hezara growled. Aaron didn’t
confront her this time. 

The crazy woman picked up her scythe and walked over to the
knight, preparing to finish him off with it. 

“LEAVE HIM BE!” Hayden cried out. She turned around and
saw him holding the axe up. “I have the guts to kill  you!” Hezara 
laughed, refusing to believe it. 

“You aren’t capable of doing  such a  thing!” she told him. 
Hayden turned red. 

“Let me prove it,  you disgusting,  hideous,  birth giver to
Grendel!”

Jack and Felisa, finally noticing their son, went to go help him, 
but a knight stopped them,  protecting  them from the Zydrinns who
would kill the unarmored, weaponless couple.

A Zydrinn snuck behind Hayden and snatched the axe from his
hands.

“I’ll have that,” he said to Hayden as he walked away. 

“GIVE IT BACK!” The Zydrinn shook his head, handing the
weapon to Hezara. She examined it with a smile. 

“This is beautiful,” Hezara said as she admired the weapon.
She tossed the axe up and down with a toothy grin. “I think this can be
mine now.” Hezara  examined the battlefield before looking over at
Stuart. “I think it’s about time for you to admit it.” Stuart shot her a
confused look.  “Defeat!” The king  shook his head.  A few knights
watched what was going on. Hezara tossed the axe into the ground.
“I’ll get that later! I have something I need to do. This slaughter is
taking too long.”

Hezara  lifted her scythe and pointed it towards  Roger. He
looked over to see her nodding her head. He grinned and pulled
something out of his pocket. An odd, purple ball with red spots rested
in his large,  sweaty hand. Hayden slightly extended his  neck and
squinted his eyes, trying to see what it was. The ball was actually a type
of stemless mushroom that only grew on the island that Hezara  and
the Zydrinns lived on. Roger slammed the mushroom on the ground,
causing sky blue gas the mushrooms emits to float into the air. 

Hezara and all of the Zydrinns covered their faces while Klaws 
ran into some nearby bushes. The remaining bludgeon bats, aware of
the mushroom’s gas, fled and returned to the wild.

“Should we be doing that too?” Anthony asked, pointing to the
Zydrinns.  His vision blurred as his legs  wobbled,  feeling  as if they
became jelly.  He then collapsed. The other knights, worried and
confused, soon fell. 

“Wh… what have you… done?” Stuart said as he grew drowsy.
Hayden was the last one standing, watching as the king, knights, and
his parents and friends slipped into unconsciousness. 

“You’re a  horrible,  disgusting  person!” Hayden declared.  “I
don’t see why you do this to others.” Hayden, eyelids growing heavy
as his legs became jelly-like, passed out. Once the gas cleared, Hezara
looked at all of the Sinerians.

“Tsk tsk tsk,” she went, shaking her head. “I guess we can find
somewhere to put these fools.” She looked to Roger with wonder. “You
said there’s an old prison here somewhere?”

“Yes ma’am.”

“Let them rot there!” Hezara grinned.

After
nearly
an
hour of
walking  around, Hezara  and
the
remaining Zydrinns found the old, abandoned building. The cells, with
their rusty bars and cracked, flaking walls, still stood.

After a  few more minutes, the Sinerians all  woke up in their 
smelly, disgusting cells, decorated only by rat droppings and cobwebs. 

“You know, you kind of inspired me, Stuart,” Hezara told him
while examining her nails.  The king didn’t understand. “Instead of
killing  you, I’ll  just leave you here,  knowing  you’ve been defeated, 
knowing your kingdom will soon be decimated.” Stuart got up and
stumbled over to the cell door. Hezara shook her head. “I almost feel 
bad. It’s nothing personal. You Sinerians could’ve stayed out of this 
had you chosen to never fight!” Hayden woke up after she made that
bold statement. 

“Where is it?” Hayden muttered. “My axe! The wolverines took
my axe again!” Everyone looked at Hayden in confusion. “Why am I
in a cell?” He ran up to the bars and reached towards Hezara. “GIVE
ME MY AXE!” She raised her finger and looked down.

“Not going to happen, young man. It’s mine now.” Roger had
the axe in his hands, holding it until his leader wanted it.

“You treat our son this way, hellform?” Felisa uttered.

“I wish I could slice your damn head from your body with that
axe,” Jack added. Hezara chuckled. 

Snarling soon filled the prison. It was Max.

“My Zydrinns found your coward canine hiding. My dog really
showed him who the alpha was!” Max was held captive in a cell
separate from Hayden, to the left of him with Jack and Felisa. Jake and
Melerah were in the cell to the right of Hayden. Melerah was still a bit
injured, yet doing slightly better. 

Max bit the bars of his cell. He desperately attempted to escape, 
nearly breaking his teeth.

“It’s  a shame,” Hezara  said.  “I’m sure you traveled far and
prepared hard for this war, just to lose.” Hezara turned to leave the
prison, but Aaron realized something. 

“What if another kingdom declares war on you? Your army is 
smaller than it was before we fought.” Hezara already thought of this.

“Whoever in Sineria listens to me the most and seems like they
would always obey me will work for me. They will become a Zydrinn!
I’m sure all of them will do it out of fear.”

“You destroy my home and take its  people?” Stuart said in
disgust. “How sick are you?”

“Like I said, don’t take it personal.  It’s  nothing  against
Sineria.” Hezara  and her Zydrinns  left the Sinerians  to  the empty,
pungent prison. 

Hayden’s eyes were on the axe the whole time. Max barked as
he watched her exit. She slammed the door, causing a huge echo in the
prison. 

“Guys,” Stuart said, “I didn’t think it would end like this. It
shouldn’t end like this.” Hayden shook his head. 

“It will not end like this!” the redhead said back. 

“Well,” Jake then spoke, “we’ve lost a significant number of
knights and she has us locked up!” Hayden didn’t say anything.

“But, there’s still a chance,” Melerah replied. Jake shrugged.

“Well if you have a genius idea  of getting out of here,” Jake
added, “you let me know.”

Max howled, his sorrow altering his song. 

“We’ll get out of here bud,” Hayden said. “We have to.” Max 
ignored Hayden’s optimism. 







Chapter Fifteen

Maxx  missed Hayden dearly.  He couldn’t sleep at all.  His  mother
nudged his snout. Even his brother and sisters came up to him to see
what was wrong. The other creatures missed Hayden as well. It was
somewhat of a weird yet fun experience to have a human around.

Maxx’s mother didn’t know what to do to make her baby feel 
better. Maxx covered his face with his wings. Even a stalk-eyed dragon
came over and tried to cheer him up.  None of the dragons or other
creatures  were successful.  It didn’t help much that they shared the
feeling. 

Interrupting their feeling of grief was a strange call. It wasn’t
from anything they knew of. They weren’t that intimidated by it, only
simply moving along rather than giving the sound attention. 

As Maxx started walking, he heard something in the trees. He
looked
up
and
saw the Eurasian
eagle owl  Hayden
met.  Maxx
inspected the bird. The owl flew the other direction, not caring that her
mate was going with the creatures. Maxx followed. None of the other
creatures noticed that he was gone. 

Back at the battlefield, Hezara and the Zydrinns were patrolling 
the island. 

“Good job out there,  Zydrinns!” Hezara  announced.  “You
kicked ass today! I enjoyed seeing those knights die at the hands of my
army!” The Zydrinns high fived each other and clapped. “It isn’t over
yet! Sineria’s still standing.” Hezara rested in one of the shelters that
was built by a knight. “We shall leave when the sun rises and head to 
Sineria.”

The Zydrinns, except Roger, cheered. Roger had Striker on his
mind.  He loved that dragon and no  one could understand it, not to
mention that Hezara didn’t even know he still cared for him. Why was
he so worried for the massive creature? He knew there were risks for
Striker while he attacked kingdoms,  but he had to  let him do  it.
Eventually, he might be able to show Hezara how useful Striker is for
her goal,  although his  attacks  weren’t for the intention of aiding 
Hezara.

“When we get there,” Hezara said, “we show no mercy! Kill 
any who  disobey orders  from you!  They would be useless in the
Zydrinn army.”

“YES MA’AM!” the Zydrinns all shouted.

“Ooh, I love that!”

Elsewhere on the island, Maxx was running through a forest,
still following the owl. He made it to a clearing. The owl flew over to a 
building and out of sight. Maxx walked up to it. It was the prison. He
looked up and saw a  cell  window.  He flew up to  it and peeked in,
Hayden being the first person he saw. The little dragon cawed and shot
fire out in joy. Hayden turned around when he heard it. 

“MAXX!” Hayden yelled in joy. The bloodhound shot up. He
barked and scratched the wall. “No, not you Max, that Maxx. He has 
an extra x.”

“Yeah, that’s not confusing,” Aaron said,  leaning  against his 
cell’s wall. 

“Son,  you have a dragon?” Jack said. Hayden whisteled,
avoiding his dad’s question.

“Can you get us out of here?” Hayden asked. Maxx examined
the window. He bit the bars of it and pulled. That didn’t do anything. 
He then tried ramming his horns into the bars, which still didn’t do
anything. “Alright Maxx, I don’t want you to hurt yourself. Try another
approach.” The baby dragon didn’t know what to do. “Don’t stress
yourself!” Maxx flew in circles while thinking. The Sinerians waited for
a while in their cells. 

“How long does it take for that animal to bust us out of here?”
Brandon asked, growing impatient. Hayden shook his head. Brandon,
along with James, Bart, Mark, Anthony, and a few other knights, were
stuffed in one cell, so things were really uncomfortable. Aaron was in
the cell across from them. “There’s armor in places where it has no
business being!”

“Well  sorry my armor is  in places  it shouldn’t be!” James 
snapped back. “We’re crammed in here!”

“Tell  your dog-dragon to hurry up!” Mark demanded.  The
prison’s odor strengthened.

“Oh, come on!” Brandon cried. “Who did it?”

“Wasn’t me!” Mark announced. No one owned up to it.

“Hmmm, let’s see,” Bart said. “It’s probably the only animal in
this prison… Anthony!” Anthony’s jaw dropped.

“What makes you think it was me?” Bart shook his head. Stuart
rolled his eyes as the knights argued. Hayden couldn’t help but find
the situation funny. “Not to mention that the actual animal in here is 
the dog!”

“So… you’re going to blame an animal who did nothing to you
for a smell?” Bart replied. “Even if he did, he’s an animal, and still is 
cleaner than you!” Anthony tried to keep his anger inside. 

“You guys,  stop!” Melerah demanded.  “We don’t feel  like
hearing you argue.” Jake nodded. Even Max agreed. 

“Okay, we’re not going to sit here and allow a 15-year-old girl to
command us,” James said.

“I’m 19.”

“Whatever!” Jake couldn’t take it anymore. He covered his ears
and closed his eyes. 

“You guys are so stressful,” Jake uttered. 

“Oh, don’t attract any attention towards yourself now, Jake!”
Brandon said. “You know how you get!”

“Yeah!” James cried. “We don’t need 12-year-old boys telling 
us how they feel!”

“I’m 18 though. Not even a teenager.”

“You teenagers and your sass,” Bart said, throwing his hands
into the air. 

“I just said I’m not a teen. Nobody in here is a teen.” Bart didn’t
want to hear it. Aaron shook his head. Anthony noticed,  making his 
behavior, as well as that of his fellow knights, feel worse. 

“Stop guys!” Anthony demanded. “It isn’t worth it. Things are
already bad enough. We lost many knights and now Hezara and her
army are heading to our home to destroy it.” Things were quiet for a
while after Anthony went off. Stuart sighed. “I didn’t mean to make
things tense. I was just saying things are bad enough as they are. Let’s 
not make it worse.” Nobody spoke. Aaron nodded his head this time. 
He was proud of Anthony. “If only we could just get out of here and
get a ship home.”

“Yeah, if that dragon ever gets us out of here,” Brandon said.

“I don’t think that’s happening,” Hayden stated as he pointed
a thumb towards the window. Maxx was on the ground playing with a 
stick. He slapped it around and gnawed on it. 

“Well could you call your giant skink up here please?” Mark
asked, irritated. Hayden tried to get Maxx’s attention, but the young 
reptile was too focused on the stick. 

“I think he enjoys that thin piece of wood more than he cares
about us,” Hayden added.

“So we’re going to lose our home because your giant pet lizard
wants to play with a stick rather than free us?” Brandon said. Hayden
didn’t really know how to answer that. Brandon sighed. 

A strange call,  the one Maxx and the other dragons  heard
earlier,  burst through the air.  The creature emitting the noise finally
revealed itself.  It was the yellow-jawed driller!  By her side,  a smaller
driller, her daughter.

Maxx rushed up to the baby wyvern and sniffed her. The baby
sniffed him back. They circled each other and played around, bringing 
the mother driller joy. 

Maxx then remembered the Sinerians. He cawed at the mother
driller, asking her for help before flying over to the prison. She slowly
followed. 

“I think we got help,” Hayden said as a smile spread across his 
face.

The driller nodded at Maxx as she began rotating her tail spike. 
She slowly brought it up to the building. Dust and debris fell  as she
drilled a hole into it. Eventually, cracks formed onto its outer wall. The
Sinerians smiled.

As  she
drilled,  the
Eurasian
eagle
owl  preening  got
her
attention. She lumbered over to the bird of prey. 

“NO!” Aaron cried.

The owl watched, not moving at all as the dragon approached
her.  Nothing  broke her attention from the bird.  Hayden started
figuring out a way to get her back over to the prison.

Hayden, in his frantic search, caught a glimpse of something 
under the bench in his cell. A dead rat rested on the cold, hard floor as
a few roach nymphs occasionally approached it, waving their antennae
and adjusting their mandibles. Hayden looked at the rodent, then back
at the driller. 

“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” he uttered as he reached for the
rat. 

“What are you doing?” Stuart said.

“This is the only thing I think that will get her over here. A free,
easy meal.”

“I think that’s more of a snack for a creature of her size, but
okay.”

Hayden, eyelids curtaining his eyes, grabbed the rat by the tail
and dangled the carcass out of the window. He shook it and called the
dragon,  eventually grabbing her attention. She lumbered over to  the
prison. 

“Alright,” Hayden said. “Stand back!”

When the mother driller got close enough, Hayden quickly
pulled the rat back through the window,  angering  the dragon. She
bellowed and backed a few feet away.  Pawing  the ground like an
enraged bull, the driller charged the prison and rammed through it. As 
the wall  on that side crumbled, the driller stuck her tongue out and
plucked the rat from Hayden’s hand like a giraffe stripping an acacia 
tree’s branches. She swallowed the dead rat and went back to observing 
the owl. 

Since Hayden’s entire cell door fell down, he simply walked out.
Jack,  Felisa,  and Max were able to  do  the same.  However,  a  few
Zydrinns were alerted by the commotion. They went to tell Hezara, but
no one noticed. 

“Great!” Brandon said. “So what about us?”

Maxx noticed the other Sinerians still trapped. He flew up to the
knights’ cell and got the mother driller to come over to it. She stomped
towards it and grabbed the bars with her jaws. The reptile pulled until
the cell door came right off. 

“FINALLY!” Mark shouted while stretching. James popped his 
back. Hayden gave Maxx the thumbs up. 

The driller freed everyone else and let them on her neck.  She
lowered her head to the ground, allowing them to walk off. 

“Thank you momma  wyvern!” Hayden called.  The driller
bellowed and walked back into the forest. Her baby nudged Maxx and
caught up with her. 

Jack and Felisa hugged their son as Max leapt on them with a 
wagging tail and barks of joy. Hayden held back tears as he wrapped
his arms back around his parents and scratched Max’s neck.

“The joy and satisfaction of knowing the Zydrinns didn’t kill 
you is… big as a wingwalker!” Hayden said. Jack and Felisa laughed.

As the Sinerians stretched and conversed, Max ran up to Maxx.
They circled each other. The dog didn’t know what to think about the
dragon. The dragon was curious. 

“Your pets might fight,” Anthony warned.

“Maxx,” Hayden said, approaching the animals, “this is Max.
Max, this is Maxx.” Max sniffed Maxx, and then Maxx sniffed Max 
back. 

“I think you confused your pets,” Brandon told him. 

“Alright,” Hayden then said, “time to find Hezara and finish
her off once and for all!”

“It’s about time,” Aaron said. “I’m ready to see the look on her
face when her time comes.” Stuart looked at him and shook his head.
“Oh, I mean, see the look on her face when she gets thrown in the
dungeon.” Stuart nodded.

“Oh, that won’t be something you’ll get to experience,” Hezara
said as she slowly walked up to them. Stuart stood in front of his people
and stared at her. Hezara grinned. “You know, I’ll be nice and take you
back home.” Anthony smiled and clapped. The Sinerians stared at him.

“What?” Anthony said. “It’s a nice gesture.”

“TAKE ‘EM TO THE SHIPS!” Hezara shouted. The Zydrinns
rushed
the
Sinerians  and
tackled
them
to
the
ground,  still  in
overwhelming  numbers.  Maxx  attempted to  spew his  flames,  but a 
couple of Zydrinns wrapped some rope around his jaws. They headed
to the coast and tossed the Sinerians and baby dragon in the hold of
one of their ships. The few Sinerians horses  found were in the hold,
their legs  tied. “Enjoy your ride!” Hezara  slammed the hold shut, 
nearly deafening the captives. Stuart pounded the walls of the ship and
yelled. Hayden couldn’t believe it. 

“Do you know how bad it would be for us to be right outside of
our kingdom and not be able to save it?” Stuart said with sorrow. Aaron
shook his head.

“Well, there is still hope,” Hayden said. “We will be right at
Sineria. We must somehow escape this hold and get to them!” The
Sinerians agreed with him. They all huddled and discussed what they
were going to do.

Meanwhile, in Sineria, Striker prepared to make his move. No 
one in the kingdom suspected it. The citizens,  harvesting  crops, 
tending
to  their
animals,
fishing,  or
doing
anything  else,  were
somewhat at peace. 

Farmer Jones  was feeding  his  flock of sheep.  Nearby,  his 
impatient pigs cried out, begging to be fed.

“Okay, okay, hold on!” Jones replied. “Let me get the sheep out
of the way.  You’re going  to  eat today!” Then,  there was a  boom. 
Another boom.  As they grew louder,  pebbles  and debris  jumped up. 
The next boom was followed by a massive roar. “Please don’t be what
I think it is!”

Everyone in their houses stayed inside and looked out of their
windows  to  see what it was. Striker entered the kingdom.  Smoke
emitted from his  nostrils like a  volcano preparing  to  erupt.  Jones 
rushed all of his animals inside as a panic ensued in the kingdom. The
king and queen’s dogs barked at the dragon, the few bravest Sinerians 
there. 

After looking around angrily, Striker let out one of his  cloudy
streams  of fire.  Fortunately,  no  people or animals were hurt. The
wingwalker launched himself  into the sky and flew above all.  As  he
soared, he hurled a second wave of flames. A few knights that stayed
back, just returning from the markets up north for Sineria, shot arrows 
and spears at him. All but one missed. The dragon simply used one of
his small arms to rip it out. He tossed the arrow back to the ground. As
the beast beat his wings, a storm of wind knocked down any vulnerable
citizens.

“We really need Titan and Dawn right now!” a lady announced. 

Striker pointed his head into the air and produced a strange call.
It reached for miles. Hezara and the Zydrinns were able to hear it.

“Oh, he’s there,” Roger whispered. “I hope he didn’t do too
much damage. I would like to have some fun myself.” Hezara didn’t
notice Roger. She was too busy trying to figure out what that roar was. 
After some time of not hearing  the roar again,  she sat down and
admired the design she carved on her staff. 

“I don’t know, Roger,” Hezara said. “That is an amazing axe, 
but I do  love my scythe. It’s been with me for years  and I couldn’t
imagine replacing it with such a common weapon.” Roger didn’t know
what to say. She looked back at him. “I would like it if you helped me
with this decision!”

“Oh, I’m so sorry ma’am! I just don’t know how to answer that,
to be honest.”

“Fine!” Another Zydrinn looked at Roger. 

“Stay out of this!” Roger roared. “This has nothing to do with
you, lesser Zydrinn!” The warrior quickly went back to what he was
doing. Mumbles from the Zydrinn worked their way into Roger’s ears. 
“I’m sorry, I didn’t catch that. It would help me lots if you could repeat
that, but louder.” The Zydrinn shook his head in fear. “Oh, okay.”
When it seemed that Roger was going to walk away, the Zydrinn sighed
with relief. With speed that seemed inhuman, Roger turned around and
grabbed the warrior by the neck,  not a  word spoken.  They stared at
each other.  The Zydrinn tried his best not to give in. Kicking  and
struggling, the Zydrinn was tossed into the sea. “Respect the one who 
trains and leads you!” The ships picked up speed, leaving the Zydrinn
in the middle of the Great Sinerian Sea.

“What was that all about?” Hezara asked.

“He was being disrespectful,” Roger replied. Hezara clapped, 
never being so proud of Roger. 

“Was that so hard?” she then asked.

“No. Not at all.” That actually made Roger feel good. 

“Sit down Roger.” Roger and Hezara stared at each other for a
while. 

“Yes ma’am?”

“Striker. Why did you care so much about him?”

“I have no idea what you are talking about,” Roger said back
nervously. Hezara sighed. 

“The dragon! That roar reminded me of the dragon, that baby
dragon you loved. Sure, it may seem weird I’m bringing him up when
I first saw him eight years ago, but then again, you could never stop
talking about him. Tell me why you were so attached.” Roger rubbed
his hand across his face and exhaled. 

“Back when I met that dragon in the forest years ago, he was
such a nice little creature. He had the personality of a dog. Me being 
the main one who raised him and taking care of him for that bit of time
made me appreciate the dragon even more. I’ve never had a pet, only
seeing others keep animals. I’ve always wanted to experience love and
appreciation from another creature. So, I was sad that I got rid of him, 
but it was a demand made by my queen. I just want you to know that
there was a bond there because we met each other years back.” Hezara
understood.

“I see. I just didn’t want to risk him destroying my home once
he reached the size.” Roger and Hezara didn’t feel the exact same way,
but as long as she didn’t find out Roger was still caring for Striker, he
was fine. 

Hezara laughed and looked up.

“The winds are mighty and fast today,” she said. “It might just
take some hours to reach Sineria should this keep up.” Roger nodded.

A couple of bored Zydrinns fenced with their sabers.  Roger
walked over and watched, making them feel pressured and nervous. 

“Hello, sir,” one of them said. Roger waved. 

“Continue! I don’t want my presence to make you nervous.”
The warriors slowly raised their sabers, keeping their eyes on Roger. 
He gave them a thumbs up. They couldn’t do it.

“I can’t,” the other Zydrinn said, dropping his saber. “I feel as
if  we are doing  the wrong  thing.  We should be doing  something 
productive. We’ll stop horsing around and prepare to destroy Sineria.”

“I’m not going to do anything bad to you guys for being off task.
We’re out at sea and it gets boring. Just don’t stay off task for too long.”
Roger patted one of the Zydrinns on the back and left.

As hours passed and boredom struck harder, the sun began to
beat down with the might of a dragon. 

“I hope we don’t sweat away our energy,” one of the warriors
stated. 

“What?” a fellow Zydrinn replied. “I don’t think it works like
that, Erik.” Erik shrugged.

“Once we get there,” Hezara announced, “charge! Don’t show
any mercy. Kill and take. That’s all we’re doing.” Roger stood behind
her and nodded. 

“Do you understand?” Roger said. 

“YES!” they all replied. Hezara and Roger smiled. 







Chapter Sixteen

The ships were nearing Sineria. In the hold, Maxx chased some rats 
around. He caught one and swallowed it alive. He burped, causing a 
small cloud of fire to come out.

Hayden got a closer look at Max’s injuries from Klaws. The bite
marks were moderately bad, angering Hayden. Max, however, panted
happily with a  wagging  tail.  The joy of being reunited with Hayden
cancelled out the pain.

“First, I’m making a coat out of that mongrel that did this to
Max,” Hayden declared. Stuart rested his head on his fist while staring
at the floor.

“Are you worrying again?” Aaron asked. 
“No, no!” Stuart said. “Of course not!” Aaron didn’t know if he
should’ve believed that statement. “What?”

“I don’t think that’s true. I get it. We did lose the war, but we
still have a chance to get them back. Now, do you actually feel better, 
or still worried?” Stuart had no answer. Aaron sighed. 

“I just wish to have your optimism,” Stuart uttered. “Out there
on the battlefield, I felt pride, but now, it’s gone. I’m scared again, and
you’re hopeful again. Adrenaline can be a wonderful or terrible thing, 
I guess. 

Maxx licked up a few of the rotting flying fish that some of the
knights kept in between their armor. 

Jake watched a school  of fish, most likely herring,  swimming 
beside the ship from one of the hold’s windows.  Watching the fish
effortlessly dance by was peaceful  to him.  Melerah approached him
and gazed into the water as well. 

“Do you think Hayden knows?” Melerah whispered. 

“That you like him? I don’t think that’s what’s on his mind right
now.” Melerah stared out at the sea for a few seconds. 

“But… maybe he does and just can’t express it. Or maybe he
doesn’t want to.” Jake shook his head. 

“Maybe he does, Melerah. I don’t know. Right now, we’re all
thinking of what’s going to happen. No one is thinking about crushes.”
Jake’s attitude shrouded Melerah in negativity. 

“You have no reason to act the way you are,” she declared. Jake
ignored her. Melerah went to the other side of the hold, trying her best
not to hurt Jake again. 

The wind picked up and carried the ship off course. 

“Oh no,” Hayden said as the ship left the other two. The waves
grew. 

“NOOO!” Hezara shouted from the deck. 

“You think it’s the blue dweller?” Anthony said fearfully. 

“What’s that?” Mark replied. 

“The blue dweller is  a massive sea  dragon that never shows 
itself.  It eats ships whole and kills any other sea creature in their
territory.” No one believed Anthony, especially Aaron.

“Really?” Aaron said. “That’s just a myth. I’ve told you that is
a made up story multiple times.”

On deck,  a  few Zydrinns  were trying  to  get the ship back on
course.

“COME ON YOU SARDINES!” shouted Hezara. In the hold,
Anthony got serious. 

“Don’t worry!” Anthony announced. “I’ll go down there and
slaughter the blue dweller myself. A necessary sacrifice for my people!”
Aaron rolled his eyes. Right before Anthony could jump into the water, 
Aaron grabbed him.

“That dragon doesn’t exist. You are just going to get swallowed
up by the sea.” Anthony groaned.

Not too far ahead,  sharp rocks  erected from the water.  Near
them, a sea cave spewed roars and fire. 

“Oh… great,” James  said as he looked out another window. 
The ship almost hit some small rocks as the cave shot out more fire
and roared. 

“Whatever’s in there doesn’t seem to be having a good day,”
Bart announced. Hezara panicked. 

“LOOK! LOOK!” Hezara yelled as she pointed to the jagged
rocks.  Dead fish littered the area  where the rocks  stood.  There were
even some fish scattered on the rocks, most likely from when the waves 
crashed on them, leaving them stranded.

“Well guys, it’s either the rocks or the angry dragon in there,”
Bart added, pointing to the cave. Roger looked on in fear. 

“FASTER!” Roger bellowed at the Zydrinns. 

Everyone braced themselves.  Maxx  clung  to  Max.  When it
seemed the worst was to come, the ship turned. Hayden looked out the
window to  see an injured tridenthorn.  The dragon was probably
another victim of Striker. 

Mint green to teal sea dragons, tridenthorns were named after
the
three
long,  sharp
protrusions
on
their
nose
and
chin
lined
horizontally, just like a trident. In the front, powerful legs with webbed
feet and dagger-like claws tipping them. At the back, flippers to help
the animal steer. Ending their tail was a rounded, horizontal, veiny tail
fan that was fluked much like a whale’s. Their wings, having ribbonlike fingertips, completed the odd appearance.

Hayden smiled at the sea  dragon.  It quickly turned the ship
around and pushed it back on course. The creature in the cave stopped
shooting  fire.  Hayden waved at the helpful sea  creature.  Maxx  also 
waved, using his wing. The dragon bellowed and dived into the water, 
smacking its tail fan on the surface. As the last few bubbles popped,
Hayden got a really good feeling. It was good seeing the tridenthorn
helping, even though he also helped get the Zydrinns to Sineria. 

“Tridenthorn meat tastes good between toasted buns and pig
cheese,” Anthony claimed. 

“What is  wrong with you?” Aaron asked him.  Anthony
shrugged. “Anyways, it probably wasn’t helping us. It most likely was
non-aggressively removing us from its territory.”

“It could’ve also had a  good experience with some sailors,”
Mark said. “Tridenthorns are grateful creatures,  and they’ll  help
anyone that saved them from a  bad situation.  Some people from
another ship must’ve saved it, so any ship it sees it associates with its 
saviors, thus saving them in turn.”

Back on the deck, Hezara and the Zydrinns were in shock.

“Did that dragon just help us?” Roger asked. 

“Yep!” Hezara replied. 

On another Zydrinn ship, a few more Sinerian horses were
being kept as temporary prisoners. The Zydrinns planned to take them
home and slaughter them after taking out Sineria. Aries and the other
horses were checking on each other. They sustained some fairly bad
injuries. Aries was the least injured, but the other horses had some deep
scars. One of them even had a part of a spear stuck in its side. When
Aries looked at the other ship, Aaron waved at him from the hold. Aries 
lightly neighed and went back to checking on the horses as a Zydrinn
poked him with a saber. Aaron, seeing this, turned red. He didn’t need
anything happening to Aries, still emotional about the knights that fell 
in battle. He didn’t need to lose something else dear to him. 

Meanwhile, Stuart was lost in thought. Beth was on his mind. 

“How will she react if we lose Sineria?” Stuart wondered out
loud. He also wondered how she would react to the drop in knights.

“What will we do with Hezara?” Mark asked Stuart. “The risk
of keeping that sneaking woman alive is too great.” Anthony joined in.

“Chop her arm off and feed it to Scat?” he suggested. 

“How about we throw her in a  nest of spiders?” Brandon
suggested.  A few other knights laughed as everyone chimed in with
ideas. 

“Snakes!” Jake said. “We give her to snakes. Adders!” Stuart
stopped them before someone said something else ridiculous.

“Like I said, no killing! We are holding her as a prisoner. I don’t 
think many of you have seen the dungeon. There’s no chance of escape
from there.” Everyone seemed to agree with letting her live when Stuart
said that. Well, everyone except Jake. 

“Would’ve loved to  see her getting  bitten by adders,” he
mumbled. 

“Sorry, but that won’t be happening,” Stuart replied.

“Why just lock her up?” Melerah asked the king, not to defy,
but due to curiosity. 

“We need to let her live with the fact that she lost. Let her feel
bad for her doing this. Trust me. In time, the guilt and remorse will eat
away at her conscious until she is driven mad by her horrible actions.”
The Sinerians started to wonder how Hezara didn’t hear any of this.

Aaron wanted to kill someone: Roger. He wanted to kill Roger
himself. 

“What about the Zydrinn leader?” Aaron asked. “May I have
the enjoyable task of ending his life?” Stuart nodded. Aaron was happy
he agreed to it. He stabbed the air, imagining Roger in front of him.
“How dare his Zydrinns kill my knights!”

“And the wingwalker,” Anthony added. “That colossal dragon?
What do we do with it? Should we kill it?” Maxx screeched randomly, 
seeming as if he were answering Anthony’s question. “Is that a yes?”
Aaron shrugged. 

“Slice its  wings  off  then drop it into  a  volcano,” Mark
suggested. 

“I doubt lava will  do anything  to  it,” Hayden said, 
but okay.” Nobody had any more suggestions. 

“Hmmm… I’ve never had wingwalker on toasted buns with pig
cheese,” Anthony mentioned.

“It might be better than tridenthorn,” Hayden added. Anthony
nodded. As the Sinerians planned their attack, the Zydrinn ships were
nearing the kingdom.

Hezara  looked
over
and
saw
her
wolfdog tearing  up
the
duckling.

“Good boy,” she said,  rubbing his head.  Klaws  barked,
releasing a few down feathers from his mouth. Hezara looked over and
saw Roger smiling. “What are you so happy about?”

“Since we’re going to Sineria, I can finally make my boots!”
Hezara was confused. “Sineria has the second largest common brown
python population. Their highest population is in Beringland, which is
why they’re also known as the Berish giant python.” Hezara nodded, 
but still seemed confused. “Their skins have beautiful designs. Boots 
made out of those will not only make me look good, but will go high
on the market. I’m going to go and find one after we destroy the place.”
Hezara didn’t see a problem with Roger doing that, as long as she got
a pair of python boots herself. 

Common brown pythons were the largest snakes  known in
Medieval
Europe.  They
were
primarily
caramel  brown
with
tan
blotches on their back and sides. 

“But the snake isn’t the first priority when we get there,” Hezara
mentioned. 

Nearly two hours passed, then they saw it. Off in the distance,
the top of the king and queen’s castle. As they cut through the thin fog, 
the kingdom became much more visible.  A smile spread across
Hezara’s face. 

“We’re here,” Hezara  said.  “Alright,  remember,  kill whoever
chooses not to listen to you!” The Zydrinns bowed and readied their
sabers. They could see a few citizens running around as smoke came
from the kingdom. The excitement for killing Sinerians was difficult to
contain. “But also remember, I’m trying to expand my army.”

The citizens stopped in their tracks and watched as the ships 
pulled in. They cheered, thinking it was the knights’ ships. Hezara
waved at them. Once they saw the deranged woman and her army, fear
filled them. 

Hezara  was the first one to  step on land. She looked around,
examining the coast. Even the sea birds flew away when they saw her. 

“Everybody,  get ready to  defend yourselves!” one of the
Sinerians shouted. The citizens retrieved weapons from their homes. 

The royal  dogs  came running from the castle. The Icelandic
sheepdog growled as the first few Zydrinns made it up to the mainland.
The warriors successfully scaled the cliff and charged. The Sinerians 
charged back, the royal dogs running by their side. 

Hezara and Roger stood side by side and watched the chaos.
When the deranged queen saw the royal  dogs,  she whistled. Klaws 
came running to her, tail wagging. She pointed to the dogs. As Klaws 
stared them down, they returned to his memory. The wolfdog waited
until one of them separated from the pack. Eventually, the greyhound
left to attack another Zydrinn. Klaws burst towards her. 

The greyhound was slammed into the ground,  her whines
catching  the sheepdog’s  attention. The sheepdog burst over to  the
canines. Klaws didn’t notice until the golden canine clamped down on
his tail. He began pulling until the wolfdog’s tail detached from his 
body. As blood leaked from Klaw’s massive wound, he howled in pain. 

The sheepdog tossed the tail and focused intensely on Klaws.
They circled each other. The rugged, black canine tried to ignore the
pain, but the Icelandic sheepdog mockingly wagging  his tail,  which
not only angered him,  but also kept the detached tail  on his  mind
longer.  Klaws  barked his  spine-tingling, chill-inducing bark as his
blood boiled and slowly poured from his injury. The two dogs locked
jaws  and
wrestled
with
each
other.  The
greyhound,  seeing  an
opportunity to escape, used her speed to get away. 

Meanwhile, the dunker and the keeshond had a Zydrinn backed
against a wall.  They growled and let saliva  drip from their mouths. 
Much to their surprise, something slashed the keeshond on the face. 
His shriek pierced the dunker’s ears, making him whimper. The one
who assaulted the dog was Roger. 

Roger swept some of the dog’s fur off of his saber. When the
dunker felt better, he saw the Zydrinn they had cornered running away. 
Roger still stood there. The dunker barked and mock charged. Roger
wasn’t phased at all. In fact, he chuckled. He grabbed the dunker by
his long ears and tossed him around. The keeshond, shaking the pain 
off, bit the warrior’s ankle. 

“Stupid beast!” Roger remarked as he kicked the dog. 

While Roger dealt with those dogs,  the last dog,  the cesky
terrier, pursued two other Zydrinns.

“It’s such a small dog, but it’s so tough!” one of the Zydrinns 
said. The other agreed. 

The warriors  climbed up a tree and teased the little canine. 
Thinking  they were safe,  the tree began to  creak and tip over.  The
terrier moved right before it slammed to the ground. Striker, standing
on the tree with his wings spread, bellowed, his breath visible. Roger
clapped even though the dragon accidentally killed two  Zydrinns. 
Hezara’s jaw dropped. She then scowled and slowly turned her head
towards Roger. He nervously chuckled.

“I can explain,” Roger declared.  This  wasn’t the time for
explaining  though. The cesky ran back to the castle,  her tiny tail
between her legs. 

As Striker stepped back into the battle, the sheepdog and Klaws 
still fought. 

Klaws leapt on the sheepdog and attempted to bite at his neck, 
only to be held back by the dog’s legs. The sheepdog threw the sadistic
canine off of him. Klaws, unphased, quickly threw himself back on his
paws. 

The sheepdog’s  golden fur waved in the wind as the black
wolfdog’s matted fur jumped around in it. The Icelandic canine looked
over and saw Roger fighting with the keeshond. Snarling and snapping
at Klaws, the sheepdog ran past him and over to the conflicted warrior
and dog.  Klaws  began to  pursue him,  but he was stopped by a  few
Sinerians. They backed him away with their weapons. 

The sheepdog caught Roger off guard, coming from seemingly
nowhere and biting down on the Zydrinn’s hand. The canine began
thrashing his head, tearing skin from the warrior. Roger attempted to
hit the dog, but the keeshond clamped down on his other hand. Roger
tried a call for help, but he couldn’t get any words out. Striker looked
down with his yellow eyes and witnessed Roger’s mauling. He lowered
his head and roared, sending the dogs flying across the ground. Roger
patted the dragon’s snout and went back to fighting. 

Hezara tripped a citizen running by. When he looked up, she
was right in his face. She raised her scythe in the air. More than ready
to  bring it down, she was stopped when something  flew over her, 
cutting a  bit of her hair.  Confused, Hezara  approached the object.
Laying on the ground, an arrow with a few strands of short, gray hair
surrounding the tip. 

Hezara looked back to see the Sinerians exiting the ship’s hold. 
Aaron passed the bow back to Malcolm,  another knight,  not once
breaking his stare from Hezara’s. 

Hezara kicked the citizen off to the side and glared at the ships.
As soon as all of the Sinerians were out of the hold, they jumped down
and ran towards the chaos. A few knights stayed back and freed the
horses from the other ship. The charging Sinerians scaled the coast’s 
cliff and made it onto the mainland.

Stuart didn’t take his eyes off of the crazy woman. When they
came within range of each other,  she struck,  hitting  him across the
head with the woodpecker skull. Stuart yelled and covered the injury. 
Hezara, not saying anything, slowly approached him. Just before she
got ready to hit him again, she was tackled by the dunker. Hezara
looked back and stared the dog in his eyes, further angering him. Stuart
laughed as he got up and placed his boot on Hezara’s back.

“How dare you come to my home and do this to my citizens?”
Stuart roared. Hezara spit on his other boot. As disrespectful as it was,
Stuart didn’t let such an immature act get to him. Noticing the dunker
baring his teeth and snarling rabidly, the king gestured to him. “Don’t
tear her apart!”

“Where is Titan?” Aaron asked. Before anyone could answer,
Striker stepped in front of Hayden and Stuart, hissing and flicking his 
tongue like a snake. They slowly backed away. As Striker prepared to 
strike, his whiskery appendages vibrated. It was caused by the sound
of knights yelling. The knights from the other ships’ holds, on their
horses, charged into battle. 

Striker stomped towards them, roaring and flailing his tail. As
the black beast stormed by, Hayden grabbed onto one of his tail spines 
and scaled the monstrous creature.

“WHAT ARE YOU DOING?” Stuart roared.

“I’M KILLING THIS BEAST!” Hayden yelled back.  The
dragon shook his body, causing Hayden to fall off. Stuart caught him. 

“How did you plan on killing it?”

“I was going to stab it in the snout, like I did to Titan back
when he wanted to kill me.”

“With what?” Hayden just remembered he had no weapon. He
facepalmed. 

Bart
shot at the immense reptile with a crossbow,  doing 
absolutely nothing. Striker’s  mouth glowed the signature orange as
smoke came from his nostrils. His  growls vibrated the kingdom, 
indicating a major attack.







Chapter Seventeen

The knights moved right as the beast shot his fire. Hayden looked past
the flames and straight at Roger. The Zydrinn leader still had the axe. 
Hayden wanted it back.

“Hayden,” Stuart said, “you don’t really need it right now!”
“It’s technically yours,” Hayden said back. “I need to get it
back.” Before Stuart could respond, Hayden took off. The king shook
his head.

Meanwhile, Anthony was in trouble. A Zydrinn, greater in size,
held a saber up to his throat as he pinned the knight to the ground. 

“You knights are weaker than people say! All  the lies and
exaggerations! You’re nothing!”

The Zydrinn’s  words  didn’t hurt Anthony.  They couldn’t,  as 
Anthony was trying desperately to push the warrior off of him. The tip
of the saber touched Anthony’s throat, triggering  his adrenaline. 
Anthony kicked the Zydrinn back and caught the weapon. 

“Looks like the roles are reversed,” Anthony remarked with a 
smile. Before the knight could do anything, Scat appeared and latched
onto the Zydrinn’s face. The warrior yelled in terror and pain.

“GET IT OFF! I’M TERRIFIED OF RATS!” Anthony turned
red as his eyes widened.

“He’s… not… A RAT!” Anthony yelled as he landed a punch
in the Zydrinn’s stomach, knocking the wind out of him. He collapsed
to  the ground.  Scat let go and stared at Anthony,  wagging  his tail.
Anthony gave his dog a thumbs up.

Klaws’s demonic eyes landed on Scat. He ran over to the little
dog and snatched him up. Anthony yelled and followed the black
wolfdog. 

Klaws was ready to shred Scat into pieces. Before he could, Max
barked.  Klaws  slowly and eerily turned his  head and stared at the
bloodhound. He dropped Scat and growled. Max growled back. The
other dogs were too busy fighting everybody else, so Max was alone in
this fight. He noticed that Klaws had no tail, ensuing his dog laughter. 
The wolfdog snarled at the hound.

Max leapt on the dog and ripped his matted fur. Klaws clawed
the bloodhound’s stomach. As Max got up and attempted to examine
his  wounds, Klaws  took this as the opportunity to  slam him to  the
ground. Max tried to howl for help, but Klaws placed his paw on the
hound’s mouth. The wolfdog lowered his head and growled louder. He
was just about to finish Max off, but something saved the hound.

Klaws was lifted into the air. He frantically looked back to see
that he was attached to the tail of a stalk-eyed dragon. The dragon flew
up a bit higher and spun around, dazing Klaws. At the very last spin, 
the dragon slung his tail forward, flinging Klaws off of it. The canine
hybrid howled as he flew towards the sea. The dragon didn’t land until 
it saw Klaws hit the water. The little splash off in the distance caused
by the wolfdog satisfied it. Max got up and barked happily at the
dragon. The dragon bellowed and flew off. 

Several  more stalk-eyed dragons, followed by flathead forestcrawlers,  appeared.  Behind them,  a  massive flock of dragons.  It
consisted of all the dragons Hayden stayed with in the forest Thorntail
basilisks and luna newts rushed from the forest. Maxx cawed happily
as his brother and sisters greeted him. Hayden cheered and threw a fist
into the air.

A few of the Zydrinns ran as soon as they saw the creatures. One
Zydrinn ran up to a basilisk, saber high above his head. The serpentlike reptile wrapped him up in coils and bit him, injecting venom for
the death stare to work properly.  The reptile reared its head up and
stared into the warrior’s eyes. The Zydrinn screamed as his eyes slowly
turned white and his skin went pale.

A few dragons flew around Striker. He roared at them, scaring 
a few. Some of the more bold dragons landed on the wingwalker and
picked at his scales. Irritated and in pain, Striker roared and snapped
back at them.

As the animals battled, Hayden finally made it to Roger. The
warrior carried the axe in his hands.

“I’m sure this is a useful weapon,” Roger tauntingly remarked.
Gotten you through the tough times, huh?” Every word Roger spoke
aggravated Hayden.  Determined to  possess the weapon once again,
Hayden reached for the axe,  but each time he extended his  hand, 
Roger swung the axe. “It isn’t your friend. It can hurt you as much as
it can hurt me! If you want it, you can fight for it!” Roger dropped the
axe and raised his  fists.  Hayden did as well,  triggering  Roger’s 
laughter. “I’m taller and a bit wider than you.”

“A bit?”

“ANYWAYS… since I’m bigger, I’m sure I’ll destroy you in this 
fight!” Hayden said nothing. Roger swung, missing by a few inches.
Hayden got a good hit on the Zydrinn’s face. Roger, angered, grabbed
Hayden’s bottom jaw. 

“Nice,” he said before tripping the young adult. He stood over
Hayden and pounded his face. 

Hayden shot up and rammed his fist onto Roger’s eye. As the
Zydrinn screamed,  Hayden grabbed the axe and darted off.  Jack
stopped him. 

“Son!” Jack cried.  “Who  did this?” Hayden,  face slowly
bruising,  looked up. 

“The big  Zydrinn. But, it’s okay!  I got the axe back and he
probably has a damaged eye.” Before Jack could say something else, a 
shadow appeared over them. Jack froze in fear.  It was the mother
dergadon. She nudged Hayden. “Good to see you again!” The dragon
grumbled lightly and went to find her babies. “How did they even get
here?” The eagle owl and her mate flew past Hayden’s face and landed
on a branch. “You led them here? You’re the best bird!” The owl fluffed
her feathers and hooted.

A few luna newts  attacked a couple of Zydrinns.  One of the
large newts grabbed the warrior’s ankle and thrashed its head. Another
newt crushed the other Zydrinn’s  arms in its  powerful  jaws.  The
Zydrinn yelped in pain as blood rushed into the newt’s mouth and his
bones cracked.

A few great blue sky dragons flew in and spewed their mist on
some Zydrinns. The pain from their tissue and flesh freezing  was
excruciating.  They scratched their freezing  arms  and face until their
skin came off,  literally.  Their pale blue skin dangled from their red, 
pulsing arms.

The sky dragons didn’t kill or maul anybody else like the other
dragons. They maintained their reputation as peaceful creatures, even
in battle. 

Striker opened his jaws  and attempted to  get a  mouthful of
dragons. They all flew away as he snapped his mouth shut. Seeing no 
better option,  Striker blew his  fire.  A few dragons  got caught in the
flames’ path, but being dragons, they were unscathed. 

Hezara’s agitation grew to wingwalker size. She hopped on a
sky dragon that flew past her and began beating  it.  The deranged
woman continued delivering  hits  until she heard the dragon’s skull
break. She took her scythe and jammed it through the dragon’s eye.
The other sky dragons grabbed their severely injured friend and flew
away,  growing  Hezara’s  pride.  Soon,  however,  a  couple more sky
dragons flew in to battle the Zydrinns. 

Maxx  and his siblings harassed some Zydrinns.  They bit and
shot them with fire.  Maxx’s  friend, the baby yellow-jawed driller,
showed up to help. Her mother accidentally stepped on a few Zydrinns, 
ensuing Maxx’s and the baby dragon’s laughter. 

Hayden’s contribution to the battle came to a brief pause when
he saw a couple of Zydrinns attempting to mount a horse. The animal 
finally complied after being  prodded and threatened by their sabers. 
The frightened horse thundered into the forest. Hayden didn’t want
them escaping, and especially not on the back of a Sinerian horse. As
Hayden frantically searched for a way to follow them,  Aries came
within his view. He rushed up to the night-furred animal and calmed
him down. 

“I need you for a bit,” Hayden whispered. Aries, calming down, 
allowed Hayden on. The black horse reared up and followed the
Zydrinns. 

When Hayden got close enough, he was able to make out one
of the Zydrinns. Roger sat behind the other. The Zydrinn leader looked
back with a grin.

“Pick up speed!” Roger told the other Zydrinn. The Zydrinn
kicked the horse, getting the poor creature to speed up. As the horse’s
hooves carried it faster, Aries increased his speed. 

“Come on!” Hayden cried. “Stay on them, Aries!”

Aries  stopped and backed away when he saw the other horse
panicking. Hayden tried to calm him down.

“CONTROL YOURSELF!” Roger demanded.  The
horse
tossed the other Zydrinn off. He reared up again, causing Roger to fall 
off. The horse, panicking, turned around, nearly slipping, and ran back
to the mainland.

Roger tried to get up, but his legs were caught in something.
The thing he was sitting on began moving slowly.  It revealed itself. 
Bringing its head to Roger’s face was a common brown python, aka, 
the Berish giant python. The snake snapped its jaws open, revealing 
its several sharp, curved teeth, emitting hisses at the Zydrinn. 

“Looks like it’s my lucky day!” Roger uttered with a grin as he
grabbed the python by the throat. He drew his dagger and began to cut
away at the snake’s  scales.  The reptile,  pain and anger increasing, 
began to coil around Roger, tightening its squeezes each time Roger
drew and released breath,  turning  purple.  The snake,  however,  was
losing  air as well.  It flicked its  tongue,  tickling  Roger’s  nose.  No 
squeezes,  tickles,  or hisses  would deter the Zydrinn leader.  He was
determined to get those boots.

Meanwhile,  Hayden got off  of Aries  and ran after the other
Zydrinn. He tackled the warrior to the ground.

“YOU BETTER GET OFF OF ME!” the Zydrinn demanded. 
Hayden, of course, didn’t listen. 

The Zydrinn grabbed Hayden by the throat and held him up.
Hayden kicked him in the groin.  The Zydrinn,  in pain,  grabbed
Hayden and held him down. The two wrestled for a good five minutes, 
letting  fists, elbows,  feet,  and hands  fly.  When Hayden got free,  he
scaled up a  tree,  planning  on dropping  down on the warrior.  The
Zydrinn climbed up the tree, trying not to let the pain get to him. 

Hayden sat on a branch like a hunting hawk. He watched as the
Zydrinn came towards him. As the Zydrinn began closing in, Hayden
backed away,  nearly falling  into  the lake below.  Hayden studied the
lake, making the outline of fish more obvious. Golden fish with black
dots and red fins, a species familiar to Hayden. However, this wasn’t
the same lake where Hayden first saw these fish. This lake was smaller
and closer to the Sineria mainland.

“Come here,  boy!” the Zydrinn growled as he reached for
Hayden. 

The branch snapped. As soon as they hit the water, the fish were
alerted. Their teeth chattered in excitement as red filled the water from
their flashing fins. Hayden swam to  shore as fast as  he could. He
sighed with relief. The Zydrinn screamed as the perch bit him. They
latched themselves onto his arms, legs, ears, and other places. Hayden
watched in terror for him. Remembering the battle, Hayden dashed to 
the mainland. 

Hayden started running  back to Aries,  but he tripped over
something.  When he saw what it was that tripped him,  shock and
disgust took over. The nauseated young adult got back on the friesian
and rode away. 

Resting on the ground was the python with a Roger-sized lump
in the middle of its body. Wrapped up in its tail was Roger’s dagger. 
The reptile’s head was crowned with the Zydrinn’s helmet. The snake, 
full and satisfied, slowly flicked its tongue out. After burping the scarlet
feather out, the giant snake lazily slithered into  the foliage where it
could peacefully digest its large meal. 

Hayden returned to  the chaotic mainland, first witnessing
Aaron sword fighting a Zydrinn. He looked over to see Hezara looking
around frantically.  Hayden snuck up on her.  Once close enough,  he
pushed her down, snatched her scythe, and pointed the skull at her. 

“Really?” Hezara said. “Going to kill me with my own scythe?
Boy, I know you’re better than that! But if you insist, I prefer you make
the first hit with the bird skull and finish the job off with the blade.”
Hayden lowered the weapon to his side. “I told you you’re better than
that! Don’t be sad, redhead. You Sinerians just don’t truly have it in
you. Those are all lies and exaggerations. This kingdom is overrated.”

Hayden, turning red and pupils shrinking, broke the scythe over
his  knees.  He picked up the woodpecker skull  and threw it on the
ground before stepping on it, making sure he smashed it into multiple, 
small  pieces.  Hezara’s  jaw dropped.  The 18-year-old then took the
blade end of the scythe and tossed it all the way to the Sinerian coast. 

Hezara was infuriated. She got up and stared at the pieces of
her once beautiful weapon. Her fists clenched as she bared her dirty, 
sharp teeth. Hayden, anger melted away, backed away from her. 

“I’m going to slam your face in a pool of lava!” the woman
threatened. Each step she took towards Hayden, her anger grew. Maxx
came behind the young adult to help. He growled at Hezara. She didn’t
care. Seeing a dragon the size of a large pig didn’t intimidate her much. 
“Where is Roger?” Hayden tried to contain his laughter. His tomato
red face and sweat pouring out grabbed Hezara’s attention. “What’s so 
amusing?” Hayden tried his best to explain to her, but he couldn’t. 
Once it became less funny, he was able to speak clearly. 

“Okay… so Roger is nowhere near here. I would check a giant
snake!” Hezara was confused. “He got into a fight with a huge python, 
and lost! He’s inside the snake!” Hezara facepalmed. 

“How did he get eaten by a snake?”

“I guess he wasn’t that good of a Zydrinn.” The words were fuel
for her anger.

Striker,  remembering  that signature red hair and confident
posture,  came behind Hayden. When Hayden turned around to face
the beast, Striker swiped him with his wing. Hayden, still alive, quickly
got up, although a bit dazed.  Hayden glanced at the axe,  and no
hesitation to retrieve it was present. Striker, however, blocked it with
his tail. The dragon growled, oozing burning saliva. Hayden glared at
the massive reptile. 

“Kill him, Striker!” Hezara cried as she arched her bony fingers. 
Hezara was starting to see why Roger loved this beast so much. His 
use was greater than some of the Zydrinns. “STEP ON HIM! BURN 
HIM!” Anthony looked over. 

“Um, lady, are you okay?” Anthony asked. “I think you really
need some help.” Hezara ignored the comment and put her attention
back on Hayden and Striker.  The mother dergadon and driller saw
Hayden in trouble, and without hesitation, rushed to help him. 

The dergadon blasted an extremely hot cloud of fire. While it
didn’t injure Striker, it did get his attention. The driller rammed him
on the side,  stabbing  the beast with her tiny horns.  The wingwalker
slashed her with his wing’s dewclaw. She screeched and hissed at him. 
The immense beast grinned. Hayden, wanting to help, picked up the
axe and tossed it at the black dragon. The weapon hit him in the neck. 
Stiker cried out and swung his neck around, trying to get the axe out. 
Once the weapon was loose enough, it fell back to the ground. 

Striker gave his attention to the mother dergadon. He snapped
at the purple dragon, her speed saving her. Maxx and his siblings flew
circles around Striker’s head. He snapped at them as well, yet their
great swiftness kept them alive, too.

Striker soon became dizzy.  Knowing  this,  a  few comb snouts
used their combs to scrape some of the wingwalker’s scales off. Before
Striker could retaliate, a few flathead forest-crawlers blasted him with
streams  of green fire and slashed him with their tail spikes.  From
below,  a  couple of basilisks repeatedly slammed their fangs into the
gargantuan beast while a few luna newts rubbed their toxic skin onto
his midnight scales. The wingwalker was beyond enraged. With anger
soothing the pain, Striker flew up and blasted his flames. 

As  Hezara  watched,  Mark snuck up on her. Catching  her off 
guard, the knight put her in a choke hold and slammed her down. She
popped her arm back in the socket and fixed her neck. Falling from her
mouth, a sharp, brown tooth. 

“Nice move,” Hezara said, balling up a fist. When she lunged
forward,  Mark caught the fist. Hezara  hit him with her other hand,
leaving behind a red hand print. Mark chuckled. He slapped the visor
over his face and tackled the miserly woman. Hezara banged her fists 
against his armor, which of course, did nothing. The knight held her
up by the back of her dingy skirt as she kicked and flailed her arms.
“SET ME DOWN OR I’LL UNLEASH ALL THE HELL I HAVE!”
Mark shook his head. 

“No!” Mark snapped. “You and your Zydrinns leave, or we’ll 
unleash all the hell we have!” Hezara stopped struggling.

“Way to use my words against me.”

“And also,” Mark added, “brush your teeth.” Hezara sighed. 

Once Striker landed, he saw Hezara in the knight’s grip. He ran
over and pushed Mark with his head. Roaring  and adjusting his
massive wings, the dragon allowed Hezara to hitch a ride. Snapping 
his  wings open, the beast flew a few feet off the ground. Hezara
cackled, watching the citizens look up in fear. An idea popped up in
her mind, saving the Sinerians from a fiery fate. Destroying the home
of the kingdom’s leader would be her new and unique signature when
destroying these great lands.

“TO THE CASTLE!” Hezara commanded. Stuart gasped. He
mounted himself on a horse and ran to his castle, trying to beat Hezara
and Striker there. Hayden looked around for a horse. Maxx, seeing the
young adult search in a state of panic, picked him up and tossed him
on his back.

“Thanks Maxx!” Hayden said. “Now, let’s get to that castle!”
The little dragon took off. A few Zydrinns attempted to follow, but Max
and the royal  dogs surrounded them.  They snarled and bared their
teeth. 

“Did I ever tell you I have a small, minor fear of dogs?” one of
the Zydrinns whispered. Another shrugged. The other rolled his eyes. 

“We can take ‘em!”

As the Zydrinn assured they could kill the dogs, Scat, as well as
about almost every other dog in Sineria,  most of them large breeds, 
joined in. The canines,  hungry,  licked their chops  as the Zydrinns
nervously stood their ground, holding their sabers in shaky hands. 

Meanwhile,  Maxx was right behind Stuart’s horse.  Hayden
waved at the king. Stuart nervously waved back, worried and infuriated.

Ahead, Striker landed, the boom of his three-toed feet echoing 
across Sineria. He lowered his head to a window, allowing Hezara into 
the castle. She walked around, knocking pictures and other important
things  down as she planned to steal  a  few fancy artifacts.  Once
downstairs, she eyed the king and queen’s throne. 

“This is amazing,” Hezara said. “DESTROY IT!”

Striker, grinning and growling, placed his arms and wings on
one of the castle’s towers. He began ripping stones out with his jaws,
even crushing some.  The wingwalker blasted fire into one of the
tower’s  windows. Hezara  escaped before the flames  could spread.
Having  the most fun he had in years,  Striker turned around and tail
whipped the building. Debris rained on the vibrant grass below. 

Stuart’s horse finally made it. He was in shock as he took in an
eyeful of the assault upon his home. Livid, Stuart pulled out a sword he
borrowed from a knight and commanded the horse to charge. When
Hezara  heard the horse galloping,  she turned around and struck its 
nose with the heel  of her palm.  The equine reared up and neighed, 
accidentally throwing Stuart off. When it looked back at Hezara, she
hissed. The scared and hurt horse ran away, leaving the king with her.

Hayden and Maxx caught up. The baby dragon snarled as he
watched the wingwalker destroy the tower.  The black dragon waved
his  tail around,  causing  it to nearly hit Stuart. Hezara  picked up his 
sword that he dropped when he dodged the tail fan. 

“Don’t spend too long on that section of the castle!” Hezara
demanded.  “I want the whole thing demolished!” Hayden hopped
down from Maxx and flailed his axe. “Oh, you again! Nice to see you!”
Hayden didn’t say a word. 

Walking  up to  her,  Hayden’s  anger was more visible than
anything at the moment. This somewhat intimidated the crazy woman. 
She raised the sword and bared her teeth. Once Hayden was within
range, he struck. She blocked the axe attack with the sword. 

“If you’re the same Hayden I know of,” Hezara said, trying to
distract him, “I heard that you’re quite the sword wielder yourself!”

“Yeah, but my sword looked way better than that boring looking 
thing!”

“Hey!” Stuart cried. “That’s… one of my knight’s swords! I left
my falchion on the ship!”

“Sorry, your majesty!”

Hezara raised the sword and brought it down. Hayden blocked
the attack with the axe. 

“You do have some pretty good skills,” she commented. 

Hayden and Hezara  pushed each other with their weapons. 
Hezara,  smiling  as she grew confident from her strength, pushed
Hayden back. The 18-year-old kept his feet anchored to the ground.
He moved, causing Hezara to fall on her face. 

While Hezara  recovered,  Maxx  flew up to Striker and blasted
him with a stream of fire. Striker shook his head and roared at the baby
dergadon.  Maxx hissed at him.  The wingwalker slapped the baby
dragon with his wing as his mother appeared. She came rushing over.
Even though the mother dragon was a lot smaller, she still fought. The
dergadon bit down behind Striker’s  head.  The yellow-jawed driller
whipped him on the face with her tail. Striker opened his wings, 
attempting to make himself look bigger. The two mother dragons flew
around Striker, each taking turns firing at him. 

Hezara hauled herself up and locked her eyes on Hayden. He
whistled for Maxx. The baby dragon ran over, letting him climb on his 
back.  Hayden taunted Hezara  just before Maxx  flew into the forest. 
She banged her fists on the ground. Stuart tried to stop her, but she was
too fast. With the sword in her hands, Hezara took off into the forest. 

“Alright, let’s stop right here,” Hayden told the dragon after a
few minutes  of flying into the forest. Maxx  landed and stretched his 
wings. Hayden knew she was already there. 

“Good,” Hezara growled, appearing from the foliage. “You’ve
stopped!” Hayden rested the axe over his shoulder. He was hoping that
if Hezara followed him, Striker would follow her. While Hezara fell for
his plan, Striker didn’t even notice her leave.

“You should’ve never come here!” Hayden told Hezara.
Ignoring  him,  Hezara  burst over with the sword extended.  Hayden
blocked the sword attack again, growing her anger. Hezara jumped up 
and brought the sword down. Maxx caught it in his mouth, worrying
Hayden.  “Are you okay?” Maxx,  not understanding  his  words  but
knowing he was expressing concern,  nodded. Hezara  grabbed the
dragon by the horns and tossed him out of the way. Hayden, even more
infuriated, hit Hezara’s ankle with the axe. She cried out. “Come on
Hezzy!” She tried to stop the bleeding, but to her, Hayden’s death was
more important. 

“You just can’t ever stay out of the way,” Hezara  uttered. 
Hayden smiled and shook his head. 

Hayden, locking a gaze with Hezara, backed away. Before he
could stop, he realized he walked into a cave. Growling coming from
deep within gave him chills. Little brown bats slept away while giant
centipedes and scorpions wandered around, looking for any creature
to eat. 

Hayden heard Maxx whimper. His mouth bled as Hezara held
the sword. 

“Did you just yank the sword from his mouth?” Hayden asked,
turning red. Hezara nodded with a smile. 

“And I should care, why?” Hezara replied. Hayden’s anger died
off as he noticed Maxx trying to do something. He was using his horns 
to  uproot an enormous tree.  Hezara,  also noticing,  kicked him.
Hayden charged towards her, axe ready to strike. She tossed the sword.
While it didn’t land in Hayden, it still hit him, cutting his leg. “You can
try and scare me all you want, child! Just know, I’ve destroyed quite a 
few kingdoms! An 18-year-old boy is nothing to me!” Hayden held up
a finger. 

“I think you mean when you had your huge army.  Not to 
mention
that
giant
dragon
probably
also  attacked
them,  which
probably weakened them. Afterall, he was Roger’s loyal pet. Here, it’s 
just you. No Zydrinns or colossal beasts.”

Before Hezara  could do  anything  else,  Hayden grabbed the
sword and threw it into the cave. 

“Quite an arm you got there,” Hezara  said.  She ran over
Hayden and into the cave. “Where is it?” Maxx continued attempting 
to tear the tree from the ground. 

“Maybe when she comes out,” Hayden said, “the tree will fall
right on her!” Hayden used the axe to hack away at some of the roots. 
“This is taking too long! I need to go make sure she doesn’t find that
sword before this tree falls.”

Hayden looked around in the cave. He didn’t see her anywhere.
As Hayden ventured deeper, Hezara appeared from the darkness. The
sword was back in her hands.

“Maybe when I’m done with you,” Hezara growled, “I can get
rid of this sword and find the one you wielded. I’ll mount it on the rock
wall in my display area back home.” Hayden smirked. 

“Yeah, like that’s going to happen!”

Their weapons  clashed once more.  While they fought,  Maxx
didn’t give up on separating the tree from its roots. Hezara grabbed
Hayden’s hair and pulled him around. 

“Nice red hair,” she said, looking at the strands she ripped out. 
Hayden didn’t respond. Before the Sinerian could retaliate, he started
to hear it. The creaking of the tree. Hezara didn’t hear it. All of her
attention was on Hayden. She was about to bring the sword down on
his head, but he grabbed her wrist.

“I have to  give it to  you Hez,  your dedication to destroying 
these kingdoms is amazing! Too bad it’s not going too good for you
right now.” Hayden constricted her wrist, causing her to  drop the
weapon. The tree was about to fall. Hayden dashed towards the exit of
the cave. Hezara grabbed him by the legs and held him down. “OFF!”

Hezara  evilly laughed as she sunk her nails  into Hayden’s
ankle.  He cringed.  After getting irritated by her assaults,  Hayden
reared his leg back and lunged it forward with all his might. The kick
knocked another one of her teeth out. He got up and swiped the axe at
her,  slashing her cheek.  As the deranged woman screamed,  Hayden
took off. Hezara followed quickly. A smile bigger than ever, Hayden
made it out. Hezara,  sword in her hands, screamed as she ran after
him. 

Hayden, axe tight in his grip, slid over to the tree and chopped
away at the last root as Maxx blew flames on it. Maxx tore and burned
all the others, making Hayden’s job much easier. 

The tree began toppling. Right before Hezara escaped the cave, 
the immense tree came crashing down. It fell right at the entrance of
the cave. It didn’t crush her, but instead, trapped her inside, which was
surprising that it was large enough to block off an entire cave opening. 
Hayden, however, didn’t know that the tree trapped her rather than
crush her. 

“Okay,” Hayden said,  breathing  heavily.  “She’s  gone and
Roger’s gone. Now we just have a large dragon to deal with.” Hayden
hopped on Maxx, axe in his hand, and took off.

Hezara couldn’t see anything. She had no company besides the
bats, centipedes, scorpions, and other terrifying and bizarre creatures
of the cave. Although the entire cave was blocked, there was a hole in
the tree that the bats could fit through whenever they needed to enter
and exit the cave.

Even when the bats would leave, Hezara wouldn’t always be
alone, and not just because of the bugs. There was that creature that
growled from deep within,  and it sounded both mad and hungry. 
Hezara, afraid and dejected, slouched against the tree and groaned.







Chapter Eighteen

Stuart did everything  in his  power to  stop Striker.  Nothing  got the
dragon’s attention. He pelted him with rocks, threw sticks, and a few
other things. The dragon let nothing stop him. He still had a goal to
accomplish. 

A few knights came charging towards the gigantic beast. They
used their weapons to slash and stab the dragon’s ankles and feet. One
of them even sliced a bit of his wing. Striker backed away and beat his
wings, hissing in pain. The wingwalker wrapped his tail around one of
the knights like a snake. He then used his tail to lift the knight to his
face. The beast roared at the Sinerian warrior, sending his saliva and
hot breath into the poor knight’s face. The knight struggled,  trying 
desperately to free himself. As a last resort, he bit Striker’s tail, forcing 
the beast to let him go. 

“OH NOOO!” the knight cried as he plummeted to the ground.
The crash of his armor echoed throughout the kingdom. It was the only
thing that saved his life, but of course, he was still injured. The Sinerian
warrior crawled over to a tree and sat behind it.

The rest
of the knights did what they could to  stop the
wingwalker. Striker finally gave in. He flew over to the other side of the
castle to another tower. Once there, he automatically began destroying 
that one. 

“Don’t let that animal destroy my castle!” Stuart demanded.
“Yes, your majesty!” a knight said. The knights ran to the other
side as quickly as they could. 

Striker blasted fire into one of the tower’s windows. The smoke
in the castle got even worse. All Stuart could do was shake his head at
the sight. A smile spread across his face once he heard Hayden and
Maxx coming. 

“DON’T WORRY, YOUR MAJESTY!” Hayden shouted. He
jumped down as Maxx still flew. Striker’s head popped up from behind
the tower as he heard Hayden’s voice. Hayden smiled and mentally
prepared himself to finish off the beast.

Meanwhile,  back at the battle in the mainland,  some of the
Zydrinns were retreating. 

“Where is  Roger?” one of the Zydrinns cried.  “WHERE IS
ROGER?” Some of the Zydrinns got on their ships and took off. The
cesky terrier chased a  few more back to  one of the ships.  As  they
jumped on in fear, the little dog wagged her tail and barked in pride. 

Max and the Icelandic sheepdog barked at a few Zydrinns up
in a tree. They clung for dear life. A few of the dragons chased a few
Zydrinns to the coast. There were no more ships left. 

“What do  we do?” one of the warriors  asked.  The other
shrugged. They both looked at the sea, then back at the dragons.

Before the creatures made it to the coast, the Zydrinns were in
the sea,  swimming  away as fast as possible.  The dragons  roared at
them, ensuring that they wouldn’t return.

“Looks  like we’ve won now, huh?” Aaron said to  one of the
Zydrinns. The enemy warrior backed away as he giggled nervously. 

One of the Zydrinns, his ego bigger than any dragon, rested his 
foot on Bart’s neck.

“Get…  off  of…  me,” the knight uttered,  trying  to  catch his 
breath. 

The Zydrinn grinned, showing off his yellow and brown teeth. 
A loud cracking sound rang in Bart’s ears. The confused knight, eyes
wide, looked up slowly. The back of the Zydrinn’s skull was smashed
in. When he fell down, Brandon was revealed, standing proud with a 
bloody war hammer. 

“That was quite satisfying,” Brandon stated. 

Jake and Melerah were taking  turns  throwing apples  at two 
Zydrinns wrapped up in a forest-crawler’s tail.

“WE’LL LEAVE!” one of the fruit-assaulted Zydrinns declared. 
“WE PROMISE! JUST GET THE DRAGON TO LET US GO, AND 
STOP PELTING US WITH APPLES!” Melerah tossed an apple up a 
few times, wondering if she should let them go.

“I don’t know Jake, should we let them go?” Jake thought for a
second. 

“Nah! I think they like apples!”

Ants were attracted to the sweet smell  of the juice and apple
chunks pouring down the Zydrinn’s and puddling beneath them. The
tiny, biting, stinging insects crawled all over the Zydrinns, their tiny, 
hooked
feet
and
sharp,  natural  weapons  on
the
skin
a  majorly
unpleasant sensation.

“Oh no,” one of the Zydrinns  muttered.  The dragon
unwrapped her tail,  allowing  the ants  to  attack.  The two  warriors
screamed and ran, scratching all over. Jake and Melerah high fived.

All of the Sinerians cheered as they watched the Zydrinns flee
in fear. 

“AND  DON’T EVER  COME BACK!” James yelled.  Aaron
proudly looked at his knights.

“You did great guys!” Aaron said. “You did great!” The knights 
bowed. 

A few luna newts bellowed and chased away some Zydrinns 
while a couple of basilisks glared at some they bit, killing them. The
joy and confidence was killed by Striker’s roar. 

“That thing is still here?” Anthony asked angrily. 

“We need to go take care of it!” Aaron declared. 

“Yes we do, Aaron!” Anthony replied. “I’ll get some food for it, 
and you go find a spot in the kingdom for it to live.”

“Not take care of it like that!” Anthony scratched his head in
embarrassment. 

Aaron whistled for Aries. The other knights got on their horses 
and headed to the king and queen’s castle. The two Zydrinns in the
tree watched the horses run off with laughter. 

“We’ll just rebuild our army and return!” one of the warriors 
claimed. The other smiled and nodded.

Not paying attention, the eagle owl came behind one of them. 
The bird sunk her talons into the Zydrinn’s now exposed back. She
knocked him down as he screamed in pain. The other Zydrinn,
intimidated by the bird’s size and bloody talons, voluntarily jumped
down as her mate dive-bombed him and screeched.  The female owl
perched on one of the branches and cleaned her feathers.

Aries stopped in his tracks as he waved his tail nervously. 

“Stuart!” Aaron called.  “Where’s the dragon?” The panicked
Stuart gestured to the other tower. “Got it!”

Hayden was inside the castle. He pulled his shirt over his nose
and ran through the smoke.  Maxx  distracted the black wingwalker. 
The irritated Striker tried eating him, but once again, Maxx was just
too  fast for him.  The baby dergadon taunted the massive dragon, 
sticking his tongue out and cawing. Striker decided to ignore Maxx. 
The determined wingwalker grabbed a big stone from the tower and
pried it out. The tower began to collapse, but it eventually caught itself. 
Striker, agitated, banged his scaly hands on the castle. All he wanted
was to see the castle fall over. 

Hayden
coughed
as
sweat
streamed
down
his  face.  The
intensity of the heat increased as he ventured deeper into  the great
home.  He started to  get light headed, but with the motive to  stop
Striker, he still fought through it. Striker’s roars started to hurt his head. 
Hayden pushed through it though.  With the axe in his  hands,  the
young adult charged upstairs and made it to a tower. He looked out
young adult charged upstairs and made it to a tower. He looked out

year-old clenched his teeth and stepped forward.

The wingwalker looked
into  the window,  his  yellow
eyes
shining brightly into the dark hall. He reached half of his finger inside, 
feeling  around for Hayden. More angry than scared,  Hayden hit the
finger with the axe. The dragon reared his head back and hissed. 

When Striker’s head was far enough from the window, Hayden
tried to aim the weapon at his nose.  He was going  to use the same
tactic he used on Titan years back. Striker moved just before he could
throw the axe.

“Dang it!” Hayden uttered. Catching Hayden off guard, Striker
stuck his mouth through the window. He snapped and hissed, hoping 
he would kill Hayden. “Alright dragon, you’ve already gotten yourself
on my bad side! You made it worse for yourself once you chased Titan
away!” Striker bared his teeth. Hayden bared his back. The dragon
bellowed. 

Back outside,  Aaron and the other knights  ran around the
castle, eventually coming upon Striker. The wingwalker got on all fours 
and crawled over to the armored warriors. Brandon rushed over to him
with his hammer. He brought the weapon down on one of his claws, 
cracking it. Striker yanked his foot back and tended to the injury. 

“Wow,  that’s  a small crack,” Brandon announced.  “This 
dragon’s weak. He’s way bigger than the hammer and couldn’t even
take a hit from it.” Striker raised his wing over Brandon, preparing to 
crush him. The knight was in awe from the creature’s size. An arrow
hit the dragon in the neck. He looked down and saw Aaron holding a
borrowed crossbow. The knight, adrenaline rushing, stared at the beast
as rage pulsed through his veins. 







Chapter Nineteen

Aries  backed away behind some trees.  The massive creature slowly
approached Aaron. Stuart looked around for a weapon. 
“Let me see that!” Stuart demanded, grabbing Mark’s sword. 
As  Stuart dashed towards  Striker,  he yelled,  catching  the beast’s
attention. The wingwalker blocked him with his tail. 

Hayden shouted, getting Striker to  come over.  The dragon
lumbered back over to  the window as smoke blew from his  nostrils. 
Hayden chuckled. 

“You’re not getting away with nearly killing that black-backed
dragon,” Hayden growled,  pointing  the axe at Striker.  The reptile
snarled.  “COME ON, BEAST!” Striker roared and charged at the
castle. Hayden yelled back. He ran towards the window and jumped
out. The wingwalker opened his mouth, lunged forward, and caught
Hayden in it. Happy, Striker licked his mouth with his forked tongue. 
“Ohhh, it’s so gross and dark in here!” Hayden struggled to move in
the pool of saliva. It was becoming hard to breath. “It’s so hot in here!”
He held onto Striker’s tongue, trying desperately not to fall down his
throat. He could even hear the stomach acid bubbling. The terrifying
experience was a sense of dread worse than being chased by Titan.

Maxx panicked. Stuart and the knights didn’t know what to do. 
“We need to get him out of there!” Aaron announced. Striker
proceeding to destroy the castle. The knights banded together to attack
the dragon, hitting him with their weapons and even climbing him to 
find more vulnerable spots. Stuart joined in. He used the sword to saw
into the dragon’s flesh. Brandon slammed Striker with the hammer. 
Angered, the dragon shot fire into the air.

“STOP!” Aaron yelled.  “WE CAN’T RISK HAYDEN
GETTING
HARMED!”
Inside the beast, Hayden laid under the tongue. Once he knew
the fire was gone, he crawled from under the organ. He tried to make
it up to the mouth, but continued to slip on the dragon’s drool. Hayden
looked down, this time, being able to see the acid. He held onto his 
axe. It would probably be his only chance of getting out.

The mother driller came. She roared at Striker, trying to get his
attention. The dragon ignored her. Agitated, the driller rammed into 
him again.  As Striker nearly fell  over,  Hayden did as well.  The axe
caught itself on the back of Striker’s tongue. Hayden held onto the
handle, dangling over the esophagus. Striker caught himself. 

Hayden used his other hand to grab onto Striker’s tongue. As 
he started his climb up, his foot slipped. 

“Oh no,” Hayden uttered. “Please, not like this!” He could hear
the dragons roaring outside. Even though they were helping, it actually
stressed him out more. “How am I going to get out of here?” Hayden
thought for a while. He looked at the axe. “Perfect!” Hayden started to
climb again,  this time,  he went down.  He made it to the larynx and
tightened the grip around the axe. “I’m getting out of here!” Hayden
looked down a bit, seeing that he was right under the head. Hayden
held onto the back of the tongue.  “Alright axe,  don’t you fail  me.”
Hayden,  eager to  escape,  drew the weapon back as far as he could. 
Then, with all his might, he brought it forward, hitting the larynx. The
blade got stuck for a second, but with a few tugs, it was free. Striker, 
grumbling, rubbed his throat with his wing. 

“What’s he doing?” Stuart asked Aaron. The knight shrugged. 

Striker, attempting to ignore the pain, went back to destroying
the castle. On the inside, a bit of blood splattered on Hayden’s face. 

“Okay, here we go again!” Hayden said, bringing the axe back. 
With a little less force, Hayden hit the same spot. 

Striker cawed and beat his wings. Hayden chopped a few more
times. The sloshing sound of moist flesh and tissue being hacked at
wasn’t pleasant, but Hayden needed to escape. 

Hayden stopped when he saw a light coming  through the
wound. He scooted over to the injury. Another hit, this time, digging
the axe around in it, trying to open it up. He knew he had to make a
risky decision. Looking down at the acid one last time, Hayden jumped
and grabbed onto the injury.  He scooted a  little below it and began
hitting it. The sound of the flesh being hacked apart still made Hayden
cringe, but it paid off. Soon, Hayden could see a bit of the castle. 

Hayden went for another tactic. He put one hand at the top of
the slit and another at the bottom and pried. Striker bellowed in pain, 
hoping for it to  stop. He leaned against the tower that he was
destroying.  The dragon clenched his  teeth and snarled. All  Hayden
could do was stick an arm out of the slit. 

“Did a  hand just come out of that dragon’s neck?” Anthony
said. Mark, jaw dropped, nodded. 

Hayden nearly fell as Striker was slammed to the ground. The
Sinerians  were shocked.  It was Titan!  The angered black-backed
dragon held Striker’s neck in his jaws tightly. He snarled and threw the
wingwalker to the ground. Titan opened his wings and roared. Striker
lumbered to his feet and hissed.

Hayden held on tightly and went back to the slit. He felt like he
was running out of air. He used the handle of the axe to move some
flesh out of the way. Striker tried to stop it. He hurled more fire, but
Hayden laid against the neck,  dodging  the hot,  orange cloud.  Titan
struck again, clamping Striker’s mouth shut with his jaws. Hayden saw
the black-backed dragon’s  teeth penetrate Striker’s  top and bottom
jaw, ensuing cheers.

The mother dergadon and driller watched in confusion as they
heard cheers but not seeing who it was. Maxx knew it was Hayden and
that he was trying to escape the dragon’s mouth. The baby dergadon
flew up to the cut and cawed, bringing a smile to Hayden’s face. 

“MAXX!” Hayden cried. “HELP ME!”

The baby dragon used his horns to tear away at the cut. He then
used his claws and teeth to rip away any skin or tissue in the way. The
little dragon backed away when Striker swiped at him with a  hand. 
Titan grabbed Striker behind the head and walked around with him. 
The wingwalker grumbled. 

The cut grew. Starting from the bottom of the injury, Hayden
dragged the axe as  far as  he could go.  Once he came to  a  limit,  he
hacked away at that area. 

“COME ON, HAYDEN!” Stuart shouted. 

Hayden closed his  eyes  and exhaled deeply.  Once he was
mentally prepared,  he squeezed himself  through the cut, coating 
himself in blood and saliva. Striker, in intense pain, cried out. Maxx,
noticing Hayden slipping out, caught the slimy, smelly, warm redhead
and delivered him to the ground.

Hayden brushed himself  off  and turned towards  the dragon
fight. Titan let Striker go and whipped the wingwalker’s face with his 
tail.  The red beast then shot out a massive cloud of fire,  right onto
Striker. The exposed flesh on the black wingwalker became singed by
the crimson reptile’s flames. Striker whipped Titan on the head with
his tail, dazing the black-backed dragon. 

Striker pushed Titan over and headed back to the castle.  He
placed the thumbs of his wings in between a few stones and tried to
get the tower to fall, but he was extremely weakened by Hayden’s axe
and Titan’s assaults.

“Come on, Titan,” Hayden whispered. Titan brought himself 
to his feet and shook his head, releasing tension. Ready to kill, the red
dragon stared at Striker and charged. Striker turned around, too slow
to react before Titan got back on him. He bit down on Striker’s neck, 
nearly wrapping  his  entire mouth around it.  Ready to  finish off  the
wingwalker, Titan quickly turned his head, jamming Striker’s neck.

Striker screeched in pain. Titan, proud, heard something. It was
the castle about to fall apart. Striker was about to fall down, and being 
stuck in the stones,  most of the castle would come with him.  Titan
backed away. Striker’s thumb claws were still in between some stones,
and sure enough, as he fell back, the tower and most of the castle came
with him. 

“LOOK OUT!” James yelled, running. Everyone moved out of
the way. 

Striker finally hit the ground. Most of the castle fell on top of
him. The stones crushed the dragon, shooting dust into the air. The
knights examined the dragon’s body. 

“Wow,” Aaron mouthed.

Hayden came from behind the tree he used to take cover. He
stared at Striker under the pile of stone with Maxx. They looked at each
other in shock. Hayden, gazing at the axe, noticed one of the blades 
nearly covered in blood. 

As Hayden examined the axe, Striker burst from underneath the
stone, letting out another bellow. 

“Can this thing even die?” Anthony asked, irritated.

Striker stared down Hayden, snarling. Hayden got on Maxx and
flew away.

“COME ON, STRIKER!” Hayden yelled.  The wingwalker
pursued him. Stuart and the knights got on their horses and followed.

Striker stomped after Hayden and Maxx, roaring and spewing 
fire. Hayden now lured Striker away from his friends, but now he had
to figure out how to get rid of the beast. As he evaded Striker, an idea 
came to him. 

“What’s he doing?” Aaron said.

“I have no idea,” Stuart replied. 

Hayden rubbed Maxx and smiled as Striker gained on them. 
Eventually, he came across the huge cliff he first saw when he was 15
years  old.  He peered down, the fog  making the bottom’s visibility
impossible. Fog masked the giant, sharp rocks jetting from the ground.

Right as Striker caught up to them,  Titan slammed into the
beast.  He pinned Striker to  the ground as he nearly tore one of his
wings off. Striker hissed and slammed his own head into the ground, 
unable to bear the pain. He then clawed Titan’s armored stomach and
shoved him off. Blood dripped from the wingwalker’s injury. The wing 
had been nearly torn off at the elbow, the massive, bloody rip killing 
Striker’s ability of flight.

Hayden whistled, getting Striker’s attention. The gargantuan
reptile lumbered over to him, snorting  and growling.  He snapped at
Hayden,  just missing  him.  Maxx  rammed his  horns into Striker’s 
ankles. The dragon kicked at him.

Growing  angry and impatient, Titan charged,  slamming  into
Striker and pushing him over the cliff. Striker roared as he fell, flapping
his wings, the injured one tearing more each time he flapped. Striker
turned towards a ledge erected from the side of the cliff. As he passed
it, his throat cut was too close, getting caught on the ledge. The cut
grew as the flesh, tissue, and other bodily substances almost tore from
his  body.  Striker continued falling as his head
hung on by the
remaining  part of his neck in the back.  He slid off  and continued
falling.

Roars  of anguish were silenced by a boom.  Striker slammed
against the bottom of the cliff, the great dragon’s head nearly severed
by one of the rock spikes. The giant, sharp rock left on a strip of flesh
and muscle that attached Striker’s head to  his  body.  In the front, 
however, Striker’s head was completely detached. The rest of his body
twitched as rock spikes stood through it, stained with red.  Blood
pooled on the ground as his yellow eyes rolled into his sockets and his
mouth hung open, allowing his tongue to spill from his gape.

Hayden, panting, looked over the cliff and back at Titan. The
black-backed dragon grumbled, stood on his hind legs, and let out a
roar of victory. The roar brought Hayden joy as chills overcame him. 
As he admired Titan, he was startled by something touching his back.
It was Aaron. 

“Once more, you’ve done good!” Aaron stated.

“It was mostly him,” Hayden said, pointing the axe at Titan. 
Anthony came over to Hayden next. 

“You know how big that creature was?” Anthony asked. “You
just helped kill  it!  Congrats!” Titan rolled his  eyes  and knocked
Anthony down gently with his tail. However, there was still some chaos
ensuing. 

Back at the mainland, a Zydrinn held the cesky terrier by the
tail. The little dog tried to snap at him, but he flicked her on the face
each time she attempted to bite him.

“I suggest you stop harassing  my dog!” a  woman said. The
Zydrinn turned around to see Queen Beth. Although her ship just
docked at the bay not too long ago, maybe a couple of minutes at most,
she took no  time to  scale the stairs and make it to the battle in her
kingdom.

“Who are you?” the Zydrinn asked.

“I am the queen of this kingdom! That’s all you need to know!”
The Zydrinn dropped the dog, allowing her to run away.

“And what makes you so much of a threat?” the Zydrinn said.
Beth laughed and approached him, much to his confusion.

Right in front of the taller and imposing warrior, Beth didn’t
speak a word. The Zydrinn, even without his cuirass and saber, stood
his ground. 

“I’m going to show you a trick,” Beth whispered. The Zydrinn, 
confused but blushing, nodded. Beth placed two fingers on his chest. 

“Okay,” the warrior said, still confused yet mesmerized by her
beauty. Beth smiled at him. As quickly as she could, the queen folded
her fingers and formed a fist, hitting him in the chest. The Zydrinn fell 
to the ground, laying without movement. The citizens cheered for their
queen as she waved her hand and searched for Stuart.

“He’s at the castle,” one of the Sinerians told her. Beth nodded
and rushed to find her husband. 

With her adrenaline and loved-fueled speed, it didn’t take long 
for Beth to make it to the castle. The first thing she saw was the mother
dergadon, causing a scream to emit from her. The dragon roared and
slowly advanced towards the queen. Hayden and the others with him
made it back just in time to save Beth.

“That’s my wife!” Stuart declared. “The queen of Sineria!” The
dergadon backed away as the yellow-jawed driller sniffed her, seeing 
that Stuart was protecting  her,  so she must’ve been good. Beth
laughed. Stuart rushed to his wife. The king and queen hugged tightly. 

“I’ve missed you dearly!” Stuart said.

“I did as well!” Beth replied. Hayden walked over to them. “Oh,
Hayden!” Beth hugged him as well. She looked up at the castle. “What
happened?” Titan averted his eyes, hoping Beth wouldn’t blame him.

“Uh, dragon attack!” Anthony said. “But hey, at least the whole
thing isn’t destroyed!” The queen slowly advanced towards the pile of
stone. 

“I guess we have to get this rebuilt,” Stuart announced. The
king and queen sighed. 

The exhausted Sinerians left the castle and walked back to the
mainland. There seemed to be no Zydrinns left. All of the citizens were
alive and well. The royal dogs ran up to Stuart and Beth, greeting them
with licks and happy yaps.

“I missed you too!” Beth told them. She saw something she
didn’t notice before. Houses, charred and smoking. 

“The wingwalker did this,” Mark said. “Also, Dawn is gone. 
She’s not dead, but, she is just… gone.” Beth placed her head on Titan, 
feeling bad for him. 

“I hope she will return,” Beth said. Melerah approached the
queen and bowed. 

“It’s good that you’re back,” Melerah stated. 

“I am more than glad to be back!” Melerah smiled. 

“So, what was it like helping the red deer population?” Jake
asked. 

“Caribou, not red deer. But it was fun! While I was trying to save
a caribou calf, a wildcat snuck up on me. Scratched me pretty bad!”
Beth showed them the cat injury,  impressing some and disgusting 
others. “But other than that, and the bear encounter, I had fun.” Stuart
admired his wife, and he was more than happy that she was back home.







Chapter Twenty

Hayden tossed the axe up and down.

“What if you don’t catch it by the handle?” Jake said. 
“I guess it would be pretty bad, huh?” Hayden replied. They

both laughed. Jake walked over to Melerah. 

“Do you want to ask him?” Jake whispered. 

“Ask him what?” Jake sighed.

“If he likes you back.” Melerah shook her head.

“No! I am not asking him anything like that!” Jake shrugged.
Max jumped up on Hayden when he saw him. 

“Good fighting!” Hayden said, petting the hound. Max howled

happily. Maxx nudged Hayden’s leg with his horns. “Oh, you guys.”
Hayden knew that the creatures needed to return to the forest. “I’m
going to miss you Maxx. It was fun staying with you and having you
fight by my side.” Maxx was confused. “You have to go back home.”
The mother dergadon laid her snout on Hayden. “And thank you for
saving us from those wolverines.” The other dragons gathered around, 
delighted and relieved that the drama was over. The basilisks and luna
newts were eager to get back home, although they enjoyed fighting for
Sineria. “Of course, thank you all as well! You did great out there!” A
flathead
forest-crawler burped up a  Zydrinn’s  helmet.  Hayden
chuckled. 

Hayden felt the back of his shirt move. It was caused by something 
breathing on him. He turned around and saw the yellow-jawed driller. 
“Thank you for getting us out of that prison,” Hayden told the
reptile. The driller smiled. “You guys can now live in the forest without
fear of the wingwalker.” Max  barked and trotted over to Maxx.  He
placed a paw on the dragon’s head. This was the dog’s way of showing 
respect. Hayden, feeling a bit glum, held the axe up to Maxx. “I want
you to have it, so you’ll always remember me.” Maxx grabbed the axe’s 
handle in his mouth and wagged his tail. The Eurasian eagle owl and
her mate showed up. “Thank you, owl!” The raptor fluffed her feathers. 
The mother dergadon grumbled, letting Maxx know it was time
to leave. Hayden petted the dragon one last time. The other dragons 
were playing around with each other. The mother dergadon was going 
to roar to get their attention, but she decided to let Maxx do it.

“I think you have the honor,” Hayden told the baby dragon.
Maxx,  eyes  sparkling  as his  pupils  grew and tail  wagged, 
dropped the axe and roared,  sounding  almost like an adult dragon.
Once he was finished, the female owl flew up. Her mate followed. The
birds waited for the creatures. Maxx picked the axe up in his talons and
took to the sky. His siblings and mother followed.  Next, the mother
driller and her daughter. Then the rest of the dragons took off. They all
followed Maxx and the eagle owl. The baby driller caught up to Maxx
and played around with him as  they flew back to  the forest.  The
basilisks  and luna  newts  crawled the direction that the owls  and
dragons were flying, happily heading back to a wingwalker-free home.
The calls of the gleeful dragons were a beautiful thing to hear. Hayden
waved as Max and the royal dogs howled. 

The flames still burning got everyone’s attention. 

“What about the fires?” a woman asked. A tridenthorn flew into
the mainland.  The woman gulped in fear.  A few people raised their
weapons. 

“Wait!” Aaron demanded. “This is the tridenthorn that helped
us…  but I guess somewhat helped the Zydrinns.” The sea  dragon
must’ve sensed the fire, and seeing a similar ship docked at the coast, 
made the assumption that its rescuers  resided there.  The aquatic
reptile shot streams of water around the kingdom, killing any flames in
sight. 

“Thank you, once again!” Stuart told
the
dragon.
The
tridenthorn bellowed and headed back to the sea. 

“These animals are really helpful,” Anthony commented.
Hayden nodded in agreement.

It was time to get Sineria back to its great self again, and a few
knights already had their tools ready. 

“We’ll get started on your castle,” a knight told Stuart and Beth
with a few more knights behind him. 

“Thank you,” Stuart said.

Hayden,  scratching the back of his head and looking  down, 
approached Stuart. 

“Oh,  sorry your majesty about giving your axe to Maxx,”
Hayden said. “I wasn’t thinking. I just wanted him to have something
from me. It made me feel better knowing that he could just look at it
and remember me.” Stuart, a bit upset about it, sighed but had no bad
reaction.

“It’s okay,” Stuart replied. “I understand.” Hayden smiled. 

After a few hours, Sineria was able to relax. It was peaceful not
hearing  the roar of a gigantic dragon, or knowing  there were no 
Zydrinns threatening them. Hayden rested in his castle and looked out
his window. Titan walked up to his castle, an expression of sadness on
his face. 

“Titan,” Hayden said. “Dawn is out there somewhere. Maybe
instead of waiting, you should go and find her. She might be hiding 
and scared to leave. Go! I’m sure she’s out there.” Titan smiled. He
opened his wings and took to the sky, roaring as he ventured off to find
his mate. Hayden gazed at the sea and watched some birds dive in the
water as Titan flew over them. 

Later on, Hayden met with Jake and Melerah to attend a 
celebration put together by the king and queen.  A celebration for
Sineria surviving the Zydrinn attack.

“I am proud to say that Sineria is safe!” Stuart announced to the
citizens. “No Zydrinns! No giant dragons! No Hezara!” The Sinerians 
cheered and clapped. Hayden smiled. “Now,  we did unfortunately
have a dragon leave and lost a lot of knights.”

“We will  honor them,” Beth added.  “They did a  great job
protecting our kingdom!”

Jake turned around and noticed that Hayden was gone.

“Oh no,” Jake mumbled. He searched frantically for his friend.

“What are you doing?” Melerah asked, walking behind him. 

“Uh…” Jake didn’t want to tell Melerah. She would probably
panic. 

“Jaaaake?” Hayden then rushed over to them. 

“Guys!” Hayden cried. “Come look at this!”

They ran to what Hayden wanted them to see. They couldn’t
believe it. There were two Zydrinns sitting in a ravine. 

“Our whole army is gone!” one of the Zydrinns cried. “What do 
we do now?” The other Zydrinn thought for a while. 

“Maybe we become leaders  of  our own,” the fellow warrior
replied. “Who needs Hezara or Roger?”

“I don’t know.  I don’t think we should mess  around with
kingdoms.” The other Zydrinn sighed.

“Look! Sineria just got lucky. I bet if they saw us right now, 
they would run in fear!”

“Oh really?” Hayden said as he entered the ravine. Jake and
Melerah followed. 

“Oh look!” one of the Zydrinns said. “The Sinerians! Where’s
your axe, boy?” Hayden ignored the Zydrinn.

“Why are you still in our kingdom?” Melerah asked furiously. 
Neither of them answered. 

“She asked you a question!” Jake growled,  surprised with
himself as he’s never gotten like that before.

“We don’t have to answer it. We don’t appreciate you defeating
our army!” Hayden popped his neck and cracked his knuckles. 

“Well,  we don’t appreciate you attacking  our kingdom,”
Hayden replied.  The Zydrinns looked at each other,  then back at
Hayden. Jake and Melerah slowly advanced towards them. 

“You can leave now,” Hayden added, “or, you can be turned
into the king and queen. Trust me, you would rather leave. I’m sure
they’re going  to  send the kingdom on a  Zydrinn hunting  spree.”
Howling filled the air and brought all words to a pause. Jake and the
Zydrinns got a little worried.

“Wolves?” one of the warriors uttered.

As  the howls  continued, they became more familiar. It didn’t
belong to wolves. It was the royal dog pack! The dogs stared into the
ravine, growling as they laid their eyes on the Zydrinns.

“And also,” Melerah said, “I think those canines  up there
developed a taste for Zydrinn flesh.” Hayden and Jake nodded. 

Led by the Icelandic sheepdog, the canines  charged into  the
ravine. 

“I would start running,” Hayden suggested.

“Hope you can outrun dogs,” Melerah added. The dogs barked
viciously as they ran towards the two  warriors.  Neither of them had
sabers to defend themselves with. 

“Hugo?” one of the Zydrinns said. 

“Yes, Simon?” he replied as he gulped in fear. 

“I think now is a good time to run!” Hugo quickly nodded his
head. 

“I agree!” Hugo cried.

The Zydrinns darted away as fast as they could. The royal dogs
rushed after them, snapping and barking. Hayden, Jake, and Melerah
laughed.







Chapter Twenty-One

The celebration was still going on when the friends returned. Stuart, 
however, wondered where his dogs went. 

“Um, where are my dogs?” Stuart asked. The friends snickered. 
Stuart wanted to know what they found funny.

“Your dogs are fine, your majesty,” Melerah told him.
“Yeah,” Jake added, “but the Zydrinns they’re chasing aren’t.”

Jake
and
Melerah
high
fived.  Hayden
explained
to Stuart
what
happened in the ravine. The king chuckled. While Stuart headed back
over to Beth, Jack and Felisa came up to Hayden.

“You’ve done us proud,” Felisa said. “AGAIN!”
“Yeah!” Jack added. “You get that powerful warrior side from
me!” Jack flexed and bit his bottom lip.

“Dad,” an embarrassed Hayden said, “what are you trying to 
show off?” Jack turned red as he quickly put his arms down. 

“Look, son,” Jack said. “I’m proud! You are a warrior!”

From the forest, the dunker appeared. He had a Zydrinn helmet
in his mouth. Behind him, the keeshond and greyhound were playing
with the helmet’s feather. The cesky terrier and sheepdog arrived next, 
both feeling accomplished. 

“I doubt we will  ever have a Zydrinn problem again,” Jake
commented. 

Everyone
in
Sineria  enjoyed
the
thresher
shark
and
sea 
creatures  caught before the war.  The lady that Jake argued about
seafood with before the war enjoyed it, surprising Jake that she could
actually smile. 

“This  is  some good food!” the lady said. Jake turned and
smiled. In her hands, a blue crab. 

“Well, it’s also an animal,” Jake replied through laughs. The
lady didn’t see it as a joke. 

“Boy!” the lady snapped. “Don’t make me have to embarrass 
you in front of all these people!” Jake shook his head. 

“Ma’am, it was just a joke.” She groaned. 

“Oh, now everything is a joke to you? So funny!” The 18-yearold walked away before she got even angrier. 

“Hey guys, I’m pretty sure that’s Hezara’s sister over there,”
Jake jokingly whispered to Hayden and Melerah. They laughed. 

Meanwhile, Abigail and her cat, Chelsea, were playing with the
feather from the Zydrinn’s helmet. The keeshond and greyhound were
upset about losing their feather to a cat.

The knights, led by Aaron and Anthony,  rode their horses 
around while they did tricks  with their weapons,  all to entertain the
Sinerians.  Anthony juggled
his  axe and
Scat.  The citizens  were
amazed. Scat, not so much. 

“So…  where are we going  to stay while our castle is  being 
rebuilt?” Beth asked Stuart. He had no response. Stuart looked over at
Hayden. Beth didn’t think it was a good option, thinking it would be
selfish to take up space in their castle. “Really?”

“It’s not like we have much of a choice.” Beth sighed.

“Go for it.”

“Hey Hayden!” Stuart called as he walked over to him. “Is it
okay if we can stay at your place, at least until our castle gets rebuilt?”

“Um,  you have to ask my parents,” Hayden said.  The king
sighed. Fortunately, Jack and Felisa came right over. 

“Um… hey!” Stuart said. “May we stay at your castle until ours
gets rebuilt? I know it’ll take time, but, and I know this sounds bad,
we’re accustomed to the castle life. So, please?”

Jack and Felisa looked at each other for a bit, then back at the
king and queen.

“Sure!” Felisa told him. 

After the knights did a few more tricks, the celebration was over. 

Hayden and Max returned home and went straight upstairs and
hopped in their beds. Max yawned, showing off his sharp teeth. 

“I’m sure you showed that dog who the alpha was with those
fangs,” Hayden stated. Max sneezed and shook his head. The young
adult stared at the ceiling,  thinking of all  the things  that happened. 
“These were some crazy days!” He was hoping Maxx was doing just
fine out in the wild.

Hayden rolled over to talk to Max, but the hound was already
asleep. All that fighting was tiring. 

Unable to sleep immediately,  Hayden pretended that he still
wielded the axe.  He twirled the axe around and bashed imaginary
Zydrinns in the head with it. 

“What fun that was!”

In the morning,  birds chirped as the whales  in the sea  sang, 
adding to the joyful atmosphere of a Zydrinn-free world. Hayden went
over to Jake’s house. 

“Up early, Hayden,” Jake said, rubbing his eyes. After an hour
of fishing, they headed over to Melerah’s home. 

“What?” Melerah said as she yanked the door back. 

“Oh,” Jake mumbled, staring at the mess of hair on her head.
“I think you’re in need of a comb snout.” Melerah growled and closed
the door on his foot.

“Do  you want to  join us?” Hayden asked.  Melerah slowly
opened the door again.

“In what?” Hayden smirked. 

“Just… somewhere.”

“Sure,” Melerah said, conflicted. She fixed her hair and tagged
along with Hayden and Jake.

“So, what are we doing?” Jake asked. Hayden hummed. 

“Hayden?” Melerah said, concerned. Hayden held up a finger
and smiled.

After walking  in the forest for about ten more minutes,  the
friends made it to the destination.

“This looks so familiar,” Jake stated. He finally realized where
they were.  “This  is  where those yellow jackets  almost killed us!”
Hayden nodded as he stood a few feet away from the nest. 

“HAYDEN!” Jake roared. “You know this isn’t right!”

“What?” Hayden replied. “I decided a  good hobby is  giving 
back to nature. Rather than harass and anger animals, I should help
them. So I came here when the yellow jackets were least active to plant
a few flowers and left some meat. This is where I start the fun, safe, 
caring activities.” Melerah, proud, nodded.

“Wow,” Jake said. “You gave flowers to pollinators and offered
them meat so they can feed their larvae. That’s amazing, Hayden.” The
proud Sinerian smiled and nodded.

The black and yellow wasps  buzzed around the hole in the
ground. Occasionally, a few yellow jackets flew in and out of the nest.

“So what to do now?” Hayden asked. The friends thought, their
backs turned to the nest. As they were distracted with their thoughts,
buzzing became louder.

“It can’t be,” Jake uttered. The friends turned to see the yellow
jackets forming a swarm.

“At least it wasn’t your doing,” Melerah said. “They’re just
territorial.” The friends ran with the yellow jackets following. 

While Jake tried to keep up, Hayden and Melerah high fived.
Even though the stinging insects were chasing them, the friends were
happy. Why? They were all proud. Hayden helped rid eastern Europe
of one of its biggest threats, and now he realized that he can still have
fun without endangering himself or others. 

As the agitated yellow jackets pursued the young adults, they all
smiled,  even Jake.  This  was the type of feeling  they loved.  Freedom
and fun.  Hayden’s  warrior spirit carried him on.  Jake and Melerah
caught up, laughing and enjoying the young Sinerian life.







Epilogue

Hugo and Simon came to a halt. Breathing heavily, the Zydrinns
collapsed, relieved to be far out of Sinerian territory.

“Damn those dogs,” Hugo said, removing his helmet.

“One of them stole my helmet,” Simon complained, rubbing
his fingers through his coarse hair. He scratched his goatee and
groaned.

“So that’s it. Our entire army, either dead or runaways. Our
general, gone! Hezara, I have not the slightest idea of where she is.”

“Well night’s about to fall,” Simon said. “Let’s go find some
shelter and food.”

The Zydrinn duo traversed the area, looking for anything to 
eat. On their search for food, they came across a cave. Bats flooded
from the great cavern as the sun slinked away and the moon
dominated the sky. 

“Stay here, Hugo. I’ll find some dinner.”

“What Simon says goes.” Hugo leaned against the cave wall 
and scraped a couple of rocks together, soon igniting a fire.

As Simon explored the night forest with a dagger, his only
weapon, the sounds of eccentric wildlife alerted his senses. The
rustling of bushes and creaking of trees gave him chills.

“Who goes there?” Simon stared ahead as thundering came
towards him. A group of boar ran his way. The last boar, an injured
animal, was the most unfortunate. Simon lunged from the darkness, 
tackling the hairy pig and ramming the dagger into its face and
snout. “Die, hideous beast!” Simon wiped the boar’s blood on his 
tunic and hauled the kill back to the cave, until he felt it. Something 
was staring at him. He could feel it to his soul.

Pale yellow eyes pierced the darkness. Simon, frightened yet
determined, dropped the boar and held up his dagger, slowly
approaching the creature. 

Once he neared it, the eyes fled, yet something stayed behind. 
A large, red lizard-like tail lined with spikes stuck out from the dark
forest.

“Your army faced defeat?” the creature asked.

“The hell?” Simon uttered.

“I heard your conversation earlier. I thought Zydrinns never
lost.” Those words replaced Simon’s confusion and slight fear with
irritation.

“Wait until you face Sineria. I must admit, we did
underestimate them. We Zydrinns thought we had them beat, then
they rose up at their home.”

In the cave, an impatient Hugo went to investigate Simon’s 
long absence. 

“SIMON!” Hugo called. “SIMON!” Simon perked his head
up, forgetting he left his friend in the cave.

“That’s my friend, Hugo. I should be heading back now.” The
creature chuckled, pausing Simon in his tracks. “What’s so 
humorous?” The creature stuck its red, dragon-like snout out of the
darkness, grinning.

“Sineria isn’t undefeatable,” the creature said.

“What makes you say that?”

“You Zydrinns may have overestimated yourselves. Your 
leader caused the army’s demise. My… well, our leader… would
demolish the kingdom with ease.”

Hugo eventually stumbled upon Simon.

“Who are you talking to?” Hugo asked.

“Some dragon creature. He says we overestimated ourselves.”
Hugo gasped and twiddled his thumbs.

“Maybe.”

“Don’t think that I’m on your side because we both oppose
Sineria. I oppose all humans after what they did to my leader’s kind.”
Hugo and Simon looked at each other, confused and a bit afraid.

“Who’s your leader?” Simon asked.

“Someone who will be the first to succeed against this socalled great kingdom.”

“So kind of you to advertise me like that,” a deep voice said.
Slow, booming steps came closer to the Zydrinns. The creature
bowed, although unseen.

“Who are you?” Simon asked with a shaky voice. The dragonlike creature spoke up.

“No one you need to know!”

“Calm yourself,” the deep-voiced creature said. Some type of
humanoid, yet he towered over the Zydrinns. His yellow irises glowed
with his eerie smile. “It’s almost a blessing that your leader was taken
out for me. The leaders of the most experienced and infamous armies 
are always a threat, and I’ll do whatever it takes to get them out of the
way.”

“Tell them about the foreign one we kidnapped,” the dragonlike creature demanded.

“That one? We hold him captive so we can learn his ways and
make a better army. His warriors make Zydrinns look like an army of
termites compared to ants.” The beastly humanoid, extending a 
large, gray hand, chuckled. 

“What’s going on?” Simon worriedly asked. Hugo shrugged.

“You may be opposed to Sineria like me and all others who 
share my home, but I’ll tell you one thing. I despise all your kind the
same.” A hoard of goblin-like creatures emerged, snarling, chuckling, 
and holding their weapons tight. “Now if I could get that foreign
leader to spill the secret to having an army as astounding as his, I can
finally get things going and bring joy back to my life again.”

“Should we do it now, sir?” the dragon-like creature asked.
The humanoid beast held up a gray finger.

“First, I need them to send a message.” Hugo and Simon
gulped as the tall creature looked down on them with a grin. “Tell 
Hezara her fate by Sinerian was better than facing Moldrak the
Murderous.” The dragon creature and goblin-like beasts grinned and
laughed as Hugo and Simon grew more worried.

The Zydrinns’ screams pulsed through the air with the
creatures’ chuckles, scaring bats and birds into the night sky. Little
did the world know what was to come.
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