
Chapter One: News 
 

 “Savell, catch!” Evan shouted, throwing a dulled rapier into the air. 

The dragon swooped in, his large wings flaring out as he caught the play weapon neatly 

in his teeth. Now as large as a medium-sized dog, Savell pumped his wings and soared higher, 

his topaz eyes sparkling.  

Evan smirked as he turned back toward his friend Lin. She put one hand on her hip, her 

wide chestnut eyes narrowing in annoyance. Beside her stood, Boula, a demi-human, who was 

currently in wolf form. Boula’s ice-green, slit-eyed stare bore into him, her white fur reflecting 

the afternoon sunlight. 

“I hardly think it will be a fair fight if I don’t have my weapon,” Lin pointed out. 

Evan shrugged. “I honestly don’t remember the last time you fought fair.” 

Lin shrugged her shoulders slightly, causing her long burgundy hair to ripple. “Fine. I 

guess it’s only fair that I use magic, then.” 

He frowned, crossing his arms. That was most definitely not fair. Lin was one of the 

lucky few in their hometown of Marna who had actually been born with magic. As a rule they 

never used it in their sparring matches, but Lin only followed that rule when it suited her.  

He didn’t have magic. Not even the slightest ounce of it, and he had been partnered with 

Savell for over eight years. Usually dragon magic embedded itself into a human after that long. 

At this rate he’d never have the ability to use magic. 

“We should just let her have her weapon,” Savell thought in his head. 

“It’s not my fault she resorts to magic at every turn,” Evan responded, swiveling his 

head to glare at Savell. 

“Don’t be such a baby,” Savell thought back, his tone patronizing. 



Savell opened his teeth and Lin’s rapier plummeted to the ground, embedding itself 

point-first a few feet away from her. She gave a half-smirk, and then directed a sidelong glance 

at Boula. 

“I think I’ll let you handle the steel-on-steel fighting,” Lin said. “I’ll handle the magic.” 

Boula gave a toothy grin and, without speaking a word, shifted into her demi-human 

form. The air shimmered around her as her wolf body folded in on itself, her joints shifting and 

her fur disappearing. Clothes replaced her disappearing fur, though her eyes remained the same, 

retaining their slit pupils.  

She now stood upright on two legs, and aside from her bushy tail and the jagged wolf-

ears set high on either side of her head, she appeared human. The long braid of silver-white hair 

that hung down her back had the faintest hint of lavender to it. 

“What!” Evan exclaimed. “That’s not fair. Savell gave your weapon back to you. Come 

on.” 

 “Don’t be such a baby, Evan,” Boula said. 

Evan heaved a sigh, scowling at her. Boula and Savell were very alike at times, and 

sometimes they ganged up on him. 

“Yeah, Evan, don’t be such a baby,” Lin echoed. 

“Shuddup, Lin,” Evan retorted. 

Lin turned her palm face-up, and the air shifted above it, small beads of green energy 

coalescing in mid-air. They floated down into her palm, swirling into a bright sphere of energy 

the size of a small melon. Evan sighed again. Of course she would do that. It was a dramatic 

exhibition of the fact that she could manipulate the magic in the air…and he could not. 

“You’d better start running, Evan,” Lin said, sweetly. “I have the upper hand.” 



“Do you?” 

“Why, yes. Yes I do.” 

She bounced the ball of energy once in her hand before hurling it at him. Evan’s eyes 

widened and he leaped to the side, rolling away as the sphere of green energy tore through the 

grass. When he turned to look behind him, he saw that the energy had scorched the grass, turning 

it a dark black. Since his dad was also partnered with a dragon, their backyard stretched on for a 

good acre, lending itself well to sparring matches.  

“Watch it, Lin,” Evan said. “Dad would hate to see our backyard completely torn apart by 

your lack of control.”  

And he would be the one to pay for it. Of course. Maybe since Lin was staying over for a 

few nights this time, he could successfully blame her for her own misdeeds.  

“Sorry, sorry,” Lin said, with a shrug. “I’ll be more careful.” 

“Yeah, you will,” Evan said, glancing over at Savell and Boula. 

Savell was hovering in the air above the battlefield. Boula, meanwhile, had picked up 

Lin’s rapier and was stalking toward Evan. He drew his scimitar, twirling it once as Boula 

advanced on him. “You could always help me, you know,” he thought to Savell. 

“But I enjoy watching you suffer too much,” Savell responded, innocently. 

“I hate you.” 

Boula leapt toward him and Evan ducked and backpedaled, easily avoiding her blade. 

She was much fiercer and more dangerous in her wolf form; as a demi-human, her 

swordsmanship was amateur at best, which meant that he had the upper hand. 



He moved forward, his scimitar clashing with her rapier as they exchanged several heated 

blows. As he swung to hit her legs, a torrent of icy water slammed into his right side, lifting him 

up and sending him spiraling down onto the grass.  

A sharp pain shot up his elbow from where it had skidded against the grass and a groan 

escaped his lips. Savell snorted loudly, letting Evan know just how pathetic he looked. Evan 

winced, holding back a curse as he peered up at Lin, who was grinning. He stood, his shirt 

sagging and clinging to his skin, raising goose bumps. 

He glanced up just in time to see Savell come barreling through the air to knock Boula 

back. 

Evan gave a sharp laugh, turning toward Lin. “Thanks, Savell!” 

“You are in desperate need of help most of the time.” Savell snickered. 

Just as the words faded from his mind, Boula rose and jumped forward, thrusting out the 

palms of her padded, paw-like hands. Blinding white energy sizzled through the air, trapping 

Savell in a cage of light. 

Savell gave a roar, but it was too late. He was effectively out of the fight.  

Evan sighed. “So much for teamwork.” 

“Yeah, you and Savell should try it sometime,” Lin said with a shrug. 

“I don’t think you can call Savell a ‘partner,’” Boula responded, flipping her silver-white 

braid to one side. “He is just an overgrown lizard. I say we attack from both sides to knock Evan 

out.” 

“Really? I was going to suggest a full frontal assault,” Lin said. 



“That’s no fun. I like picking off my prey from all angles,” Boula responded, flashing a 

toothy grin. She looked up and gave Savell a wink, her almond-shaped eyes twinkling. Then she 

turned back toward Evan, flourishing her weapon through the air. 

Lin gave him a sharp smile. “Looks like you’re all alone, Evan.” 

“I think I can handle the two of you well enough.” 

“Doubtful,” Savell chimed in, his thought almost patronizing. “And though I hate to cut 

the fun short, your father is home.” 

Evan frowned and looked up at the sky. An instant later, a loud roar reverberated over the 

area. For whatever reason, the sound of Lenie’s roar made Evan heart drop. His dad and Lenie 

swooped down and landed lightly into the backyard, the deep purple dragon bowing down to 

allow Evan’s father to get off. 

Evan immediately noticed the look in his father’s dark chocolate eyes. They were filled 

with concern and fear. It had been a very long time since he’d seen that particular combination of 

emotions on his dad’s face. 

“Dad?” Evan asked, his frown deepening. “Are you okay?” 

Evan’s father took a steadying breath as he turned to Lenie. “Go prepare the other two 

dragon riders in the town. We haven’t much time.” 

Lenie, a fully-grown dragon with the ability to speak out loud, nodded. “Prepare yourself 

as well. I fear we have even less time than we initially thought. Lomontal’s armies will be upon 

us shortly.” 

Evan tilted his head to the side. “Lomontal, here? The other riders? Are you guys…are 

you going into battle?” 

“Come inside, you four,” his father said, nodding towards them and shuffling towards the 



house as Lenie took off for the sky. 

Evan frowned as he watched Lenie take off and then swoop low to another dragon rider’s 

house across the way. 

“What do you think is going on?” he asked Lin, his voice soft. 

Lin shrugged. “We should head inside and find out.” 

Evan sighed. Somewhere in his gut he knew this wasn’t going to be good news. 

Lomontal’s armies would soon be upon them. Lomontal had been waging war against Otonol for 

years, having already torn through Brinol, the nation to the north. Had the war finally reached 

them? Despite the warmth of the sun, Evan shivered. Something was badly wrong.  

“You okay, Evan?” Savell asked.  

“Yeah, yeah, I’m fine,” Evan responded. 

“Don’t lie. It’s not becoming of you.” 

Evan snorted. “Whatever. I’m just…worried.” 

When Lin reached the door with Boula, she turned back toward Evan. “You coming in?” 

she asked. 

Evan took a slight breath, feeling his voice shake as he replied, “Yeah.” 

Lin nodded and ran a hand through her burgundy hair as she disappeared into Evan’s 

house, Boula trotting right behind. Savell floated forward as well, lofting into the house. 

Evan sighed as he took one last glance around before moving to follow them. The sun 

was blindingly bright, and the few white clouds that were floating along seemed to be twisted 

into menacing shapes. Evan registered the scorch mark in the green grass. On any other day his 

dad would have complained about the mess they were making of the backyard. 

Evan turned toward the house, knowing deep in his gut that things were about to change 



forever. 

 


