A small child clasped the paw of the young lady tigress, only about four or five years he guessed. This was the new cook, but what of the child? Was this pair so poor the child needed the work too?


The mother was orange and black striped, but the little paw holding onto her was grey, silver haired, and yellow eyed. What an odd little creature...


They followed Brother Tobias back through the temple grounds, passing crops and pools until they arrived at the very back of the complex. It was carved of cream colored stone and bricks, spires like castles puncturing the red light of morning. Brother Tobias showed the young lady tigress, named Lira, where she could find the food stores, how to get fresh vegetables from the crop barrels and the list of meals said to be prepared throughout the day. She was allowed to eat and feed the child when needed from the scraps which were still numerous. The child would be welcome to stay as long as she was quiet and respectful.


He knew Lira, she had been a child when he dedicated himself to the way of the ancient gods. He saw her brother, Ryre when the townsfolk would come to pray to the gods. He didn't know that Lira was pregnant with a child when she disappeared all that time ago, and when she suddenly came back asking for a way to feed herself he couldn't say no. Lira was famous for her cooking even outside their little town.


Brother Tobias was sitting in one of the library's alcoves, pouring over a small scripture of the ancient text of the wild lands. He was muttering to himself when he saw the edge of ears out of the corner of his eye. He frowned in the candle light before turning his head around to face the little grey tigress. She looked at him, then looked at the book in front of him, wide-eyed.


“What is your name, little one?” Brother Tobias asked, scooting his stool back to face the child in his white and gold robes.


“Rayne,” she stated in a little voice, swinging her shoulders a little. “What are you doing?”


“Reading,” He answered and picked up the book in careful paws. He showed her the pages and she looked at them like they were alive, only looking and keeping her paws to herself.


“What is reading?” she asked, “Is it drawing these pictures?”


“Reading is understanding the little pictures, they speak with you,” Brother Tobias stated calmly, before putting his finger again her forehead. “They speak with you in here when you understand them.”


“What are they saying?” She asked as she crossed her eyes to look at his finger, before he laughed and retracted it.


“They say many things,” he answered. “This one might be too...boring for you. Come, let us find one with something more exciting.”


They wandered the book stacks, the scrolls until Brother Tobias found what he was looking for.


“Ahhhh...this one...The Treasures of the Dragon's Lair. This is a little more adventurous.”

***********************************************************************


Rayne now sat hidden in the shadows, listening intently to the conversation before her between dragons—yes dragons. She had researched dragons most of her life and went into dangerous overgrown woods to seek the truth about the fantastic beasts. She found one, a white scaled, arrogant, bossy, full of himself dragon. She became his student, and through a long series of events and a transfiguration band, she became his lover and mate. She killed a knight for him, survived a she-dragon's wrath and forest fire and was supposed to live forever with Magnus, the Keeper of the Word of the Fire Breathing kind. Rayne was still aching from running for her life from Xipil the Charring but Magnus in his mortal tiger form drove her to tease him into her little cart bed.


That was until an older blue dragoness with two white horns and a scowl that could boil seas appeared in Magnus' lair.


His mother.


“And when would be a good time for the giver of your LIFE to arrive, hm?” the blue dragoness asked as she narrowed her eyes at her son. “Dracen told me he would tell you that we were coming. We heard of Xipil and wanted to see if she finally forced you into mate hood—or you finally took care of the little snake.”


...We? Was she talking about Dracen?


“I saw the forest and the tail blade outside, I assume you finally took care of her. I can't have her trying to burn the Word again, the other Keepers would have your head—” 


She paused, Rayne beginning to frown. There were other Keepers? The plaque in cryptic above the Word's long alcove did say Magnus was the 8th of 16 Keepers...And Xipil tried to burn the Word before?


“-This is not a private conversation...”


It wasn't a question, it was a statement. Gold eyes focused on Rayne suddenly, ears perked forward. Magnus turned his head and saw Rayne as well, his expression wide-eyed and terrified.


“What is this?” the blue dragoness asked, opening her mouth to smile—far too close to Magnus'. “A little treat?”


Magnus walked back slowly and put himself between Rayne's sight and his mother's.


“No, she is...mine,” Magnus stated calmly as if something aggressive would set the female off. “She made an oath to me.”


“Oh, that...” The she-dragon's voice purr-growled a bit. Magnus' tail wrapped around Rayne suddenly and held her closer to his form, keeping tabs on her. “Dracen mentioned a little servant...but she doesn't smell like...she smells like...you. My son...”


“Mother—”


“Let me see her.”


“But—”


“Magnus. I will not harm her.”


Magnus was tense, his tail tightening almost to the point of pain. Rayne's paw ran over his scales and he relaxed it slightly, enough for Rayne to escape. Magnus' head jerked around as Rayne darted under him before he could stop her, dodging his large paw trying to grasp her easily even though her muscles were screaming.


“Rayne...” Magnus growled a bit as Rayne came into the view of the blue dragoness, standing straight even though her legs shook as Rayne took in the she-dragon's size. She would stand her ground, she took down Xipil the Charring, she could face Magnus' mother...Right?


“Does she speak?” The she-dragon asked.


“I speak quite well,” Rayne called up to the scowling gold eyes. “And I drove Xipil off, in case you wanted to know.”


“Rayne!” Magnus snapped urgently and clasped Rayne in his paw, pulling her under his body protectively. The she-dragon's face was certainly surprised, trying to determine if Rayne was lying or not. Her eyes set on her son coldly.


“She speaks the truth?”


“...Yes.”


“Give her to me, my hatchling,” the she-dragon motioned with her white clawed paw before holding it out, waiting patiently.


“Mother I will tell you what happened—”


“No, my son. You will tell me what I want to hear. She doesn't know what I want to hear so she will tell me the truth,” the she-dragon stated. “Your father will be coming in soon, he was looking at the tail blade outside with some interest. Give us some time to talk alone and distract him, hm?”


Magnus' weight shifted on his back legs, letting out a little growl deep in his throat and looking at the entrance.


“Why did you bring him?” He growled at his mother.


“I didn't bring him, hatchling. He merely follows me everywhere,” she stated calmly. “And you be civil with him, he sired you after all, you own him that.”


Magnus scoffed a bit as Rayne tried to escape his firm but not crushing grasp. Rayne remembered once she would have thought this the best situation in the word, being in the presence of two dragons, a lineage to follow, and yet all she wanted to do was prove she wasn't a weakling, she wasn't a meal and she certainly wasn't a servant. That pride and aggravation was winning over the fear of being the focus of a she-dragon willing to probably eat her while her son was out.


“And don't use large words, you know that irritates him,” his mother stated, still waiting with her paw held out.


“Why do you think I do it—OW!” 


The white tail blade smacked Magnus so hard Rayne felt it through his paw, it lifting up with his other as he reared back to rub the now tender spot on his head. Rayne leaned on his leg a bit to see if he was okay, when the white tail blade pushed her back and lead her easily towards the awaiting white clawed paw. She swallowed as she heard Magnus' breath catch in his chest, Rayne keeping her movements fixated and rigid as she took a careful step into the scaled palm.


“Outside with you, hatchling,” his mother ordered once again as Rayne jerked slightly onto her knees with the force of being lifted upwards. “Let me speak with her alone.”


Rayne closed her eyes to keep from becoming dizzy with the new height, but turned to watch Magnus make a large birth around his mother and head out on tensed muscles. She didn't even get to say goodbye to him, but she took that chance now.


“Magnus! I'll see you in a bit!” she yelled at his retreating form, which stopped. His head turned over his shoulder and wing, and he nodded his head slow, his eyes saying far more than his words ever could. Her heart ached a bit, before he slipped down out of sight.


“Now,” the voice rumbled, and Rayne came back to where she actually was, in a dragoness' claws, a muzzle filled with swords and swords of teeth, with her only real wall of protection out of sight. Rayne's gaze slowly turned up to the muzzle of the dragoness, who was staring down at her in a particularly predatory way. “Start at the beginning, I need to know why my son has fallen in love with you.”

***********************************************************************


Magnus wasn't surprised to see the lumbering form of his father outside his lair, not when his mother appeared. His father, Arjun the Scorching, rarely ever left his mother's side when she left the safety of their territory—to think of it Arjun barely left his mother's side ever. Magnus had gotten most of his looks from his father, the black mane, horns, tail blade and wings, the white scales. His father however had silver eyes and orange to red guard scales, giving him the look like his whole chest was made of smoldering lava. Much like Magnus' mother of pearl white scales, his father's entire form shown with the strange sheen. 


Save where all the scars cut into his muscles. Dracen got the bulk of the old dragon, Magnus looked more sleek like his mother instead of squatty.


“Oi, youngling,” the voice that most demonic gods would have ran from rumbled. Arjun was turned away from Magnus, lying on his belly as he looked over the tail blade of Xipil the Charring carefully. “You do this? Looks like yeh chewed clear through the bone. Chomp—and tearing motion.”


Magnus said nothing, simply stared at his father's back and mane and waited with an irritated glare. Why did the old lizard make him angry? Who knows, when he was really a youngling, his father was trying to turn him into a fighting, greedy breeding machine. Magnus simply wanted to try to be like his mother, a Keeper of the Word. Magnus received very little in the way of his father's personality, save the temper. They both had that. Luckily Magnus' mother most of the time drove the old scaled bat off when Magnus wanted to learn. He, to this day had no idea what his mother saw in the beast before him. His father was indeed a beast and his mother was too smart for that.


“Yeh gone deaf, youngling?”


“No, father,” Magnus answered through clenched teeth.


“Yeh kill the lil viper?” Arjun asked with some growling, his head turning slightly and revealing the scar down the side of his jaw, waving the tail and blade a little. Obviously the severed tail didn't offend the old dragon.


“No,” Magnus answered. The silver eyes narrowed at him, before a small quirk of what could have been called a smile appeared.


“Yeh goin' to I bet. She get to yeh precious books again?”


“Not this time, no.”


The silver eyes widened, before the old dragon turned all the way round and tossed the tail blade in front of Magnus, standing tall in front of his son.


“This weren't done with yeh calm and—” the old dragon stalled trying to find the right word. “Peaceful like. She done what to make yeh territorial?”


How on this land had his mother never slapped the old dragon for speaking alone? Magnus never knew that either.


“She was going to make me submit,” Magnus answered. “Take me and my territory by force.”


“Were she now?” Arjun rumbled with a slight hint of amusement. “Shoulda been born with balls, that one. Yeh and her do all that?”


The thick and deadly black tail blade motioned to all the destruction of at least half of Magnus' former woods, either smashed through or burned to nice blacken ash.


“Some of it.”


“Well, yeh at least tore this off, call her Xipil the stumpy HA!” the old dragon stated, grabbing hold of the tail blade again and waving it around. “She got yeh though, huh? Seeing—yeh got all manner of scars now. Yeh startin' to look like a dragon after all.”


Magnus attempted to keep his jaw from clenching, but the new smile on his father's face told him he failed. The old dragon was good at pissing the hell out of Magnus, his mother always said Arjun was ignorant to his little blatant statements, but Magnus knew better.


“Y'know for all yeh learning yeh'r a quiet buggar,” Arjun laughed heartily. “Where be yeh'r mother? She were supposed to come out so we can get on.”


“She wanted me to talk with you,” Magnus stated. “She's busy.”


“Busy, eh? Lookin' over those words yeh got in there? What she doin'?” Arjun asked with a little curious rumble, brow raising into his unruly mane.


There was a slamming inside the main cavern, hard like something was hammering the ground slamming. Magnus' eyes grew huge as his body darted for his lair's entrance, clambouring inside and seeing his mother slamming her clenched paw into the ground.


“MOTHER!” Magnus roared at his mother whose head turned around slowly, tears running down her cheeks as a huge chuckling came from her throat. Rayne peered around the large blue dragoness, eyebrows raised in question. “WH-WHAT IS GOING ON?”


“OI!” The voice of Arjun rumbled behind Magnus. “What's with all the racket, female?”

