Chapter 29

4 November 2017, 04:26 DMT; Dawnmist Village

It was the first time in over a week he’d left the burrow…but he didn’t remember much of it.

Padding up the ramp and to the edge of the opening, Kell took a deep breath and looked up into the predawn sky.  The world was colored in the hues of heat to his thermographic vision, the grass and crops and earth colored in vibrant shades of greens, blues, yellows, and oranges.  The reds and yellows of his family and the farmhands were visible in the distance as they tended the pre-dawn chores, getting everything done so they’d have time for their morning exercises.  This was a scene playing out on every farm on the island, as the earth dragons started their day well before sunrise every morning.  By the time the other dragons awoke, earth dragons had already been active for hours.  It was a good thing that earth dragons didn’t need to sleep nearly as much as the other dragon species seemed to, else there wouldn’t be enough time in the day to get all the work done.

He still felt a little tired, but to be honest, he was sick of being stuck in the burrow.  The water drake healer that had visited the last couple of days had proclaimed that he was recovered enough to get back to his normal routine—though he was supposed to take it easy today—and he was more than happy to do just that.  Earth dragons did not like to be idle, it tended to drive them crazy, so that made earth dragons probably the worst patients a doctor would ever have to deal with.  Telling an earth dragon to just lay on their sleeping mound and do nothing were very nearly fighting words.

He hadn’t been completely lazy yesterday.  Chief had sent him some data to go over from China, and that was something he could do laying on the sleeping mound using one of his larger tablets.  That was technically resting, and it kept his mind occupied as he studied a series of reports snatched from their government network about the bad state of things in the country.


China was in serious trouble.  The civil unrest triggered by the loss of censor controls on their intranet had gotten worse over the last week.  They were still struggling to clear things up and restore their controls, mainly because several protesters with hacking skills had seen the holes in the Chinese system exposed by the dragons, and had also picked apart the code of the attack programs they’d used to disable the spyware and hijack the system and were starting to modify it to counter government programmers’ attempts to purge it from the system.  The dissidents had taken over where the dragons left off and were trying to keep the censor filters down, keep their spyware down so they could plan over the intranet without government interference.  And the battles between dissidents and the government weren’t limited to cyberspace.  Just two days ago, a riot had erupted in the city of Zhangzhou, and reports were that nearly 16,000 were killed when an all-out battle between soldiers and protestors raged in the streets.  It started when soldiers opened fire on a group of protesters and killed several dozen children, and that so inflamed and infuriated many in the city that a massive swarm of over 100,000 attacked the soldiers using anything they could get their hands on before the soldiers could withdraw.  The protesters managed to take a large number of the guns that the soldiers had been using, and they used them on the soldiers.

The military’s response to that said everything that needed be said about China’s government, and why they were going to lose control very soon.  A government like that only understood terror and force.  They were incapable of talking to the dissidents, negotiating, the only thing they could understand, the only thing they were capable of doing, was to keep killing people until the survivors were too afraid to say a word.  They were sending a full military battalion of soldiers to Zhangzhou with orders to pacify the city.  That meant that they’d kill anyone on the streets, shoot at anything that moved, until the city was under full military control and the survivors too terrified to come out of their houses.  And once they had control, the purge of dissidents from the city would begin, in the form of sham military tribunals, executions, and lots of mass graves.

That was just one of China’s problems.  They were still struggling to restore the censor filters and spyware that controlled their intranet, now fighting against dissident hackers, and their military computer network was still in complete shambles from the bomb program the other team had set off on them.  They were at the point where their techs were combing the public data archives that held their own military secrets along with every other intelligence operation on the planet to see how much had been exposed, what the world knew and where they could start trying to pick up the pieces.

Then there was what was going in the government itself.  Their Politburo was at war with itself as the daggers came out, as everyone was trying to blame someone else for the debacle, and there was going to be a lot of blood on the floor until things settled down.  So far, the biggest casualty had been the President, who had been arrested by the Politburo three days ago, removed from office, and replaced by some moron that wasn’t going to last two months. 

With that one operation, between the earth dragons and the sky dragons, they’d effectively removed China as a threat.  Government officials were now too worried about getting beaten to death in the streets by protesters to try to send another military invasion to the island.


A small island with only about sixteen thousand inhabitants had brought one of the most powerful nations on earth to its knees, and did it in a matter of weeks.

One thing was for certain…the rest of the countries were taking the dragons very seriously now.  They’d seen what the combination of earth dragon technical savvy and magic could do when used together, and they feared it.  Actually, they’d seen it in the water dragon attack on the Chinese fleet, but the attack on Beijing was much more visible and much more frightening.  Sinking a few dozen ships in a squall was nowhere near as impressive as parking a typhoon over one of the major cities of the world and pounding it into submission with deadly winds and driving rain.  But more than that, the earth dragon attack on China’s computer network had made the entire world sit up and take notice…and put the department at the top of their lists of major threats in the intelligence community.

Kammi came up the ramp behind him and stopped beside him, looking over at him with an eager expression.  In one respect, this was a new world for them, because any time now, maybe today, maybe tomorrow, Kammi’s magic was going to manifest.  It took some time after the bonds were formed for it to show up, after all the bonds braided together to form that singular entity the sages talked about, and Kammi was right about there.  She’d told him that the two earth drakes empowered before her had had their magic manifest, and now that Kell was recovered, he’d be training them.  And with luck, he’d be training Kammi as well by this afternoon.

In a visit, Essan had more or less admitted that they’d cheated with Kammi, but their reasoning had been quite flattering.  They’d cheated with Kammi for two reasons; for one, because she was a field agent and was actually a fairly good teacher, and they felt they needed a second competent teacher to move things along.  For the other, she was empowered as a further reward to Kell for his service to the council.  They felt that empowering his intended mate was one way they could show their regard for him, help keep the peace between him and his intended, and provide the sages with a all-but-mated pair to study to see if two empowered earth dragons living together changed anything.  So, Kammi’s empowerment was half gift, half experiment…but he didn’t care.  He was just happy that she was given what she wanted. 


There were six of them now.  Two more earth dragons had been empowered since he woke up, and curiously enough, both of them were wyrms.  One was very young, a little older than Kell, and the other was a mature adult, a farm owner up in Sungrass Village on the northeast shore of the island, which was about as far from Dawnmist as one could get and keep one’s feet dry.  The earth drake bonded after Rika and before Kammi was a farmhand about Keth’s age named Linno, so that gave them two older dragons and four younger ones that were empowered so far, four drakes and two wyrms.

And from what Essan had said, the sages had been both studying and teaching Rika and Linno while Kell was laid up, had helped them gain control of their auras using what they’d learned with Kell and taught them the basics of their magic.  Kell would teach them the more advanced tricks that he’d learned so far, and all of them would continue to practice, to see what else they could do, while the sages studied everything they did and everything about them.  He wasn’t surprised that Rika had control of her magic, since Kell had worked with her for nearly a week before he got laid up…and he couldn’t deny that he liked the energetic youngling.  She was tireless, curious, maybe a touch too mischievous for the sages to entirely appreciate, and enthusiastic about everything she did, displaying the overflowing energy common in earth dragon young.  Half the reason parents put their hatchlings to work so early was to keep them busy, to burn up some of that endless energy, and keep them out of trouble.

There was probably nothing more dangerous on the island, maybe even the entire world, than a clutch of bored earth dragon hatchlings.


It was not a joking matter, however.  It was those aspects of earth dragon hatchlings that had killed Kell’s two brothers.  The greatest danger earth dragon hatchlings faced after leaving the brood chamber was themselves.

“Today just may be the day, intended,” Kammi said in a quiet yet eager tone, her voice hushed to match the stillness of the predawn morning.  The grass was wet from an overnight shower, and the mist that gave the village its name was banked out over the cove and ocean and rolling in, reducing the range of their vision as it swirled in from the cove and swept over the burrow entrance.  The mists that dominated the south coast of the island were much more prevalent after the rainy season, when a change in the seasonal winds made conditions favorable for it to form.  January through March, the south and southeast sides of the island were covered in fog nearly every morning.


“Who knows, maybe it is,” he replied.  “You’d better not embarrass the department by taking longer to learn how to control it than Linno and Rika.”


He chuckled when she whacked him with her tail.


A small sky drake descended over them, moving slowly and carefully in the light fog and with a bright magical light guiding him down.  It was Irago, coming to a stop over them.  “Morning,” he said.  “Ready, Kammi?”

“Ready,” she replied eagerly, and the drake put his paw down on her back and lifted her off the ground.  “I can’t wait til you don’t have to do this anymore, Irago!”


“Me either, I have to collect the other earth drake after you. This is turning into a chore,” he noted.


“Can you even pick up the wyrms?” Kell asked before Irago got too far away to use a normal voice.


“No, they’re too big,” he replied.  “A sky wyrm is going to do that.”


Kell turned towards the cove and vaulted off the bluff overlooking the ocean, opened his wings, and then pulled himself into the air.  He was almost proud of himself as he performed a banking ascent over the cove without crashing, circling around and starting to ascend, putting himself on a vector that would allow him to get to the top of the volcano.  Irago followed behind him, knowing better than to crowd him or get in his way since he was still learning flight skills.  But he certainly felt it barely halfway up the volcano, felt the effort and fought near exhaustion as he ascended, and nearly sighed in relief when he leveled out over the peak of the ridge and lined up to reach the Library of Eternity.  He landed on the aerie holding the large building, flapping his wings a couple of times before folding them as Irago set Kammi down beside him.  And Kell was almost shocked to see little Rika land about ten meters down from them…though it was technically only a landing in that she was no longer flying.  The little drake overshot the edge of the aerie, hit with her front legs instead of her back legs, then twisted sideways and rolled in a tangle of legs and wings all the way to the wall.  She laughed after coming to a stop and sorted herself out, then shook herself as if shaking off water before folding her wings back again.

“At least that was more dignified than yesterday, Rika,” Kammi said playfully.


“I know, I’m getting better!” she said brightly, which made Irago roll his eyes.  “Flying is so much fun!  And it’s great to see you back, Kell!  I’ve missed you!”


“I’m surprised you can fly at all,” Kell noted. 

She laughed.  “I know, the sky dragons and sages are surprised too.  I can’t fly for more than a couple of minutes before I get tired, but I can do it long enough to get here from my burrow.  The hard part is getting up this high, then it’s just flying in a straight line.  I can fly straight pretty good, it’s just when I have to turn that I have problems,” she said, which made both Kell and Kammi chuckle.

“That sounds familiar,” Kammi grinned.


“Tell me about it,” Kell nodded.  “And you need to work on landing.”

“I can’t slow down very well,” she laughed.  “I can’t figure it out.”


“Since when does an earth dragon youngling slow down?” Kammi asked sagely as the door to the library opened.


Irago went off to fetch the last of the drakes, and two sky wyrms carried in the earth wyrms.  One was considerably larger than the other, and Kell realized it was Ferl, one of the largest earth dragons alive.  He was only a little smaller than Anthra, and was the farm owner wyrm Kammi told him about.  Kell had dealt with Ferl before on behalf of the farm.  The other wyrm was a young adult female, not much older than Kell, but over twice as large, more in line with the average size of an earth wyrm.  Kell also knew her name, Tethri, having met her when they were all down in Sanctuary City.  Tethri had a lifemate and hatchlings of her own despite being so young, and her family had dug their burrow in the city in the same passageway Kell’s family did, so they were neighbors of a sort.  Tethri was from a farmhand family much as Rika and Linno were, though Linno’s family were ranchers rather than farmers.  They’d worked on one of the larger ranches in Longrass Village, which was fairly close to Dawnmist, with the largest herd of cattle on the island…before the sky dragons destroyed the ranch and killed all the cattle.  Now they were working the farm that had been built where the ranch pastures once stood, weeding crops rather than herding cows.  But like about any earth dragon, they knew how to work a farm.

“Tethri!  You won the draw?” Kell asked as she advanced towards them.


“I did, Kell, good to see you,” she smiled down at him, bumping forepaws with him.


“I had no idea it was you who won, Tethri!” Kammi greeted her.  “How you been since we left the city?”


“We’re on a new farm now, and it’s good,” she replied.  “They’re drakes, though, so we had to dig a new burrow,” she said with a bit of a face.  “All of us moved into it and the farm owners turned the old burrow into storage.  They like the new one, it has way more space,” she chuckled.  “They had the chance to make a really big, nice burrow with us helping dig it out.”

Kell laughed.  “Few drake burrows are dug out with wyrms in mind,” he said.  “Ferl, good to see you.  How is your farm now?”


“Fully recovered, Kell, thank you for asking,” he replied in his deep, strong voice.  “We should have our first harvest of eggplants in soon.  They do well in the rainy season, and they grow fast enough.”


“This is my first day here, so, how does this work?” Tethri asked.  “The sages weren’t all that specific.”


“It’s a little boring at first, then it gets fun!” Rika answered.  “First they do their exams, you know, looking for things, and they ask a bunch of weird questions, then after all that’s done, we get to practice using magic!”


“Yours won’t show up for several days, so you’ll be learning about how it works before you can use it,” Kell told her.


“I got my magic while you were away, Kell!” Rika told him exuberantly.  “So did Linno!  The sages already taught us how to tamp it down, but they said you’ll teach us how to make plants grow!”


“I’ll do my best,” he told her as Irago returned, surprisingly quickly, carrying Linno.  Because Long Grass Village was so close to Dawnmist, Kell had met Linno a few times when buying cows from the ranch on which he worked, and Linno had come to the farm a few times with the ranch owner, Harva, to barter for the hay they grew on the fallow fields and the border strips that separated the tracts


The connections of his family were one reason why Ferroth had hired Kell for the department in the first place.  A farm owner like Keth knew a whole lot of other dragons, and Ferroth was savvy enough to cultivate a connection to a drake with that many connections of his own.

“You’re looking good, Kell,” Linno said as Irago set him down.


“Still feel a bit tired, but I’ll be alright.  I couldn’t stand just sitting around the burrow anymore,” he replied.  “When are you guys going to convert your land back to a ranch?”


“Hopefully in the middle of next year, once we build up enough of a food reserve.  Believe me, I’d rather be managing herds than tending corn,” he grunted.


“What’s this?  An earth dragon that doesn’t like to farm?” Kammi asked playfully.


“Don’t you work in the department, Kammi?” he countered, which made her laugh.


“It’s time to begin,” one of the sages called from the open door.


It was a fairly momentous day for Kell, because now instead of being here alone or only with Rika, he was part of a group, and all of them were the same as him.  He was no longer unique, he was no longer the only one, and for an earth dragon, that made him feel much better.  Earth dragons considered themselves part of a group before considering themselves as individuals, always part of a family, or part of a work group.  They were, by far, the most social of all the dragon races, having lived in villages where multiple family units existed in close proximity to one another since long before they came to the island, something that only the water dragons displayed in their organization into pods.  But before the island, water dragon pods didn’t live close to each other, where earth dragon families did.  So, being part of this new group, the group of empowered earth dragons, made him feel much better, like he was no longer isolated from the others, no longer alone.


And thank Gaia for the decision of the council to put Kammi within it.


As they did their morning examinations, they found out that their group would grow again.  They were going to draw another name this afternoon, just before the evening allotments, because the government workers in Everett had secured the cooperation of 17 more human magicians, and that meant another earth dragon would be empowered.  Kell wasn’t surprised.  Really, he could imagine the human magician screaming consent the instant after they heard that what they got out of the deal was 100 years of guaranteed youth and vigor, and a potential lifespan that might stretch 200 more years, given that they’d still be young when they started aging again, and very well might live 100 more years if they took care of themselves.  And for someone like Yancy, who was 63 when he was bonded and now had 100 years of youth ahead of him before he started aging again, his lifespan might reach 260 years when all was said and done.

After exams, Kell now had two active students to teach.  He explained how their magic worked to the group as they all listened, but was focusing mainly on Rika and Linno, since their magic had manifested.  They’d learned how to tamp down their auras, so the first thing Kell taught them was how to voluntarily affect plants, how to control the aura and how their magic was tied to their emotional attachment to what they wanted to affect.  And just like him, Rika and Linno seemed to catch onto the idea of it fairly quickly.  Linno was able to selectively affect only what he wanted after only about two hours of practice, and Rika managed it about an hour after that.  They spent the rest of the morning practicing affecting the plants that the sages supplied to them as Kell worked with the two wyrms and Kammi, explaining how it felt to use the magic and how he controlled it.


By the end of the training session, Kammi got her wish.  The sages examined her again just before they were going to finish for the day and proclaimed that her magic was active, that her aura was just beginning to manifest.  They kept her there to examine the process of her aura forming, since they caught it early enough, and the others went on to their flight training while Kell sat beside the table and watched on with some amusement as Kammi got her turn being the lab rat.

“This is so awesome!  So, when will it be at full power?” she asked.


“It should be so within the hour,” the sage replied.  “It manifests quickly once the process begins.  Kell, you need to teach her how to control it.”

“We can work on it after she finishes her flight instruction,” he nodded.


Since there were six of them now, more sky dragons were involved in the training…but Faralla was dedicated to the idea of teaching Kell to fly, so it was the council member that came to fetch him for the next phase of his daily training.  But he brought Kammi along with them to teach her himself, carrying her as they flew out to Gaia’s Talons, his favorite place to fly around.  Once there, Faralla taught Kammi the basics as he observed Kell’s practice, and Kell got to see Kammi fly for the first time as he perched on one of the formations and watched his mate.  He had the sense not to laugh when she only managed to fly about five seconds before losing control and crashing into the water, because he’d been there himself not even a month ago.  Flying was hard, it was incredibly hard, and he was more impressed that she managed to keep herself steady that long rather than laugh at how bad she was at it.


She was the one who laughed when she surfaced, erupting from the water with some velocity, digging her claws into the side of the rock face when she landed on the side of it, and started climbing back up.  “Where did I go wrong, Faralla?”


“You overcorrected when you started listing to the left,” he replied.  “Remember that there’s nothing anchoring you, and that even the smallest move you make is going to affect your flight.  Correct only enough to almost return to center, and allow your inertia to bring you back to center as you stabilize.  If you try to correct to center, you actually overcorrect and that happens.  Flying is an art of subtle movements, so be subtle,” he said, one of his favorite sayings when training Kell.

That advice helped.  She managed to fly nearly 700 meters on the next attempt before losing control, and when she climbed back up, she was panting a bit.  “Need to rest,” she wheezed.  “Gaia’s love, my wings are burning.  After just that!”


“It’s hard work, intended,” Kell told her soothingly.  “That was impressive given you haven’t been swimming all that long.”


“Listen to your intended, Kammi,” Faralla told her.  “You’re doing very well indeed, and the more you exercise, the longer you’ll last.”


“Thanks, Faralla.”


“Your turn, Kell.  Twenty laps around the talons while Kammi rests, you need to work on your banking maneuvers,” Faralla ordered.


“Yes, esteemed council member,” he said, opening his wings.


It was very fun to train with his intended.  Kell did his thing and she did hers, but he was always close enough to watch her progress, and she really enjoyed herself.  That was a reaction that Kell expected many earth dragons to have, to finally be able to fly after a lifetime of wishing that they could.  The hard work to do it would just make it that much more satisfying when they were competent and physically conditioned enough to stay up in the air.  Kammi could barely fly a minute before her wings gave out, but she managed to get a little bit further every time she flew, both in lasting longer in the air and learning how to keep control.  By the end of the training session, as the sun crept towards the western horizon and a bank of clouds started moving in from the south, she managed to stay in control long enough to have to stop flying, gliding down into the water because her wings were simply too tired to flap hard enough to keep her lift.  And that was marked improvement from her first attempt.


Kammi was completely exhausted by the time the lesson was over, to the point where her wings trembled with effort just to stay folded as Faralla carried her back to the island.  She was set down by the burrow entrance, and she didn’t even bother to move, she just rolled over on her back right there and let her wings lay limply on the grass as a fairly heavy shower started to fall over the farm.  “Gaia, my wings feel like they’re about to fall off,” she complained as Faralla gave her an amused look.

“You did well today, Kammi,” he complemented.  “As soon as you feel up to moving, make sure you do your stretching exercises, it will help.  And we’ll do this again tomorrow afternoon.”

“I’m both happy to hear that and glad that I’m too tired to spike you, Faralla,” she replied, which made both him and Kell laugh.


“I think I’m safe enough with you laying like that,” he said lightly.


“Not her, you’re not,” Kell warned with a playful expression as Jenny half-jogged up the hill to join them, an umbrella over her to ward off the rain.  She was wearing a pair of shorts and a tank top, with jogging shoes on.  “Hey Jenny,” he greeted.


“Are you okay, Kammi?” she asked, standing by her head and looking down at her, her hand on her knee.


“I will be,” she answered.  “I don’t think I could move my wings right now if I tried.”


“Ohhh, flying practice,” she said in draconic, looking at Kell.  “How many times crash?”


“Enough to keep me entertained all afternoon,” he answered, speaking draconic mainly so Faralla could understand…because he was almost certain that Jenny would.  Faralla chuckled when Kammi smacked Kell’s foreleg with the sides of the spikes on her tail.  “See, Faralla?  Forget her breath weapons, when it comes to Kammi, her tail is the most dangerous part of her.”


“I see her magic working now,” Jenny said, looking around as the grass around the burrow visibly started to grow.


“Yeah, I’ll have to teach her how to tamp it down tonight,” Kell nodded.

“I’ll let you get to it, because I’m hungry,” Faralla said easily.  “Jenny, see you tomorrow.”


“Good night, esteemed council member,” she nodded up to him, and the sky wyrm rocketed up towards the volcano with a single beat of his wings, creating a trail through the falling raindrops.  With Faralla gone, Jenny switched to English.  “So how did it go?  Did you fly far today?”


“I sure did!” she replied in English.  “I managed to stay in the air long enough for my wings to tire out! I was so proud of myself!”


“You’re always proud of yourself, intended,” Kell teased.


“Lick my tail, Kell,” she huffed, which made Jenny laugh.


“He can’t lord it over you anymore, Kammi,” Jenny winked.  “Now you can chase him if he tries to fly away.”


“She’s got more work to do before she can chase me down in the air,” Kell chuckled.  “And I’ll be overjoyed when she can.”


“Ohh, ohh, who won the draw today?” Kammi asked.  “Were you there, Jenny?”


“Afraid not, but it wasn’t anyone on the farm,” she replied.  “I’d have heard about it if it was.”


They found that out when Jenri wandered up to them on her way back to the family burrow from the north coastal tract, crossing over the grassy strip that separated the north and south tracts.  “Oh, Jenri, who won the drawing today?” Kammi called as she passed by the base of the hill.  She detoured up to them and joined them.

“It was a bit of a mess,” she replied, speaking passably decent English.  The months of lessons down in the city had paid off for many earth dragons.  “A hatchling won, one that didn’t have a full tail of spikes.  Since he couldn’t bond the humans, they ruled that he has to wait until his spikes grow in, but when they do, he gets put in the front of the line.  So they drew again.  A drake named Penti won, farmhand from Two Cliffs Village.  I saw them taking him through the scion a couple of hours ago, I suspect they’re all done and he’s back by now.”


“I figured that might happen,” Kell mused.  “But I think that’s a fair ruling.  The hatchling won the draw fair and square, but it’s also not fair to everyone else for him to bond humans with the spikes he has and deny the dragon behind him.”

“You done for today, Jenri?” Jenny asked.


She nodded.  “We’re about to go out on our daily swim,” she answered.  “My wings are burning just thinking about it.”


Kell chuckled.  “Just keep at it, Jenri, it gets better,” he encouraged.


“It’ll feel much more worthwhile when I finally win the draw,” she chuckled.  “We all can’t be as lucky as Kammi.”

“Hey now, I won fair and square,” she grinned up at the older drake.  “But I don’t think you’ll have to wait long.  They’re bonding one or two dragons a day, and I’ll bet it goes faster when the humans streamline the process on the other side.  At the rate they’re going, it won’t take more than five years to bond every earth dragon.”

“That never seemed like a very long time until I wanted something,” Jenri said ruefully.


“I’d disagree with you, at least until I think about how long I’m going to live now,” Jenny said, twirling her umbrella absently.  “Five years seems like a long time, then I think that I’m going to live for another one hundred and eighty years or so.  Compared to that…it’s not long at all.”


“Now you’re thinking like a dragon, Jenny,” Kammi told her.  “I mean, I’m sixty-two, so five years doesn’t seem like much time at all.”


“You’re still a youngling, Kammi,” Jenri told her lightly.  “I’m one hundred and nine.”


“Not even middle age for an earth dragon,” Kell supplied to Jenny.


“How old is Keth?” she asked curiously.


“Oh, one hundred and forty one, but he doesn’t really count,” he answered.  “That’s just into middle age for an earth dragon, given we live around three hundred years or so.  Mother’s older than him by two years, there was a time when Mother’s clutch and Sire’s clutch were sharing the same brood chamber.  So, they’ve been together as long as they can remember.  But the oldest dragon around here is Shii.  She’s one hundred and ninety six.  Surral is only one hundred and fifty three.”

“Is that kind of age difference normal in mates among water dragons?”


“Entirely normal, they were both considered to be mature adults when they mated, so they were in the same age range, the same generation,” Kell answered.  “When they mated, though, Surral was only about one hundred.  The joke on the farm was that Shii was seduced by Surral’s youth and vigor,” he chuckled.


“Ah, so Shii is the ancestral cove drake?” Jenny asked.


Kell nodded.  “Her parents held the cove before her.  She inherited the cove almost by default, since her clutchmates didn’t find kelp farming to be all that exciting, so they struck out on their own and established their own pods.  Surral’s family pod has their den on the north side of the island.”


“And how long do water dragons live?”


“Oh, around four hundred or so,” he answered as Kammi rolled back up onto her feet, mainly because she seemed to get tired of the rain getting in her mouth.  Her wings were drooping heavily, still too tired for her to fold them.  “So, while Shii is nearly two hundred years old, she’s just hit middle age.  In human terms, she’s like forty.”


“Huh,” Jenny breathed, then she chuckled.  “That explains so much.  I notice that Shii seems to get a whole lot of respect.  It’s because she’s older.”


“Nope,” Kell told her.  “Shii’s actually one of the younger Matriarchs on the island that didn’t establish her own pod, but despite that, she’s highly respected by most every water dragon.  She’s respected because she’s Shii.  She’s very intelligent and very wise, Jenny, and water dragons respect wisdom, even in a younger dragon.”  He chuckled.  “But it’s Surral that has the attention of the rest of the water dragons right now.  They had no idea he was so skilled with magic, and the fact that he’s so young makes it even more impressive.  In water dragon circles, one hundred and fifty is considered barely old enough to be competent with magic, and here he is, designing his own magical spells.  That’s major among the water dragons.”

“How could they not know?”


“Water dragons consider bragging to be extremely rude, Jenny,” Kell answered.  “So, most water dragons don’t tell others what they can do, what they’ve learned, because it can be seen as being boastful.  Surral spends a lot of time practicing his magic, and all the things he’s learned how to do, he didn’t really tell anyone because he didn’t want to be seen as boorish.”


“Yeah, I could see that,” she said, tapping her chin with her free hand.  “So, it’s possible the pod knows magic spells that other pods don’t know.”


“It’s a fact, not a possibility,” Kell affirmed.  “I mean, what other pod would need to learn a spell that mends kelp stalks, or one that scares away kelp-eating lobsters?  Shii and Surral have created unique magic they use for kelp farming, and since there are only three pods on the island that farm kelp, the other pods really had no reason to create that kind of magic.  And I’ll bet that other pods have created their own spells over the years to assist in their preferred methods of fishing, though they’d never brag about it if they did.  It only makes sense.”

“Well, I’ve learned a lot more than I expected today,” Jenny chuckled.  “I’ll leave you two to your lessons, guys, Matron is waiting for me.  Jenri, mind walking me down to the burrow?”


“Not at all,” she replied as Jenny stepped past them.  The two of them engaged in conversation as they walked down the slope towards the family burrow, and the two of them watched them go.


“When did she take over our farm, Kell?” Kammi asked lightly.


“More or less the minute she moved in.  And who says this is your farm?” he countered.


“I gotta enjoy it while I can, since you’re not gonna inherit,” she grinned.


“That’s Gaia’s truth,” he agreed.  “Now let’s get started teaching you how to tamp down your aura, the grass is starting to get a little out of control.  I’ll hate to see what the mushroom cellar looks like.”


“At least we’ll get to eat the results,” she chuckled as she turned and walked with him down the entry ramp.


18 November 2017, 04:47 DMT; Dawnmist Village

It was now a new routine.


Licking a bit of pumpkin flesh off his teeth, Kell ambled out of the burrow with Kammi beside him, getting ready to start the day.  For both of them, the morning would be a combination of teaching the newest empowered earth dragons the basics of their magic and practicing themselves.  Because they were field agents, it fell primarily on Kell and Kammi to do the teaching, since they were trained to relay information and that applied to teaching others.  The others were doing some teaching, but they just weren’t as good at it as Kell and Kammi were.

They weren’t just a pawful of dragons anymore. There were 19 of them now, and there would be 20 by lunch, and that was too many to roam around the Library of Eternity.  They were now meeting on the old department aerie, using the open space to the sides of the dorms they’d built for the humans that came for the summit, and the sages were coming and going to do their exams and studies.  None of the new dragons were anyone that Kell knew, and they were truly a random cross-section of earth dragon society.  There were 14 drakes and five wyrms, roughly half of them were young adults or juveniles and the other half mature or older dragons, and all of them were farm workers.  No one from the department or the factories or other technical jobs other than Kell and Kammi had won yet—and neither of them had truly won—which wasn’t that big of a surprise given how much of a minority the technical dragons were.

After lunch, they’d go to flying training.  Kammi’s wings had toughened up considerably over the last two weeks, mainly because she spent almost every waking moment exercising them, even during magic practice.  She wanted to be able to fly more than two minutes at a time as quickly as she could manage, and he could admit, she was pretty good at it.  Kell could now fly without crashing as long as he didn’t do anything exotic, and Kammi was trying to catch up to him.  Faralla was still training them, teaching Kell more advanced flying techniques and teaching Kammi the basics, fully invested in the idea of seeing just how good an earth dragon could fly if trained properly.


There were three earth dragons in the air now.  Because of Kammi’s months of swimming training, she had the wing strength to fly short distances, maybe about three or four minutes, and Rika could now fly about five minutes before her wings gave out.  Kell had also been working on his endurance, and could now comfortably fly for hours before he started feeling it.  All those years of swimming hundreds of kilometers a day had given him the stamina to stay up in the air.


“Hmm, wanna drop in on the drawing and see who wins before we head to the aerie?” Kammi offered.


“That won’t be til sunrise,” Kell protested.  Not quite as many dragons were showing up for the drawings, but enough were still coming to make it a bit of a spectacle.  The novelty of it was wearing off, and some dragons were getting tired of being let down day after day when they didn’t win.  Besides, the corn they’d planted was getting close to harvest, which would be the first major harvest after the farms were repaired, so there was more work to do on the farms to really justify taking even more time off than they did already for their morning exercises.  Real work had to be done now, and that took precedence over flights of fancy.


“Like it’s more than two minutes to the allotment area from the aerie,” she protested with a bright smile.  “And to think, just a few weeks, ago, that was a fifteen minute walk for me,” she added, waggling her tail a little.  “I tell you, intended, I love flying.”

“I’ll love it more when there’s more of us doing it,” Kell said evenly, watching as his parents, siblings, and the farmhands started gathering at the beach, getting ready to do their morning exercises…and he had the feeling that his parents just might be able to fly as soon as they were empowered.  Both of them were back up to trim, able to swim long distances again, and that was what they needed most.


“Well, let’s go now, so there’s nobody for me to crash into when I try to land,” she grinned.


That was about a true statement.  She was about where he’d been after a couple of weeks, able to fly in a straight line so long as she didn’t face adverse conditions, like strong crosswinds, and able to turn as long as she did it very slowly and very carefully.  She still had major trouble landing, however, and still tended to lose control trying to slow down enough to land.  He let her go first, staying out of her way as she opened her wings and vaulted into the air, then opened his wings and followed behind her as she ascended in a straight line towards the top of the extinct volcano.  He watched her fly with both a bit of amusement and a lot of pride, heard her grunt with effort as they took a fairly steep climb angle that would certainly exhaust her in moments…but that was probably the reason she chose it, to make her work.  In that respect, she was certainly doing things the right way.  She never shied away from the difficult, she sought it out so she would improve.  He was almost amused when she banked towards the allotment area rather than the aerie, then managed to land on the lip of the caldera without breaking her teeth, though she did nearly stumble off her front legs when she came in too fast and too steep.  Kell landed much more professionally beside her, and she gave him a dirty look when he folded his wings.  There were a couple hundred dragons in the caldera, and the sage and Anthra were already there.  Just as the light of dawn started painting the west side of the caldera, the sage drew a token out of the box and held it up.  “The number is two thousand, one hundred and one,” he called loudly.

Anthra gasped loudly without opening the book.  “That’s my number!” she blurted, then shook her head, almost violently.  “Draw another, honored sage,” she ordered.  “I would rather see another earn that gift than me right now.  I have too many other duties to fulfill the obligations that being drawn now would entail.  There will be plenty of time for me to take my turn later on.”


“Wow, Anthra got pulled?” Kammi breathed to him.


“It is random, intended,” he reminded her.  “And I think she’s doing the right thing,” he added in a whisper.


“Only when you show proof that it is your number, thus your prerogative to decline,” the sage answered strongly.  “Show me your name in the book.”  She opened the book as he walked over, then pointed at a page with her claw.  “It is your number,” he declared.  “And you decline?”


“I decline,” she said strongly.  “Draw another.”


“As you decide, esteemed council member,” the sage said, going back to the box.

Kell figured that Anthra earned the undying loyalty of quite a few earth dragons with her decision, having the nobility to refuse being empowered because she felt she couldn’t live up to the obligations receiving it would place on her.  The sage drew another token, and Kell almost laughed out loud when he heard a number he knew…a number he was almost praying would come up very early in the process.


Gev.


Now that was Gaia’s justice, Kell believed.  If there was any earth dragon Kell knew that would do almost anything to fly, it was Gev.  He’d been obsessed with it since he was a hatchling, and since they found out about being empowered, no dragon worked harder every day to strengthen his wings than Gev, much to the irritation and dismay of his lifemate, Getren.


“What’s so funny?” Kammi asked.

“That’s Gev’s number,” he answered, pointing at the mature adult drake, who was attending the drawing and was nearly jumping up and down like a hatchling at hearing his number called.  “Good for him, he’s dreamed of flying his entire life.  I’m glad he got his wish quickly.”


“That number belongs to Gev of Dawnmist Village,” Anthra called after referring to her book, and Gev was all but charging the stage.


“I’m Gev, esteemed council member!” he nearly screamed in delight, vaulting up onto the platform.  “I accept this honor!”


“Congratulations,” Anthra told him.  “If you’ll come with me, I’ll explain what happens next, and when you’ll be going into the human lands to meet your humans.”  She rose up onto her haunches and spread her wings.  “Another drawing will be held today just before evening allotments,” she called loudly.


“Two in one day? Awesome,” Kammi said.  “Guess the relocation guys in Everett are on the ball.”


“Yeah, I think they must have built a pretty effective operation over there.  Maybe too effective,” Kell noted as they turned away from the caldera.  “I don’t think the council wants all the humans to come from America, and at this rate, they will be.”


“Well, that’s the world’s fault, not ours.  They said that they won’t look for humans anywhere that our protection isn’t guaranteed by law,” Kammi said.  “And so far, the only ones that have done it are the Americans.”

That was true enough, but how Walker did it was something of a political football at the moment.  He declared that the basic human rights enshrined into American law would be extended to dragons by his administration, that dragons would have all the same basic rights as human being non-citizens under the law.  And that was already being challenged in court by a few of the wingnut conspiracy groups that had popped up over the appearance of the dragons.  The loudest and most violently opposed to the dragons was, amusingly enough, Franklin Graham, a televangelist and so-called religious leader.  He was one of those extremist dingbats who told his followers that the appearance of the dragons was right out of the Christian bible’s Revelations, that they were demons sent to Earth by the devil to lure away the weak from the word of God and overthrow Christian rule in the western world.  He called dragons beasts, as in the Beast from Revelations, and was openly advocating over his television show and other media appearances for humanity to exterminate the dragons to protect the Christian faith itself.

“Something tells me that the Americans are dragging their feet introducing the resolution to the United Nations, trying to corner the market on magic before we spread it further,” Kell noted dryly as Kammi opened her wings, then vaulted off the side of the caldera.  She didn’t answer because she was too busy concentrating on not crashing into the side of the volcano as she banked towards the old department aerie, and he followed her for the two minutes or so they were in the air.  She managed to land without digging a furrow out of the stone platform with her chin, this time just gliding in and hopping to a stop once she hit the ground, and Kell again landed much more professionally on the edge of the aerie, his back feet coming down right at the edge.  He advanced up onto the aerie towards Jenny, who was talking with Rika and one of the newer earth wyrms in their little group, a mature adult male farmhand named Pral.


“Kell, Lucy and Pam are coming today!” Rika said excitedly as they approached.  Rika really liked the two pilots who were bonded to her.

“They come every three days, silly,” Kammi chided her.


“Well, I know, but they’re staying today!  The sages want to do some exam things, so they’re staying the night.”

“I’ll need to make up some bedrooms for them,” Jenny said.  “And maybe just let you stay in the burrow under the house tonight,” she added with a chuckle, patting Rika’s head fondly.


“My parents would kill me if I did that,” she complained.


“Well, bring them along, silly.  I’d love to get to know them,” Jenny told her.  “There are two sleeping chambers down on the second level, complete with sleeping mounds.  Your parents can stay in one and you in the other.”


“Cool!  I’ll ask my parents when I go home for lunch!”


Irago swooped in and came to a halt, hovering with his feet just off the aerie.  “The council is summoning Kell,  Kammi, and Jenny immediately,” he announced.


“What for, Irago?  You know?” Kell asked.


He shook his head.  “I was just told to bring you back to the aerie.  Jenny,” he prompted.  She stepped over to him, and he very gently and very carefully closed his forepaws around her middle, then picked her up.  “I’ll tell the council you’re on your way,” he told the two earth dragons, then his wings pulled him higher into the air and turned him back towards Council Aerie.


“Well, wonder what’s going on.  Probably another status report,” Kell said.  “Rika, Pral, tell the others we’ll be gone a while.  Rika, you and Linno will have to do the teaching today.”


“No problem, Kell.  I’m getting good at explaining how the magic works,” the youngling told him.


“You are at that,” he agreed.  “You’re getting a new dragon today.  Gev won the draw, and they’ll bring him as soon as he’s bonded.  So you’ll be starting at the beginning with him.”


“We can handle it, Kell.  You’d better go before the council gets mad at you.”


It was a short flight to the aerie, and again, Kammi managed to land without breaking her teeth or wiping out any other dragon, though she did almost come in too low and slam into the edge of the aerie.  Kell again upstaged his intended with a very smooth landing, folding his wings back as they advanced past the aides and reached the ring of podiums.  Jenny was in the act of taking the seat they’d put out for her, between the earth dragon and chromatic podiums.  “We answer the summons of the council,” Kell called.


“Very good, Kell.  We need you and Kammi to set up the video screens.  President Walker will be attending the council,” Anthra told him.  “Kammi, if you please, translate for the council.”

“Sure thing, esteemed council member,” Kammi replied as a sky dragon came up over the edge of the aerie, carrying Ferroth, with Prisma flying beside them.  The sky dragon set him down as Prisma landed, and the two of them advanced up to the circle.

They had all the equipment there, so it didn’t take long.  Kell and Kammi set up three screens in a triangle in the center as well as a series of cameras on a stand between the three of them that would let him see the council members, then they connected them and the microphones set up at each podium to the aerie’s computer.  Kammi stayed at the computer to connect to the White House.  Moments after she took up her position at the computer, Walker’s face winked onto the screens.  “Council members,” he said with a nod, Arlen Kent moving into the view behind him.


“What news do you bring, Mister President?” Jussa asked, which Kammi then translated.


“We finally have a firm date set for the introduction of the resolution at the U.N.,” he announced.  “It will be voted on two days after it’s introduced.  It’ll be formally introduced on December first, and the vote will be on the third.  But, the text of the resolution will be available to the ambassadors to read on November twenty sixth.  That resolution hasn’t changed, it’s the same one we showed you, word for word.  What you need to decide, esteemed council, is if you are sending a dragon here to address the general assembly.  We need to know now so we can arrange it with the U.N. and set up the logistics and security.”


“We haven’t made that decision yet, Mister President,” Jussa answered.


“There’s a little more.  I’m sure the department has been keeping you up to speed, but just in case they haven’t found out yet,  both Canada and Great Britain are moving on legislation to recognize dragon rights without waiting for the U.N.  Both have just introduced the legislation, so now they have to go through their parliaments.  And there are about ten other nations that are planning to do the same, but haven’t decided on the exact language of the resolution,” he continued.  “Nine are part of the European Union, and the tenth is Japan.”

“The department has told us about them,” Jussa nodded, looking towards Ferroth.

“Canada and Great Britain just copied the legislation I sent to the House, almost word for word, so you already know what theirs say,” Walker told him.


“Any further heartburn from the crazies over the executive order?” Kell asked him.


“Only about twenty new lawsuits since Monday,” he said acidly.  “As far as the legislation goes, the biggest pushback is the magic clause, declaring magic a legal action when used for lawful means and giving legal protected status to magicians.  And I’m almost shocked at the amount of opposition to the bill I sent to be introduced into the house.  I want Congress to pass it as law so the next President can’t just undo my order and leave you out in the cold.”


“Those Representatives are probably from the south,” Kammi said dryly.  “You know how fundamentalist Christians flip out when the word magic comes into play.”

“Mostly, and remember that I was living in Tennessee before I became President, Kammi,” he said lightly.


“You’re not to blame for their stupid, Mister President,” she replied with a toothy grin.


“Anyway, that’s about where things stand,” he continued.  “But I will ask that if you send a dragon to address the General Assembly, I’d like him or her to also address a joint session of Congress.  The dragon can use a scion to get to Washington, address Congress, then the next day we fly him or her to New York to address the United Nations.  I want them to see you in person, see you standing in the well of the House and be absolutely unable to deny that you’re sentient beings deserving of the same legal rights as humans.  I think that would go a long way towards squashing the objections in Congress and expediting the legislation to my desk.”


“Going inside the buildings?  Only an earth dragon could manage that,” Trejem mused.


“A very small one,” Essan agreed, almost deliberately glancing over at Kell as he said it.  “There would inevitably be a press conference as well.”

“It would be prudent.  I think the media would outright revolt if you came and went without giving them a chance to ask questions,” Walker nodded.  “And it’s a dangerous thing to upset the media.  They can decide to turn against the dragons, and if that happens, things might get messy.”


“They did behave themselves when we were at Kilauea,” Kammi mused.

“As long as we can control their access, I don’t see a problem with that,” Jussa said.  “And whether we send a dragon to the U.N. or not, I think it would be wise for one of us to address your Congress, Mister President.  At least if chief Ferroth thinks it’s a good idea.”


“It is, esteemed council member,” he affirmed.  “After what we did to China, it would be best if we more out into the open.”

“Why is that, chief?” Sessara asked.

“Because after showing the humans the true power of magic using it against China, we need to put a friendly face on it and on us,” he explained.  “The humans have seen that we can defend ourselves.  What we need to make sure of is that they understand that we only strike when we’re attacked first, that we don’t attack unprovoked.”


“I think the term the chief is looking for is damage control,” Walker said dryly after hearing Kammi’s translation.  “You scared the hell out of quite a few countries with that hurricane you parked over Beijing.  You need to ensure everyone that you won’t just whip up hurricanes willy-nilly and throw them at people for the fun of it.  That your actions are justified.  You had every right to attack China, because they attacked you first.  Now you need to assure the rest of the world that you can be peaceful neighbors.”


“The President puts it clearly,” Ferroth agreed, nodding towards the monitor.  “It’s in our best interest to be public right now, to make sure that the curiosity the humans have about us doesn’t turn into fear.  In fact, I was going to suggest to the council that we allow Jenny to make some recordings of daily life on the island and release it to the media.  Go around and record earth dragons working their farms, a water dragon pod fishing, chromatics studying, fire and sky dragons training, that kind of thing.”


“I could do that, chief,” she told him.  “But it would more or less expose me.”


“The world already knows that you’re deeply involved with us, Jenny,” Jussa told her after hearing Kammi’s translation.  “They just don’t have a name to go with the face.”

“Actually, they do have her name,” Kell corrected.  “She was introduced at the press conference in Kilauea.”


“And to add to that, I think the humans would feel a little more comfortable knowing there’s a human here looking out for their best interests,” Hinado mused.


“So, it’s your recommendation that we send a representative out into the human world, chief?” Jussa asked.


“It is, esteemed council member,” he replied firmly.  “The nature of the mission requires it to be an earth dragon, because only an earth dragon can fit in human buildings.  And with all due respect to Geon, I think it should be a field agent,” he said.  “Kell and Kammi are the best choice, Kell as the primary emissary and Kammi as his assistant and protector.  They have the experience to deal with humans, Kell has proven in the past he can speak with the weight of the council, they work very well together, and since they’re empowered, it gives them a means of escape if things go wrong.  Kell has the right mix of diplomacy, cunning, patience, and restraint to complete the mission, and Kammi has proven in the past that she’s observant, she’ll be Kell’s eyes when his attention is elsewhere.  And let’s be honest here.  I’m not allowing a council member to risk himself on a mission like this, where he’ll have very little support or protection,” he said bluntly.  “Kell and Kammi are trained for situations like this, so in my opinion, they’re our drakes.  This is a field operation, so we need field agents to accomplish the mission.  We should step back and let them do what we trained them to do.”


Kammi nearly beamed as she translated for Walker.


“I find the chief’s words as wise as ever,” Hirrag said in a strong voice.  “Kell is the warrior among the earth dragons who has the respect of the fire dragons, and Kammi has proven her courage in the past.  They are good choices for a mission like this.”


“I’ll need to go along with them,” Jenny spoke up.


“That goes without saying, Jenny,” Jussa agreed after hearing the translation.  “But for now, I would ask our guests and witnesses to return to their other tasks and allow us to debate this matter without distraction.  President Walker, Jenny will call you when we are ready to reconvene.”


“Of course, esteemed council member,” he said, nodding to the camera after hearing Kammi translate.  “I’ll have Arlen send Jenny a written outline of my idea to have a dragon address Congress so you can see what we have in mind.”


“We’ll consider it as we deliberate on the matter, President Walker,” Jussa assured him.  “Have Arlen send it at his earliest convenience so we can read it.”


“I’ll have it there in just a few minutes, esteemed council member,” Kent said, then he moved out from behind Walker’s chair.

“Then I’ll talk to you again when we reconvene,” Walker said, smiling into the camera.  The feed then winked out as it was cut from the other side.


“Whelps, come back to the department, so we can work out a plan to present to the council,” Ferroth ordered.


“Sure thing, chief, Rika and Linno should have things well in paw on the aerie,” Kell replied.  “Rika may be very young, but she’s actually not a bad teacher.”


The three earth drakes relocated to the department, and both Kell and Kammi submerged back into their chosen profession with confident speed.  Ferroth explained what the mission would entail, and then the seven of them, five field agents, Kintel, and Ferroth, sat in the main field agent office discussing the requirements and dangers of the mission.  They’d have to rely on human security for most of the trip, with Kell and Kammi having only each other for protection.  The Washington leg of the trip would be safer by comparison in terms of security but more dangerous in the length of time they would be.  Ferroth’s idea was for Kell and Kammi to be flown to New York from Hawaii to conceal the fact they had scions, schedule it so they arrived in the morning, go straight to the U.N., and address the General Assembly.  They would then go straight to the airport and be flown to Washington.  They would visit the White House in the early afternoon and be available for a press conference, address Congress in prime time, then go back to the airport and be flown back to Hawaii.  That minimized the danger to the earth drakes by compressing the entire trip into one day and making sure that they spent the least time possible in New York, where it would be more dangerous than Washington.  Though Kell and Kammi would be on their own in most ways, Ferroth fully intended for a flight of sky dragons to be high overhead everywhere they went, in position to dive down to protect the two earth dragons on a moment’s notice.

Kell was almost surprised by how much he missed being where he felt he was supposed to be.  After weeks of learning to fly, then learning about his magic, it just felt right to him to be back in the department, back among those that shared his interests, back among those he called friend. As much as he was enjoying being able to fly and intrigued by his magic, most of his life had revolved around the department. From working his tail off to become a field agent, studying for years to prove to Ferroth that he had the motivation and the ambition for the dangerous job, to the training once he was accepted, to the actual missions themselves, his life had revolved around technology and intelligence.  And while the awakening of his magic had changed him, made him reluctant to kill—which was a job requirement for a field agent—this was where he wanted to be most.  Sitting at a computer keyboard, surrounded by his fellow field agents, Kintel, and the chief, and doing his job.


He knew then, sitting there typing up part of the proposal they were going to send to the council, that this was where he belonged.  When he finished all the magic training, when he became a skilled flyer, he would return to the department.  He’d be too old to be a field agent by then—he was borderline out of the program now, as were Jirran, Trekka, and Kammi—but he was sure Ferroth would put him and the others to the task of training the next Stone, Onyx, Jasper, and Shale.  Girk would be one of those four, and over the last few months, despite Kell’s misgivings, he’d proved he was more than capable of earning one of those titles.  After that, they’d probably move over to the programming team, or perhaps a job like Kintel’s, becoming supervisors.  Kintel had been a field agent himself, and became the supervisor of the field agents when he was too old to do the job.

It took them about four hours to have everything ready, and they sent it to the council by courier and to Kent by encrypted email as they read through what Kent had sent them about the humans’ ideas of the plan.  Kent’s team had had many similar ideas, and it wouldn’t be that hard at all to merge to the two proposals together into a single plan that incorporated both the itinerary and security.  Kent’s plan had the dragons staying for two days rather than one, providing them housing at Andrews, keeping them on a military installation to keep them further protected.  Kent’s plans were for more than just Kell and Kammi.  His plan had five dragons coming, Geon as the primary ambassador and the four field agents acting as his translators and protection.  Kent correctly realized that only earth drakes could conceivably fit inside human buildings.  But, he also had three contingency plans to back up the primary plan, and in each of those, it was Kell coming instead of Geon, with differing dragons coming with him.  Kent had detailed plans laid out if Kell came alone, if he came with non-earth drakes, and if he came with the other field agents.  But all four of his plans were thorough, providing adequate security for the dragons and getting things done without dawdling too much.  Kent planned more down time to give the dragons a chance to rest after the long trip, thus the planned two days in Washington, and also included an opportunity for the dragons to tour one or two human installations, like the Mall or the Pentagon, as both photo op and leisure activity.

Kent either didn’t know or had forgotten that the field agents had been to Washington before.  Many times.


They had Kent on video conference, him and Ross sitting at desks on a split screen as they went over the two proposals and decided how to merge them together to have a unified plan to present to both President Walker and the council.  Ross wasn’t wearing her makeup that hid her youth, and Kell could see that she did in fact look both different and the same, much like Wilson and Greg.  The black woman’s facial structure hadn’t changed, but her skin had a youthful glow, was more firm, and her hair had grown quite a bit.  Kell had to remark about it while they were waiting for Kent to finish a call with Walker.  “I feel a lot more different than I look,” she said with a chuckle, touching her cheek.  “I guess in a way, I’m like Wilson.  Not to sound too racist,” she winked, “but I think us black people are affected a tiny bit different than white people.  Wilson looks more ageless than young, and I kinda went the same way.”


“Both of you have that kind of austere handsomeness that translates well no matter what age you are,” Trekka told her.  “So I don’t think it’s a black thing more than it’s a beauty thing.  Both you and Wilson are going to look good, no matter how young or old you are.”


“Thank you for the complement, Trekka,” she said with an honest smile.

“Does it take a makeup artist to get you ready for the day, or have you learned how to do it yourself?” Kammi asked.


“I can do it myself now, it’s not that hard,” she replied.  “I’d love to stop doing it, I’d love more than anything to go to Imakaii and start my training, but I can’t.  I’ve decided to stay in my post until we have everything settled down and Arlen resigns, then both of us are moving to Imakaii.  The President wants us to undergo magical training, but right now, he needs us more here.  Arlen can’t afford a deputy that doesn’t know what’s going on.”


“Yeah, given what’s going on, Kent needs someone on the inside at his right hand,” Kell nodded.


“Too bad you can’t start taking satellite classes or something from Washington,” Jirran chuckled.


“We already are,” she replied.  “The Hunters send us recorded video of their lessons and comprehensive reports on what they’re learning by courier, and we’re learning from them.  Even President Walker is studying them.  He fully intends to join Julia on Imakaii and learn magic when he’s done with his political career, and he wants to be ready so he can jump in with both feet when he finally has the chance.”


“That may not be for seven years,” Kammi noted.  “I get the feeling that Walker’s gonna be a shoe-in for re-election.”


“Maybe, maybe not,” Ross said soberly.  “It’s all going to depend on how the next year or two go.  If the return of the dragons causes any upheaval and Walker takes the blame, he might face a major challenge in 2020.  But, if it goes smoothly, then yes, I think he’s a lock for re-election.  The people will see him as the man who guided America through an earth-shaking event that altered the fundamental fabric of our society and will want him to stay at the helm for another four years.”


“That is a good point,” Kintel told her with an approving nod.  “What have you heard about the other countries passing the dragon rights laws?”

“On the surface, it’s to look like they’re welcoming to dragons.  But under that, most of them have found out through their own spies that the dragons won’t teach anyone magic that won’t recognize their rights…so do the math.  They’re trying to entice you to come to their countries to teach magic, just as we have.”


“So it’s not about trying to prevent another China?” Kintel asked.


“Most every country knows why you went after China,” she answered.  “We spread it around that they tried to invade your island, and you retaliated by attacking the mainland after you sank their invasion fleet.  In that respect, most countries can respect your actions.  But how you did it scared them to death,” she said honestly.  “It made everyone realize just how powerless we truly are against magic, and they’ve realized that the only way to protect against your magic is with their own magic.  So, here we are.”


“Yeah, well, I don’t think they realize that if we teach them magic, then they don’t have to worry about us attacking them,” Kammi mused.  “I mean, they’ll be part of our world, on our side, and we wouldn’t really have reason to.”


“What Kammi means is that the council believes that if we teach humans magic, it will secure our place in human society much as it did a couple thousand years ago,” Trekka added.  “They’ll have no reason to attack us, or us attack them, because we’re the ones teaching them.”


“If I recall, that didn’t stop things from happening the first time,” Ross said seriously.


“That happened because Catholics are ungrateful dicks,” Kammi said in a voice that made Ross laugh suddenly.  “Seriously, that’s what Prisma’s dug up from our history.  The Catholics turned on us because of what happened to Camelot, after everything we did for them.  The man that became Pope was at Camelot when the earth dragons destroyed it, and it poisoned him against us.  He didn’t care that we had complete justification for destroying Camelot, he only cared that dragons were mean to him.”


“Now you’re getting into history I don’t know,” Ross said, her voice curious.  “Exactly why did you have justification?”


“The treaty between the humans and the earth dragons made it clear that Camelot would only stand so long as Arthur’s line held the throne,” Kell told her.  “The earth dragons built Camelot for Arthur to pay him back for a great service he did for the dragons.  Arthur was a hero to the dragons as much as the humans, an icon, and building him his own kingdom was the least the dragons could do for him.  When Lancelot and Morrigan le Fay exterminated Arthur’s line, the earth dragons took Camelot back, and they were mad enough to not be nice about it.  The humans in Camelot didn’t want to obey the treaty and leave the city, so the earth dragons evicted them by force.  The priest that would eventually become the Pope that turned against the dragons was in Camelot when the earth dragons destroyed  the city.  The earth dragons tore down every building and even carried away the stones, completely taking Camelot away from the humans.  He never forgave the dragons for that, even though their actions were justified by the treaty.”

“Whoa, wait, Lancelot killed Arthur?  I thought it was Mordred,” she said.


“Mordred was a hostage, not a traitor, and was killed along with the rest of Arthur’s children,” Kell answered.  “Had she lived, the earth dragons wouldn’t have reclaimed Canterlot.  She was of Arthur’s line.”


“Mordred was a girl?”


“Prisma’s history books say so,” Kammi answered.  “Lancelot was the real villain.  He conspired with Morrigan to kill Arthur and his children and take the throne for himself.  When that happened, the earth dragons attacked Camelot, killed Lancelot and the Knights of the Round Table because they’d turned against Arthur, then disassembled the entire city and carried away the building stones.  They left nothing but an empty field and the heads of the traitor knights on pikes where the castle once stood.”

“That’s absolutely fascinating.  I’d love to speak to Prisma about history as the dragons recorded it.”


“Learn draconic and come visit a chromatic library,” Kammi told her.

“Speaking of that priest, we figure that the church will be the wild card in all this,” Ross said.  “Kent’s convinced that they have very accurate records in the Vatican that they don’t show anyone that tells them what happened the first time.  So far the Pope hasn’t said anything one way or the other about dragons or magic, and we suspect that’s because they’re still digging those records up.  We figure it’s going to go one of two ways, either the church comes out in support of dragons, or they go the way of Franklin Graham,” she said darkly.  “And if they do, things are going to be significantly harder.”

“Luckily, that’s a council problem, not a department problem,” Girk said.  “There wouldn’t be much we could do about that anyway.”

Kent returned to his screen, and they got back to the real work.  It only took the two offices about an hour and a half to finalize a plan they’d present to both the council and the President, and both Kell and Kammi returned to the aerie, watching as Ferroth presented it.  He laid out the objectives of the plan, the dangers, and the security, stressing that Kell and Kammi would be under human Secret Service protection while they were in America, and the Secret Service was damn good. Under Ferroth’s plan, Kell and Kammi would only be in America for one day.  They’d arrive at 09:00 local time at New York City on a military transport, flown in from Hawaii, and then go straight to the United Nations to address the General Assembly.  That would take place at 11:00 (two hours to get there was a realistic estimate, given Kell and Kammi would have to be transported in the trailers of semis).  After the address, they would be flown to Washington D.C., arrive at 14:30, and be taken to the White House for a visit with President Walker and a press conference on the grounds there.  They would stay inside the protection of the White House until 19:30, when they’d be taken to the Capitol, to address a joint session of Congress at 20:30 local time.  They’d be taken straight to Joint Base Andrews and flown back to Hawaii after the address, and would probably be in the air by 11:00pm.


Several humans would be traveling with them at all times, and that was Arlen Kent, Ross, Jenny, Yancy, Price, Wilson, and a detachment of the Secret Service.  The Secret Service agents would be hand picked by Walker and the director, the best they had, and their physical security would be their responsibility. 


The entire time the two of them were in America, many more dragons than Kell and Kammi would be there, just hidden.  Sky dragons would be lurking high overhead, ready to intervene at a moment’s notice if the two of them encountered something they couldn’t handle themselves.  Along with them would be the chromatics’ most skilled and powerful spellcaster that wasn’t a sage, a chromatic young enough to be able to handle the rigors of such an operation.  The chromatic would get there by scion and be mixed in with the sky dragons, shadowing them from the air using an invisibility spell, and move by scion from New York to Washington when needed.  His job was to be close by to use his magic if Kell and Kammi were attacked and the sky dragons couldn’t get them out.


Kell and Kammi themselves would be going in with special equipment.  Both would be wearing message bands on their horns, like the one that Kell wore in the attack on the Chinese fleet, and would also be equipped with a device that would extend to them immunity to plastics and other synthetics, covering their weakness to things like teflon-coated high powered armor piercing rounds.  The chromatics had already researched the magic necessary to create the devices, so all they had to do was lock the spell to a crystal and embed the crystal in an amulet or other device they would wear like jewelry.  Given earth dragons were immune to most human weapons less powerful than five hundred pound bombs, and Kell and Kammi were highly experienced swimmers that could easily operate in water if they had to escape by themselves, Ferroth felt that that was all the protection they needed.

But Ferroth being Ferroth, he had contingency plans for if things went wrong.  He presented no less then eight escape plans, four for New York and four for Washington, that the two earth dragons could follow if they had to escape, and all of them revolved around them reaching the scion gateway that would be moved into place to facilitate their escape.  Two of the plan for each city directed them to fly to the scion, and two directed them to seek out the nearest body of water and swim to the scion, if for some reason they were unable to fly away.  Not even a human speedboat was going to keep up with Kell or Kammi in the water, and no helicopter that may follow them would be able to do much to stop them from escaping.


The council debated the overall plan only for about an hour before approving of it, and then they brought President Walker back in over video conference.  “The council has reviewed the proposed plan, Mister President, and we approve,” Jussa said, Kammi translating for him.


“So did the Secret Service and myself,” Walker answered.  “So that means that the plan is a go?”


“It does,” the water wyrm nodded.  “As soon as you have a date arranged for both of the speeches, we will have a timeline.”


“I already have a date in mind.  December first,” he answered.  “That gives us a good three weeks to get all the security arranged, and gives your sky dragons time to scout out perfect locations for the scion in case Kell and Kammi have to run.  All I ask is that you send me a copy of the speeches you intend to give so I’m not surprised by anything,” he said, his eyes shifting to look at Kell, who stood beside Anthra’s podium.


“Don’t look at me, I’m not writing them,” Kell said.  “I’m a field agent, not a diplomat.  The council will be preparing the presentations.  I’ll just be giving them.”


“Then I’d say we have an agreement,” Jussa declared.  “Kell, Kammi, you are going back to the department to prepare for your mission.  I’m certain that three weeks will be sufficient for both of you to be completely prepared.”


“More than, esteemed council member,” Kammi said confidently.  “We won’t let you down.”

“We know, Kammi,” Jussa said, looking back at her and smiling.  “Now get to work.”
